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Sweetest Bard t!iat ever sung. 
Nature’s Glory, Fancy’s Child ; 
Never sure did Poet’s tongue 
Warble forth such wood- notes wild. 


PREFACE 


TO 

THE FOURTH EDITION. 


It has been observed by a learned writer in a preface to his second edition, that the feel- 
ings of an author at that time, are very different from those wliich he ex])eriences, when 
he offers a new work at the tribunal of public opinion. The truth of this observation must 
of course be felt more strongly in the present instance, when a fourth edition is committed 
to the press. The reception which the Family Shakspeare has experienced from the 
Public has indeed been gratifying. It has been commended by all those who have ex- 
amined it, and censured by those only who do not appear to have made any enquiry into 
the merits or demerits of the performance, but condemn every attempt at removing inde- 
cency from Shakspeare. It would, indeed, have given me real pleasure, if any judicious 
and intelligent reader had perused the work with the eye of rigid criticism, and had 
pointed out any improper words which were still to be found in it. All observations of that 
nature would have been candidly and maturely considered, and if well founded, would 
have been followed by the erasure of what was faulty. On the other hand, I cannot but 
be gratified, at perceiving that no person appears to have detected any indecent expression 
in diese volumes : but this has not made me less solicitous to direct my own attention to 
that object, and to endeavour to render this work as unobjectionable as possible. I have, 
therefore, in preparing this Edition for the press, taken great pains to discover and cor- 
rect any defects w'hich might formerly have escaped my notice, but they have appeared in 
this last perusal of the work to be very few in number, and not of any great importance. 
Such, however, as I have been able to perceive, I have carefully removed, and I hope i 
may venture to assure the parents and guardians of youth, that they may read the Family 
Shakspeare aloud in the mixed society of young persons of both sexes, saint peur et sans 
reproche* 

My next object was to observe, whether the sense and meaning of the author were in 
any degree perverted or impaired by the erasures which I had made. The final decision 
of this question must be left to the careful and intelligent critic ; but to myself it appears, 
that very few instances will be found in which the reader will have any cause to regret 
the loss of the words that have been omitted. The great objection which has been urged 
against the Family Shakspeare, and it has been urged witli vehemence by tliose who 
have not examined the work, is the apprehension, that, with the erasure of the indecent 
passages, the spirit and fire of the poet would often be much injured, and sometimes be 
entirely destroyed. This objection arises principally from those persons who have con- 
fined their study of Shakspeare to the closet, and have not learned in the theatre, with 
bow much safety it is possible to make the necessary alterations. They have not learned, 
or they have forgot, that except in one, or at most in two instances, the plays of our author 
are never presented to the public without being corrected, and more or less cleared of in- 
decency ; yet Macbeth and OtheUoy Leary Hamlety and As you Like Uy continue still to ex- 
hibit the superior genius of the first of dramatic poets. The same may be said of his oilier 
transcendent works ; but those which 1 have named are selected as being five of the finest 
plays in the world, the most frequently acted, the most universally admired ; but of which, 
tliere is not one that can be re^ aloud by a gentleman to a lady, w'ithout undergoing 
some correction. I have attempted to do for the library what the manager does for the 
stage, and I wish that the persons who urge this objection would examine the plays with 
attention. I venture to assert, tliat in the far greater part of tliem, they would find that 
it is not difficult to sepaiate the indecent from tlie decent expressions ; and they would 
soon be convinced, that, by removing the stains, they would view the picture not only un- 
injured, but possessed of additional beauty. The truth of this observation has been 
expressed with such elegance, and in terms so honourable to Shakspeare, by a very supe- 
rior judge of poetic compoMtion, that I cannot resist the temptation of inserting the whole 
passage. 

After censuring the indecencies of Dryden and Congreve, as being the exponents of 
licentious principles, the reviewer observes, in language more expressive than* any which 
I could have employed, ‘‘ that it has in general been found easy to extirpate the offensive 
“ expressions of our great poet, without any injury to the context, or any visible scar, or 
« blank in the composition* They turn out, not to be so much cankers in the flowers, 
** as weeds that have sprung up by their side : not flaws in the metal, but impurities that 

have gathered on its surface, and that, so far from being missed on their removal, the 
** work generally appears more natural and harmonious without them/** 1 W'ill not 
• Edinburgh Review, Na Ixxl v- 5S, 
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weaken the foregoing quotation by adding any less forcible language of hrjy own, but I 
will endeavour to prove by examples the perfect justice of the observation. It is indeed 
a difficulty, and a very great one, under which I labour, that it is not possible for me to 
state the words which I have omitted ; but I think that L may adduce one instance, which, 
without offending the eye or the ear of modesty, will sufficiently confirm the remarks of 
the judicious reviewer, and prove that a whole scene may be omitted, not only witlioul 
injury, but with manifest advantage to the drama. 

,ln the second scene of the third act of Henry V., the English monarch, after taking 
Horfleur, is preparing to march towards Calais. In the fourth scene of that act, we find 
the French king and his counsellors deliberating on the means of intercepting the Eng- 
lish army. These scenes naturally follow each other — hut what is the intermediate 
scene, the third of the third act ? It is a dialogue between tlic French princess and her 
female attendant, of whom she is endeavouring to learn the English language. She 
asks her, 

Kath. Comment appellez^vons la main en Anglois 9 

Alice. JLa main? Elle est apjtellce de hand* 

ICath. De hand* Et les doigls 9 

Alice. Les do/igts ? Je pensc (/iiils sont appellee de Jingres^ any de Jingres* 

Kath. Comment ajpellez^imts les ofigles 9 

Alice. Les angles? les appellons de nails* 

I will not tire my readers w'ith a longer extract from this uninteresting dialogue ; it is 
continued through more than tw'onty questions and answers of the very same nature ; and 
as there is not a single word on any subject but tlie foregoing, every person will be ready 
to ask, what could induce Shakspeare to insert so useless a scene? The answer, I be- 
lieve, must he, that it was written in compliance with the bad taste of the age, for the 
express purpose of raising a laugh at the conclusion, by introducing, through the me- 
dium of imperfect pronunciation, the two most indecent words in the French language. 
At the mention of those words, the princess is shocked, as every virtuous woman would 
be, if she were either here or elsewhere, to see them written, or hear them repeated. Is it 
possible that any person will feel regret at perceiving that, in the Family Shakspeare, 
the beautiful play of Henry V. is not interrupted in a very intc^rosting part of the nar- 
vative, by so improper a scene — by a scene so totally unconnected with every thing which 
precedes or which follows after it, that if it were taken by itself, no reader would be able 
to discover in what act it was meant to be inserted ? Let it not be said as an excuse, 
that it introduces to our acquaintance the princess, who is afterwards to be the wife oi 
Henry. The excuse is too trifling to be admitted. 

I may next observe, that the scene which I have here quoted, is by no means a solitary 
instance. Examples of a similar nature are to be found in several of tlie plays, comedies as 
ivell as tragedies. In most of these cases, the objectionable parts are so completely uncon- 
nected with the play, that one might almost be inclined to suppose, that Shakspeare, 
in the first instance, composed one of his beautiful dramas, and after it was finished, 
was compelled, by the wretched taste of the i^e, to add something of a low and ludi- 
crous nature. The passages thus inserted, have really, in many cases, the appearance of 
interpolations ; and adopting the e^)ressive language of the reviewer, they are weeds 
which have sprung up by the side of the flowers, and the former being removed, the latter 
appear with additional beauty. What has been said of whole scenes in some instances, 
may be applied in a great many, to speeches, to parts of speeches, and to single words. 
From Macbeth, the noblest effort of dramatic genius that ever was exhibited in any age 
or in any language (I do not except the CEdipus of Sophocles), very little has been 
erased ; but the description of the effects of drunkenness, which is given to Macduff by 
the porter at the gate of tlie castle, is of so gross a nature, that it is impossible that any 
person should be sorry for its omission. The same may be said of the indecent words 
which are addressed by Hamlet to Ophelia, before the representation of the play. These, 
like most other alterations, were made without difficulty, but I confess that there are three 
plays, which form exceptions to wbat I have advanced respecting the facility of the task 
that I have undertaken. To Measure Jar Measure, Henry IF*, and Othello, I have an- 
nexed particular prefaces, stating the difficulties which existed, and the method by which 
I should endeavour to overcome them. In the firsfrof the three, I hope I have succeeded ; 
and I should not be sorry if the merit of this whole work were to be decided by a com- 
parison of this very extraordinary play, in the original, and in the Family Shakseeare. 
Of Falstaff and Othello, 1 shall only say, that 1 acknowledge the difficulty of my task. 
I have indeed endeavoured, as cautiously as possible, to remove the objectionable 
speeches, without injuring the characters ; but wantonness of expression and action are 
very cloroly connected with Falstaff ; and the infuriate passions of rage, jealousy, and 
revenge, which torture the breast of Othello, are like Macbeth’s * distempered cause,* 
incapable of being completely buckled within the belt of rule.” 
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If a presumptuous artist should undertake to remove a supposed defect in the Trans- 
figuration of Haphael, or in the Belvidere Apollo, and in making the attempt should 
injure one of those invaluable productions of art and genius, I should consider his name 
as deserving never to be mentioned, or mentioned only with him who set 6re to the 
Temple of Di<ana. But the works of the poet may be considered in a very different 
light from those of the painter and the statuary. Shakspeare, inimitable Sliakspeare, will 
remain the subject of admiration as long as taste and literature shall exist, and his writings 
will be handed down to posterity in their native beauty, although the present attempt to 
add to his fame should prove entirely abortive. Here, then, is the great difference. If 
the endeavour to improve the picture or the statue should be unsuccessful, the beauty of 
the original would be destroyed, and the injury be irreparable. In such a case, let the 
artist refrain from using the chisel or the pencil : but with the w’orks of the poet no such 
danger occurs, and the critic need not be afraid of employing his pen ; for the original 
will continue unimpaired, although his own labours should immediately be consigned to 
oblivion. That Shakspeare is the first of dramatic writers will be denied by few, and 
1 doubt whether it will be denied by any who have really studied his works, and com- 
pared the beauties which they contain with the very finest productions either of our own 
or of former ages. It must, however, be acknowledged, by his warmest admirers, that 
some defects are to be found in the writings of our immortal bard. The language is 
not always faultless. ]VIa.ny words and expressions occur which are of so indecent a 
nature as to render it highly desirable that they should be erased. Of these, the greater 
part are evidently introduced to gratify the bad taste of the age in which he lived, and 
the rest may perhiips be ascribed to his own unbridled fancy. But neither the vicious 
taste of the age, nor the most brilliant effusions of wit, can allbrd an excuse for profane- 
ness or obscenity ; and if these could be obliterated, the transcendent genius of the poet 
would undoubtedly shine with more unclouded lustre. To banish every thing of this 
nature from the writings of Shakspeare is the object of the present undertaking. My 
earnest wish is to render his plays unsullied by any scene, by any speech, or, if possible^ 
by any word that can give pain to the most chiiste, or offence to the most religious of 
his readers. Of the latter kind, the examples are by no means numerous, for the writings 
of our author are, for the most part, favoumble to religion and morality. There are, 
liowever, in some of his plays, allusions to Scripture, wliich are introduced so unneces- 
sarily, and on such trifling occasions, and are expressed with so much levity, as to call 
imperiously for their erasemeiit. As an example of this kind 1 may quote a scene in 
the fifth act of Love's Labour's Lose, in which an allusion is made (very improperly) to 
one of the most serious and awful passages in the New 'Festament. 1 flatter myself that 
every reader of the Family SiiAKSPFARs will be pleased at perceiving that what is so 
manifestly improper, is not permitted to be seen in it. The most Sacred Word in our 
language is omitted in several instances, in which it appeared as a mere expletive ; and it 
is changed into the word Heaven, in a still greater number, where the occasion of using 
it did not appear sufficiently serious to justify its employment. 

Nec Deug intmit nisi dignus vindice nodus. 

In the original folio of 1623, the same alteration from the old quartos is made in a great 
variety of places, and I have followed the folio. 

I wish it were in my power to say of indecency as I have said of profaneness, that the 
examples of it are not very numerous. Unfortunately the reverse is the case. Those 
persons whose acquaintance with Shakspeare depends on theatrical representations, in 
which great alterations are made in the plays, can have little idea of the frequent recur- 
rence in the original text, of expressions, which, however they might be tolerated in the 
sixteenth century, are by no means admissible in the nineteenth. Of these expressions 
no example can in tliis place be given, for an obvious reason, 1 feel it, however, incum- 
bent on me to observe, in behalf of my favourite author, that, in comparison with most 
of the contemporary poets, and with the dramatists of the seventeenth century, the plays 
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of Shakspeare are remarkably decent ; but it is not sufficient that his defects are triSing 
in comparison with writers who are highly defective. It certainly is my wish, and it has 
been my study, to exclude from this publication whatever is unfit to be read aloud by a 
gentleman to a company of ladies. I can hardly imagine a more pleasing occupation 
for a winter’s evening in the country, than for a father to read one of Shakspeare’s plays 
to his family circle. My object is to enable him to do so without incurring the danger 
of falling unawares among words and expressions which are of such a nature as to raise 
a blush on the cheek of modesty, or render it necessary for the reader to pause, and exa* 
mine the sequel, before he proceeds further in the entertainment of the evening. * 

But though many erasures have for this purpose been made in the writings of Shak- 
speare in the present edition, the reader may be assured that not a single line, nor even 
the half of a line, has, in any one instance, been added to the original text. I know the 
force of Shakspeare, and tlie weakness of my own pen, too well, to think of attempting 
the smallest interpolation. In a few, but in very few instances, one or two words (at the 
most three) have been inserted to connect the sense of what follows the passage that is 
expunged with that which precedes it. The few words which are thus added, are con- 
necting particles, words of little moment, and in no degree affecting the meaning of the 
author, or the story of the play. A word that is less objectionable is sometimes substituted 
for a synonymous word that is improper. 

In the following work I have copied the text of the last Edition of the late Mr. Stee- 
vens. This I have done so scrupulously, as seldom to have allowed myself to alter either 
tlie words or the punctuation. Othello’s speech, for example, in the second scene of the 
fifth act, will be fbund as it is in Mr. Steevens, and in the old editions of Shakspeare, not 
as it is usually spoken on the stage. In a few instances I have deviated from Mr. Steevens^ 
in compliance with tlie original folio of 1623. I do not presume to enter into any critical 
disputes as to certain readings of ** Judean or Indian,” Sables or Sable,” or any tiling 
of that nature, respecting which many persons of superior abilities have entertained con- 
trary opinions. The glossary (but nothing except the glossary) is borrowed from the 
edition of 1 803. It was compiled by Mr. Harris, under the direction of Mr. Steevens. 

My great objects in this undertaking are to remove from the writings of Shakspeare 
some defects which diminish their value, and at tlie same time to present to the Public 
an edition of liis plays, which the parent, the guardian, and the instructor of youth may 
plcure, without fear, in the hands of the pupil ; and from which the pupil may derive in- 
struction as well as pleasure ; may improve his moral principles while he refines his 
taste ; and, without incurring the danger of being hurt with any indelicacy of expression, 
may learn in the fate of Macbeth, that even a kingdom is dearly purchased. If virtue be 
the price of the acquisition. 

* My first idea of the Family Shakspeare arose from the recollection of my father’s custom of reading 
in this manner to his family. Shakspeare (with whom no person was better acquainted) was a frequent 
subject of the evening’s entertainment. In the perfection of reading few men were equal to mv father ; 
and such was his gocM taste, his delicacy, and his prompt discretion, that his family listened with delight 
to Lear, Hamlet, and Othello, without knowing that those matchless tragedies contained words and ex. 

E resslons improper to be pronounced } and without having reason to susp^ that any parts of the plays 
ad been omitted by the circumspect and judicious reader. 

It afterwards occurred to me, that what my father did so readily and successfully for his family, my 
inferior abilities might, with the assistance of time and mature consideration, be able to accomplisn for 
the benefit of the public. 1 say, therefbre,>^that if ** The Family Shakspeare ” is entitled to any merit, 
it originates with my father. ^ ' 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 


Alonso, A’iw" o/* N aples. 

Sebastian, Ins Brother, 

Pkospmio,, the wj^htful Duke of Milan. 

Antonio, hh brother^ the usurpiu^f o/’ Milan. 
Fi> KDiNANi), sou to the King rt/’ Naples. 

(lON/ALo, an honest old Counsellor ^Naples. 

Adrian, I , 

J Lords, 
rKAN('lSCO, J 

Caliban, a savage and defoi'med Slave. 

Trin(’ui.o, a Jester. 

Stepiiano, a drunleii Thitler, 

Master of a Shipt Boatswain f and Mariners, 

SCJ^NEt the SeUf with a Ship ; 


IMiranda, Daughter to Prospero. 

Ariel, an airj/ Spirit. 

Iris, 


(’erfs, 

Juno, 

Ml/ m plus, 

BcapeiSi J 


Spirits, 


Other Spirits attending on Prospero. 


afterwards an uninhabited Island. 


ACT I. 


SCENE I. •— Ort a Ship at Sea, 

A storm with thunder and lightning. 

Enter a Sliip-master and a Boatswain. 

Master, Boatswain, — 

Boats, Here, master : what cheer? 

Master, Good ; Speak to the mariners : fall to’t 
yarely or we run ourselves aground : bestir, bestir. 

l^Exit, 

Enter Mariners. 

Boats. Heigh, my hearts ; clieerly, checrly, my 
hearts; yare, yare : T'ake in tlie top-sail ; Tend to 

the master’s whistle Blow till thou burst thy 

wind, if room enough ' 

Enter A1.0NS0, Sebastivn, Antonio, Firdinand, 
Gonzat.o, and others, 

Alan. Good boatswain, have care. Where’s the 
master ? Play the men. 

Boats, I pray now, keep below. 

Ant, Where is the master, boatswain ? 

Boats, Do you not hear him ? You mar our 
labcRir 1 keep your cabins . you do assist the storm, j 

Gori, Nay, good, be ])atieiit. 

Boats, When the sea is. Hence’ What care 
tliesc roarers for the name of king ? To cabins : 
silence : trouble us not. 

6 

Readily, 


Con. Good ; yet remember whom thou hast 
aboard. 

Boats. None that I more love than myself. You 
are a counsellor; if you can command these ele- 
ments to silence, and work tlie peace of the present'^, 
we wiy not hand a rope more ; use your authority. 
If you cannot, give thanks you have lived so long, 
and make yourself ready in your cabin for the 
mischance of the hour, if it so hap. — Checrly, good 
hearts. — Out of our way, I sfiy. \Exit, 

Con. I have great comfort from this fellow ; 
methinks, he hath no drowning mark upon him ! 
Ids complexion is perfect gallow's. Stand fast, 
good fate, to his hanging ; make the rope of his 
destiny our cable, for our own doth little advantage ! 
If he be not born to be hanged, our case is miser- 
able. [Exeunt. 

Bc-enter Boatswain. 

Boats, Down wdtli the tojimast ; yare ; lower, 
lower ; bring lier to try with main course. [A cry 
within. 'j A plague upon this houling! they are 
louder than the weather, or our oflice — 

lie-enter Sebastian, Antonio, and Gonzalo. 

Yet again ? wliat do you here? Shall we give o’er 
and di’own ? Have you a mind to sink ? 

Scb. A jilaguc o’ your throat ! you bawling, blas- 
phemous, uncliaritable dog ! 

2 Presont instant 

B 
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Act 1 . 


Boats, Work you, then. 

jlnt. Hang, cur, hang ! you intiolent noise-maker, 
we arc l^'ss afraid to be drowned than thou art. 

Gon, 1*11 warrant him from drowning ; though 
the ship were no stronger than a nut-shell. 

Boats. Lay her a-hold, a-hold ; set her two | 
courses ; off to sea again, lay lier off. 

Enter Mariners, u'et. 

Mar. All lost ! to prayers, to prayers ! all lost • 

Boats. What, must our mouths be cold ? 

Gon. The king and prince at prayers ! let us assist 
them. 

For our case is as theirs. 

Seb. I am out of patience. 

Ant. "Wc arc merely ’ cheated of our lives by I 
drunkards. — I 

This wide-chapped rascal ; — ’Would, tliou miglit’st i 
lie di owning, 

The washing of ten tides ! 

Gon. He’ll be hang’d yet; 

Though every drop of water swear against it, 

And gape at wid'st to glut Iiim. 

{A confused iioise within.^ iSfcrcy on ns! — We 
split, we split I — Farewell, my wife and cljildren ’ — 
Farewell, brother ; — Wc s])lii, e we s]>lit I — 
Ant. Let’s all sink Mitli tlie king. \E/d. 

Seb. Let’s take leave of him. 

Gon. Now would 1 give a thousand furhmgs of 
sea for an acre of barren ground 1 long heath, brown 
furze, any thing : The wills ,^bovc be done I but T 
would fain die a dry death. [Exit. 

« 

SCENE IL— r//c Island: before the Cell of\ 
Prospero. 

Enter Puospero and Miraxoa. 

Mira. If by your art, my dearest father, \oii | 
have 

Put the wild waters in this roar, allay them : 

The sky, it seems, would pour down stinking pitch. 
But that the sea, mounting to tlie welkin’s cheek. 
Dashes the fire out. O, 1 have sufl'er’d 
With those that I saw sutler ! a brave vessel. 

Who had no doubt some noble creatures in her. 
Dash’d all to pieces. O, the cry did knock 
Against my very heart ! Poor souls ! they perish’d. 
Had I been any god of power, I would 
Have sunk tlie sea within the earth, or e’er 
It should the good ship so have swallowed, and 
The freighting souls within her. 

Pro. Be collected ; 

No more amazement : tell your piteous heart, 
There’s no harm done. 

Mira, O, woe the day ! 

Pro, No harm. 

I have done nothing but in care of thee, 

(Of thee, my dear one ! thee, my daughter!) who 
Art ignorant of what thou art, nought knowing 
Of whence I am ; nor tliat I am more better 
Than Prospero, master of a full poor cell. 

And thy no greater father. 

Mira. More to know 

Did never meddle with my thoughts. 

Pro, ’Tis time 

^ Absolutely. 


I should inform thee further! Lend thy hand, 

And pluck my magic garment from me. — So ; 

[Lat/s dotvn hh mantle. 
I..ic there my art. — Wipe thou thine eyes ; have 
comfort. 

The direful spectacle of the wreck, wliich touch’d 
The very virtue of compassion in thee, 

1 have with such provision in mine art 
So safely order’d, that there is no soul — 

No, not so much perdition as an hair, 

Betid to any creature in the vessel 

Wliidi thou heard’st cry, which tliou saw’st sink. 

Sit down ; 

For thou must now know further. 

Mira. You liave often 

Begun to tell me what I am ; but stopp’d 
And left me to a bootless inquisition ; 

Concluding, Stay, not yet. — 

Pro, 'I'he hour’s now come ; 

The very minute bids thee ope thine ejir ; 

Oliey, and be attentive, (’anst thou remember 
A time before we came into this cell ? 

I do not think thou canst ; for then thou A\ast not 
Oui^ three years old. 

JMira. Certainly, sir, I can. 

Pro. By what ? by any other house, or 'person ? 
Of any thing the image tell me, tliat 
Hatli kept with thy remembrance. 

il//m. ’Tis far olf; 

And latlici like a dream than an assinance 
That my romembi ance warrants ; Had 1 not 
Four or five women once, tliat tended me ? 

Pro. Thou liadM, and more, INfirainla ; But liow 

is it, 

'I'liat this lives in thy mind ? What seest tliou else 
In the dark backward and abysm of time? 

If thou reniemlier’st auglit, ere thou cain’st here, 
How thou cam’st liere, thou may’st. 

Mint. But that f do not. 

Pro. Tw^elve years since, 

Miranda, twelve years since, thy father w'as 
The duke of Milan, and a jirince of power. 

Mira. Sir, are not yon my lather? 

Pro. Tliy mother was a piece of virtue, and 
She said — thou w ast my daughter ; and tliy father 
Was duke of Milan ; and his only heir 
A ]irincess ; — no worse issued. 

Mira. O, the heavens ’ 

What foul play had we, that we came from thence ? 
Or blessetl was’t w e did ? 

Pro. Both, both, my girl : 

By foul play, as thou siiy’st, were we lieav’d 
thence ; 

But blessedly holp hither. 

Mira. Of my heart bleeds 

To think o’ the teen ^ that I have tiirii’<l you to, 
Which is from my remembrance ! Please you, 
further. 

Pro. My brother, and thy uncle, call’d Anto- 
nio, — 

I pray thee, mark me, — that a brother should 
Be so perfidious ! — he whom, next thyself, 

Of all the world I lov’d, and to him put 
The manage of my state ; as, at that time, 

Through all the signiories it was the first, 

And Prospero the prime duke ; being so reputed 
In dignity, and, for the liberal arts. 

Without a parallel ; those being all my study, 

c 

^ Oiiitf*. " ^ Sorrow 
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Scene II. 

The government I cast upon my brother, 

And to my state grew stranger, being transported, 
And wrapt in secret studies. Tliy false uncle — 
Dost thou attend me? 

Mira. Sir, most lieedf Lilly, 

Vro. Ileing once perfected Iiow to grant suits, 
How to deny tliem ; whom to advance, and wliom 
To trash <'* for over-topiiing ; nev\ -created 
The creatures that were mine ; I say, or chang’d 
them, 

Or else ne%\ -form’d them : having botli the kL*y 
Of ofllicer and olfii’c, set all hearts 
'I’o what tune pleas’d Ills ear; that now lie was 
’J’lie ivy, which laid hid my piiiuely trunk, 

And suck’d my verdure out ou’t. — Thou atteiid’st 
not : 

I pray thee mark me. 

J^lirtt. O good sir, 1 do. 

/Vt>. I thus neglecting A\or(lly ends, all dedi- 
cate 

To closeness, and the hettiMing of niy mind 
Witli that, wliich, but hy being so retir'd, 

0’er-pii;;’d all |;(>i)ular rate, in my false brother 
Awak’d au e\il nature ; and my trust, 

Like a good parent, did begot of him 

A falsehood, in its contrary as great 

A, my trust was; which had, indeed, no limit, 

A conisdence sans bound. He being thus lorded. 
Not only with what my revenue }ielded, 

Hut what my ])Ower might else exact, — like one 
Who, having unto truth, by telling of it, 

IMade such a siiiiuT of his memory, 

'Jo ciadit his own lie, — he did beliexe 
H e was the duke; out of the substitution, 

And executing the outward face of royalfv, 

With all prerogative : — Hence Iiis ambition 
Grow'ing, — Dost hear? 

Mini. Your tale, sir, would cure deafness. 

Pro. To have no skreeu between this part I.e 
irlav VI 

And him he ]>Ia\’d it for, he needs will he 
Absolute Milan : ]VIe, jroor man ! — m\ librai*y 
Was dukedom lar go enough ; of temporal lo} allies 
He thinks me now incapable: confederates 
(So dry he was for sway) with the king of Naples, 
'I’o give him annual tribute, do him homage; 
Subject his coronet to his crown, and bend 
The dukedom, yet imbow’d (ahis, poor Milan *) 

To most ignoble stoojiiug. 

Mira. O the heavens ! 

iVo. Mark his condition, and tire event ; then 
tell me. 

If this might lie a brother*. 

J\fir. I should sin 

To think but nobly of my grandmother. 

Pro. Now the condition. 

This king of Naples, being an enemy 
To me inveterate, liearkens iny brother's suit; 
Which w^as, that he in lieu u’ the premises, — 

Of homage, and I know* not how much tribute, — 
Should presently extiriiate me jind mine 
Out of the dukedom ; and confer fair Milan, 

Wit4> all the honours, on my Irrother ; Wiiercon, 
A treacherous army Icvietl, one midnight 
Fated to the purpose, did Antonio open 
The gates of Milan ; and i’ tire dead of darkness. 
The ministers for the jmrposc hurried thcncc 
Me, and thy crying self. 


Mira. Alack, for pity ! 

I, not remcmb’ring how^ 1 cried out then, 

Will cry it o’er again, it is a hint. 

That wrings mine eyes. 

Pro. Hear a little further, 

And then I’ll bring thee to tlie present business 
Whiclr now’s u[>on us ; without the which, this 
stoi-y 

Were most impertinent. 

Mtra. Wherefore did they not 

That hour tlcstroy us ? 

Pro. Well demanded, wench ; 

My tale provokes that qiiestiorr. Dear, they durst 
not ; 

(So dear the love my peoide bore me) nor set 
A mark so bloody on the business ; but 
With colours fairer painted their foul ends. 

In few*, they hurried us aboard a bark ; 

Bore us some leagues to si‘a ; w'here they prepar’d 
A rotten carcass of a boat, not rigg'd, 

Nor tackle, sail, nor mast ; the veiy^ rats 
Instinctively had quit it ; tliore they hoist us. 

To cry to tlic sea that roar’d to us; to sigh 
'To the winds, whost pity, sighing back ag.iiii, 

Did us but loving wrong. 

Mini. Alack ’ what trouble 

Was I then lo you ' 

7V<). O ! a cherubim 

'i'lioii wast, that did preserve me ! Thou didst 
smile, 

Infused with a fortitude from heaven, 

When I have deck’d the sea with diops full salt ; 
Under my burden groan’d ; which lais’tl in me 
An undergoing stomach 7, to bear up , 

Against wliat should ensue. 

Mira. How came we asliore? 

Pro. By Providence divine. 

Some foo(l we had, and some fresh water, that 
K noble Neapolitan, Gonzalo, 

Out of his chaiity (who being then ap]H>inted 
Master of this design), did give us; with 
Uicli garments, linens, stulls, and necessaries, 
Wliicli since liave steaded mucli ; so, of his gen- 
tleness, 

Knowing 1 lov’d my books, he furnish’d me, 

I'rom iny own library, witli volumes that 
I jnize above my dukedom. 

Mira. ’Would 1 might 

But ever see tliat man ! 

Fro. Now I arise : — 

Sit still, and hear the last of our sea-sorrow. 

Here in this island we arriv’d ; and here 
1 lave I, thy schoolmaster, made thee more profit 
Than other princes can, that have more time 
For vainer hours, and tutors not so careLd. 

Mirn. Heavens tliank you for’t ! And now I 
pray you, sir, 

(For still ’tis beating in my mind,) your reason 
For raising this sea-storm ? 

Pro. Know thus far forth. «— 

By accident most strange, bountiful fortune. 

Now my dear lady, hath mine enemies 
Brought to this shore : and by my prescience 
I find my zenith doth depend upon 
A most auspicious star ; wdiose influence 
If HOW' I court not, but omit, my fortunes 
Will ever after droop. — Here cease more ques- 
tions j 


^ Cut .wv.iy. 


’ Stubborn resolution 
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Tliou art inclin’d to sleep ; ’tis a good dulness. 

And give it way; — 1 know thou canst not choose. — 

[Miranda deeps. 

Come away, servant, come : I anx ready now . 
Approach, my Ariel ; come. 

Enter Arifx. 

Ari. All hail, great master ! grave sir, hail ! I 
come 

To answer thy best pleasure ; be't to fly, 

To swim, to dive into the fire, to ride 

On the curl’d clouds ; to thy strojig Indding, task 

Ariel, and all his quality. 

Pro. Hast thou, s]>irit. 

Perform’d to point s the tempest that I bade thee? 
Art. To every article. 

I boarded the king’s ship ; now on the beak. 

Now in the waist, the deck, in every cabin, 

I flamed ama/cment ; Sometimes, Td divide. 

And burn in many places ; on the top-mast. 

The yards, and bowsprit, would I flame distinctly, 
Then meet, and join : Jove’s liglitnings, tlie precur- 
sors 

O’ the dreadful thunder-claps, more momentary 
And sight-outrunning were not ; Tlie fire, and 
cracks 

Of sulphurous roaring, the most mighty Neptune 
Seem’d to besiege, and make his bold waves tremble, 
Yea, his dread trident shake. 

Pro. My brave spirit ! 

Who was so firm, so constant, that tliis coil 9 
Would not infect his reason V 

Ari. Not a soul 

B,ut felt a fever of the mad, and jilay’d 
Some tricks of desperation : All, but mariners. 
Plung’d in the foaming brine, and quit the vessel. 
Then all a-flre witli me : the king’s son, Ferdinand, 
With hair up-staring, (tlicn like reeds, not hair,) 
Was the first man that leap’d. 

Pro. W"hy, that’s my spirit ! 

But was not tliis nigh shore ? 

Ari. Close by, my master. 

J*ro. But are they, Ariel, safe? 

Ari, Not a hair ])erish’d ; 

On tlieir sustaining garments not a blemish. 

But fresher than before ; and, as thou bad’st me, 

In troops I have dispers’d them ’bout the isle : 

The king’s son have I landed by liiinself ; 

Whom 1 left cooling of the air with sighs, 

In an odd angle of the isle, and sitting, 

His arms in this sad knot. 

Pro. Of the king’s ship, 

The mariners, say, how thou hast dispos’d, 

And all tlie rest o’ die fleet ? 

An. Safely in harbour 

Is the king's ship ; in the deep nook, where once 
Thou call’dst me up at midnight to fetch dew 
From the still-vex’d Bermoothes there she’s hid : 
The mariners all under hatches stow’d ; 

Whom, with a charm join’d to their suffer’d labour, 
I have left asleep : and for the rest o’ the fleet, 
W’^liich I dispers’d, tJiey all have met again ; 

And are upon the JMediterranean flote -, 

Bound sadly home for Naples ; 

Supposing that they saw the king’s ship wreck’d. 
And his great person perisli. 

Pro. Ariel, thy charge 


Exactly is perform’d ; but there’s more w’ork ; 
What is the time o’ the day ? 

Ari. Past the mid season. 

Pro. At least two glasses ; The time ’twixt six 
and now, 

Must by us both be spent most preciously. 

A/n. Is there more toil ? Since thou dost give 
me jjains, 

Let me remember thee what thou hast ixromis’d. 
Which is not yet perform’d me. 

Pro. How now? moody? 

What is’t thou canst demand ? 

An. My liberty. 

Pro. Before the time be out ? no more. 

Ari. I pray tlioe 

Remember, I have done thee worthy service ; 

Told thee no lies, made no mistakings, serv’d 
Without or grudge or grumbling's ; thou didst 
promise 

To hate me a full year. 

Pro. Dost thou forget 

Fiom what a torment 1 did free thee 
A/i. No. 

iVo. Thou dost ; and tliink’st 
It much, to tread the ooze of the salt deep ; 

To run upon the sharp wind of the north ; 

To do me business m the veins o’ tlie earth, 

When it is bak'd \Nith frost. 

A/t. I do not, sir. 

J*ro. Thou liest, malignant thing ! Hast tJiou 
forgot 

The foul witch Sycorax, who, with age and envy, 
Was grown into a hoop ? hast thou forgot hei ? 
An. No, sir. 

Pro. Thou hast ; where was slie born ? 

speak ; tell me. 

Ari. Sir, in Argier. ^ 

Pro. O, was she so ? I must, 

Once in a month, recount wiiat thou hast been. 
Which thou forget’st. This vile witch, Sycorax, 
For mischiefs manifold, and sorceries terrible 
To enter human hearing, from Argier, 

Thou know’st, was banish’d ; for one thing she did, 
They would not take her life . is not this true? 
An. Ay, sir. 

Pro. This blue-ey’d hag was hither brought with 
child. 

And here was left by the sailors ; Thou, my slave, 
As thou report’st thyself, wast then her servjint : 
And, for thou wast a spirit too delicate 
To act lier earthly and abhorr’d commands, 
Refusing her grand bests'*, she did confine thee, 
By help of Iier more potent ministers. 

And in her most immitigable rage. 

Into a cloven pine ; within which rift 
Imprison’d, thou did’st painfully remain 
A dozen years; within which space she died. 

And left thee there ; where thou didst vent thy 
groans, 

As fast as mill-wheels strike: Tiien was this island 
(Save for tlie son that she did litter liere, 

A freckled whelp, hag-born,) not lionour’d with 
A human shape. 

Aii. Yes ; Caliban her son. 

Pro. Dull thing, I say so ; he, that Caliban, 
Whom now I keep in service. Thou best know’rt 
What torment I did find thee in : thy groans 
Did pfiake wmlves howl, and penetrate the breasts 


« The minutest article. 
Bermudas. 


^ Buctlc, tumult 
2 WaM- 


‘ Algiers 
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Of ever-angry bears. This Sycorax I 

Could not again undo ; it was mint* art, I 

Wlien I arriv’d, and heard thee, tliat made gape 
The pine, and let thee out. 

jiri, I thank thee, master. 

J*ro. If thou more murmur’st, 1 will rend an oak, 
And peg thee in his knotty entrails, till 
Thou hast howl’d away tw'elve winters. 

Pardon, master: 

I will be corresj)ondent to eominand, 

And do my spriti ng gently. 

Pro. Do so ; and after two days 

1 will discharge thee. 

An. That’s my noble master ! 

What shall I do? say what? what shall 1 do.-* 

Pio. (»o make thyself like to a nvm])h o’ the sea; 
Be subject to no sight but mine ; invisible 
To every eye-ball else. Go take this shape, 

And liither conic in’t : lienee, willi diligence. 

[^Kxit Auin-. 

Awake, dear heart, awake * thou hast slept well ; 

^^\wake ! 

Mini. The strangeness of your story put 
Heaviness in me. 

Pro. Shake it off: Come on. 

We’ll visit Caliban, my slave, who never 
Yields us kind answer. 

Mira. ’Tis a villain, sir, 

I do not love to look on. 

Pro. But, as ’fis. 

We eaimot miss him : he does make our lire. 

Fetch in our vvooil ; and serves in otiiees 
That profit us. Whatlio! slave! Caliban, 

Thon earth, thou ’ speak. ] 

Col. [Ji'Uliin.] There’s wood enougli within. 
Pro. Come fortli, 1 say : there’s other business 
for thee : 

Come forth, thou tortoise ! when? 

lic-entcr Auiel Idc a water-uyniph. 

Fine aiiparition ! My quaint Ariel, 

Hark in thine eai. 

A}i. My lord, it shall be done. [Exit. 

Pro . Thou poisonous slave, come forth ! 

Enter Caliban. 

Cal. As wicked dew' as e’er my mot Jier brush’d 
With raven’s feather from unwholesome fen. 

Drop on you both ' a south-west blow on ye, 

And blister yon all o’er ! 

iVe. For this, be sure, to-night thou shalt have 
cramps. 

Side-stitches tliat shall pen thy breath up; urchins^ 
Shall, for that vast of night that they may w ork. 

All exercise on thee : thou shalt be pinch’d 

x\s thick as lioney-combs, each pinch more stinging 

Than bees that made them. 

Cal. I must eat my dinner. 

This island’s mine, by Sycorax my mother. 

Which thou tak’st from me. When tlum earnest 
first, 

Thou strok’dst me, and inad’st much of me ; 

• would’st give me 
Water with berries iii’t ; and teach me how 
To name the bigger liglit, and how the less, 

That bum by day and night ; and then I lov’d thee, 
And show’d thee all the qualities o’ the isle,^ 

* Fairies. 


The fresh springs, brine pits, barren place, and fer- 
tile ; 

Cursed be I that did so ! — All the cliarms 
Of Sycorax, toad«, beetles, bats, light on you I 
For 1 am all the subjects that you have. 

Which first w as mine own king : and here yon sty me 
In this hard rock, whiles you do keep from me 
The rest of tlie island. 

Pro. Thon most lying slave. 

Whom stripes may move, not kindness ! I have us’d 
thee, 

Filth as thou art, with human care ; and lodg’d thee 
III mine own (“ell, till thou did’st seek to violate 
The lionour of my child. Ahliorred slav'^e ; 

Which any jirint of goodness will not take, 

Being capable of all ill ! 1 jiitied ihee. 

Took pains to make thee speak, taught thee each hour 
One thing or other : wlien thon didst not, savage, 
Know thine own meaning, hut wonld’st gabble like 
A thing most hrutish, 1 endow^’d thy purposes 
With words that made them known • But thy vile 
race, 

Tliough thou didst learn, had that in’t which good 
natures 

Could not abide to be with ; therefore WTist thou 
Deservedly confin’d info this rock. 

Who hadst deserv’d more than a prison. 

Cnl. Yoi,i taught me language; and my profit on’t 
Is, 1 know liow’ to curse : the red plague lid® you, 
For learning me your language ! 

Pro. Hag-seed, hence! 

Fetch us in fuel ; and be (]uick, thou wert best, 

To answer other business. Shrng’st thon, malice ? 
If thou negleet’st, or dost unwillingly ^ 

What 1 command, I’ll rack thee with old cramps ; 
Fill all thy bones witli aclics ; make thee roar. 

That beasts shall tremble at tliy din. 

Cal. No, ’pray thee ! — 

I must obey * his art is of sueli power, [Aside. 
It would control my dam’s god, Setebos, 

And make a vassal ol’ him. 

Pro. So, slave ; hence ! 

[Exit Caliban. 

JRe^ejftei' Ariel invisible, ployinff and singing i 
YERDiHAiJD following him. 

A Kiel’s Song. 

Come unto these yellow sands 
And then take hands : 

Court' sied when yon have, and kiss'd, 

[The wild waves whisl 7) 

Fool it feally here and there ; 

And, sweet sprites, the burden bear. 

Hark, hark f 

Jiur. Bowgli, wowgli. [dispersedly. 

The viateh-dogs bark : 

Bur. Bowgh, wowgh. [dispersedly. 

Hark, hark ! I hear 
The strain of strutting chanticlere 
Cry, cock-a-doodle-doo. 

Fer. Where should this musick be ? i’ the air, or 
the earth ? 

It sounds no more ; — and sure, it w^aits upon 
Some god of the island. Sitting on a bunk, 
Weeping again the king my father’s wreck, 

This musick crept by me upon the waters ; 

' Being stilled, silenced. 

B .0 


^ Destroy. 



6 * 


TEMPEST. 


Act I. ScKNE IJ. 


Allaying both their fury, and my passion, 

With its sweet air ; thence I have follow'd it, 

Or it hath drawn me rather : — But ’tis gone. 

No, it begins again. 

Arikl sings. 

Full fathom five tht/ father Iv'ft; 

of his hones are coral mad'' ; 

Those are pearls., that ivere his ei/es • 

Xolhin;if of him that doth fadcj 
lint doth suffer a sea-change 
Into something rich and straniic. 

Sen-npmphs hourly ring his knell . 

Hark! now I hear tfieniy-^ ding-dong, bell. 

[Burden, ding-dong. 

Fer. The ditty does remember my drown’d fa- 
ther ; — 

This Is no mortal business, nor no sound 
That the earth owes^ : — 1 hear it now’ abo\e me. 

Pro. The fringed curtains of thine eye advance 
And say, what thou seest yond’. 

Mira. W^liat is’t ? a spirit ? 

See how it looks about ! Believe me, sir, 

It carries a brave form : — But 'tis a spit it. 

Pro. No, w’ench ; it eats and sleeps, and hath 
such senses 

As we have, such : Tin's gallant which thou seest, 
Was in the wreck ; and but he’s something stain’d 
With grief, that s beauty's canker, thou might’st 
call him 

A goodly person ; he hath lost his fellow s, 

And strays about to find them. 

Mira. I might call him 

A' thing divine ; A)r nothing natural 
I ever saw’ so noble. 

Pro . 1 1 goes o ! 1 , f tshh •• 

As my sou! promjUs it • — Spirit, line spi it ' l’!I 
free thee 

AVitliin tw’o days for this. 

Fer. Must sure the goddess 

On whom these airs attend ’ — V’'ouch,safe my prayer 
May know, if you reiiniiji ujwn tliis island ; 

And tliat you will some good instruction gi\e, 

ITow 1 may bear me lieie : My })rlme re<juetl. 
Which I do last pronounce, is, O jou wonder ’ 

If you be maid, or no ? 

Mira. No woiuler, sii ; 

But, certainly a maid. 

Fer. iVIy language ; heavens ! — 

I am the !)est of them tliat speak tliis speech, 

Were I but where ’tis spoken. 

Pro. ITow! the best? 

What wert thou, if the king of Naples lieard thee ? 

Fer. A single thing, as I am now', that W’Oiiders 
To hear thee speak of Naples : lie d<>es hear me ; 
And, that he docs, I weep : myself am Naples ; 
Who with mine eyes, ne’er since at ebb, beheld 
The king my father w reck’d. 

Mira. Alack, for mercy ! 

Fer. Yes, faith, and all his lords; the duke of 
Milan, 

And his brave son being twain. 

Pro. The duke of Milan, 

And his more braver daughter, could controls thee. 
If now ’twere fit to do’t ; — At the first sight 

[Aside. 

They have chang’d eyes ; — Delicate Ariel, 

Confute 


I’ll set tlice free for this ! — A word, good sir ; 

I fear, you have done yourself some wrong : a word. 

Mira. Why siieaks my fatlier so uugeiitly? Tliis 
Is the third man that e’er I saw' ; the first 
That e’er I sigh’d for ; pity move my father 
To be inclin’d my way ! 

Fer. (), if a virgin, 

And your affection not gone forth, I’ll make you 
The queen of Najiles ! 

Pro. Soft, sir; one word more. — 

Tliey arc both in cither’s powers ; but this swift 
business 

I must uneasy make, lest too light winning [Aside. 
Make the prize light. — One word more ; I charge 
t)iee, 

That thou attend me : thou dost here usurp 
'I’he name thou ow’st not; and hast jiiit thyself 
tlpoii this island, as a spy to win it 
From me, the lord oii’t. 

Per. No, I am a man. 

Mira. Tiiere's nothing ill can dwell in such a 
temple : 

If the ill spirit ha\e so fair an house, 

Good things will stiive to dwell with't. 

Pro. Follow me. — [Td Ferd. 

Speak not voii for him ; he’s a traitor. — (’ome. 

I’ll manacle thy neck and leet together : 

Sea-water shalt thou drink, tliy food sliall he 
The fresh-hrook muscles, witlier'd roots, and husks 
Wherein tlie acorn cradled: Follow. 

Fer. No ; 

I will rcsi'.t such entertainmciil, till 

Mine enemy lias more power. [lie draws. 

Mira. O ileav fallier, 

Make not too rash a trial of liiin, for 
He’s gentle, and not fearful.' 

J^io. What, 1 say, 

My foot my tutor ' — Put tliy sword u]), traitor ; 
Who mak'st a show, !)ut dar’st not strike, thy cou- 
scioru e 

Is so possess’d with guilt ; come from thy wal'd*' ; 
For I can here disarm thee with this stick, 

And make thy weapon drop. 

Mira. Besei'cli jou father 1 

Pro. Hence ; hang not on my garments. 

Mira. Sir, have pity; 

ril be his surely. 

Pro. Silence : one w’ord more 

Shall make me chide thee, if not hate thee. What ' 
An advocate for an impostor ? hush ! 

Thou thiiik’st there are no more sucli shapes as he, 
Having seen hut him and Caliban : Foolish wench ! 
'^I'o the most of men this is a Caliban, 

And they to Inm arc angels, 

Mira. My afleetions 

Are tlien most humble ; I have no ambition 
To see a goodlier man. 

Pro. Come on ; obey: [7’o Feko. 

Thy nerves are in their infancy again. 

And have no vigour in them. 

J'W. So they are : 

My spirits, as in a dream, are all bound up. 

My father’s loss, tlie w'eakness which I feel. 

The wreck of all my friends, or tliis man’s tlireats, 
To w’hom I am subdued, arc but light to mc^; 
Might I but through my prison once a day 
Behold this maid ; all corners else o’ the earth 
Let lil^orty make use of ; space enough 
Have I in such r prison. 

» Frightful. 


Own*. 


* Guard. 
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pro. It works : — Come on. — 

'Tlrou hast done well, fine Ariel ! — Follow me. — 
[!Z\) Feud, and Mir. 
Hark, what thou else shalt do me, [7b Ariel. 

Mira. Be of comfort ; 

My father’s of a better nature, sir, 


Than he appears by speech ; this is unwonted, 
Which now came from him. 

Fro. Thou shalt be as free 

As mountain winds : but then exactly do 
All iJoints of my command. 

Ari. 'J'o the syllable. 

Pro. Come, follow : speak not for him. [Exeunt. 


ACT II. 


SCENE I. — Another part of the Island. 

Enter Alonso, Sebastian, Antomo, Gon/alo, 
Adrian, Francisco, and others. 

Gon. ’Beseech you, sir, be merry : you have cause 
(So have we all) of joy ; for our escape 
is much beyond our loss : our hint of woe 
Is common ; every day, some sailor’s wife, 

T'he masters of some merchant, and the merchant, 
Have just our theme of woe : but for the miracle, 

I mean our preservation, few in millions 
Can speak like us : then wisely, good sir, weigh 
Our sorrow with our comfort. 

Ahn. IVythce, peace ! 

Srb. He receives comfort like cold porridge. 

Ant. The visitor will not give him o’er so. 

Sel). Look, he’s winding up tlie watch of his wit ; 
By and by it will strike. 

Go??. Sir, 

Seb. One : ell. 

Gon. When every grief is entcitain’d, that’s 
offer’d. 

Comes to tlie entertainer — 

Seb. A dollar. 

Gon. Dolour comes to him, indeed ; you have 
spoken truer than you purjiosed. 

Srb. You have taken it ^\iselier than I meant you 
should. 

Gon. Therefore, my lord, — 

A/it. Fie, wliat a spendthrift is he of his tongue! 
A/on. I pr’ythee, spare. 

Gn7i. Well, 1 have done ; But yet — 

Srb. He will be talking. 

Ant. Which of them, lie, or Adrian, for a good 
wager, first begins to crow ? 

Scb. The old cock. 

Ant. The cockrel. 

Seb. Done : the wager ? 

Ant. A laughter. 

Scl). A match. 

Adr. Though this island seem to be desert, — 
Seb. Ha, ha, ha! 

Ant. So you’ve pay’d. 

Adr. Uninhabitable, and almost inaccessible, — 
Seb. Yet. 

Adr. Yet-— 

Ant. He could not miss it. 

Adr, The air breathes upon us here most sweetly. 
Gon. Here is every thing advantageous to life. 
.^nt. True ; save means to live, 

Seb. Of that there’s none, or little. 

Gon. How lush 3 and lusty the grass looks ! how 
green ! 

Ant. The ground, indeed, is tawny. 

Seb. With an eye * of green iu’t, I 


Ant. He misses not much. 

Seb. No : he doth but mistake the truth totally. 

Gon. But the rarity of it is (which is indeed 
almost beyond credit) — 

Seb. As many vouch’d rarities are. 

Gon. That our garments, being, as lliey were, 
drenched in the sea, hold, notwithstanding, their 
freshness, and glosses ; being rather new dy’d, than 
stain’d with salt water. 

Ant. If but one of his pockets could sjx-ak, 
would it not say, he lies ? 

Seb. Ay, or very falsely pocket up his report. 

Gon. Methinks, our garments are now as fresh 
as when we put them on first in Afric, at the mar- 
riage of the king’s fair daughter Claribel to the king 
of Tunis. 

*SV6. ’Twas a sweet marriage, and we prosper 
well in our return. 

Adr. Tunis was never graced before with such a 
paragon to their queen. 

Gon. Not since widow Dido’s time. 

Ant. How came that wadow in ? Widow Dido ! 

Seb. What if he had said, widower iEncas too? 
good lord, how you take it ! 

Adr. Widow Dido, said you? you make me 
study of that ; slie w'as of Carthage, not of Tunis. 

Gon. This Tunis, sir, was Carthage. 

Adr. Carthage ? 

Got?. 1 assure you, Caithagc. 

Ant. His w^ord is more than the miraculous harp. 

Srb. He hath rais’d the wall, and houses too. 

Anf. What impossible matter w'ill he make easy 
next ? 

Seb. 1 think, he will carry this island home in 
his pocket, and give it his son for an apple. 

Ant. And, sowing the kernels of it in the sea, 
bring forth more islands. 

Gon. Ay? 

Ant. Why, in good time. 

Gon. Sir, we were talking, that our garments 
seem now as fresh, as when we were at Tunis at tire 
marriage of your daughter, who is now queen. 

Ant. And the rarest that e’er came there. 

Scb. ’Bate, I beseech you, widow Dido. 

Ant. O, widow Dido ; ay, widow Dido. 

Gon. Is not, sir, my doublet as fresh as the first 
day I wore it ? I mean, in a sort. 

! Ant. That sort was well fish’d for. 

Gon. When I wore it at your daughter’s mar- 
riage ? 

Alon. You cram these words into mine ears 
against 

The stomach of my sense ; ’Would I had never 
Married my daughter there ! for, coming thence. 
My son is lost ; and, in my rate, she loo, 

Who is so far from Italy removed, 

B 4 


3 Rank, 


^ Shade of colour 
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1 ne'er again sliall see }ier. O thou mine heir 
Of Naples and of Milan, what strange lish 
Hath made his meal on thee ! 

Fran. Sir, lie may live ; 

I saw him beat the surges under liim, 

And ride upon their backs ; lie trod the water, 
Whose enmity he flung aside, and breasted 
The surge most swoln that met liim : liis bold head 
'Bove tlie contentious waves he kepi, and oar’d 
Himself Avilh his good arms in lusty stroke 
To the shore, that o’er his wave-worn basis bow’d, 
As stooping to relieve him ; I not doubt, 

He came alive to land. 

Alon. No, no, he’s gone. 

Seb. Sir, you may thank yourself for this great 
loss ; 

That would not bless our Europe with your daugh- 
ter, 

But rather lose her to .an African ; 

Where she, at least, is banisli'd from your eye, 

Who hath cause to wet the grief on’t. 

Alon. IV’ythee, peace. 

Seh. You w'cre knecl’d to, and importun’d other- 
wise 

By all of us ; and tlie fair soul herself 
Weigh’d, between lothnoss an<i obcdicMice, at 
Which end o’ tlie beam she’d bow. We have lost 
your son, 

I fear, for ever : Milan and Najiles have 
More widows in tliem of this Inisiness’ niaking, 
'I’lian w'c bring men to comfort them : The fault’s 
Your own. 

Alon. So is tile dearest of tlie loss. 

Gon. My lord Sebastian, 

Tlie truth you speak doth lack some gentleness. 
Ami time to speak it in : you rub the sore, 

When you should bring the plaster. 

Seb. Very well. 

Anl. And most chirurgeonly. 

Gon. It is foul weather in us all, good sir. 

When you are cloudy. 

Seh. Foul wx*atlier? 

Ant. Very foul. 

Gon. Had I a plantation of this isle, my lord, — 
Ant, He’d sow it with nettle-seed. 

Seb. Or docks, or mallows. 

Gon. And were the king of it, What would 1 
do ? 

Seb. ’Si*ape being drunk for want of wine. 

Gofi* I’ the commonwealth I would by con- 
traries 

Execute all things : for no kind of traffic 
WouiQ X admit ; no name of magistrate j 
Letters should not be known ; no use of service. 

Of riches or of poverty ; no contracts, 

Succession ; bound of land, tilth, vineyard, none : 
No use of metal, corn, or wine, or oil : 

No occupation ; all men idle, all ; 

And women too j but innocent and pure ; 

No sovereignty : — 

Seb. And yet he would be king on’t. 

Ant, The latter end of his commonwealth forgets 
the beginning, 

Gon. All things in common nature should pro- 
duce, 

Without sweat or endeavour ; treason, felony. 
Sword, pike, knife, gun, or need of any engine, 
Would I not have ; but nature sliould bring forth, 
Of its own kind, all foison all abundance, 

Plenty. 


To feed my innocent people. 

I w^ould with such perfection govern, sir, 

To excel the golden age. 

Seb, ’Save his majesty ! 

Ant. I.»ong live Gonzalo ! 

Gon. And, do you mark me, sir ? — 

Alo7i. Pry’thee, no more : tJiou dost talk nothing 
to me. 

Gon. I do well believe your highness ; and did 
it to minister occasion lo these gentlemen, w lio arc 
of such sensible and nimble lungs, that they always 
use to laugh at uothiiig. 

Ant. ’Twas you we laugh’d at. 

Gon. Who, in this kiml of merry fooling, am 
nothing to you j so you may continue, and laugh 
at nothing still. 

Ant. What a blow' w'as there given ! 

Seb. An it had not fallen flat-long. 

Gon. You are gentlemen of brave metal . yon 
would lift the moon out of her sphere, if slie would 
continue in it five weeks without changing. 

Enter Arifl i n risible, solemn music. 

Seb. We would so, and tlien go a l>at-fov\ling. 
Ant. Kay, good my lord, be not angry. 

Gon. No, i warrant you ; 1 vviH not adventure 
my discretion so weakly. Will )ou laugh me asleep, 
for I am very lieavy ? 

^Int. Go sleep, and liear us. 

[All sleep but Alon. Srn. and Ant, 
Alon. What, all so soon asleeji ' J nish mine eyes 
Would, w'itli themselves, shut up my tlioughts : 1 
find 

They are inclin’d to do so. 

Seb. Please you, sir, 

Do not omit the heavy offer of it : 

It seldom visits sorrow' : when it doth, 

It is a comforter. ^ 

Ant. We two, my lord, 

Will guard your perstm, wdiile you take your rest, 
And wutcJi your safety. 

Alon. Tha]ik you : wondrous heavy. — 

[Alonso sleeps. Exit Aiiifl. 
Seb. What a strange drowsiness possesses them ! 
Ant. It is the quality o’ the climate, 

Seb. Why 

Doth it not tlien our eyelids sink ? I find not 
Myself dispos’d to sleep. 

Ant. Nor I ; my spirits arc nimble. 

They fell together all, as by consent ; 

Tiiey dropp’d as by a thunder-stroke. What might, 
Worthy Sebastian ? — O, what iniglit ? — No 
more ; — 

And yet, methinks, I see it in thy face, 

AVhat thou should’st be : the occasion speaks thee ; 
and 

My strong imagination secs a crowm 
Dropping upon thy head. 

Seb. What, art thou waking ^ 

Ant, Do you not hear me speak ? 

Seb. I do ; and surely, 

It is a sleepy language ; and thou speak’st 
Out of thy sleep ; What is it thou didst say ? .. 

This is a strange repose, to be asleep 
With eyes wide open ; standing, speaking, moving, 
And yet so fast asleep. 

A7it, Noble Sebastian, 

Thou li‘t’st thy fortune sleep — die rather ; wink’st 
Whiles thou art w'aking 
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Seb. I'liou dost snore distinctly ; 1 

There’s meaning in thy snores. 

yiiit. I am more serious than my custom : you 
Must he so too, if heed me ; which to do, 

Trebles thee o’er. 

Seb. Well ; 1 am standing water. 

Ant. I’ll teach you how to How. 

Sett. ' Do so : to ehh, 

llerevUtary sloth instructs me. 

Ant. O, 

If you hut knew, how you the purpose cherish, 
VVliiles thus you mock it ' how, in stripping it. 

You more ijivest it ! Khhing men, indeed, 

Most often do so near the bottom run, 

By their oami fear, or sloth. 

Seh. I'r’ythee, say on : 

The sotting of tliine eye, and cheek, ])rocluiin 
A matter fiom thee ; and a birth, indeed, 

W’hich throes thee much to yield. 

Ant. 'I'hus, sir. 

Although this lord of we.-tk rememhiance, this 
(W ho shall be of as little memory, 

When he is earth’d,) hath here almost persuaded 
( Tor he’s a spirit of ])ersuasion only,) 

The king his son’s ali\e : 'tis as impossible 
That he’s undroAA n’d as he that sleeps here, swims. 

Scb. f have no hope 
That he's undrown’d. 

Ant. O, out of that no hope, 

W’hat gieat hope have you ! no hope, that wav, is 
Another way so high an hope, tluit even 
Ambition cannot pierce a va ink beyond, 

But doubts discovery there. W’ill you grant, AAitli 
me, 

That Ferdinand is drown’d ? 

Seb. He’s gone. 

Ant. 'i’lien, tell me, 

W’ho’s the next heir of Nai)les ? 

Seb. C'latibel. 

Ant. Sue that is (|ueen of Tunis ; she that dwells 
Ten leagues bejoiid man’s life; she that from 
Naples 

(’an Jiave no note, unless the sun were post, 

(The man i’ the moon’s too slow ) till iieAA-born chins 
Be rough and razorable : she, from Avhom 
W’e were all sea-sAv allow’d, though some cast again j 
And, by that, de.stin’d to perform an act. 

Whereof what’s past is prologue ; w hat to come, 

In yours and my discharge. 

Seb. What stiiff is this ? — TIoav say you ? 

’Tis true, my ])rother’s daughter’s queen of Tunis; 
So is she heir of Naples ; ’twi\t which regions 
Thcie is some space. 

Ant. A space whose every cubit 

Seems to cry out. How Aiall that Claribcl 
Measure us hack to Hctplcs ? — Keep in Tunis, 

And let Sebastian wake ! — Say, this wx‘re death 
I'liat noAv hath seiz’d them ; why, they were no AAWse 
Than noAv they arc : there be, tluit can rule Naples 
As well as he that sleeps ; lords, that can prate 
As anij)ly, and unnecessarily, 

As this (ionzalo ; I myself could make 
A ciiough ^ of as deep chat. O, that you bore 
The mind that 1 do ! what a sleep were this 
Fi)r your ailvancemeiit ! Do you understand me ? 

Seb. Methinks 1 do. 

Ant. And how does your content 

Tender your own good fortune ? • 


Seb. I remember, 

You did supplant your brother Prospero. 

Ant. True ; 

And, look, Iioav well my garments sit upon me ; 
Much fcater than before : My brother’s servants 
WT*re then my fellow^s, now they are my men. 

Seb, But, for your conscience — 

Ant. Ay, sir ; where lies that ? if it were a kybe, 
’I'woiild put me to my sli])})er ; but 1 feel not 
This deity in my bosom : tAventy consciences, 

That stand ’twixt me and Milan, candied be they, 
And melt, ere they molest ^ Here lies your brother, 
No better than the earth he lies upon. 

If he Avere that Avhich now' he’s like; whom T, 
With tills obedient steel, three inches of it, 

(’an lay to bed for ever : whiles yon, doing thus, 
To the perpetual wink foi aye might put 
This ancient morsel, this sir Prudence, who 
Should not upbraid our course. For all the rest, 
They’ll take suggestion, as a cat la})s milk ; 

They’ll tell the clock to any business that 
We say befits tJie hour. 

Seb. Thy case, dear friend, 

Shall be my precedent ; as thou got'st IVIilan, 

I’ll come by Naj)les. DraAv thy SAVord ; one stroke 
Shall free tiiee from the tribute w hich thou pay’st ; 
And 1 the king shall love thee. 

Ant. DraAv together : 

And aaIicu 1 rear my hand, do you the like, 

To fall it on Gonzalo. 

Seb. O, but one word ! 

\_Tliey converse apart. 

Mu.sie. Jte-enter Akiel, invisible. 

! An. My master through his art foresees the daiigi'r 
! That these, his friends, are in ; and sends me forth, 
(For else his project dies,) to keep them living. 

\_Suf^s in (ioNZAEo’ii eat. 

While yon here do snoring he, 

Open-ey\l conspiracy 

Ills tunc doth take: 

If if hfc yon keep a care, 

Shake off slumber, and beware: 

* Awake! awake! 

Ant. Then let us both be sudden. 

(ion. Now, good angels, preserve the king ! 

YThey icake. 

Alon. Why, bow' now, bo ! aAvake ! Why are 
you drawn? 

W^horefore this ghastly looking ? 

Con. What’s the matter? 

Scb. Whiles w^c stood here securing your repose. 
Even iiOAv, we heard a liolloAv huist of bellowing 
lake bulls, or rather lions ; did it not wake you ? 
It struck mine ear most terribly. 

Alon. I heard nothing. 

Ant. O, ’twas a flin to fright a monster’s car ; 

To make an earthquake ! sure it was the roar 
Of a Avhole herd of lions. 

Alon. Heard you this, Gonzalo ? 

(ion. Upon mine honour, sir, I heard a humming, 
And that a strange one too, aa hich did awake me . 

I shak’d you, sir, and cry’d : as mine eyes open’d, 

I saw their wcai)ons draw n : — there w'as a noise, 
That’s verity ; ’Best stand upon our guard ; 

Or that we quit this place ; let’s draw our weapons. 
Alon. Lead off this ground ; and let’s make fur- 
ther search 
For my poor son. 


A bird of the jaekcUiAV kind. 
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Gon, Heavens keep him from these beasts ! 
For lie is, sure, i* the island. 

Alon* liCad away. 

Aru Prospero my lord shall know what I have 
done ; ^Asidt. 

So» king, go safely on to seek thy son. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. -^Another part of the Island. 

Enter Caliban, with a burden of wood. 

A noise of thunder heard. 

CcU. All the infections tliat the sun sucks up 
From bogs, fens, flats, on Prosper fall, and make 
him 

By inch-meal a disease ! His spirits Iiear me, 

And yet I needs must curse. But they’ll nor pinch, 
Fright me with urchin show's, pitch me i’ the mire. 
Nor lead me, like a fire-brand, in the dark 
Out of my w'ay, unless he bid them ; but 
For every trifle are they set upon me : 

Siimetimc like apes, that moe 7 and cliatter at me. 
And after, bite me ; then like hedge-hogs, which 
Lie tumbling in my hare-foot w'ay, and mount 
Their bristles at my foot-fall ; sometime run I 
All w'ound with aclders, wlio, vvitli cloven tongues, 
Do hiss me into madness : — I,o ! now' ! lo ! 

Enter Tiunculo. 

Here comes a spirit of his ; and to torment me. 

For bringing wood in slowly : I'll fall flat ; 
Perchance, he will not mind me. 

Tnn* Here’s neither hush nor shrub, to bear off 
any weatlier at all, and another storm brewing; I 
heur it sing i’ the wind : yond’ same black cloud, 
yond’ Iiuge one, looks like a foul humbard ^ that 
would shed his liquor. If it should thunder, as it 
did before, I know not where to hide my head: 
yond’ same cloud cannot choose hut fall by pailfuls. 
What have wc liere ? a man or a tisli ? dead or alive ? 
A fish : he smells like a fish ; a very ancient and fish- 
like smell ; a kind of, not of the newest, Poor-John. 
A strange fish ! Were 1 in England now (as once I 
w’as,) and had but tliis fish painted, not a lioliday- 
fool there hut would give a piece of silver, there 
w ould this monster make a man ; any strange beast 
there makes a man ; w'lien they will not give a doit 
to relieve a lame beggar, tlicy will lay out ten to 
see a dead Indian. Legg’d like a man ! and his fins 
like anus ! Warm, o’ my troth ! T do now let loose 
my opinion, Iiold it no longer ; this is no fish, but an 
islander, that hath lately suffered by a thunderbolt. 
[ Thunder.^ Alas ! the storm is come again : my best 
way is to creep under his gaberdine ^ ; there is no 
other shelter hereabout : Misery acquaints a man 
with strange bedfellows. I will here shroud, till 
the dregs of the storm he past. 

Enter Stepiiano, singing ; a bottle in his hand. 

Ste. I shall no more to sea, to sen, 

Here shall f die a-shore ; — 

This is a very scurfy tune to sing at a man’s 
funeral : 

Well here’s my comfort, [Drinks. 

The master, the swabber, the boatswain, and T, 

The gunner, and his male, 

7 Make mouths, 

A black jack of leather tf) hold beer. 

® The frock of a peasant. 


Lov'd Mall, Meg, and Marian, and Margery, 

But none of ns car d for Kate : 

For she had a tongue with a tang. 

Would cry to a sailor, Go hang : 

'jyien to sea, boys, and let her go hang. 

Tliis is a scurvy tune too ; But liere’s my comfort. 

[IJnnJcs. 

Cal. Do not torment me : O ! 

Sfe. What’s the matter? Have w'c devils liere? 
Do you put tricks iqion us with savages, and men 
of Inde? ' Ha ! 1 have not scap’d drowning, to be 
afeard now of your four legs ; for it hath been said. 
As proper a man as ever went on four legs, cannot 
make him give ground : and it shall be said so again, 
w hile Stephano brcatlies at nostrils. 

Cal. The spirit torments me : O ! 

Ste. This is some monster of the isle, with four 
legs ; who hath got, as I take it, an ague : Where 
the devil should he learn our language ? I wdll give 
him some relief, if it he hut for that : If I can re- 
cover him, and keep him tame, and get to Naples 
w’ith him, lie’s a present for any emperor that ever 
trod on neat’s leather. 

Cal. Do not torment me, pr’ythet* ; 

I’ll bring my wood home faster. 

Ste. He’s in his fit now ; and does not talk after 
the W'isest. He shall taste of my bottle : if he have 
never drunk wine afore, it will go near to remove 
ids fit: If I can recover him, and keep Jdm tame, I 
will not take too much for him : he shall pay for 
him tliat Iiath him, and that soundly. 

Cal. Thou dost me yet hut little hurt; thou wilt 
Anon, 1 know' it by thy trembling: 

Now IVosper woiks upon tJiee. 

Ste. Come on your ways ; open your mouth ; 
here is that whieh will give language to you, cat; 
open your mouth : this will shako your shaking, 1 
can tell }ou, and that soundly: you cannot tell 
wlio’s youi friend : open your cliajis again. 

Trill. I diou Id know that voice . It slionld he-— 
But he is drowned; and these are devils: () ! do- 
feml me ! — 

Ste. Four legs, and two voices ; a most delicate 
monster ! If all the wine in my bottle will recover 
him, I will help his ague: Come, I will pour some 
ill thy other mouth. 

Tnn. Stejihano ’ — 

Ste. Doth thy other mouth call me? Mercy! 
mercy ! This is a devil, and no monster ! I will 
leave him ; I have no long spoon. 

Trill. Stephano • — if thou beest Stephano, touch 
me, and speak to me ; for I am Triiiculo ; — be not 
afeard, — thy good friend Triuculo. 

Ste. If thou beest Trineulo, come forth ; I’ll puil 
thee by the lesser legs : if any be Trinculo’s legs, 
these arc they. Thou art very Trineulo, indeed 
How cam’st thou to be the siege - of this moon-cixlf ? 

Trill. I took him to be killed with- a thunder- 
stroke: — But art thou not drowned, Stephano? 
I liope now, thou art not drowned. Is the storm 
overblown ? I hid me under the dead moon-calf’s 
gaberdine, for fear of the storm : And art tliou 
living, Stephano? O Stephano, two Neapolitans 
’scap’d I 

Ste. Pr’ythcc, do not turn me about ; my stomach 
is not constant. 

C(d. These be fine things, an if they be not 
sprite's. * 

) * Iialia. * Stool 
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'Fhat’s a brave gotl, and bears celestial li(j[uor ; 

I will kneel to him. 

Stc. TIow (licl’st thou scape? How cam'st thou 
hither? swear by tliis bottle, how thou cam’st hither. 

1 escaped upon a butt of sack, which the sailors 
lieaved ov(‘rboard, by this bottle ! which i made of 
the bark of atiee, witlj mine own hands, since 1 was 
cast ashore. 

CtiL I’ll swear, n])on that bottle, to be thy 
True subject ; for the lirpior is not earthly. 

Sic- lleie; swear tlicn how thou escap'dst. 

Trin. Suam a-sJiore, man, like a duck; I can 
swim like a duck. I’ll be sworn. 

Stc. Here, kiss the book : Though thou canst 
swim like a duck, thou ait made like a goose. 

l^rin. () Stephami, hast any more of this? 

Ste. 'File \\ hole butt, man ; my cellar is in a rock 
by the sea-side, wdiere my wine is hid. Hoav now, 
moon-calf? how does thine ague? 

(at. Hast thou not dropjied from heaven? 

Stc. Out o’ the moon, 1 dc) assure thee: I was 
the man in the moon, when time was. 

Cat. I have seen thee in her, and I do adore thee ; 
^ly nii^ress showed me thee, thy dog and bush. 

Sfc. Come, swear to that ; kiss the book : I wall 
fuunsU it anon with new' contents, swear. 

Trui. lly tliis good light, tliis is a very shallow 
monster — 1 afeard of him ? — a v et \ weak monster . 
— 'J’he man i’ the moon? — a most jioor credulous 
monster: — Well drawn, monster, in good sooth, j 

Cat, I'll show thee eveiy fertile ineli o’ the island : j 
Fll kiss thy foot . I’ll swear myself thy subject. 

Sir. Come on, then ; down and swear. 

Tun. 1 shall laugh mvself to death at this puppy- 
headed monster : A most scurvy monster ! 1 could 
find in my heart to beat him, — ! 

Sir. Come, kiss. 


7Vm. — • but that the poor monster’s in drink. 

An abominable monster ! 

C(iL I’ll show thcH» the best springs; J’ll pluck 
thee berries ; 

I’ll fish for tliee, and get thee wood enough. 

A plague upon the tyrant that I serve ! 
ril bear him no more sticks, but follow thee. 

Thou wondrous man. 

Trill. A mc^st ridiculous monster ' to make h 
wonder of a [loor drunkard. 

(at. I pr’ythee, let me bring theew'here crabs grow ; 
And I with my long nails will dig thee pig-nuts ; 
Shew thee a jay’s nest, and instruct thee how 
To snare the nimble mannozet ; I’ll bring th(‘C 
To clust’ring lillierds, and sometimes I’ll get thee 
Young sea-mells < from the rock : Wilt thou go with 
me ? 

Ste. I pr’ythec now lead the way, without any 
more talking. — Trinculo, the king and all oiir com- 
pany else being drowned, we will inherit here. — 
Here; bear my bottle. Tellow 7'riiiculo, we’ll fill 
him by and by again. 

Cat. Farewell y mader ; Jarewell, farewell. 

[Siii^s dry nice nh/. 
Trill. A howling monster; a ch*unken monster. 

Cut. A\i more dams Til wm/tc forjish ; 

Xor fetch in Jill ng 
At rtujuinngy 

JSur scrape trenrhering, nor icash dish ; 

' Ikiii 'Hatty Ca — (\ilibaii 

Has a new master — Cct a new man. 

Freedom, hey-day ! hey-day, freedom ! freedom, 
hey-day, freedom! 

Ste. O brave monster ! lead the way. 

[Hveuut. 


ACT III. 


S C’ E N E 1 . — Ii(foi e Prospei o’.s Ct It. 

Filler I'KRiiiNVNn, hearing a log. 

Fer. TJiere be some sports are p;iiuful ; but their 
labour 

Delight in them sets off: some kinds of baseness 
Are nobly undergone; and most poor matteis 
]*oiut to rich ends. 'Fhis my mean task would he 
As lieavy to me, as ’tis odious ; but 
The mistress, which I serve, cjuickens wliat’s dead. 
And makes my labours pleasures: O, she is 
'Fen times moie gentle tlian her father’s crabbed ; 
And he’s composed of harshness, 1 must remove 
Some thousands of these logs, and pile them up, 
Ci)on a sore injunctiou : My sweet mistress 
Wee])s when she sees me work; and says, such 
Daseness 

Had ne’er like f*\ccutor. I forget : 

Bi#. these sweet thoughts do even refresh my labours ; 
Most busy-less, when I do it. 

Enter Miranda ; and Puosi'I'ro at a distance. 

Mira. Alas, now ! pray you 

Work not so hard : I would the lightning Iiftid 
Burnt up i]u>se logs, that you arc enjoin’d to pile ! 


Pray it down, and rest you : when tlii-, buriw, 
’Twill weep for having wearied you : My father 
Is hard at study ; pray now rest yourself; 

He’s sale for these three Ijours. 

Fer. O most dear mistress, 

The sun will set, before I shall discharge 
M'hat I must strive to do. 

Mira. 11’ you’ll sit dowui, 

rn he ;ir your logs tlie while : lYay, give me that ; 
I’ll carry it to the pile. 

Fer. No, precious creature : 

I Iiad rather crack my sinews, break my back, 
Than you should such dishonour undergo. 

While I sit lazy by. 

Mira. It w ould become me 

As well as it does you : and I should do it 
With much more ease; for my good will is to it, 
And yours against. 

Pro. Poor w'orm ! thou art infected ; 

lliis visitation shows it, 

Mira. You look wearily, 

Fer. No, noble mistress ; ’tis fresh morning with 
me, 

When you are by at night, I do beseech you, 


3 Sea gulls. 
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Mira. Miranda * O my fatlier, 

I have broke your best * to say so ! 

Fer. Admir’d Miranda ! 

Indeed, the top of admiration ; worth 
What’s dearest to tite world ! Full many a lady 
I have ey’d with best rejiiard ; and many a time 
Tile harmony of their tongues hath into bondage 
Brouglit my too diligent ear ; for several virtues 
Have 1 lik’d several ivoinen ; never any 
With so full soul, but some defect in her 
Hid quarrel with the noblest grace she ow’d 
And put it to the foil • But you, O you, 

So perfect, and so peerless, are created 
Of every creature’s best. 

Mira. I do not know 

One of my sex ; no woman’s face remember, 

Save, from my glass, mine own ; nor have I seen 
More that I may call men, than you, good friend. 
And ray dear father ; liow features aie abroad, 

1 am skill-less of; but, by my modesty, 

(Tiie jewel in ray dower,) I would not wish 
Any coinpanion in the world but you; 

Nor can imagination form a sluipe, 

Besifles yourself, to like of. but I prattle 
Something too wildly, and my father’s precepts 
Therein forget. 

Fer. I am, in my condition, 

A prince, Miranda; 1 do think, a king; 

(I would, not so ’) and would no more endure 
This wooden slavery, tlian I would snfl’er 
The flesh-jfly blow my mouth. — Hoar my soul 
speak ; — 

The very instant that I saw you, did 
My heart fly to your service ; there resides, 

To make me slave to it ; and, for your sake, 

Am I this patient log-rnan. 

Mira. Do you love me ? 

Fer, O heaven, O earth, bear witness to this 
sotmd, 

And crown w'hat I profess with kind event. 

If 1 speak true ! if hollowly, invert 
What best is boded me, to mischief ! I, 

Beyond all limit of what else i’ the w orld, 

Do love, prize, honour you. 

Mira. I am a fool, 

To weep at wdiat I am glad of. 

Pro. Fair encounter 

Of two most rare affections ! Heavens rain grace 
On that which breeds between them ! 

Fer. Wherefore weep you ? 

Mira. At mine nnworthiness, that dare not 
offer 

What I desire to give ; and much less take. 

What I shall die to want : but this is trifling ; 

And all the more it seeks to hide itself, 

The bigger bulk it shows. Hence, bashful cunning ! 
, And prompt me, plain and holy innocence ! 

; I am your wife, if you w ill marry me ; 

. If not, I’ll die your maid : to be your fellow 
‘ You may deny me ; but I’ll be your servant, 

' Whether you will or no. 

Fer. My mistress, dearest, 

And I tlius humble over. 

Mira, My husband then ? 

Fer. Ay, with a heart as willing 
As bondage e’er of freedom : here’s my hand. 


Mira. And mine, with my heart in’t: And now 
farcw'ell. 

Till lialf an hour hence. 

Fer. A thousand ! thousand ! 

\^FxeyHt Feu. and Mm. 

Pro. So glad of this as they, I cannot be. 

Who are sur])ris’d W'ith all ; but my rejoicing 
At nothing can be more. I’ll to my book ; 

For yet, ere suj»pcr-time, must I perform 
Much business appertaining. [Eait. 

SCENK II. — Another part of the Island. 
Filter Stepiiano and Trinculo ; Caliban following' 
with a bottle. 

Sfe. Tell not me ; — when the butt is out, we 
W'ill drink water ; not a droj> liefore : therefore 
hear up and board ’em : Servant-monster, drink 
to me. 

Trin. Serxant-monstcr V the folly of this island ! 
They say, lliere’s hut five upon this isle ; we are 
three of them ; if the other two he brained like us, 
the state totters. 

Stc. Drink, servant-monster, w hen I bid thee ; thy 
eyes are almost set in thy head. 

Trin. Where should they he set else? 

Sfe. My man-monster hath drowned his tongue 
in sack : for my i)art, the sea cannot dn>wn me : I 
swam, ere I could recover the shore, fi\ e-and-thirty 
leagues, off and on, by this light. — ’Dani shalt be 
my lieutenant, monster, or my standard. 

Tnn. Your lieutenant, if you list ; he’s no 
standard. 

Ste. We’ll not run, monsieur monster. 

Trin. Nor go neither . but you’ll lie, like dogs ; 
and yet say nothing neither. 

Ste. Moon-calf, speak once in thy life, if thou 
beest a good moon-calf. 

Cal. How does thy honour? Let me lick thy 
slioe : I’ll not serve hint, — lie is not valiant. 

2>zn. Thou liest, most ignorant monster ; I am 
in case to justle a constable . Was there ever man 
a cow'ard, that hath drunk so much sack as 1 to- 
day ? Wilt tliou tell a monstrous lie, being but half 
a flsh, and half a monster ? 

Cal. Lo, how he mocks me ! w ilt thou let him, 
my lord ? 

Trin. Lord, quoth he ! — that a monster should 
be such a natural ! 

Cal. Lo, lo, again ! bite him to death, I pr’ythec. 

Ste. Trinculo, keep a good tongue in your head ; 
if you prove a mutineer, the next tree — The poor 
monster’s my subject, and he shall not suffer indig- 
nity. 

Cal. I thank my noble lord. Wilt thou be pleas’d 
To hearken once again the suit I made thee ? 

Ste. Marry will I : kneel, and repeat it ; I will 
stand, and so shall Trinculo. 

! Enter Aeiel, invisible. 

Cal. As I told thee 
Before, I am subject to a tyrant ; 

A sorcerer, that by his cunning liatli 
Cheated me of this island. 

Ari. Thou liest. 

Cal. Thou liest, thou jesting monkey, thou ; 

I would my valiant master would destroy thee ; 

I do not lie. 

Ste. Trinculo, if you trouble him any more in his 
tale, by this hand, I will supjjlant some of youi 
teeth. 


< Command. 
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Trin, Why, I said nothing. 

SU\ Mum then, and no more. — [To Caliban.] 
Proceed. 

Cal. I say, by sorcery lie got this isle ; 

From me lie got it. If thy greatness will 
Revenge it on him — for, I know, thou dar’st ; 

But this thing dare not. 

Sti'. That's most certain. 

Cal. Thou shall be lord of it, and I’ll serve thee. 
Stc. How now shall this be eomjiassed ? Canst 
thou bring me to tl»e party? 

Cal. Yea, yea, my lord : I’ll yield him thee asleep, 
Wiiere tliou niay'st knock a nail into liis head. 

Ari. Tlioii liest, thou canst not. 

Cal. What a pied ninny’s thisl^* 'I'liou scur\y 
patch I — 

I do beseech tliy greatness, give him blows. 

And take his bottle from him : when tliat’s gone. 
He shall drink nought but brine ; for I’ll not slum 
him 

Where the quick freshes” are. 

Sir. 'iVinculo, run into no further danger; inter- 
rupt the monster one word further, and, by this 
hand, I’ll turn my mercy out of doors, and make a 
stock-Hsli of thee. 

Ttm. Wily, what did I? I did nothing; I’ll go 
further off. 

Stc. Didst thou not saV) he lied? 

An, Thou liest. 

Stc. Do I so ? take thou that. [iSVri/iCs lam.^ As 
you like this, give me the lie another time. 

Trin. 1 did not give the lie ; — Out o’ \our wits, 
and hearing too? — This can sack and drinking do. 
— A murrain on your monster, and the devil take 
your tingers ' 

Cal. Ila, ha, ha ' 

Stc. Now, forward with your tale, Pr’ythee 
stand further off. 

Cal. Beat him enougli : after a little time. 

I’ll heat him too. 

Stc. Stiuul further. — Come, proceed. 

Cal. Why, as I told thee, ’tis a custom with him 
r tlie aftenuKUi to sleep . there thou niay’st brain 
liim, 

Having first seiz'd his books ; or with a log 
Batter Ins skull, or paunch him with a stake, 

Or cut his wezand ” with thy knife ; Reiiiemher, 
First to possess liis hooks ; lor without them 
He’s but a sot, as I am, nor hath not 
One spirit to command ; They all do hate him, 

As rootcdly as I ; Burn hut his hooks ; 

He has brave utensils, (for so he calls them,) 
Which, when lie lias a house, he’ll deck witJial. 

And that most deeply to consider, is 
The beauty of his daughter ; he himself 
Calls her a nonpareil : I ne’er saw m onian, 

But only Sycorax my dam and slie ; 

But she as far surpasseth Sycorax, 

As greatest does least. 

Ste. Is it so brave a lass? 

Cal. Ay, my lord ; she will become thy bed, 1 
warrant, 

A nc^ bring thee forth brave brood. 

Stc. Monster, I will kill this man ; his daughter 
and I will he king and queen ; (save our graces! ) 
and 'I'rinculo and thyself shall be viceroys : — Dost 
thou like the plot, Trinculo? 

Trin. Excellent. t 


I Ste. Give me thy hand ; 1 am sorry I beat tiici 
I but, while thou livest, keep a good tongue in t! 
head. 

I Cal. Within this half hour will he be asleep ; 
Wilt thou destroy him then ? 

Stc. Ay, on mine honor 

An. Tin's will I tell my master. 

Cal. TJiou mak’st me merry ; I am full of plea- 
sure ; 

Let us 1 k‘ jocund ; Will you troll the catch 
You taught me but wliile-ere ? 

Ste. At tliy request, monster, I A\i]l do reason, 
any reason : Come on, I’rinculo, let us sing. [iS’iwg.?. 

Flout *cnif and skout 'em ; and skoul *eniy and 
Jlout 'em ; 

Thou<Ait is free. 

Cal. That’s not the tune. 

[Arij-'L plai/s the tune on a tabor and pipe. 
Ste. What is this same ? 

'J'nn. 'fhis is the time of our eatcli, played by 
the picture of No-hody. 

Ste. If thou bcest a man, show tlijsclf in thy like- 
ness : if tiiou becst a devil, take’t as thou list. 

Tnn. O, forgive me my sins ! 

Ste. Mercy uj)on us ! 

Cal. Art thou afeard ? 

Stc. No, monstei, not I. 

Cal. Be not afeard ; tiie isle is full of noises, 
Sounds and sweet airs, that give delight, andliurt not, 
Souiethnes a thousand tw angling instruments 
A\'ill hum about mine ears ; and sometimes voices, 
'I'hat, if I then laid wak’d after long sleej). 

Will make me sleep again : and then, in dreaming. 
The clouds, methouglil,’v>oiild open, and show riches 
Uesuly to drop upon me ; that, wlieii I wak’d, 

I ery’d to dream again. 

Ste. 'i'Jiis will prove a brave kingdom to me, 
where I shall have my inusick for notiiing. 

Cal. When Prospero is destroyed. 

Ste. 'I'liat shall be by and by : 1 remember the 
story. 

Trin. The sound is going away : let’s follow it, 
and after, dt» our work. 

Ste. ilA'ad, monster ; we’ll follow. — I would I 
could see this taborer ; he lays it on. 

Tri«. Wilt come? I’ll follow^, Stephano. 

St'KNE III. — Another part if the Island. 

Enter Alonso, Skkastian, Antomo, Gonzalo, 
Aduian, Francisco, and others. 

Con. By’r lakin 9, I can go no further, sir ; 

My old hones ache : here’s a maze trod, indeed, 
Through forth-rights, and meanders ! by your pa- 
tience, 

I needs must rest me. 

Alon. 01(1 lord, I cannot blame thee, 

Who am myself attach’d with w eariness, 

To the dulling of my spirits: sit down, and rest. 
Even here 1 will put off luy hope, and keep it 
No longer for my flatterer ; he is drow ii’d, 

Whom thus w'e stray to find ; and the sea mocks 
Our frustrate search on land ; wx*ll, let him go. 
Ant. I am right glad that he’s so out of hope. 

[Aside to Sebastian. 

Do not, for one repulse, forego the purpose 
That you resolv’d to effect. 

« Our lady. 


Alluding to Trinculo’s party-coloured drp.ss 
"Springs. f’Ubroat 
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St^b. The next advantage 

Will wc take thoroughly. 

Ant, Let it be to-niglit ; 

For, now they are oppress’d witli travel, they 
Will not, nor cannot, use sucii vigilance, 

As when they are fresh. 

Seb, 1 say, to-night ; no more. 

Solemn and strange ^[nsick ; and Piiohvr.iw aboi'et 
invtnbie. Enter several strange Shapes, bringing 
in a Banquet ; theij dance about it wilh gentle t/o 
iions of salutation; and, inviting the King<, Ac. to 
eat, they depart, 

Alon, What hannony is this ? my good friends, 
hark ! 

Gon. IVIarvellous sweet musick * 

Alon, Give us kind keepers, heavens ! What 
were these ? 

Seb. A living drollery^ : Now 1 will believe, 
That there are unicorns ; tliat in Arabia 
There is one tree, the phoenix’ tlironc ; one pluuiix 
At this Iiour reigning there. 

Ant, I’ll believe botn ; 

And what does else want credit, come to me, 

And ril he sworn ’tis true ; 'rravellers ne ei did lie, 
Thougli fools at home condemn them. 

Gon, If in Naples 

I should rejiort tliis now, nould the) believe me ? 
If I sliould say I saw such islanders, 

(For, certes, these are people of the island,') 

Wiio, though they are of monstrous shape, yet, note, 
Their manners are more gentle-kind, than of 
Our human generation you shall liiul 
Many, nay, almost any. 

Pro, Honest lord, 

Thou hast said well ; for some of you there present 
Are worse than devils. [Aside. 

Alon. I cannot too much muse, 

Such shapes, such gesture, and such sound, ex- 
pressing 

( Although they want the use of tongue) a kind 
Of excellent dumb discourse. 

Pro. Praise in dejiarting. 

lAsUk. 

Fran. They vanish’d strangely. 

Seb. No matter, since 

They have left their viands behind; for ^^e ha\e 
stomachs. — 

Will’t please you taste of what is here ? 

Alon. Not I. 

Gon. Faith, sir, you need not fear : When we 
Avere boys, 

Who would believe that there were mountaineers, 
Dew'-lapp’d like bulls, whose throats had hanging 
at them 

Wallets of flesh ? or that there were such men. 
Whose heads stood in their breasts ? which now we 
And, 

Each putter-out on five for one, will bring us 
Good warrant of, 

Alon. I will stand to, and feed. 

Although my last ; no matter, since I feel 
The best is past ; — Brother, my lord the duke. 
Stand to, and do as wc. 

Thunder and lightning. Enter Ariel like a harpy ; 
claps his udiigs upon the table, and, with a quaint 
device, the banquet vanishes. 


Ariel. You ai'c three men of sin, whom destiny 
(That hath to instrument this lower world. 

And what is in’t,) the nevcr-siirfcited sea 
Hath caiist'd to throw up ; and on this island 
Where man doth not inhabit ; you ’inongst men 
Being most unfit to live. I have made you mad ; 

[^Seeing Ai,o\. Skr. i)(t. draw their swords. 
And even with such like \alour, men hang and 
di'owii 

Their proper selves. Von fools ! I and my fellows 

Are ministers of fate ; the elements 

Of uhom voiir swords are temper’ll, may as well 

Wound the loud winds, or itli hemock’d-at stabs 

Kill the still-closing waters, as diminish 

One dowle ' that’s in my plume ; my fellow-ministers 

Are like iiiMilncrable : if you could hurl, 

Your swords are now too massy for your strengths. 
And will not be upliflcd : lint remcnilier, 

(For that’s my business to yon,) that yon three 
From Milan did supplant good Prosiu-ro ; 

Expos’d nnto tlie sea, which hath rcipiit it, 

Him, and his innocent child ; for wJiich fou! deed 
'I'lie powers, delaying, not forgetting, have 
Incens’d the seas and sliores, yea, all the creatures. 
Against vonr peai'c ; 'i'liee of thy son, Alonso, 
They have bereft ' and do ]>rononnce by me, 
langoring iierdilion (worse tlian any death 
Can be at once) shall step by step attend 
Yon, and vour vva)s; whose wiaths to guard vou 
from 

(Which here, in this most desolate isle ; else falls 
Upon )Our heads,) is nothing, hut heart’s soirow, 
And a clear ^ life ensuing. 

lie ranishes in thunder then, to soft mnsiek, enter 
the Shajies again, and dance with mops and munws, 
and carry oal the tible. 

Pro. l^iside.] Bravely the figure of this harpy 
hast tiion 

Perform'd, my Ariel ; a grace it liad, devouring: 
Of iny instruction hast tliou nothing ’bated, 

In what thou hadst to say ; so, with good life, 

And observation strange, iny meaner ministers 
Their several kinds have done . my liigh charms 
work, 

And these, mine enemies, are all knit up 
In their distractions ; they now are in my power ; 
And in these fits I leave them, w hilst I visit ' 
Young Ferdinand, (whom they suppose is drown’d,) 
And his and my loved darling. 

[E.nt Pros 1‘FRO /’com above. 
Gon. I’ the name of something holy, sir, w hy 
stand you 

In this strange stare? 

Alon. O, it is monstrous ! monstrous ! 

Methought the billows spoke,' and told me of it ; 
The winds did sing it to me ; and the thunder, 
That deex) and dreadful organ-pipe, ])ronounc’d 
The name of Prosper ; it did bass my tresi)ass. 
Therefore my son i’ the ooze is bedded ; and 
I’ll seek him deeper than e’er plummet sounded, 
And with him there lie mudded. [ JlxU. 

Seb. But one fiend at a time, 

I’ll fight their legions o’er. 

Ant. I’ll bo thy second. 

[Exeunt Skb. and Ant. 
Gon. All tliree of them are desperate ; Ihclr great 


‘ Show. 


* Down 


* Pure, blaniclovs. 



TEMPEST. 


15 


Act IV. Scene I. 


Like poison given to work a great time after, 

Now ’gins to bite the spirits : 1 do beseech 

you 

That are of suppler joints, follow them swiftly, 


And hinder them from what tliis ccstacy * 

May now provoke them to. 

Follow, I pray you. 

[Exevnt 


ACT IV. 


SCENE 1. — Before Prospero’s CelL 

Enter Proscero, Feruinand, and Miranda. 

I\o. If 1 bnve too austerely punish'd you, 

Your compensation makes amends ; for I 
Have given you here a thread of mine own life, 

Or that for which 1 live; whom once again 
I tender to thy hand ; all tliy vexations 
Were but iny trials of thy love, and thou 
Hast strangely stood the test : liere, afore Heaven, 

1 ratify this my lich gift. O Ferdinand, 

Do not smile at me, that 1 boast Jier ofli 
For thou shah find she will outstiip all praise. 

And make it halt behind her. 

Ecr. I do believe Jt, 

Against an orach*. 

iVo. Tiieu, as luy gift, and thine own ac<]uisiUon 
Worthily purchas’d, take mv child, hut not 
Till sanctimonious ceremonies may 
With full and holy utes he ministei'd. 

Then Hymen’s lamps shall light vou. 

Err. As I hope 

For quiet days, fair issue, and long life, 

With sucli love as ’lis now ; (lie strong’st suggestion 
Our vvorser (jenius eaii, shall never taint 
JVIy honour. 

iVc. Fairly spoke : 

Sit tlieii, and talk with her, she is thine own. — 
Wliat, Aiiel ; my industrious seiwant And I 

Enter Ariel. 

Jin. What would my potent mastei ? heie 1 am. 

Pro. Thou aii(’ thy meaner fellow s > our last serv ice 
Did worthily perform ; and 1 must use you 
In sucli another triek ; go, bring the rahble. 

O’er W'hom I give thee power, here, to this place: 
Incite them to (piick motion ; for I must 
Pestow^ upon the eyes of this young eoujile 
Some vanity of mine art ; if is my promise, 

And they expect it from me. 

uiri. Presently ? 

Pro. Ay, with a tvvink. 

Ari. Before you can say, CoinCy aiul go, 

And breathe twice ; and cry, .?o, ,9o ; 

Each one, tripping on his toe, 

Will he here with mop and inowe : 

Do you love me, master ? no. 

Pro. Dearly, my delicate Ariel: Do not approach, 
Till thou dost hear me call. 

Ari. Well I conceive. [^Exit. 

Pro. Look, thou be true. 

E'er. I warrant you, sir. 

Pro. W ell. — 

Nov^ come, my Ariel ; bring a corollary % 

Bather tiian want a spirit ; appear, and pertly. — 
No tongue; all eyes; be silent. [Soft 7nu sick. 

A Masque, Enter Iris. 

Iris, Ceres, most bounteous lady, thy rich leas 
Of w^hcat, rye, barley, vetches, oats, and peas } 

^ Surplus 


Thy turfy mountains, where live nibbling sheep. 
And flat meads thatch’d with stover, them to kee 
Thy banks witli peonied and lilied brims, 

WMiich spongy April at thy hest^ betriins, 

To make cold nymphs cliaste crowns ; and thy 
broom groves, 

Whose sJiadow' the dismissed bachelor loves, 

Being lass-lorn ; thy pole-cli})t vinevard ; 

And thy sea-marge, steril, and rocky-hard, 

I Where thou thyself dost air : I'lie queen o’ the sky. 
Whose vvaf’ry arcJi, and messenger, am I, 

Bids thee leave these ; and vvitli her sf)vercign grace, 
Here, on this grass-plot, in tliis very jilace, 

'I'o come and sj)ort : lier peacocks fly amain ; 
Aiiproach, rich Ceres, Jier to entertain. 

Enter Cfuis. 

Crr. Hail, niany-colour’d messenger, that ne’er 
Dost disobey the wife of Jupiter; 

Who, with ihy salljon wings, upon my flowers 
Diflusest hone}-{ho])s, refreshing sljowers; 

And with each end of thy blue bow dost crown 
Aly !)osky7 acres, and uiv uiishruhb’d (h»wii, 
llich scaif lo my ]>U)U(1 earth ; Why liatli ihy queen 
Summon’d me lulher, to this short-grass'd green? 

Ins. A contjaet of true love to celebrate; 

And some donation fteely to estate 
On the hless'd lovers. 

Crr. Tell me, heavenly bow', 

If Venus, or her son, us tliou dost know, 

Do now attend the queen ? since they did plot 
The means, that dusky Dis ^ my daughter got 
Her and hei blind boy’s scantlal’d comp.aiiy 
I liave forsworn. 

Iris. > Of her society 

Be not afraid : 1 met her deity 
( hitting the clouds towards l^lphos ; and lier son 
Dove-drawn with her. 

Cer. Highest queen of state. 

Great Juno comes : I know lier by her gait. 

E)iter .Tuno. 

Jnno. How does my bounteous sister? Go with 
me, 

J'o bless tliis tw'ain, that tliey may prosperous be, 
And honour’d in their issue. 

SONG. 

Juno, Honour i richeSi marriage-hlessingy 
I.on<r continuance, and increasing, 

Honrh/ joys he stUl vpon you ! 

Juno sings her blessings on you. 

Ccr, Eartfis increase, and foison ® plenty ; 

Barns, and garners never empty s 
Vines with dnst'ring bunches growing ; 

Plants, with goodly burden bowing ; 

' Al'on.vtioii of lui.uf « rouiui.vncl, 

■ Wondj ^ Plata Abundance. 
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spring come to you, at tJie farthest^ 
the very end of harvest ! 

ScarcUy and want shall shun you; 

Ceres' blessing so is on you, 

Fer, This is a most majestic vision, and 
Harmonious charmingly : May I be bold 
To think these spirits ? 

Pro. Spirits, which by mine art 

I have from their coniines call’d to enact 
My present fancies. 

Fer, Let me live here ever ; 

So rare a wonder’d • father, and a wife. 

Make this place paradise. 

[Juno and Clrfs iuhi<<pcr^ and send Iris on 
employment. 

Pro, Sweet now, silence : 

Juno and Ceres whisjjer seriously ; 

There’s something else to do ; hush, and be mute. 
Or else our spell is marr’d. 

Iris. You nymjdis, call’d Naiads, of the wan- 
d’ring brooks, 

With your sedg’d crowns, and ever harmless looks. 
Leave your crisp channels, and on this green Lind 
Answer your summons ; Juno does command : 
Come, temj)crate nymphs, and help to celebrate 
A contract of true love j be not too late. 

Enter certain Nymphs. 

You simbiirn’d sicklenien, of August wear)’, 

Come hitlier from the furrow, and be merry j 
Make holy-day : your rye-straw hats put on, 

And these fresh nymi)hs encounter every one 
In country footing, 

E?iter certain llcaper^ properly habited . they join 
with the Nymphs in a graceful dance ; towards 
the end whcreif Prospero starts suddenly^ and 
speaks; after which, te a strange, hollow, and con- 
fused noise, they heavily vanish. 

Pro. [j‘lside.’\ I had forgot that foul conspiracy 
Of the beast Caliban, and his confederates, 

Against my life ; the minute of their plot 
Is almost come. — [ To the Spirits.^ Well done ; — 
avoid ; — no more. 

Fer. This is most strange ; your father’s in some 
passion 

That works him strongly. 

Mira. Never till this day, 

Saw I him touch’d with anger so distemper’d. 

Pro. You do look, my son, in a mov’d sort. 

As if you were dismay’d ; be cheerful, sir : 

Our revels now are ended ; these our actors, 

As I foretold you, were all spirits, and 
Are melted into air, into thin air : 

And, like the baseless fabrick of this vision, 

The cloud-capp’<l tow’rs, the gorgeous [lalaccs. 

The solemn temples, the great globe itself. 

Yea, all which it inherit, shall dissolve ; 

And, like this insulstantial pageant faded. 

Leave not a rack behind ; We are such stuff 
As dreams are matle of, an<l*^bur little life 
Is rounded with a'Sleej3.' — Sir, I am vex’d ; 

Bear with my weakness ; my old brain is troubled. 
Be not disturb’d with my infirmity : 

If you be pleas’d, retire into my cell. 

And there repose ; a turn or two 1*11 walk. 

To still my beating mind. 

Fe*'. Mira, We wish your peace. 


Act IV. 

Pro. Come with a thought : — I thank you : — 
Ariel, come. 

Enter Ariki^ 

Ati. Thy thoughts I clefive to . What’s thy plea- 
sure ? 

Pro. Spirit, 

We must prepare to meet with Caliban. 

Ari. Ay, my cominandci ; when I presented 
Ceres, 

I thought to have told thee of it ; but I fear’d, 

Lest I might anger the<‘. 

Pro. Say again, where didst thou leave these 
varlcts ? 

Ari. 1 told you, sir, they w’crc red-hot wuth 
drinking ; 

So full of valour, tliat they smote the air 
For breathing in their faces ; beat the ground 
For kissing of their feet ; yet always bending 
Towards their project: 'I'lien 1 beat my tabor, 

At which, like unback’d eolts, tliey jiriek’d llieir ears, 
Advanc’d their eyelids, lifted up their noses, 

As they smelt musick ; so I clianii’d their ears, 
'I’liat, calf-like, they iny low ing follow’d, through 
Tooth’d briers, sharp furzes, pricking goss, and 
thorns. 

Which enter’d their frail shins j at last I left them 
I’ the filthy mantled pool beyond your cell. 

Up to the chins. 

Pro. This was well done, my bird. 

Thy shape invisible retain thou still : 

The trumpery in my house, go, bring it hither, 

For stale - to catch these tliioves. 

Ari, I go, I go. [ Kxit. 

Pro. A devil, a born devil, on whose nature 
Nurture ^ can never stick ; on w bom iny pains, 
Humanely taken, all, all lost, quite lost ; 

And as, with age, his body uglier grows, 

So his mind cankers : 1 will plague them all, 

Ee -enter Ariel, loadcn with glistering apparel, c^r. 
Even to roaring ; — Come, hang them on this line. 

Prospero and Ariel remain invisible. Enter 
Caliban, Steimiano, and Trinculo, all wet. 

Cal. Pray you, tread softly, that the blind mole 
may not 

Hear a foot fall ; we now are near his ccdl. 

Sfc. Monster, your fairy, which, you say, is a 
harmless fairy, has done little better than jilayed the 
Jack 4 with us. 

Trm. Monster, my nose is in great indignation. 
Ste. So is mine. Do you hear, monster? If I 
should take a displeasure against you ; look you, — 
Trin. Tliou wort Imt a lost monster. 

Cal. Good my lord, give me thy favour still : 

Be patient, for the jirize I’ll bring thee to 
•Shull hood-wink this mischance : therefore, speak 
softly. 

All’s hush’d as midnight yet, 

Trin. Ay, but to lose our bottles in the pool, — 
Ste. There’s not only disgrace and dishonour in 
that, monster, but an infinite loss. 

Trin* That’s more to me than my wotting : yet 
this is your harmless fiury, monster. 

Ste. 1 will fetch off my bottle, though I be o’er 
ears for my labour. 


1 Able to produce sucli wonders. 


a Bait. 


3 Education ^ Jack with a lantern 
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Ca!. Pr’ythfe, my king, be quiet : Seest thou hero, 
Tliis is the mouth of the cell : no noise, and enter : 
Do that good mischief, which may make this island 
Thine own for ever, and 1, thy Caliban, 

For aye thy foot-Heker. 

Sh’, (live me thy hand: 1 do begin to have 
bloody thoughts. 

Trin* O king Stephano ! O peer ! O worthy Stc- 
phano ! look, what a w^ardrobe here is for thee ! 

Cal. Let it alone, thou fool ; it is but trash 
Trin. O, ho, monster ; n e know \\ hat belongs to 
a frii)pery ^ : — O king Stephano ! 

Ste. Put off that gown, Trinculo ; by this hand, 
1 ’ll have that gown. 

Trin. Thy grace shall have it. 

Cal. The dropsy drown this fool ' what d(» you 
mean, 

To doat thus on such luggage ? Let’s {dong. 

And do the murder first ; if he awake, 

From toe to crowm he’ll fill our skins with pinches; 
Make us strange stulf. 

Ste, 13e you quiet, monster. — Mistress line, is 
not this my jerkin? >Jow is the jerkin under the 
line : now, jerkin, you are like to lose your hair, 
and prove a bald jerkin. 

: AVe steal by line and level, a'nt 

like your grace. 

Ste. I thank thee for that jest ; here’s a garment 
for’t : witsluillnot go unrevvarded, wliile I am king 
of this^ country. Steal h// line and levels is an ex- 
cellent pass of pate j there’s another g{irment for't. 


Trin. Monster, come, put some lime 7 upon your 
fingers, and away with the rest. 

Cal. I will have none on’t : we shall lose our time, 
And all be turn’d to barnacles, or to apes 
With foreheads villainous low. 

Ste. Monster, lay-to your fingers ; help to bear 
this away, where my hogshead of wine is, or Pll 
turn you out of my kingdom ; go to, carry this. 
Trin. And this. 

Ste. Ay, and this. 

A noise of hunters heard. Knter divers Spirds, m 
shofie of hotuidSi and hunt them abovt ; PaosPERO 
and Ariel setting them on. 

Pro. Jley, Mowitainy hey! 

Ari. Stiver / there it goes. Stiver / 

Pro. Fury, Furp! there, 'Tyrant, there ! hark, hark 1 
[Cal. Ste. and "I’rin. are driven out. 
Go, charge my goblins tliat they grind their joints 
With dry convulsions ; shorten up their sinews 
With aged cramps ; and more ])inch-spotted make 
them, 

Than pard or cat o’ mountain. 

Art. Hark, they roar. 

Pro. T-et them be hunted soundly: Attliis ho 
Lie at my mercy all mine enemies : 

Shoilly shall all my labours eml, and thou 
Shalt liiive the air {it freedom : for a little, 

Follow', and do me service. 

[Fxeuttf. 


ACT V. 


SCENE I. — Pefore the Cell of Prospero. 
Enter Prospero in his magic robesy and Akiki.. 
Pro. Now docs niy jiroject gather to n head : 

My charms crack not ; my .sjiirits obey ; {ind time 
Goes iijiriglit w'ith liis carriage. How’s the day ? 

Ari. On the sixth hour j at w hich time, my lord. 
You said our w ork should cease. 

Pro. I dill say so, 

When first 1 niis’d the tempest. Say, my spirit, 
TIow faros i!ie king and his ? 

An. Conlin’d together 

In the same (b^hion as you gave in charge ; 

Just as you left them, sir; all prisoners 
In the lime-grove which w eathcr-feiuls ^ your cell ; 
They cannot budge, till you releiLse. J'iie king, 
His brother, and yours, abide all three distracted ; 
And the remainder mourning over them, 

Brim-full of sorrow^ and dismay ; but chiefly 
Him you term’d, sir, I'he good old lord, Conzalos 
His tears run down his beard, like winter’s drops 
From eves of reeds : your chann so strongly w orks 
• them, 

That if you now belield them, your aflections 
Would become tender. 

Pro. Dost lliou think so, spirit ? 

Arif Mine would, sir, were I human. 

Pro. And mine shall. 

Hast thou, which art but air, a touch, a feeling 
Of their afflictions ? and shall not myself, 

Olio of their kind, that relish all as sharply 

A shop for sale of old clothes. 

® Defends from bad weather. 


Passion as lliey, be kindlier mov’d than thou art? 
Tiiough with their high wrongs I tun stuiek to the 
quick, 

Yet, with my nobler reason, ’gainst my fury 

Do I take part ; the rarer action is 

In \iitue than in vengeance: they being penitent, 

The sole drift of my purpose doth extend 

Not a faown further : Go, release them, Ariel ; 

My charms I’ll break, theii senses I’ll restore. 

And they shall be themselves. 

Ari. I’ll fetch them, sir, 

[ Exit. 

Pro. Ye elves of hills, brooks, standing lakes, 
and groves; 

And ye, that on the sands with printless foot 
Do chase the ebbing Neptune, and do fly him, 
AVIien he comes back ; you demy-puppets, that 
By tnoon-shiuc do the green-sour ringlets nuike, 
Whereof the ewe not bites ; and yon, wliose pastime 
Is to make midnight-mushrooms ; that rejoice 
To hear the solemn curfew^ ; by w'hose {lid 
(Weak masters though you be) I have be-dimm’d 
The noon-tide sun, call’d forth the mutinous winds, 
And ’twixt the green sea and the azur’d vault 
Set roaring war : to the dread rattling thunder 
Have I given fire, and rifted Jove’s stout oak 
With his own bolt ; the strong-bas’d promontory 
Have I made shake ; and by the spurs pluck’d up 
The pine, and cedar : graves, at my command, 
Have wak’d their sleepers ; oped, and Jed tliem fort h 
By my so potent art : But this rough magick 


‘ Bird.Iimcs 


® Lcoiiard. 
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Act V. 


I here abjure ; and, when I have requir’d 
Some heavenly musick, (which even now I do,) 

To work mine end upon their senses, that 
This airy chann is tor, I’ll break my stall’. 

Bury it certain fathoms in the earth, 

And deeper than did ever plummet sound. 

I’ll drown iny book. [Sokmri Musick. 

He-^enter AiiitL ; after him Alonso, with a frantic 
gesture^ attended bt/ Gonzalo; Sebastian and 
Antonio in Wee manner attended In/ Auuian and 
Francisco: They all enter the circle winch Piios- 
PKRO had made, and there stand charmed; udilch 
Prospero obsereingy speaks. 

A solemn air, and the best comforter 
To an unsettled fancy, cure thy brains, 

Now useless, boil’d within thy skull ! There stand. 

For you are spcll-stopii'd, 

Holy Gonzalo, honourable man. 

Mine eyes, even sociable to the shew of thine, 

Fall fellowly drops, — The charm dissolves apace ; 
And as the morninjjj steals upon the night. 

Melting tlie darkness, so their rising f-ciises 
Begin to chase the ignorant fumes that mantle 
Their cleju-er reason. — O my good Gonzalo, 

My true preserver, and a loyal sir 
To him thou follow’st j I will jmy thy graces 
Home both in word and deed. — Most cruelly 
Didst thou, Alonso, use me and my daughter : 

Thy brother was a furtherer in the act; — 

Thou'rt pinch’d for’t now, Sebastian. — I'lesh and 
blood, 

You brother mine, that entertain’d ambition, 
Expell’d remorse' and nature ; tv ho, with Sebastian, 
(Whose inward pinches therefore are most strong,) 
Would here have kill’d your king ; 1 do forgive thee. 
Unnatural though tliou art ! — Their understanding 
Begins to swell ; and the fiiJproaching tide 
Will shortly fill the reasonable shores, 

That now lie foul and muddy. Not one of them, 
That yet looks on me, or would know me : — Ariel, 
Fetch me the hat and rapier in my cell ; 

Ariel. 

I will dis-case me, and my self present, 

As I was sometime Milan : — quickly, spirit , 

Thou shall ere long be free. 

Ariel re-enters, singing) and helps tu attire 
Prosper o. 

Ari. IFhcre the bee suchy there siiek /; 

In a cowslip^ s bell I lie: 

There I couch ivhen owls do cry. 

On the bat's back I do Jly, 
ytfher summer merrily : 

Merrilyy merrilyy shall I live nowy 
Under the blossom that hangs on the bough. 

Pro. Wliy that’s my dainty Ariel ; I shall miss thee ; 
But yet thou shalt liave freedom : so, so, so. — 

To the king’s ship, invisible as lliou art : 

There shalt thou find the manners asleep 
Under the hatches ; the master and the boatswain, 
Being awake, enforce them to this place ; 

And presently, I pr’ythee. 

An, I drink the air before me, and retuni 
Or e’er your pulse twice beat. [Ent Ariel. 

Gon. All torment, trouble, wonder, and amazement 
Inhabits here : Some heavenly power guide us 
Out of this fearful country ! 


Pro. Behold, sir king, 

The wronged Duke of Milan, Pros})ero ; 

For more assurance that a living prince 
Does now speak to thee, 1 embrace thy body : 

And to thee, and thy company, 1 bid 
A licarty welcome. 

Alan. Whe’r 2 thou heest he, or no, 

Or some enchanted trifle to abuse me, 

As late 1 have been, 1 not know : thy pulse 
Beats, as of flesh and blood ; and since I saw thee, 
Tlie affliction of my mind amends, with which, 

I fear, a madness lield me : this must crave 
( An if this be at all) a most strange story. 

Tliy dukedom I resign ; and do entreat 
Thou pardon mo my wrongs : — But how should 
Prospero 

Be living and be here ? 

Pro. First, noble friend, 

Let me embrace thine age ; whose lionour cannot 
Be measur’d, or confin'd. 

Gon. Whether this be. 

Or be not, I’ll not swear. 

Pro. You do yet taste 

Some subtilties o’ the isle, that will not let you 
Believe thingseertain : — Welcome, my friends all: — 
But you, my brace of lords, were I so minded, 

[Aside to Seb. and Ant, 

I here could pluck his highness’ frown upon you, 
And justify you traitors : at this time 
I’ll tell no tales. 

Seb. The devil speaks in him. [A.mle. 

Pro. No : — 

For you, most wicked sir, whom to call brother 
Would even infect my mouth, I do forgive 
Thy rankest fault; all of them; and leipiire 
My dukedt)tn of thee, which, perforce, I know', 
Thou must restore. 

Alon. If thou heest Prospero, 

Give us particulars ol’thy prcscrvalion . 

How thou hast met us here, who tlm'e hours since 
W’ere wreck’d upon this shore ; where 1 have lost, 
How sharp the point of this remembrance is ! 

My dear son Ferdinand. 

iVo. I am woe"* for’t, sir. 

Alon. Irreparable is the loss ; and Patience 
Says, it is past her cure. 

Pro. I rather tliink^ 

You have not sought her help ; of'w lioso^oft grace, 
For the like loss, 1 have her sovereign ,,,’d, 

And rest myself content. 

Alofi. You the^’jTce loss? 

Pro. As great to me, as late ; ami, portable 
I\) make the dear loss, have I means much weaker 
Tlian you may ctdl to comfort you : for I 
Have lust my daughter. 

Alon* A daughter ? 

O heavens ! that they were living both in Najiles, 
king and queen there! that they were, I wish 
Myself were mudded in that oozy bed 
Where my son lies. When thd you lose your 
daughter ? 

Pro. In this last tempest. I perceive, these lords 
At tills encounter do so much admire,^ 

That tliey devour their reason ; and scarce think 
Their eyes do offices of truth, their words 
Are natural breath : but howsoe’er you have 
Been justled from your senses, know for certain, 
That I am Prospero, and that very duke 


1 Pity or tenderness of heart. 


i Whether. 


Sorry. 
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Scene I. 

Which was thrust tbrth ol‘ Milan , wIk) most stranj^ely 
Uj)on this shore, where you were wreck’d, was landed, 
To be the lord on’t. No more yet of this ; 

For ’tis a chronicle of day l)y day, 

Not a relation for a breakfast, nor 
llefittinf? this first meeting. Welcome, sir; 

Tills cell’s my court ; here have I few attendants. 
And subjects none abroad ; pray you look in. 

My dukedom since you have given me again, 

I will requite you with as good a thing ; 

At least, bring forth a wonder, to content ye 
As much as me my dukedom. 

The entrance of the cell opens, and discovers Feudi- 
NANI) and Mikanda placing at chess. 

Mira. Sweet lord, you play me false. 

Fcr, No, my dearest love, 

1 would not for the world. 

Mtrn Yes, for a score of kingiloms you should 
wrangle. 

And I would call it fair play. 

yllnn. If this prove 

A vision of tlie ishind, one dear son 
Shall I twice lose. 

Sell. A most high miracle ! 

Fer. Tho’ the seas threaten, they are merciful ; 

I have curs’d them without cause. 

[Ffrd. /,neels to Alon. i 
Jllon. Now all the blessings ’ 

Of a glad father compass thee about ' 

Arise, and say how thou cam’st here. 

Jlfira. O ! wonder ! 

How many goodly Creatures are there here ! 

Ilow beauteous mankind is ' O brave new wanUl, 
'J’hat lias such peo))le in’t ! 

Pro. ’Tis new to thee. 

upon. What is this maid, with W'boni thoii wast 
at play ? 

Your eld’st acquaintance cannot be three bouis. 

Is she the goddess that liatli sever’d us, 

And brought us thus together? 

Fcr. Sir, she’s mortal ; 

Hut, by immortal Providence, she’s mine ; 

1 chose her, when I could not ask my father 
For Ills advice ; nor tliought I had one : she 
Is daughter to this famous duke of Milan, 

Of whom so often I have lieard renown , 

But never saw' before ; of whom 1 have 

Received a second life, and second father \ 

I'liis lady makes him to me. 

Mon. I am hers ; 

But O, how oddly will it sound, that I 
Must ask my cliild forgiveness ! 

Pro. There, sir, stop : 

Let us not burden our remembrances 
Witli a heaviness that’s gone. 

Con. I have inly wept, 

Or should have spoke ere this. Look down, you 
gods, 

And on this couple drop a blessed crown ; 

•For it is you, that have chalk’d forth the way 
Which brought us hither ! 

Mo7i, I say, Amen, Gonzalo ! 

Gon. Was Milan thrust from Milan, that his issue 
Should become kings of Naples ? O, rejoice 
Beyond a common joy ; and set it downi 
With gold on lasting pillars: In one voyage 
Hid Claribel her husband find at Tunis ; 

And Ferdinand, her brother, found a wife, * 
Where he himself w as lost ; Prospeiohis dukedom, 


In a poor idc ; and all of us, ourselves, 

When no man w as his own. 

Mon. Give me your hands : 

[To Fer. and Miu. 

Let grief and sorrow still embrace bis heart, 

That dotli not wish you joy ! 

Gon. Be’t so ! Amen I 

lle-enier Ariel, with the Master and Boatswain 
ama'Xdlp following, 

0 look, sir, look, sir ; here are more of us ! 

1 prophesied, if a gallows were on land, 

This fellow could not drown : — Now, blasphemy, 
That swear’st grace o’er board, not an oath on shore ? 
Hast thou no mouth by land? What is the news? 

Poats. The best news is, that w'e liave safely found 
Our king, and company . the next our .ship, •— 
Which, but three glasses since, w'e gave out split. 

Is tight and yare^, and bravely rigg’d, as when 
We firht put out to sea. 

Pri. Sir, all this ser\ice"| 

Have I done since I went. V Aside. 

Pro. IMy tricksy'’ spirit ! J 

Alon. These are not natural events ; they strengthen 
lYom strange to stranger: — Say, how' came you 
hi tiler ? 

Pauls. If I did think, sir, I were w'ell awake, 
r<l strive to tell you. We w ere dead of sleep, 

And (how, we know' not,) all clapji’d under Iiatches, 
Were, but even now , with strange and several noises 
Of roaring, shrieking, howling, gingling chains, 
And more diversity of sounds, .all horrible, 

We were awak’d ; straitwaiy, at liberty : 

Where we, in all liur trim, freshly belield 
Our royal, good, and gallant ship ; our master 
Cap’ring to eye her : On a trice, so jilease you, 
Even in a dream, were we divided from them, 

And were brought moping hither. 

Art. Was't w'ell done ? 'j 

Pro. Bravely, my diligence. Thou shalt K Aside. 

be free. J 

Alon. This is as strange a maze as e’er men trod : 
And there is in this business more than nature 
Was ever conduct ^ of; some oracle 
Must rectify our know ledge. 

Pro. Sir, my liege, 

Do not infest your mind with beating on 
'Phe strangeness of this business ; at pick’d leisure, 
Which sliall be shortly, single I’ll resolve you 
(Which to you shall seem probable) of every 
These happen’d accidents: till when, be cheerful. 
And think of each thing well, — Come hither, 
spirit; { Aside. 

Set Caliban and his companions free : 

Untie the spell. [Exit Ariel,] How fares my 
gracious sir? 

There are yet missing c)f your company 
Some few odd lads, that you remember not. 

Pe-enter Ariel, driving in Caliban, Stephano, 
find Tkinculo, in their .stolen apparel. 

Ste. Every man shift for all the rest, and let no 
man take care for himself ; for all is but fortune ; — 
Coragio, bully-monster, Corjigio ! 

Trill. If these be true spies wliich I wear in my 
head, here’s a goodly sight. 

Cal. O Setebos, these be brjive spirits, indeed ! 
How fine my master is ! I am afraid 
He will chastise me. 

< Heady, Clever, adreat. Conductor. 

C S 
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Seb, Ha, ha ; 

What tilings are these, my lord Antonio ? 

Will money buy tliem ? 

AnU Very like, one of them 

Is a plain dsli, and, no doubt, marketable. 

Pro. Mark but the badges of tliese men, my lords. 
Then say, if tliey be true 7 ; — This mis-shapen knave, 
His motlier was a witch ; and one so strong 
That could control the moon, make flows and ebbs, 
And deal in her command, without her power : 
These three have robb’d me ; and this demi-devil 
(For he’s a bastard one) liad plotted with them 
To take my life : two of these fellows you 
Must know, and own ; this thing of darkness I 
Acknowledge mine. 

CaL I shall be pinch’d to death. 

Alon. Is not this Stephano, my drunken butler ? 
Seb* He is drunk now : Where had he wine ? 
Alon* And Trinculo is reeling ripe : Where should 
they 

Find this grand liquor that hath gilded them? — 
How cam’st thou in this pickle ? 

Trt’n, I have been in such a pickle, since I saw 
you last, that, I fear me, will never out of my bones ; 
I shall not fear fly-blowing. 

Seb, Why, how now, Stephano ? 

Stc, O, touch me not ; I am not Stephano, but 
a cramp. 

Pro. You’d be king of the isle, sirrah ? 

Stc, I shoidd have been a sore one then. 

Alon, Tliis is as strange a thing as e’er I look’d 
on. [Pointing to Caliban. 

Pro, He is as disproportion’d in his manners, 

As in his shape : — Go, sirrah, to my cell ; 


Take witli you your companions ; as you look 
To have my pardon, trim it handsomely. 

Cal, Ay, that I will ; and I’ll be wise hereafter, 
And seek for grace : What a thrice-double ass 
Was I, to take this drunkard for a god. 

And worship this dull fool ? 

Pro. Go to ; away ! 

Alo7i. Hence, and bestow your luggage where you 
found it. 

Seb. Or stole it, rather. 

[Preunt Cal. Ste. and Trin. 

Pro. Sir, I invite your highness, and your train. 
To my poor cell : where you shall take your rest 
For this one night ; which (part of it) I’ll waste 
With such discourse, as, I not doubt, shall make it 
Go quick away : the story of my life, 

And the particular accidents gone by, 

Since I came to this isle : And in the morn, 

I’ll bring you to your ship, and so to Naples, 
Where I have hope to see the nuptial 
Of these our dear-beloved solemniz’d ; 

And thence retire me to my Milan, where 
Every Uiird thought shall be my grave. 

Alon, I long 

To hear the story of your life, which must 
Take the ear strangely. 

Pro, I’ll deliver all ; 

And promise you calm seas, auspicious gales, 

And sail so expeditious, that shall catch 
Your royal fleet far off. — My Ariel chick, 
lliat is thy charge ; then to the elements 
Be free, and fare thou well ! — [ As ^ tde .] Please you 
draw near. * [Exeimt, 


EPILOGUE. — Spoken hy Phospero. 


JVbia my chamu are aH overthrown, 

And what strength 1 have* s mine own ; 

Which is most faint : now, ^tis true, 

I must be here corifined by you, 

Or sent to Naples : Let me not. 

Since I have my dukedom got, 

And pardon'd the deceiver, dwell 
In this bare island, by your spell ; 

Put release me from my bands, 

With the help your good hands, ® 

7 Honest. ^ Applause ; noise was supposed to dissolve a spell. 


Gentle breath (f yours my sails 
Must fU, or else my project fails, 

Which was to please ; Now X want 
Spirits to enforce, ait to enchaiU ; 

And my ending is despair, 

Unless I be reliev'd hy jmiyer ; 

Which pierces so, that it assaults 
Mercy itself, and frees alt faults. 

As you from crimes would pardon d be. 
Let your indulgence set me free. 
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Antonio, Father to Proteus. 
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SCFNFj sometimes in Verona ; sometimes 


Panthino, Servant to Antonio. 

Host whjerc Julia lodges in Milan. 

Outlaws. 

Julia, a Lady t/ Verona, beloved by Proteus. 
Silvia, the Duke's Daughtery beloved by Valentine. 
Luc ETTA, fVaiting-woman to Julia. 

ServantSy Musicians. 

in Milan ; and on the Frontiers of Mantua. 


ACT 1. 


SCENE 1.— .4/1 open Place in Verona. 

Enter Valentine and Proteus. 

Val, Cease to persuade, my loving Proteus ; 
Home-keeping youth have ever homely wits : 

Wer’t not afleetion chains tliy tender days 
To the sweet glances of thy honour’d love, 

I rather would entreat thy company. 

To sec the wonders of the w'orld abroad, 

Than living dully sluggardiz’d at home, 

Wear out thy youth with shapeless idleness. 

But, since thou lov’st, love still, and thrive therein, 
Even as I w'ould, when 1 to love begin. 

Pro. Wilt thou begone ? Sweet Valentine, adieu ! 
Tliink on thy Proteus, when thou, haply, seest 
Some rare note-W'orthy object in thy travel : 

Wish me partaker in thy Iiappincss, 

When thou dost meet good hap ; and, in thy danger. 
If ever danger do environ tliee, 

(\)mmend tliy grievance to my holy prayers, 

For I will be tliy t>ead’s-inan, Valentine. 

Pal. And on a love-book pray for my success. 
Pro. Upon some book I love, I’ll pray for thee. 
Val. That’s on some shallow slory of (leep love. 
How young Lcander cross’d tlie Hellespont. 

Pro. That’s a deep story of a deeper love ; 

For he was more than over shoes in love. 

Val. ’Tis true ; for you are over boots in love, 
And yet you never swam the Hellespont. 

Pro. Over the boots ? nay, give me not the boots. ‘ 
Val. No, I’ll not, for it boots thee not. 

Pro. Wh«t? 

Val, To lie 

* A humorous jiunishment at han'est-home feasts, /tc. 


In love, where scorn is bought wdth groans ; coy 
looks, 

With heart-sore sighs ; one fading moment’s mirth. 
With tw'cnty watchful, w’eary, tedious nights : 

If haply won, perhaps, a hapless gain ; 

If lost, why then a grievous labour won ; 

However, but a folly bought with wit. 

Or cls<^a wit by folly vanquished. 

Pto. So, by your circumstance, you call me fool, 
Val. So, by ) our circumstance, I fear, you’ll prove. 
Pro, ’Tis love you cavil at j I am not love, 

Val. Love is your master, for he masters you : 
And he that is so yoked by a fool, 

Metliinks should not be chronicled for wise. 

Pro. Yet w riters say, As in the sw eetest bud 
I'he eating canker dwells, so eating love 
Inhabits in the finest wits of all. 

Val. And writers say, As tlie most forward bud 
Is eaten by the canker ere it blow, 

Even so by love the young and tender wit 
Is turn’d to folly ; blasting in the bud, 

Losing its verdure even in the prime, 

And all tlie fair effects of future hopes. 

But wliei*cfore waste I time to counsel thee, 

Tliat art a votary to fond desire? 

Once more adieu : my father at the road 
Expects my coming, there to see me shipp’d. 

Pfv. And tliither will I bring thee, Valentine. 
Val. SwTct Proteus, no ; now let us take our leave. 
At Milan let me heai‘ from thee by letters, 

Of thy success in love, and what news else 
Betideth here in absence of thy friend ; 

And I likewise will visit tliee with mine. 

Pro. All happiness bechance to thee in Milan ! 
C 3 



22 


TWO GENTLEMEN OF VERONA. Act 1. 


VaL As iiiucli to you at borne ! and so farewell ! 

f Exit Valentink. 

Pro. He after lioiiour haunts, I after love : 

He leaves bis friends to dignify them more ; 

I leave myself, my friends, and all for love. 

I' Thou, Julia, thou hast metamorphos’d me ; 

I .Made me neglect my studies, lose my time, 

I War with good counsel, set the world at nought ; 

I Made wit with musing weak, heart sick with thouglit. 

Enter Speed. 

Speed, Sir Proteus, save you : saw you my master ? 
Pro, But now he parted hence, to embark for 
Milan. 

Speed, Twenty to one then he is shipp’d already ; 
^And I have play’d tlie sheep in losing him. 

/ Pro. Indeed a sliecp doth very often stray, 

An if the shepherd be awhile away. 

Speed. You conclude that my master is a shepherd 
then, and I a sheep ? 

Pro. I do. 

Speed, Why then my horns are his horns, whether 
I wake or sleep. 

Pro. A silly answer, and fitting well a sheep. 
Speed, This proves me still a slieep. 

Pro. True ; and thy master a shepherd. 

Speed. Nay, that I can deny by a circumstance. 
Pro. It shall go hard, but I’ll prove it by another. 
Speed, The shepherd seeks the sheep, and not the 
sheej) the shepherd ; but I seek iny master, and my 
master seeks not me ; therefore, I am no sheep. 

Pro, The sheep for fodder follow the shepherd, 
the shepherd for food follows not the sheep; thou 
for wages followest thy master, thy master for wages 
follows not thee ; tlicrefore, thou art a sheep. 

Speed. Such another proof will make me cry baa. 
Pro, But dost thou hear ? gav’st thou my letter 
to Julia? 

Speed, Ay, sir : I, a lost mutton, gave your letter 
to her ; and she gave me, a lost mutton, nothing for 
my labour. 

Pro, Nay, in that you are astray, ’twere best 
pound you. 

Speed, Nay, sir, less than a pound shall serve me 
for carrying your letter. 

Pro, You mistake ; I mean the pound, a pinfold. 
Speed. From a pound to a pin ? fold it over and 
over, 

’Tis threefold too little for carrying a letter to your 
lover. 

Pro, But what said she ? did she nod ? 

[Speed nods- 

Speed, I. 

Pro, Nod, I? why, that’s noddy. 

Speed, You mistook, sir ; I say, she did nod : and 
you ask me, if she did nod ; and I say, I. 

Pro, And that set together, is — noddy. 

Speed, Now you have taken the pains to set it to- 
gether, take it for your pains. 

Pro, No, no, you shall have it for bearing the letter. 
Speed, Well, I perceive, I must be fain to bear 
with you. 

Pro. Why, sir, how do you bear witli me ? 

Speed, Marry, sir, the letter very orderly ; liaving 
nothing but the word, noddy, for my pains. 

Pro. Beshrew me, but you have a quick wit. 
Speed, And yet it cannot overtake your slow purse. 
Pro, Come, come, open the matter in brief : What 
said slie ? 


Speed, Open your purse, that the money, and the 
matter, may be both at once delivered. 

Pro. Well, sir, here is for your pains : What said 
she? 

Speed. Truly, sir, 1 think you’ll hardly win her. 
Pro, Why ? Could’st thou perceive so much from 
her? 

Speed. Sir, I could perceive nothing at all from 
her; no, not so much as a ducat fOr delivering your 
letter : And being so hard to me that brought your 
mind, I fear she’ll prove as hard to you iu telling her 
mind. 

Pro. What, said she nothing ? 

Speed, No, not so much as — taJee this for thy 
pains. To testify your bounty, I thank you, you 
have testern’iU me; in requital whereof, henceforth 
carry your letters yourself; and so, sir, I’ll commend 
you to my master. 

Pro, Go, go, be gone, to save your ship from 
wreck ; 

Which cannot perish, having tliee aboard, 

Being destined to a drier death on shore : — 

I must go send some better messenger ; 

I fear, my .Julia would not deign my lines. 
Receiving them from such a worthless post, ll^xeunt, 

SCENE II. — T^ie same. Garden of JuWd’s house. 

Euler Julia and Lucetta. 

Jul. But say, Lucetta, now we are alone, 
Would’st thou then counsel me to fall in love? 

Luc. Ay, madam ; so you stumble not unlieed- 
fully. 

Jtd, Of all the fair resort of gentlemen, 

That every day with park* encounter me, 

In thy opinion, which is worthiest love? 

Luc. Please you, repeat their names. I’ll shew 
my mind 

According to my shallow^ simple skill. 

,Tu1. What thiiik’st thoii of the fair Sir Egl amour ? 
I.uc, As of a knight well-spoken, neat and iine ; 
But were I yon, he never sliould be mine, 

Jul. What tliink’st tliou of the rich Mercatio ? 
Laic. Well of his wealth ; but of himself, so, so. 
Jul. What think’st thou of the gentle Proteus? 
Luc, Lord, lord ! to see what folly reigns in us ! 
Jul. How' now! what means tliis passion at his 
name ? 

Luc. Pardon, dear madam ; ’tis a passing shame, 
That I, unworthy body as 1 am. 

Should censure ^ thus on lovely gentlemen. 

Jul. Why not on Proteus, as of all the rest ? 
Luc. Then thus, — of many good 1 think him 
best. 

Jul. Your reason ? 

Luc. I have no other but a woman’s reason ; 1 
f think him so, because I think him so. 

^ Jul. And would’st tliou have me cast my love on 
him? 

I.uc, Ay, if you thought your love not cast away. 
Jtd, Why, he of all the rest, hath never mov’d me, 
Luc* Yet he of all the rest, I think , best loves ye. 
Jul. |His little speaking shews his love but small. 
Luci Fire, that is closest kept, bums most of all. 
Jul, I They do not love, tliat do not show their love. 
Lmc| O, they love least, that let men know their 
^ 1 love. 

Jul, I would I knew his mind. 


2 A game at cards. 


3 Given me a sixpence. 


4 Pass sentence 
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Peruse this jiaper, madam. 
JuL To Julia, — Say, from whom ? 
j That the contents will shew. 

JnL Say, say ; who gave it thee ? 

Luc. Sir Valentine’s page; and sent, I think, 
from Proteus : 

He would have given it you, but I, being in the way. 
Did in your name receive it ; pardon the fault, I pray. 

JhI. Now, by my modesty, a goodly broker ! ’> 
Dare you presume to harbour wanton lines ? 

To whisper and conspire against my youth ? 

Now, trust me, ’tis an olHce of great worth. 

And you an officer lit for the place. 

There, take the paper, see it be return’d ; 

Or else return no more into my sight. 
l,uc. To plead for love deserves more fee than hate. 
Jni, Will you begone? 

Luc. ynn may ruminate. [Exit. 

Jul. And yet, I woukl I had o’crlook’d the letter. 
It were a sliame to call lier back again, 

And pray lier to a fault for which 1 chid her. 

What fool is she, that know's I am a maid. 

And would not force the letter to my view? 

Since maids, in modesty, say No, to that 

Which they would have the prollcrer construe, y/y. 

Pie, fie ! how wayward is this foolish love, 

That, like a testy babe, \Nill scratch the nurse, 1 
And presently, all humbled, kiss the rod! 

How churlishly I chid Lucetta hence. 

When w’illingly I wotild have had her here ' 
ow angrily I taught my brow to frown. 

When inw'urd joy enforc’d my heart to smile ’ 

My penance is, to call Lucetta back, 

And ask remission for my folly past ; — 

What ho ! Lucetta 1 

Re-enter Lucetta. 

Imc. What would your ladyship? 

Jul. Is it near dinner time ? 

Z//C. 1 would it were ; 

That you might kill your stomach^’ on your meat, 
And not upon your maid. 

Jul, What is’t you took up 

So gingerly ? 

I.HC. Nothing. 

Jul. Why didst thou stoop then? 

i.wc. To take a paper up that I let fall. 

Jul. And is that paper nothing ? 

Luc, ■ Nothing concerning me. 

Jul, Then let it lie for those that it concerns. 

Taic. IVIadam, it will not lie where it concerns. 
Unless it have a false interpreter. 

Jul, Some love of yours hath writ to you in rhyme. 
Ia(c. That I might sing it, madam, to a tune : 
Give me a note : your ladyship can set. 

Jul, As little by such toys as may be possible : 
Best sing it to tbi tune of lAght o’ love, 

Luc, It is too heavy for so light a tune. 

Jul, Heavy? belike it hath some burden, then. 
Luc, Ay ; and melodious were it. would you sing 
it. 

Jul, And why not you ? 

Lve* I cannot reach so high. 

Jvl, Let’s see your song : — How now, minion? 
Iaic, Keep tune there still, so you will sing it out : 
And yet, methinks, I do not like this tune. 

Jul, You do not ? 

Luc, No, madam ; it is too sharp. 

Matchmaker. Passion or obstinacy. 


Jul. You, minion, arc too saucy. 

Luc, Nay, now you are too flat, 

And mar tlie concord with too harsh a descan^ 

There wanteth but a mean 8 to fill your song. 

Jul, The mean is drown’d w-ith your unruly base. 
Iaic, Indeed I did the base 9 for Proteus. 

Jul, This babble shall not henceforth trouble me. 
Here is a coiP with protestation ! — 

[ Tears the letter. 

Go, get you gone ; and let the papers lie : 

You would be fingering them, to anger me. 

Luc, She makes it strange; but she would be 
best pleas’d 

To be so anger’d with another letter. [Edt, 

Jul. Nay, would I were so anger’d with the same ! 

0 hateful hands, to tear such loving words ! 
Injurious w^asps I to feed on such sweet honey, 

And kill the bees, that yield it, wdth your stings ! 

I’ll kiss each several paper for amends. 

And here is writ — Julia ; — unkind Julia ! 

As in revenge of thy ingratitude, 

1 throw thy name against the bruising stones, 

I Trampling contemptuously on thy disdain. 

Look, here is writ — love-wounded Proteus : — 

Poor w'oundcd name ! my bosom as a bed, 

Shall lodge thee, till thy wound be throughly heal’d ; 
And thus I search it with a sovereign kiss. 

But twice, or thrice, was Proteus w ritten dow n ? 

Be calm, good wind, blow not a word aw^ay. 

Till 1 ime found each letter in the letter, 

Except mine own name; that some whirlwind bear 
Unto a ragged, fearful, banging rock. 

And throw it thence into the raging sea ! 

Lo, here in one line is his name twice writ, — 

Poor forlorn Proteus, pa'^sionaic Proteus, 

To the sweet Julia ; — that I’ll tear away ; 

And yet I wdll not, sith so jirettily 
He couples it to his complaining names : 

Thus will 1 fold them one upon another ; 

Now kiss, embrace, contend, do what you will. 

lie- enter Lucetta. 

Luc, Madam, dinner’s ready, and your fatlicr 
stays. 

Jul, *Well, let us go, 

Iaic, VV’^hat, shall these papers lie like tell-tales 
here ? 

Jul, If you respect thorn, best to take them up. 
Luc, Nay, I was taken up for laying them down : 
Yet here they shall not lie, for catching cold. 

Jul, I sec you have a month’s mind to them. 
Luc. Ay, madam, you may say what sights joii 
see ; 

I see things too, although you j udge I wink. 

Jul, Come, come, will’t please you go? [Exeunt, 

SCENE HI. — The same, A Room in AiAowio" s 
House, 

Enter Akto^sIO and Panthino. 

Ant, Tell me, Panthino, wdiat sad 2 talk was that, 
Wherewith my brother held you in the cloister? 
Pa 7 it, ’Twas of his nephew Proteus, your son. 
Ant. Why, what of him ? 

Pant, He w'^onder’d that your lordship 

Would sufler him to spend his youth at home ; 
While other men, of slender reputation, ^ 

I 7 A term in musick. 8 The tenor in musick. 

> A challenge. * Bu.sfle, stir, 

2 .Serious. ® Httlc conseriuence. 


r 4 
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Put forth their sous to seek prefennent out : ^bil. How now? what letter arc you reading 

Some^ to the wars, to try their fortune there ; there? 

Some, to discover islands far away ; Pro. May’t please your lordship, ’tis a word or 

Some, to the studious universities, two 


I^or any, or for all these exercises, 

He said, tliat Proteus, your son, was meet ; 

And did request me, to importune you, 

To let him spend his time no more at home. 

Which would bo great impeachment ^ to his age. 

In having known no travel in his youth, 

AaU Nor need’st thou much importune me to that 
Whereon this month I have been hammering, 
t have consider’d well his loss of time ; 

And how he cannot be a perfect man, 

Not being try’d and tutor’d in the world : 
Experience is by industry atchiev’d, 

And perfected by tlie swift course of time : 

Then, tell me, whither were I best U) send him ? 

Panl. I think, your lordship is not ignorant, 
How his companion, youthful Valentine, 

Attends the emperor in his royal court. 

ArU. I know it well. 

Pant, ’Twere good, I think, your lordship sent 
him thither : 

There shall ho practise tilts and tournaments. 

Hear sweet discourse, converse with noblemen; 
And be in eye of every exercise 
Worthy his youth and nobleness of birth. 

Ant. I like thy counsel ; well hast thou advis’d : 
And that thou may’st perceive how' well I like it, 
The execution of it shall make know^n ; 

EvcJii with the speediest execution 
I will dispatch him to the emperor’s court. 

Pant. To-morrow, may it please you, Don Al- 
phonso, 

With other gentlemen of good esteem, 

Are journeying to salute the emperor, 

And to commend their service to his will. 

Ant. Good company; with them shall Proteus go; 
And, in good time,— now will we break with him. ^ 

Enter Proteus, 

Pro. Sw'cet love ! sweet lines ! sweet life ! 

Here is her hand the agent of her heart ; 

Here is her oath for love, her honour’s pawrf : 

O, that our fathers would applaud our loves. 

To seal our happiness with tlieir consents ! 

O heavenly Julia ! 


ACT 

SCENE I. — Milan. An Apartment in the Duke\v 
Palace. 

Enter Valentine and Speed. 

Speed. Sir, your glove. 

Val, Not mine : my gloves are on. 

S^feed. Why then this may be yours, for this is 
but one. 

V<d> Ha ! let me see : ay, give it me, it’s mine ; — 
Sweet ornament that decks a thing divine ! 

Ah Silvia ! Silvia ! 

Speed. Madam Silvia ! madam Silvia ! 

VeU. How now, sirrah ? 

Speed. She is not within hearing, sir. 

* Reproach. ^ Break the matter to him. 


Of commendation sent from Valentine, 

Deliver’d by a friend that came from him. 

Ant. Lend me the letter ; let me see what news. 
Pro. There is no new^s, my lord ; but that he writes 
How happily lie lives, how well belov’d, 

And daily graced by the emperor ; 

Wishing me with him, partner of liis fortune. 

Ant. And how sUind you affected to his wisli ? 
Pro, As one relying on your lordship’s will. 

And not depending on his friendly wish. 

Ant. My will is something sorted witli Iiis wisli ; 
Muse 6 not that I tlius suddenly proceed ; 

For what 1 will, I will, and there an end. 

I am resolv’d, that thou shalt spend some time 
With Valentinus in the emperor’s court ; 

What maintenance he from his friends receives, 
lake exhibition 7 thou shalt have from me. 
To-morrow be in readiness to go : 

Excuse it not, for I am peremptory. 

Pro. My lord, 1 cannot be so soon provided ; 
Please you, deliberate a day or two. 

Ant. Look, what thou w-ant’st shall be sent after 
thee : 

No more of stay ; to-morrow' ihoii must go. — 
Come on, Pantliino ; you shall be employ’d 
To hasten on his expedition. 

[Eaivmit Akt. and Pant. 
Pro. Thus have I sliimn’d the fire, for fear of 
burning ; 

And drench’d me in tlio sea, where I am drown’d : 
1 fear’d to shew iny father Julia’s letter, 

Lest he should take exceptions to my love ; 

And with the vantage of mine own excuse 
Hath he excepted most against my love, 

O, how' this spring of love resemhleth 
The uncertain glory of an April day ; 

Which now shew s all the beauty of the sun, 

And by and by a cloud takes all away ! 

Re-enter Pantiiino. 

Paiit. Sir Proteus, your father calls for you ; 

He is in haste, therefore, I pray you, go. 

Pro, Why, this it is : my heart accords thereto ; 
And yet a thoiisa;id times it answers, no, [ Exeunt, 


II. 

Val. Why, sir, who bade you call her? 

Sfxed. Your worship, sir; or else I mistook. 

Val. Well, you’ll still be too forward. 

Speed, And yet I was last chidden for being too 
slow. 

Val, Go to, sir ; tell me, do you know madam 
Silvia ? 

Speed* She that your worship loves ? 

Val. Why, how know you that I am in love ? 

Speed. Marry, by these special marks : First, you 
have learned, like sir Proteus ; to wreath your arms 
like a male-content ; to relish a love-song, like a 
robin-red-breast ; to walk alone, like one tliat had 
the pestilence ; to sigh, like a school-boy that had 

« Wonder. 7 Allowance. 
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Scene L 

lost his A, 13, C ; to weep, like a girl that had j 

buried her grandain ; to fast, like one that takes Enter Silvia. 


diet ^ ; to watch, like one that fears robbing; to speak 
puliiigy like a beggar at Hallowmas. 9 You were 
wont, when you laughed, to crow like a cock ; w'hcii 
you walked, to walk like one of the lions ; when 
you fasted, it was presently after dinner ; when you 
looked sadly, it was for want of money : and now 
you are metamorphosed with a mistress, that, when 
I look on you, I can hardly think you my master. 

Val. Are all these things perceived in me? 

Speed. They arc all perceived without you. 

Val. Without me ? They cannot. 

Speed. Without you ? nay, that’s certain, for 
without you were so simple, none else would : but 
you are so without these follies, that these follies are 
within you. 

Val. But, tell me, dost thou know my lady Silvia ? 

Speed. She, that you gaze on so, as she sits at 
supiier ? 

Val, Hast thou observed that? even she I mean. 

Speed. Why, sir, I know her not. 

Val. Dost thou know her by my gazing on her, 
and yet know’st her not ? 

Speed. Is she not hard favoured, sir? 

Val. Not so fair, boy, as well favoured. 

Speed. Sir, 1 kuow’^ that w'ell enough. 

Val. Wliat dost thou know ? 

Speed. That she is not so fair, as (of you) w'ell 
favoured. 

Val. I mean, that her beauty is exquisite, but her 
lavour infinite. 

Speed. Tliat’s because the one is painted, and the 
other out of all count. 

Val. How painted ? and how out of count ? 

Speed. Marry, sir, so painted, to make her fair, 
that no man counts of lier beauty. 

Val How estcemest thou me ? I account of her 
beauty. 

Speed, You never saw-^ her since she w as defonned. 

Val. How long hath she been defonned ? 

Speed. Ever since you loved her. 

Val I liave loved lier ever since I saw her ; and 
still I see her beautiful. 

Speed. If you love her, you cannot see her. 

Val Why? 

Speed. Because love is blind. O, that you had 
mine eyes ; or your owm had the lights they were 
wont to have, when you chid at sir Proteus for going 
ungartered. 

Val What should I sec then ? 

Speed. Your own present folly, and her passing 
deformity ; for he, being in love, could not see to 
garter his hose ; and you, being in love, cannot see 
to put on your hose. 

Val. Belike, boy, then you are in love ; for last 
morning you could not sep to wipe my shoes. 

Speed. True, sir ; I was in love with my bed : I 
thank you, you swinged • me for my love, which 
makes me the bolder to chide you for yours. 

Val.. Last night she enjoined me to write some 
lines to one she loves. 

Speed. And have you ? 

Val. I have. 

Sliced. Are they not lamely writ ? 

Val. No, boy, but as well as I can do them : — 
Peace, here she comes. 

« 

^ Utirier a regimen ® Allhallowraas. 

^ Wh4pped. 


Speed. O excellent motion ! ^ O exceeding puppet ! 
now' will he interpret to her. 

Vat. Madam and mistress, a thousand good-mor- 
rows. 

Speed. O, give you good even ! here’s a million 
of manners. [Aside. 

Sil SirValcntine and servant, to you two thousand. 
Sfjeed, He should give her interest ; and she gives 
it him. 

Val. As you enjoin’d me, I have writ your letter, 
Unto the secret nameless friend of youis ; 

Which I was much unwilling to proceed in, 

But for my duty to your ladyship. 

Sil I thank you, gentle servant ; ’tis very clerkly 3 
done. 

Val Now trust me, madam, it came hardly off ; 
For being ignorant to wliom it goes, 

I writ at random, very doubtfully. 

Sil. Perchance you tlunk too much of so much 
pains ? 

Fal. No, madam ; so it stead you, I will write, 
Please you command, a thousand times as much : 
And yet, — 

Sd. A pretty period ! Well, I guess the sequel ; 
And yet I will not name it ; — and jet I care not ; 
And yet take tiiis again ; — and yet 1 thank you ; 
Meaning henceforth to trouble you no more. 

SjH'ed. And yet yon will ; and yet another yet, 

[Adde. 

Val. What means your ladyship? do you not 
like it? 

Sd, Yes, yes ; the lines are very quaintly w rit- 
But since unwillingly, toke them again ; 

Nay, take them. 

Val. Madam, they are for you. 

Sd. Ay, ay ; you -writ them, sir, at my request : 
But J will none of them ; they are for you : 

I would have had them writ more movingly. 

Val Please you, I’ll write your ladyship another. 
Sil. And, w hen it’s w rit, foriny sake read it over . 
And, if it please you, so ; if not, w hy, so, 

Val If it please me, madam ! w hat then ? 

Sd. Why, if it please you, take it for your labour ; 
And so good-morrow, servant. Silvia. 

Sjjeed. O jest unseen, inscrutable, invisible. 

As a nose on a man’s face, or a weathercock on a 
steeple ! 

My master sues to her; and she hath taught her suitor, 
He being her pupil, to become her tutor. 

0 excellent device ! was there ever heard a better ? 
That ray master, being scribe, to himself should 
write the letter ? 

Val. How now, sir ? what are you reasoning with 
yourself? 

Speed. Nay, I was rhyming ; ’tis you that have 
the reason. 

Val. To do what ? 

Speed. To be a spokesman from madam Silvia. 
Val To whom ? 

S 2 )ced. To yourself : why, she w^ooes you by a 
figure? 

Val. What figure ? 

Speed. By a letter, I should say. 

Val. Why, she hatli not writ to me. 

Si}eed. What need she, when she hath made you 
write to yourself? Why, do you not perceive the jest ? 

^ A pnppet-show. ^ Like a scholar. 
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Vai. No, believe me. 

Speed, No believing you, indeed, sir; Hut did 
you perceive her earnest ? 

Val. She gave me none, except an angry word. 
Speed. Why, she bath given you a letter. 

Val, That’s the letter 1 writ to her friend. 

Speed, And that letter hath she delivered, and : 
there an end. | 

Val, I would, it were no worse. 

Speed, I’ll warrant you, ’tis as well. 

For often you have writ to her ; and fthcy in modesty. 
Or else for want of idle time, could not again reply ; 

Or fearing else some messenger, that might her mind 
discover. 

Herself hath taught her love himself to write unto her 
lover. — 

All this I spejik in print ; for in print I found it. — 
Why muse you, sir ? ’tis dinner-time. 

Val, I have dined. 

S^jeed. Ay, but hearken, sir; though the came- 
Icon Love can feed on the air, I am one that am 
nourished by my victuals, and would fain liavc meat ; 
O, be not like your mistress ; be moved, be moved. 

[Kreunt, 

SCENE II. — Verona. ^ Rootn in Julia ’.s House, | 
Enter Proteus and Julia. I 

Pro. Have patience, gentle Julia. 

Jul, 1 must, where is no remedy. 

Fro, When possibly I can, I will return. 

Jul, If you turn not, you will return the sooner ; 
Keep this remembrance for thy Julia’s sake. 

{^Giving a ring. 

Fro, Why then we’ll make exchange ; here take 
you this. 

Jul, And seal the bargain with a holy kiss. 

Fro. Here is my hand for my true constancy ; 
And when tliat hour o’erslips me in the day, 
Wherein I sigh not, Julia, for tliy sake, 

Tlie next ensuing hour some foul mischance 
Torment me for my love’s forgetfulness ! 

My father stays my coming ; answer not ; 

Tlic tide is now : nay, not the tide of tears ; 

That tide will stay me longer than I should ; 

{Exit J ULIA. 

Julia, farewell. — What ! gone without a word? 
Ay, so true love should do ; it cannot speak ; 

For truth hath better deeds, than words, to grace it. 

Eiiter Panthino. 

Pant. Sir Proteus, you are staid for. 

Pro. Go ; I come, I come ; — 

Alas ! this parting strikes poor lovers dumb. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE III. — The same, A Street, 

Enter Launce, leading a dog, 

Lmn, Nay, it will be this liour ore I have done 
weeping ; all the kind^ of the Launces have this 
very fault : I have received my proportion, like the 
prodigious son, and am going with sir Proteus to 
the Imperial’s court, I tliink, Crab my dog be the 
sourest-natured dog that lives : my mother weeping, 
my father wailing, my sister crying, our maid howl- 
ing, our cat wringing her hands, and all our house 
in a gfcat perplexity, yet did not this cruel-hearted 


cur shed one tear : he is a stone, a very pebble- 
stone, and has no more pity in him than a dog ; a 
Jew would have wept to have seen our parting; 
why, my grandam having no eyes, look you, wept 
herself blind at mypjirting. Nay, I’ll show you 
the manner of it ; This shoe is my fiither ; — no 
this left shoe is my father ; — no, no, this left shoe 
is my mother ; — nay, that cannot be so neither ; — 
yes, it is so, it is so ; it hath the worser sole ; 'J'his 
shoe is my mother, and this my father; A ven- 
geance on’t ! there ’tis : now, sir, this staff’ is my 
sister; for, look you, she is as white as a lily, 
and as small as a wand ; tliis hat is Nan, our 
inmd ; I am the dog : — no, the dog is liimself, 
and I am the dog ; — O, the dog is me, and I am 
myself; ay, so, so. Now come I to my father ; 
Father, your Messing ; now should not the shoe speak 
a word for weeping ; now should I kiss my fatlicr ; 
well, he weeps ou ; — now come I to my motlier, (O, 
that she could speak now !) like a wood woman ; — 
well, I kiss her ; — vvliy there ’lis ; here’s iny 
motlier’s breath up and down ; now come 1 ttv my 
sister ; mark the moan she makes ; now the dog all 
this while slieds not a tear, nor speaks a word ; but 
see how I lay the dust witli my tears. 

Enter Panthino. 

Pant. Launce, away, away, aboard ; thy master 
is shipped, and thou art to post after witli oars. 
Wliat’s the matter ? why vn eepest thou, man ? Away, 
ass ; you will lose the tide, if you tarry any longer. 

Laun, It is no matter if the ty’d were lost; for 
it is the unkindest ty’d that ever man ty’d. 

Pant. Wliat’s the unkindest tide ? 

Laun, Why, he that’s ty'd here ; Crab, my dog. 

Pant. 'I'lit, man, I mean thou’lt lose the flood ; 
and, in losing the flood, lose Ihy voyage; and, in 
losing thy voyage, lose thy master ; and, in losing 
tiiy master, lose thy service ; and, in losing thy 
service, — 

iMun. Lose the tide, and the voyage, and the 
master, and the service ? Tlie tide ! — Wiiy, man, if 
llic river wx're dry, I am able to fill it with my 
tears; if the wind were down, I could drive the 
|)oat with my sighs. 

Pant, Come, come away, man; I was sent to 
call thee. 

Laun, Sir, call me w'hat ihbu darest. 

Pant. Wilt thou go? 

Laun. Well, I will go. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. — Milan. An Apartment in the Duke’s 
Palace, 

Enter Valentine, Silvia, Thurio, and Speed. 

SU. Servant — 

Val, Mistress? 

Speed, Master, sir Thurio frowns on you. 

Val, Ay, boy, it’s for love. 

Speed, Not of you. 

Val. Of my mistress then. 

Speed, ’Twerc good, you knock’d him. 

Sil, Servant, you are sad.<> 

Val, Indeed, madam, I seem so. 

Thu, Seem you that you arc not ? 

Val, Haply, I do. 

Thy>, So do counterfeits. 

Val, So do you. 

5 Crazy, distracted. 


< Kindred. 


® Serious. 



rWO GENTLEMEN OF VERONA. 


27 


SCKNK IV. 

Thu. What seem I that I am not? 

VaL Wise. 

Thu. What instance of the contrary? 

Vah Your folly. 

Thu. And how quote 7 you my folly ? 

Vn!. I quote it in your jerkin. 

Thu. My jerkin is a doublet. 

VaL Well, then, I’ll double your folly. 

Thu, How ? 

Sd. What, angry, sir Thurio? do you change 
colour ? 

VaL Give him leave, madam; he is a kind of 
camel con. 

Thu. That hath more mind to feed on your 
blood, than live in your air. 

Vnl. You have said, sir. 

Thu. Ay, sir, and done too, for this time. 

V(d. I know it well, sir ; you always end ere 
you begin. 

Sd. A fine volley of words, gentlemen, and 
quickly shot off. 

Val. ’ fis indeed, madam ; we thank the giver. 

Sd. Who is that, servant ? 

Vtd. Yourself, sweet lady ; for you gave the fire . 
‘.ir 'riiurio borrows his wit from your ladyship’s 
looks, and spends what he borrow's, kindly in your 
company. 

Thu. Sir, if you spend wand for word witli me, 
I shall make your wit bankrupt. 

Vnl, I know it well, sir ; you have an excliequer 
of words, and I think no other treasure to give your 
followers : for it appears by their bare liveries, that 
they live by your bare w'ords. 

Sd. No more, gentlemen, no more ; here comes 
my father. 

Enter Duke. 

Duhe. Now, daughter Silvia, jmu are hard beset. 
Sir Valentine, your father’s in good health ; 

What say you to a letter from your friends 
Of much good news? 

V(d. My lord, 1 will he thankful 

To any happy messenger from thence. 

Duke. Know you Don Antonio, your countryman ? 

Val. Ay, my good lord, I know the gentleman 
To be of worth, and worthy estimation. 

And not without desert so w'ell reputed. 

Duke. Ilatli he not a son ? 

Val. Ay, my good lonl ; a son that well de.scrves 
The honour and regard of such a father, 

Didce* You know him well ? 

Val. I knew him as myself ; for from our infancy 
We have conversed and spent our hours together; 
And though myself have been an idle truant, 
Omitting the sweet benefit of time, 

To clothe mine age with aiigeUlikc perfection ; 

Yet hath sir Proteus, fortlmt’s his name, 

Made use and fair advantage of his days ; 

His years but young, but his experience old ; 

His head immcllow’d, but his judgment ripe ; 

And, in a word, (for far behind his worth 
Come all the praises that I now bestow,) 

He is complete in feature, and in mind, 

V'ith all good grace to grace a gentleman. 

Duke. Beshrew me, sir, but, if he make this good, 
He is a.s worthy for an empress’ love. 

As meet to be an emperor’s counsellor. 

Well, sir ; this gentleman is come to me, ^ 

With commendation from great potentates ; 

7 Note, observe. 


And here he means to spend his time while ; 

I think, ’tis no unwelcome news to you. 

Val. Should I have wish’d a thing, it had been lie. 
Duke, Welcome him then according to his worth ; 

Silvia, I speak to you ; and you, sir Thurio ; 

For Valentine, 1 need not ’cite ® him to it ; 

I’ll scMid him hither to you presently. [iiJAiY Duke. 

Val. This is the gentleman, I told your ladyship, 
Had come along with me, hut that his mistress 
Did hold his eyes lock’d in her crystal looks. 

Sd, Belike that now she hath enfranchis’d thorn 
Upon some other pawn for fealty. 

Val. Nay, sure, I think she holds them prisoners 
still. 

SU, Nay, then he should be blind; and being 
blind. 

How could he see bis way to seek out you ? 

Val, Why, lady, love hath twenty pair of eyes. 
Thu. They say that love hath not an eye at all. 
Vat. To see such lovers, Thurio, as yourself ; 
Upon a homely object love can wink. 

Enter Proteus. 

SiL Have done, have done; here comes the gen- 
tleman. 

Val, Welcome, dear I^roteus ! — Mistress, I be- 
seech you, 

Confirm his welcome with some special favour. 

S'd. His worth is warrant for his welcome hither, 
If this be be you oft have wish’d to hear from. 

Val. Mi.strcss, it is : sweet lady, entertain him 
To be my fellow-servant to yonr ladyship, 

Sil. Too low a mistress for so high a servant. 
Pro. Not so, sweet lady ; but too mean a servant 
To have a look of such a wwthy mistress, 

VaL I^cave oiV discourse of disability : — ■ 

SwTct lady, entertain him for your servant. 

Pro. Aly duty will I boast of, nothing else, 

SU. And duty never yet did want his meed ; 
Servant, you are w elcome to a worthless mistress. 
Pro. I’ll die on him that says so, but yourself. 
Sih That you are welcome ? 

Pro. No ; that you are wortliless. 

* Enter Servant, 

Si'r. Madam, my lord your father wwild speak 
with you. 

Sd. I’ll w ait upon his })leasure. [Exit Servant. 
Come, sir Thurio, 

Go with me : — ■ Once more, new servant, welcome : 
I’ll leave you to confer of home-affairs ; 

When you have done, we look to hear from you. 
Pro, We’ll both attend upon your ladyship. 

[Exeunt Silvia, Thurio, and Speed. 
Val. Now', tell me, how do all from whence you 
came ? 

Pro. Your friends are well, and have them much 
commended. 

Val, And how do yours ? 

Pro, I left them all in health. 

Val. How does your lady ? and how thrives your 
love ? 

Pro. My talcs of love were wont to weary you ; 
I know you joy not in a love-discourse. 

Val. Ay, Proteus, but that life is alter’d now ; 

I have done penance for contemning love ; 

Whose high imperious thoughts have punish’d me 
With bitter fasts, with penitential groans, 


Incite. 
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With nightly tears, and daily hejirt-soie sighs ; 

For, in revenge of my contempt of love, 

Love hath chas’d sleep from my enthralled eyes, 
And made them watchers of mine own heart’s sorrow. 
O, gentle Proteus, love’s a mighty lord ; 

And hath so hunibled me, as 1 confess, 

There is no woe to ins correction, 

Nor, to his service, no such joy on earth ’ 

Now, no discourse, except it be of love ; 

Now can I break iny fast, dijie, sup, and sleep, 
Upon the very naked name of love. 

Pro, Enough ; I read your fortune in your eye • 
Was this the idol that you worship so ? 

Val, Even she ; and is she not a heavenly saint ? 
Pro, No ; but she is an earthly paragon. 

Val, Call her divine. 

Pro, I \vill not flatter her. 

Val, O, flatter me ; for love delights in praises. 
Pro, When I was sick, you gave me bitter pills ; 
And I must mitiistcr the like to you. 

Val, 'rhen speak the truth by her ; if not divine. 
Yet let her be a principality, 

Sovereign to all the creatures on the earth. 

Pro, Except my mistress, 

Val, Sweet, except not any ; 

Except thou wilt except against my love. 

Pro, Have I not reason to prefer mine own ? 
Val. And I will help thee to prefer licr too : 

She shall be dignified with this high honour, — 

To bear my lady’s train j lest the base earth 
Should from her vesture chance to steal a kiss, 

And, of so great a favour growing proud. 

Disdain to root the summer-swelling flower, 

And make rough winter everlastingly. 

Pro, Why, Valentine, what braggardism is this ? 
Val, Pardon me, Proteus ; all I can, is nothing ; 
To her, whose worth makes other worthies nothing ; 
She is alone. 

Pro, Then let her alone. 

Val, Not for the world ; why, man, she is mine 
own j 

And I as rich in having such a jewel, 

As twenty seas, if all their sand were pearl, 

The water nectar, and the rocks pure gold. 

Forgive me, that I do not dream on thee, ' 
Because thou seest me dote upon my love. 

My foolisli rival, that her father likes, 

Only for his possessions are so huge. 

Is gone with her along ; and 1 must after, 

For love, thou know’st, is full of jealousy. 

Pro, But she loves you ? 

Val, Ay, and we are betroth’d ; 

Nay, more, our marriage hour, 

With all the cunning manner of our flight, 
Determin’d of : how I must climb her window ; 
The ladder made of cords ; and all the means 
Plotted, and ’greed on, for my happiness. 

Good Proteus, go with me to my chamber, 

In these affairs to aid me with thy counsel. 

Pro, Go on before ; I shall enquire you forth : 

I must unto the road, to disembark 
Some necessaries that I needs must use ; 

And then I’ll presently attend you. 

VeU* Will you make haste ? 

Pro, I will. — [ExU Val. 

Even as one heat another heat expels, 

Or as one nail by strength drives out another, 

So the remei^brance of my former love 
Is by a newer object quite forgotten. 

Is it mine eye, or Valentinus* praise, 


Her true perfcctioii, or my false transgression, 
Tliat makes me, reasonless, to reason thus ? 

She’s fair; and so is Julia, that 1 love : — 

That I did love, for now my love is thaw’d ; 

Which, like a waxen image ’gainst a fire, 

Bears no impression of the tiling it was. 

Metiiinks, my zeal to Valentine is cold ; 

And tliat I love him not, as I was wont : 

O ! but I love his lady too, too much ; 

And that’s the reason I love him so little. 

How shall I dote on her with more advice ‘J, 

That thus witliout advice begin to love her ? 

’Tis hut her picture 1 have yet beheld, 

And that hath dazzled my reason’s liglit ; 

But when 1 look on her perfections, 

There is no reason but I sluill be lilind. 

If I can check my erring love, 1 w’ill ; 

If not, to compass her I’ll use my skill. [E.r/V. 

SCENE V. — The tt'tnic, A Street. 

Enter Spked and Launce. 

Speed. Launce! by mine honesty, welcome to 
Milan. 

Enyn. Forswear not thyself, sweet youth ; for I 
am not welcome. 1 reckon this always — that a 
man is never undone, till he be hanged ; nor never 
welcome to a place, till some certain shot be paid, 
and the hostess say welcome. 

Speed. Come on, you mad-cap. I’ll to the ale- 
house with you presently ; where, for one shot of 
five-pence, thou shalt have five thousand welcomes. 
But, sirrah, how did thy master part with madam 
Julia? 

Lmin. Marry, after they closed in earnest, they 
parted very fairly in jest. 

Speed. But sliall she marry him ? 

Eavn. No. 

Speed, How then ? shall he marry her ? 

La an. No, neither. 

Speed. What, are they broken? 

Laun No, they are both as whole as a fish. 

Speed. What an a^s art tlioii' 1 understand thee not. 

Laun. What a block art thou, that thou canst 
not! I\]y staft' understands me. 

Speed. What thou say’st? 

Laun, Ay, and w'hat 1 do too : look thee, I’ll 
but lean, and my staff understands me. 

Speed. It stands under thee, indeed. 

IjOiin. Why, stand under and understand is all one. 

Speed. But tell mo true, will’! be a match ? 

Laun. Ask my dog : if he say, ay, it will ; if 
he say, no, it will ; if he sliakc his toil, and say 
nothing, it will. 

Speed, The conclusion is then, that it will. 

Laun, Thou shalt never get such a secret from 
me, but by a parable. 

Speed, ’Tis well that I get it so. But, Launce, 
how say’st thou, that my master has become a nota- 
ble lover ? 

Laun, I never knew him otherwise. 

Speed, Than how ? 

Laun. A notable lubber, as thou report,est him 
to be. 

Speed. Why, thou ass, thou mistakest me. 

Laun, Why, fool, I meant not thee; I meant 
thy master. 

Speed, I tell tliec, my master is become a hot lover 
On further knowledge. 



Scene VII. 

Laun. Why, I tell tlieo, 1 caic nol (hough he 
burn himself in Jove. If thou wilt go witli me to 
tlic alehouse, so; wilt thou go? 

Speed. At tliy service. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VI. — The same. An Apartment in the 
Palace. 

Enter Pitoxi-’us. 

Py'o. To leave my Julia, shall I be forsworn ; 

To love fair Silvia, shall I be forsworn ; 

To wrong my friend, I shall be much fon^worn ; 
And even that power, which gave me first my oath, 
Provokes me to this threefold perjury. 

I>ove bade me swear, and love bids me forswear : 

0 sweet-suggesting * love, if thou hast sinn’d. 

Teach me, thy tempted suliject, to excuse it. 

At first I did adore a twinkling star, 

But now I worship a celestial sun. 

Unheedful vows may heedfully be broken ; 

And he wants wit, that wants resolved will 
To learn his wit to exchange the bad for better. — 
Fie, fie, unreverend tongue ! to call her bad, 

Whose sovereignty so oft thou hast preferr’d 
With twenty tlioiisand soul-confirming oaths. 

1 cannot leave to love, and yet I do ; 

But there I leave to love, wheie I should love. 
Julia 1 lose, and Valentine 1 lose ; 

If I keep them, I needs must lose myself; 

If I lose them, thus find I by their loss, 

For Valentine, myself; for Julia, Silvia. 

I to myself am dearer than a friend ; 

For love is still more precious in itself: 

And Silvia, witness heaven, that made her fair ! 
Shews Julia but a swarthy Phhiopc. 

I will forget that Julia is alive, 

Rememb’ring that my love to her is dead; 

And Valentine I’ll hold an enemy, 

Aiming at Sylvia as a sweeter friend. 

I cannot now prove constant to myself, 

Without some treachery used to Valentine ; — 

This night he mcaneth with a corded ladder 
To climb celestial Silvia’s chamber-window ; 
Myself in counsel, his competitor 2 : 

Now presently I’ll give her father notice 
Of their disguising, and pretended flight ; 

Who, all enrag’d, will banish Valentine ; 

For Thurio, he intends, shall wed his daughter : 
But Valentine being gone. I’ll quickly cross. 

By some sly trick, bluiit Thurio’s dull proceeding. 
Love, lend me wings to make my purpose swift. 

As thou hast lent me wit to plot this drift ! [Exit. 

SCENE VII.— -Verona. A Room ut Julia ’5 House. 
Enter Julia and Lucetta. 

Jid, Counsel, Lucetta; gentle girl, assist me ! 
And, even in kind love, I do conjure thee, — 

Who art the table wherein all my thoughts 
Are visibly character’d and engraved, — 

To lesson me ; and tell me some good mean. 

How, with my honour, I may undertake 
A journey to my loving Proteus. 

Lnc. Alas ! the way is wearisome and long. 

Jul. A true devoted pilgrim is not weary 
To measure kingdoms with his feeble steps : 

Much less shall she, that hatli love’s wings to fly : 
And when the flight is made to one so dear, 

Of such divine perfection, as sir Proteus. 

Luc. Better forbear, till Proteus make retiyn. 

‘ Tempting 2 ('onfederate. ^ intended. 


2f) 

Jul. O, know’st thou not, his looks are my soul\ 
fot)d ? 

Pity the dearth that I have pined in. 

By longing for that food so long a time. 

Didst thou but know the inly touch of love, 

Thou would’st as soon go kindle fire with snow, 

As seek to quench the fire of love with words. 

Luc. I do not seek to quench your love’s hot fire ; 
But qualify the fire’s extreme rage. 

Lest it should burn above the bounds of reason. 

Jul. The more thou dam’st it up, the more it burns ; 
The current, that with gentle murmur glides. 

Thou know’st, being stopp’d, impatiently doth rage ; 
But, when his fair course is not hindered. 

He makes sweet music with the enamel’d stones, / 
Giving a gentle kiss to every sedge / 

lie overtaketh in his pilgrimage ; 

/\nd so by many winding nooks he strays, < 
With willing sport to the wild ocean. 

Tlicn let me go, and hinder not my course : 

I’ll be as patient as a gentle stream, 

And make a pastime of each weary step, 

Till the last step have brought me to my love ; 

And there I’ll rest, as, after much turmoil S 
A blessed soul doth in Fllysium. \ 

Luc. But in what habit will you go along ? 

Jul. Not like a w'oman ; for I would prevent 
The loose encounters of lascivious men ; 

Gentle Lucetta, fit me with such weeds 
As may beseem some well-reputed page. 

Luc. Why then your ladyship must cut your hair. 
Jul. No, girl ; I’ll knit it up in silken strings. 
With twenty odd-conceited true-love knots : 

To be fimtastic may become a youth 
Of greater time than I shall show to be. 

But tell me, wench, how will the world repute me. 
For undertaking so imslaid a journey? 

I fear me, it w ill make me scandaliz’d. 

IjUc. Il’you tliink so,tlien stay at home, and go not. 
Jul. Nay, that I will not. 

Luc. Then never dream on infamy, but go. 

If Proteus like your journey, when you come, 

No matter w ho’s displeas’d, when yon are gone : 

I fear me, he will scarce be pleas’d withal. 

Jul. ^hat is the least, Lucetta, of my fear : 

A thousand oatlis, an ocean of his tears. 

And instances as infinite of love, 

Warrant me welcome to my Proteus. 

Luc. All these are servants to deceitful men. 

Jul. Base men that use them to so base effect ! 
But truer stars did govern Proteus’ birth : 

His words are bonds, his oaths are oracles ; 

His love sincere, his thoughts immaculate ; I 

His tears pure messengers sent from his heart ; 

His heart as far from fraud, as heaven from eartli. ‘ 
IjUC. Pray heaven, he prove so, wdieii you come 
to him ! 

Jul. Now, as thou lov ’st me, do him not that wrong, 
To bear a hard opinion of his trutli : 

Only deserve my love, by loving him ; 

And presently go with me to my chamber, 

To take a note of what I stand in need of, 

To furnish me upon my longing * journey. 

All that is mine I leave at thy dispose, 

My goods, my lands, my reputation ; 

Only in lieu thereof, despatch me hence : 

Come, answer not, but to it presently ; 

I am impatient of my tarriance. [Exeunt. 

* Trouble. ^ Longed for. 
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SCENE I. — Milan. An AniC’^room in the Duke’s 
Palace, \ 

Enter Duke, Thurio, and Proteus. 

JOuJce, Sir Tliurio, give us leave, T pray awliile j 
We have some secrets to confer about — I 

[Ejnt Tiiurio. ■ 

Now, tell me, Proteus, what’s your will with me ? 
Pro, My gracious lord, that which 1 would dis- 
cover. 

The law of friendship bids me to conceal : 

But, when I call to mind your gracious favours 
Done to me, undeserving as I am, 

My duty pricks me on to utter that 
Which else no worldly good should draw from me. 
Know, worthy prince, sir Valentine, my friend. 
This niglit intends to steal away your daughter ; 
Myself am one made privy to the plot. 

1 know, you have determin’d to bestow' her 
On Thurio, whom your gentle daughter hates ; 

And should she thus be stolen away from you, 

It would be much vexation to your age. 

Thus, for my duty’s sake, I rather chose 
To cross my friend in his intended drift. 

Than, by concealing it, heap on your head 
A pack of sorrow s, w hich would press you down, 
Being unprevented, to your timeless grave. 

Duke. Proteus, I thank thee for thine honest care ; 
Wliich to requite, command me while I live. 

This love of theirs myself have often seen. 

Haply, when they have judged me fast asleep ; 

And oftentimes have purpos’d to forbid 
Sir Valentine h6r company, and my court : 

But, fearing lest my jealous aim ® might err. 

And so, imw'orthily, disgrace the man, 

(A rashness that I ever yet have shunn’d,) 

I gave him gentle looks ; thereby to find 
That which thyself hast now disclos’d to me. 

And, that thou may’st perceive my fear of this. 
Knowing tliat tender youth is soon suggested’, 

I nightly lodge her in an upper tower, 

The key whereof myself have ever kept ; 

And thence she cannot be convey’d away. 

Pro, Know, noble lord, they have devis’d a mean 
How he her chamber window will ascend. 

And with a corded ladder fetch her down ; 

For which the youthful lover now is gone, 

And this way comes he with it presently j 
Where, if it please you, you may intercept him. 
But, good my lord, do it so cunningly, 

That my discovery be not min’d » at ; 

For love of you, not hate unto my friend. 

Hath made me publisher of this pretence, 9 
DuJke, Upon mine honour, he shall never know 
That I had any light from thee of this. 

Pro, Adieu, my lord ; sir Valentine is coming. 

[Exit, 

Enter Valentine. 

Duke, Sir Valentine, whither away so fast ? 

Val, Please it your grace, there is a messenger 
That stays to bear my letters to my friends. 

And 1 am going to deliver them. 

« Guess. 7 Tempted, 

* Guessed. ® Design, 


Duke, Be they of much import? 

Vai, The tenor of them doth but signify 
My health, and happy being at your court. 

Duke. Nay, tlien no matter ; stay with me a while ; 

I am to break with thee of some affairs, 

That touch me near, wherein thou must be secret. 
’Tis not unknown to thee, that I have sought 
To matcli my friend, sir Thurio, to my daughter. 

Val. I know it well, my lord ; and, sure, the match 
Were rich and honourable ; besides, the gentleman 
Is full of virtue, bounty, worth, and qualitie.s 
Beseeming such a wife as your fair dcTughter ; 
Cannot your grace win her to fancy him ? 

Duke. No, trust me ; she is peevish, sullen, fro- 
ward. 

Proud, disobedient, stubborn, lacking duty ; 

Neither regarding that she is my child, 

Nor fearing me as if I were her father : 

And, may I say to thee, this pride of hers, 

Upon advice, hath drawn my love from lier ; 

And, where I thought the remnant of mine age 
Should have been cherish’d by her child-like duty, 

I now am full resohed to take a wife, 

And turn her out to who will take her in : 

Then let her beauty be her wedding dower ; 

For me and my possessions she esteems not. 

Val, What would your grace have me to do in this r* 
Duke. There is a lady, sir, in Milan, here, 
Whom I afiect ; but she is nice and coy, 

And nought esteems my aged eloquence : 

Now, therefore, would 1 have thee to my tutor, 

( For long agone I have forgot to court ; 

Besides, the fashion of the time is chang’d ;) 

I low, and which way, I may bestow myself, 

To be regarded in her sun-bright eye. 

Val, Win her with gifts, if she respect not words; 
Dumb jewels often, in their silent kind. 

More than quick words, do move a woman’s mind. 
Duke, But she ditl scorn a present that I sent her. 
Val, A woman sometimes scorns what best con- 
tents her ; 

Send her another ; never give her o’er ; 

For scorn at first makes after-love the more. 

If she do frown, ’tis not in hate of you. 

But rather to beget more love in you : 

If she do chide, ’tis not to have you gone ; 

For why, the fools are mad, if left alone. 

Take no repulse, whatever she doth say ; 

For, get you gonet she dotli not mean, away : 
Flatter, and praise, commend, extol their graces : 
Though ne’er so black, say, they have angels’ faces: 
That man that liatli a tongue, I say, is no man, 

If with his tongue he cannot win a woman. 

Duke, But she, 1 mean, is promis’d by her friends 
Unto a youthful gentleman of worth ; 

And kept severely from resort of men, 

That no man hath access by day to her. 

Val, Why tlien I would resort to her by night. 
Duke, Ay, but the doors be lock’d, and keys kept 
safe, 

That no man hath recourse to her by night. 

Val, What lets, but one may enter at her window? 
Duke, Her chamber is aloft, far from the ground ; 
And built so shelving, that one cannot climb it 
Witiiout apparent hazard of his life. 
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Frt/. Wliy then, a ladder, quaintly made of cords. 
To cast up with a pair of anchoring 1 nooks. 

Would serve to scale another Hero’s tower. 

So bold Leander would adventure it. 

Dakcn Now, as thou art a gentleman of blood. 
Advise me where I may have such a ladder. 

VaU When would you use it? pray, sir, tellmcthat. 
Duke. This very night ; for love is like a child. 
That longs for every thing that he can come by. 
Val. By seven o’clock I’ll get you such a ladder. 
Duke. But, hark thee ; I will go to her alone ; 
How shall I best convey the ladder thither ? 

Vah It will be light, my lord, that you may bear it 
Under a cloak, that is of any length. 

Duke. A cloak as long as thine will serve the 
turn ? 

Val. Ay, my good lord. 

Duke. Then let me see thy cloak ; 

I’ll get me one of such another length. 

Val. Why, any cloak will serve the turn, my lord. 
Duke. How shall I fashion me to wear a cloak? — 
1 jnruy dice, let me feel thy cloak upon me. — 
What letter is this same ? What’s here ? — To Silvia. 
And here an engine fit for my proceeding ! 

I’ll be so bold to break the seal for once. [Reads. 

Ml/ thoughts do harbour with mij Silvia nighth/; 

And slaves the// arc to me, that send them jlying: 
0, could their master come and go as lightly^ 

Himself would lodgCj where senseless they arc lying. 
My herald thoughts in thy pure bosom rek them ; 

While /, their kingy that thither them importune, 
Do curse the grace that with such grace hath bless'd 
them, 

Because myself do want my servant's fortune : 

1 curse mysef for they are sent by me, 

That they should harbour where their lord should be. 
What’s here ? 

Silvia, this night I will enfranchise thee : 

’Tis so ; and here’s the ladder for the purpose. — 
Why, Phaeton (for thou art Merops’ son). 

Wilt thou aspire to guide the heavenly car. 

And with thy daring folly burn the world ? 

Wilt thou reach stars, because they shine on thee? 
Go, base intruder ! over-weening slave ! 

Bestow thy fawning smiles on equal mates ; 

And think, my patience, more thai> thy desert, 

Is privilege for thy departure hence : 

Thank me for this, more than for all the favours. 
Which, all too much, I have bestow’d on thee. 

But if thou linger in my territories, 

lionger than swiftest expedition 

Will give thee time to leave oiir royal court, 

By heaven, my wrath shall far exceed the love 
I ever bore my daughter, or thyself. 

Begone, I will not hear thy vain excuse. 

But, as thou lov’st thy life, make speed from hence. 

[jEJjyY Duke. 

Val, And why not death, rather Ilian live in tor- 
ment? 

To die, is to be banish’d from myself ; 

And Silvia is myself ; banish’d from her. 

Is self from self ; a deadly banishment ! 

What light is light, if Silvia be not seen ? 

What joy is joy, if Silvia be not by? 

Unless it be to think that she is by, 

And feed upon the shadow of perfection. 

Except I be by Silvia in the night, 

There is no musick in the nightingale j ^ 

Unless I look on Silvia in the day, 


There is no day for me to look upon ; ^ 

She is my essence ; and I leave to be, 

If I be not by her fair influence 
Foster’d, illumin’d, cherish’d, kejit alive. 

I fly not death, to fly his deadly doom : 

Tarry I here, I but attend on death ; 

But, fly I hence, I fly away from life. 

Enter Piioteus and Laukce. 

Pro, Run, boy, run, run, and seek him out, 
Laun. So-ho ! so- ho ! 

Pro. What seest thou ? 

Laun. Him we go to find : there’s not a hair 
on’s head, but ’tis a Valentine. 

Pro. Valentine ? 

Val. No. 

Pro. Who then ? his spirit ? 

Val. Neither. 

Pro. What then ? 

Val. Nothing. 

Laun. Can nothing speak ? master, shall I strike? 
Pro. Whom would’st thou strike V 
Laun. Nothing. 

Pro. Villain, forbear. 

Laun. Why, sir. I’ll strike nothing ; I pray you, — 
Pro. Sirrah, I say, forbear ; Friend Valentine, a 
word. 

V(d. My ears are stopp’d, and cannot hear good 
news, 

So much of bad already hath possessM them. 

Pro. Then in dumb silence will I bury mine 
For they are harsh, untunable, and bad. 

Val. Is Silvia dead ? 

Pro. No, Valentine. 

Val. No Valentine, indeed, for sacred Silvia ! 
Hath she forsworn me ? 

Pro. No, Valentine. 

Val. No Valentino, if Silvia have forsworn me ’ 
What is your news ? 

Ijuun. Sir, there’s a proclamation that you arc 
vanish’d. 

Pro. That thou art banished, O, that’s the news ; 
From hence, from Silvia, and from me thy friend. 

Val. O, 1 have fed ujion this woe already, 

And now excess of it will make rao surfeit. 

Doth Silvia know that I am banished ? 

Pro. Ay, ay j and she hath ofler’d to the doom, 
(Which, unrevers’d, stands in effectual force,) 

A sea of melting pearl, wliich some call tears : 
Those at her father’s churlish feet she tender’d ; 
With them, upon her knees, her humble self ; 
Wringing her hands, whose whiteness so became them, 
As if but now they waxed pale for woe : 

But neither bended knees, pure hands held up, 

Sad sighs, deep groans, nor silver-shedding tears. 
Could penetrate her uncompassionate sire ; 

But Valentine, if he be ta’en, must die. 

Besides, her intercession cliafd him so, 

When she for thy repeal was suppliant. 

That to close prison he commanded her. 

With many bitter threats of ’biding there. 

Val, No more ; unless the next word that tliou 
speak’st, 

Have some malignant power upon my life : 

If so, I pray thee, breathe it in mine ear, 

As ending anthem of my endless dolour. 

Pro, Cease to lament for that diou canst not help, 
And study help for tliat which thou lament’st. 
Time is the nurse and breeder of all good. 

Here if thou stay, thou canst not sec thy love ; 
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Besides, thy staying will abridge tliy life. 

Uoj^ji$^a lover's staft’i walk hence with that, 

And manage T£ against despairing thoughts. 

Thy letters may be liere, diotigh thou art hence ; 
Which, being writ to me, shall be deliver’d 
Even in the milk-white Iwsom of thy love. 

The time now serves not to expostulate : 

Come, I’ll convey thee through the city gate ; 

And, ere I jjart w'itli thee, confer at large 
Of all that may concern thy love affairs : 

As thou lov’st Silvia, though not for thyself, 
Regard thy danger, and along with me. 

VaL I pray thee, Launcc. an if thou seest iny boy, 
Bid him make haste, and meet me at the north gate. 
Pro. Go, sirrah, find him out. Come, Valentine. 
Val, O my dear Silvia ! hapless Valentine ! 

[Ji^xeunt Valentine ami Pkoteits. 
Laun, I am but a fool, look you ; and yet I have 
the wit to think my master is a kind of a knave : 
but that’s all one, if he but one knave. lie lives 
not now, that knows me to be in love : yet I am in 
love ; but a team of horse shall not pluck that from 
me; nor who ’tis I love, and yet ’tis a woman : but 
vhat woman, I will not tell myself. 

JEnfer Speed. 

Speed, How now, signior Launce ? what news 
with your mastership ? 

Laun, With my master’s ship ? why, it is at sea. 
Speed. Well, your old vice still; mistake the 
word ; W‘hat news then in your paper ? 

Laun, The blackest news, that ever thou heard’st. 
Speed, Why, man, how black ? 

Laun* Why, as black as ink. 

Speed. Let me read them. 

Laun, Fie on thee, jolt-head; thou canst not read. 
Speed, Thou liest, J can. 

Laun. I will try thee. 

Speed. Come, fool, come : try me in thy paper. 
Laun, llierc ; aii<l saint Nicholas® be thy speed! 
Speed. Imprimis, She can milk. 

Laun. Ay, tliat she can. 

Speed, Item, She brews good ale, 

Laun. And thereof conics the proverb. — Bless- 
ing of your heart, you brew good ale. 

Speed. Item, She can sew, 

iMun, Thai’s as much as to say, Can she so ? 

S^ed, Here follow her vices. 

Laun, Close at the heels of her virtues. 

Speed, Item, She doth talk in her sleep. 

Laun, It’s no matter for that, so she sleep not in 
lier talk. 

Speed* Item, She is slow in words, 

Laun* O villain, that set this down among her 
vices! To be slow in words, is a woman’s only 
virtue : I pray thee, out with’t ; and place it for her 
chief virtue. 

Speed, Item, She is proud. 

Laun* Out with tliat too ; it was Eve’s legacy, 
and cannot be ta’en from her. 

Sp^ed* Item, Sf^e hath no teeth, 

Laun* I care not for that neither, because I love 
crusts. 

Sliced* Item, She is curst, > 

Laun* Well ; the best is, she hath no teeth to bite. 
Speed, Item, Slw wiU often praise her liquor, 
Laun, If her liquor be good, she shall : if she will 
not, I will ; for good things should be praised. 

9 St, Nicholas presided over young scholars, 

» Froward. 


Act III. Scene II, 

speed. Item, She is too liberal.'^ 

Laun, Of her tongue she cannot ; for that’s writ 
down she is slow of: of her purse she shall not ; for 
that I’ll keep shut. What’s next ? 

Speed, She has more faults than hairs, — 

Laun. That’s monstrous : O, that that were out ! 

Speed, And more wealth than faults, 

Laun, Why, that word makes the faults gra- 
cious : Well, I’ll have her ; and if it be a match, 
as nothing is impossible, — 

Sjieed. What then ? 

Laun, Why, then I will tell thee, • that thy 
master stays for thee at the north gate. 

Sliced. For me ? 

Jjaun. For thee ? ay ; who art thou ? he hath staid 
for a better man than thee. 

Speed, And must I go to him? 

Laun, niou must run to him, for thou hast staid 
so long, that going will scarce serve the turn. 

Speed, Why didst not tell me sooner ? plague of 
your love-letters 1 \Exit. 

Laun, Now will he be swinged for reading my 
letter ; An unmannerly slave, that will thrust him- 
self into secrets ! — I’ll after, to rejoice in the boy’s 
correction. [^Exit, 

SCENE II. The same. A Jioom in the Duke’s 
Palace, 

Enter Duke and Tiiurio ; Proteus behind. 

Duke. Sir 'rhurio, fear not, but that she will love 
you, 

Now Valentine is bauisird from her sight. 

Thu, Since his exile she hath despised me most, 
Forsworn my company, and rail’d at me, 

That I am desperate of obtaining her. 

Duke, This weak impress of love is as a figure 
Trenched^ in ice; which with an hour’s heat 
Dissolves to water, and doth lose his form. 

A little time will melt her frozen thoughts. 

And w^orthless Valentine shall be forgot. —» 

How now, sir Proteus ? Is your countryman, 
According to our proclamation, gone ? 

Pro, Gone, my good lord. 

Duke. My daughter takes his going grievously. 

Pro, A little time, my lord, will kill that grief. 

Duke. So I believe ; but Thurio thinks not so. — 
Proteus, tlie good conceit I hold of thee 
( For lliou hast shewn some sign of good desert) 
Makes me the better to confer with thee. 

Pro. Longer tlian I prove loyal to your grace, 
Let me not live to look upon your grace, 

Duke, Thou know’sthow willingly I would effect 
The match between Sir Thurio and my daughter. 

Pro, I do, my lord. 

Duke, And also, I think, thou art not ignorant 
How she opposes her against my will. 

Pro. She did, my lord, when Valentine was here. 

Duke. Ay, and perversely she pers^vers so. 
What might we do to make the girl forget 
The love of Valentine, and love sir Thurio ? 

Pro. The best way is to slander Valentine 
With falsehood, cowardice, and poor descent ; 
Three things that women highly hold in hate, 

Duke, Ay, but sheUl think, that it is spoke in hate. 

Pro. Ay, if his enemy deliver it : 

Therefore it must, with circumstance, be spoken 
By one, whom she esteemeth as his friend. 

Dv^e. ITien you mtist undertake to slander him. 

9 Licentious in language. ^ Cut. 
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Pro. And tliat, my lord, I shall be loth to do : 
*Tis an ill office for a gentleman ; 

Especially, against his very friend. 

Duke. Whereyour goodword cannot advantage Iiim, 
Your slander never can endamage him ; 

Therefore the office is indifierent, 
lleing entreated to it by your friend. 

Pro. You have prevail’d, my lord ; if I can do it, 
By aught that I can speak in his dispraise. 

She shall not long continue love to liim. 

But say, this n eed her love from Valentine, 

It follows not that she will love sir Thurio. 

Thu. Therefore, as you unwind her love from Iiim, 
Lest it should ravel, and be good to none, 

You must ])rovide to bottom it on me: 

AVIiich must be done, by praising me as much 
As you in wortli dispraise sir Valentine. 

Duke. And, Proteus, w'c dare trust you in tins kind ; 
Because we know, on Valentine’s report. 

You are already love’s firm votary, 

And cannot soon revolt arul change your mind. 
Upon this warrant shall you have access. 

Where you with Silvia may confer at large; 

For she is lumpish, heavy, melancholy, 

And, for your friend’s sake, will be glad of you ; 
\Vhere you may temper her, by your persuasion. 

To hate young Valentine, and love my friend 
Pro. As much as I can do, I will etfect : — ‘ 

But you, sir Thurio, are not sharp enough ; 

You must lay lime to tangle her desires, 


ACT 

SCENE I. — A Forest near Mantua. 

Filter ccrlmti Out-law's. 

1 (hit. Fellows, stand fast ; I see a passenger. 

2 Out. If there be ten, shrink not, but down 

with ’em. 

Enter Valentine and Si*ekd. 

•S Out. Stand, sir, and throw us that you have 
about you ; 

If not, we’ll make you sit, and rifle you. 

Speed. Sir, we are undone ! these are the villains 
'I'hat all the travellers do fear so much. 

Val. My friends — 

1 Out. That’s not so, sir ; wc are your enemies. 

2 Out Peace ; we’ll hear Jiim. 

3 Out, Ay, by my beard, will we ; 

For he’s a pioper ^ man. 

V at. Then know, that I have little wealth to lose ; 
A man I am, cross’d with adversity ; 

My liches are these poor habiliments. 

Of which if you should here disfurnish me, 

You take the sum and substance that I have. 

2 Out. W’^hither travel you ? 

Val. To Verona, 

1 Out. Wlicnce came you ? 

Val. From Milan. 

3 Out. Have you long sojourn’d there ? 

Vcd. Some sixteen months; and longer might 
have staid. 

If crooked fortune had not thwarted me. 

I Out. What, were you banish’d thence? 

Val. I was. 

* Birdlime. Well looking. 


By w'ailful sonnets, whose composed rhymes 
Should be full fraught with serviceable vows. 
Duke. Ay, much the fpree of heaven-bred poesy. 
Pro. Say, that ujn)n the altar of her beauty 
You sacrifice your tears, your sighs, your heart: 
Write till your ink be dry; and with your tears 
Moist it again ; and frame some feeling line. 

That may discover such integrity : — 

Fur Orplieus’ lute was strung wdth poets’ sinews ; 
Whose golden loiicli could soften steel and stones, 
Make tigers tame, and huge leviathans 
F<>r?.akc unsounded deeps to dance on sands. 

After your dire lamenting elegies, 

Visit by night your lady’s chamber-window 
With some sweet concert : to their instriimenls 
Tune A deploring dump ; the night’s dead silence 
Will well become such sweet complaining grievance. 
This, or else notliing, will inherit her. 

Duke, This discipline shows thou hast been in love. 
Thu. And thy aclvice this night I’ll put in practice. 
T'hereforc, sweet Proteus, my direction-giver, 
lA*t us into the city presently 
To sort 7 some gentlemen well skill’d in musiek : 

I have a sonnet, that will serve the turn, 

To give tlic onset to thy good advice. 

Duke. About it, gentlemen. 

Pro. We’ll w ait upon your grace till after supper ; 
And aftei ward determine our proceedings, 

Duke. Even now' about it : I will pardon you. 

\^Excunt. 


IV. 

2 Out. For w hat oflTence ? 

Val. For that which now torments me to rehearse : 
1 kill’d a man, whose death I much repent ; 

But yet I slew him manfully in fight, 

Without false vantage, or base treachery. 

1 Out. Why ne’er repent it, if it were done so 
But w'cre you banish’d for so small a fault ? 

Val. 1 w'as, and held me glad of such a doom, 

1 Oiei. Have you the tongues? 8 
Val. My youthful travel therein made me happy ; 
Or else I often had been miserable. 

3 Out. By the bare scalp of Robin Hood’s fat friar, 
This fellow were a king for our wild faction, 

1 Out. We’ll have him : sirs, a word. 

Speed. Master, be one of them ; 

It is an honourable kind of thievery. 

Val. Peace, villfiin ! 

2 Out. Tell us this ; Have you any thing to take 

to ? 

Val. Nothing, but my fortune. 

3 Out. Know then, that some of us are gentlemen, 
Such as the fury of ungoverned youth 

Thrust from the company of awful 9 men. 

1 Out. But to the purpose, — you arc beautified 
With goodly shape ; and by your own report 

A linguist ; and a man of such perfection, 

As we do in our quality much w'ant ; — 

2 Out, Indeed, because you are a banish’d man, 
Therefore, above the rest, we parley to you ; 

Are you content to be our general ? 

To make a virtue of necessity, 

And live, as we do, in this wilderness ? 

Mournful elegy. 7 Choose out 

** Languages LawUil 


D 
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3 Out* What say’st thou? wilt thou be of our 
consort ? 

Say, ay, and be the captain of us all : 

We’ll do thee homage, and be rul’d by thee. 

Love thee as our commander, and our king. 

1 OuU But if thou scorn our courtesy, thou diest. 

2 Otit, Thou shttlt not live to brag n hat we have 

offer’d, 

Val* I take your offer, and will live witli you ; 
Provided that you do no outrages 
On silly women, or poor passengers. 

S Out. No, we detest such vile base praclic.^s. 
Come, go with us, we’ll bring thee to our ciews, 
And shew thee all the treasure we have got ; 
Which, with ourselves, all rest at thy dispose. 

[ E^xcunt. 

SCENE IT. -—Milan. Court of the Palace. 
Enter Proteus. 

Pro. Already have I been false to Vale.itine, 
And now I must be as unjust to Thiirio. 

Under the colour of commending him, 

I have access my own love to prefer : 

But Silvia is too fair, too true, too holy, 

To be corrupted with my worthless gifts. 

When I protest true loyalty to her, 

She twits me with iny falsehood to my friend : 
Wdien to her beauty I commend my vons, 

She bids me tliink, how I have been forsworn 
In breaking faith with Julia whom I lov’d : 

And, notwithstanding all her sudden quips 9, 

The least whereof would (|ueU a lover’s hope, 

Yet, spaniel-like, the more she spurns my love. 

The more it grow's and fawneth on her still. 

But here comes Thurio : now must we to her window, 
And give some evening musick to her car. 

Enter Tiiurio, and Musicians. 

Thu. How now, sir Proteus? are you crept before 
us? 

Pro. Ay, gentle Thurio ; for you know, that love 
Will creep in service where it cannot go. 

Thu* Ay, but I hope, sir, that you love not here. 
Pro. Sir, but I do ; or else I would be hence. 
Thu. Whom? Silvia? 

Fro. Ay, Silvia, — for your sake. 

Thu. I thank you for your own. Now, gentlemen, 
Let’s tune, and to it lustily a while. 

Enter Host, at a distance; Julia in bofs clothes* 
Host. Now, my young guest ! methinks you’re 
allycholly ; I pray you, why is it ? 

Jul. Marry, mine host, because I cannot be merry. 
Host. Come, we’ll have you merry : I’ll bring you 
where you shall hear musick, and see tlie gentleman 
that you ask’d for. 

Jul* But shall I hear him speak ? 

Host. Ay, that you shall. 

Jul. That will be musick. [Musick plays* 

Host* Hark ! hark ! 

Jul. Is he among these ? 

Host. Ay : but peace, let’s hear ’em. 

SONG. 

ftTho is Sih*ia 9 What is she 9 

That all our swams comttiend her ? 

Holy, fair, and wise is she ; 

7'he heavens such grace dul letid her. 

That she might admired he. 

® Pasiiionatc rcproachcft 


Is she kind, as she is fair 9 

For beauty lives with kindness : 

Love doth to her eyes repair. 

To help him of his blindness ; 

And, being help'd, inhabits there. 

Then to Silvia let us sing, 

That Sit via E excelling ; 

She excels each mortal thing. 

Upon the dull earth dwelling ; 

To her let us garlands bring. 

Host. How now ? arc you sadder than you w ere 
before ? 

How do you, man ? the musick likes you not. 

Jul. You mistake ; the musician likes me not. 
Host, Wljy, iny pretty youth? 

Jul. He plays false, father. 

Host. How ? out of tune on the stiings? 

Jul. Not so ; but yet so false that he grieves my 
very heart-strings. 

Host. You have a quick ear. 

Jul. Ay, 1 would I were deaf* it makes me have 
a slow heart. 

Host. 1 perceive you delight not in musick. 

Jul. Not a v^hit, when it jars so. 

Host. Hark, v\'hat fine change is in the musick ! 
Jul. Ay ; that change is the spite. 

Host. You would have them ahvays play but one 
thing ? 

Jul. I wouhl always have one play but one thing. 
But, host, doth tliis sir Proteus, that we talk on, 
often resort unto this gentlew^oman ? 

JTost. I tell you what Launce, his man, told me, 
lie loved her out of all nick. ' 

Jul. Where is Launce? 

Host. Gone to seek his dog ; which, to-morrow, 
by his master’s command, he must carry for a pre- 
sent to his lady. 

Jul. Peace ! stand aside ! the company parts. 
Pro. Sir Thurio, fear not you ! I will so plead, 
That you shall say, my cunning drift excels. 

Thu. Where meet we ? 

P?'Ck At saint Gregory’s well. 

Thu. Farewell. [Exeunt Thurio and Musicians. 

Silvia appears above, at her window. 

Pro. Madam, good even to your ladyship. 

Sd. 1 thank you for your musick, gentlemen : 
Who is that, that spake ? 

Pro. One, lady, if you knew his pure heart’s truth, 
You’d quickly learn to know him by his voice. 

Sd. Sir Proteus, as 1 take it. 

Pro. Sir Proteus, gentle lady, and your servant. 
S'U. What is your will ? 

Pro. That I may compass yours. 

SU. You have your wish; my will is even this, — 
That presently you hie you home to bed. 

Thou subtle, perjur’d, false, disloyal man ! 

Think’st thou, I am so shallow, so conccitless. 

To be seduced by thy flattery, 

Tliat hast deceiv’d so many with thy vows ? 

Return, return, and make thy love amends. 

For me, — by this pale queen of night I swear, 

I am so far from granting thy retpiest, 

That I despise thee for thy wrongful suit ; 

And by and by intend to chide myself, 

Even for this time I spend in talking to thee. 

Pro. I grant, sweet love, that I did love a lady ; 
Buf she is dead. 

1 Bcyor.d all reckoning. 
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JuU ’Twere false, if I should speak it ; 

For I am sure, she is not buried. Aside, 

Sil. Say that she be ; yet Valentine, thy friend. 
Survives ; to whom, thyself art witness, 

I am bethroth’d : And art thou not asham’d 
To wrong him with thy iinportunacy ? 

Pro, 1 likewise hear, that Valentine is dead. 

SU, And so, suppose, am I ; for in his grave 
Assure thyself my love is buried. 

Pro, Sweet la<ly, let me nike it from the earth. 
Sd, Go to tiiy lady’s grave, and call her’s thence; 
Or, at the least, in her’s sepulchre thine. 

Jul. He heard not that. [^xltide. 

Pro. Ma<lam, if your Jieart be so obdurate, 
Vouchsafe me yet your picture for my love, 

The picture that is hanging in your chaml>er ; 

7'o that I’ll speak, to that I’ll sigh and weep : 

For, since the substance of your i)erfect self 
Is else devoted, I am but a shadow ; 

And to your shadow, I will make true love. 

,IuL if ’twere a substance, you would, sure, de- 
ceive it, 

And make it but a shadow, as I am. \^Adde, 

Sil. I am very loth to be your idol, sir ; 

Ihit, since your falsehood shall become you well 
To worship shadows, and adore false shapes. 

Send to me in the morning, and I’ll send it . 

And so good rest. 

Pro, As wretches have o’er night, 

That wait for execution in the morn. 

l^Ercunl Pkoteus, and Silvia from above, 
Jul. Host, will you go? 

Host* By my hallidom I was fast ash'cp. 

Jul. Pray you, where lies sir Proteus? 

Host. IMarry, at my house : 'I’rust me, I think 
’tis almost day. 

Jul. Not so ; but it liath been the longest night 
That e’er 1 watch’d, and the most heaviest. lEd'eunt, 

SCENE III. — The same. 

Enter E glamour. 

Egl. This is the hour that madam Silvia 
Entreated me to call, and know her mind ; 

There some great matter she’d employ me in. — 
Madam, madam ! 

Silvia appears above, at her window. 

Sil. Who calls? 

Egl. Your servant, and your friend ; 

One that attends your ladyship’s command. 

Sil. Sir Eglamour, athousand times good-morrow'. 
Egl, As many, worthy l.ady to yourself. 
According to your ladyship’s impose 3, 

I am thus early come, to know what service 
It is your pleasure to command me in. 

Sd. O Eglamour, thou art a gentleman, 

(’rhink not I flatter, for, I swear, I do not,) 
Valiant, wise, remorsefuP, well accomplish’d. 

Thou art not ignorant, what dear good will 
I bear unto the banish’d Valentine ; 

Nor how my father would enforce me marry 
Vain Thurio, w hom my very soul abhorr’d. 

Thyself hast lov’d ; and I have heard thee say, 

No grief did ever come so near thy heart. 

As when thy lady and thy true love died, 

I 'pon whose grave thou vow’dst pure chastity. 

Sir Eglamour, I would to Valentine, ^ 

* Holy dame, blessed lady. 3 Injunction, command. 

^ Compassionate. 


I'o Mantua, wliere, I hear, he makes abode ; 

And, for the ways are dangerous to pass, 

I do desire thy worthy company, 

Upon whose faith and honour I repose. 

Urge not my father’s anger, Eglamour, 

But think upon my grief, a lady’s grief ; 

And on the justice of my flying hence, 

To keep me from a most unholy match. 

Which heaven and fortune still reward with plagues* 
I <lo desire thee, even from a heart 
As full of sorrows as the sea of sands. 

To bear me company, and go with me ; 

If not, to hide what I have said to thee. 

That I may venture to depart alone. 

Eg/. Madam, I pity inucli your grievances . 
Which since I know they virtuously arc plac'd, 

I give consent to go along with you ; 

Rocking^ as little what betideth me, 

As mucli I w'isli all good befortune you. 

When w'ill you go ? 

Sd. This evening coming. 

Egl. Where shall 1 meet you ? 

Sd. At friar Patrick’s cell, 

Where 1 intend holy confession. 

EA- I will not fail your ladyship : 

Good-morrow', gentle lady. 

Sd. Good-morrow, kind sir Eglamour. [Ej:eunt. 

SCENE IV. — The same. 

Enter liAUNCE, iviik his dog. 

When a man’s servant shall play the cur with him, 
look you, it goes hard : one that 1 brought up of a 
piip])y ; one that 1 saved from drowning, w hen three 
or four of his blind brothers and sisters went to it ! 
I have taught him — even as one would say pre- 
cisely, 'riius I w'ould teach a dog. I was sent to 
deliver him, as a present to mistress Silvia, from 
my master ; and I came no sooner into the dining- 
chamber, but he steps me to her trencher, and 
steals her capon’s leg. O, ’tis a foul thing, when a 
cur cannot keep^’ himself in all companies! I would 
have, as one should say, one that takes upon him 
to be a dog indeed, to be, as it were, a dog at all 
things^ If I had not had more wnt than he, to take 
a fault upon me that he did, I think verily he had 
been hanged fov’t ; sure as I live, he had suffered 
for’t. I have sat in the stocks for jjuddings he hath 
stolen, otherwise he had been executed ; I have 
stood on the pillory for geese he hath killed, other- 
wise he had sulFered for’t ; thou think’st not of this 
now ! 

Enter Proteus and Julia. 

Pro. Sebastian is thy name ? I like thee well. 
And will employ thee in some service presently. 

Jul. Ill wfliat you please ; — I will do what I can. 

Pro. 1 hope thou wilt. — How now, you idle 
peasant? [To Launce. 

Where have you been these two days loitering ? 

Laim. Marry, sir, I carried mistress Silvia the 
dog you bade me. 

Pro. And what says she to my little jewel? 

Laun. Marry, she says, your dog was a cur; and 
tells you, currish thanks is good enough for such a 
present. 

Pro. But she received my dog ? 

Laun. No, indeed, she did not; here have I 
brought him back again. 

* Carina. ® Restrain. 

1) 



TWO GENTLEMEN OF VERONA. Act IV. Scene IV. 


Fro* What, didst thou offer her this from me ? 
Laun* Ay, sir; the other squirrel was stolen from 
me by the hangman’s boys in the market-place : 
and then I offered her mine own ; who is a dog as 
big as ten of yours, and therefore the gift the greater. 

Fro. Go, get thee Iience, and find my dog again, 
Or ne’er return again into my sight. 

Away, I say : Stay’st thou to vex me here? 

A slave, that, still an end?, turns me to shame. 

lExit Launce. 

Sebastian, I have entertained thee. 

Partly, that I have need of such a youth, 

That can with some discretion do my business, 

For ’tis no trusting to yon foolish lowt ; 

But, chiefly, for thy face, and thy behaviour ; 

Wliich (if my augury deceive me not) 

Witness good bringing up, fortune, and truth ; 
Therefore know thou, for this I entertain thee. 

Go presently, and take this ring with thee. 

Deliver it to madam Silvia : 

She loved me well, deliver’d it to me. 

Jul. It seems you loved her not, to leave her 
token : | 

She’s dead, belike. { 

Fro, Not so ; I think, she live.s. 

Jul. Alas ! I 

Pro. Why dost thou cry, alas ? 

Jul. I cannot choose but pity her. 

Pro. Wherefore should’ st thou pity her ? 

Jul, Because, methinks, that she lov’d you as well 
As you do love your lady Silvia : 

She dreams on him, that has forgot her love ; 

You dote on her, that cares not for your love. 

’Tis pity, love should be so contrary ; 

And thinking on it makes me cry, alas ! 

Fro, Well, give her that ring, and therewithal 
This letter ; — That’s her chamber. — Tell my lady 
I claim the promise for her heavenly picture. 

Your message done, hie home unto my chamber. 
Where thou shalt find me sad and solitary. 

[EjcU Proteus. 

Jul, How many women would do such a message? 
Alas, poor Proteus ! thou hast entertain’d 
A fox, to be the shepherd of thy lambs : 

Alas, poor fool ! why do I pity him ' 

That with his very heart despiseth me ? 

Because he loves her, he despiseth me ; 

Because I love him, I must pity him. 

This ring I gave him, when lie parted from me, 

To bind him to remember my good will : 

And now am I (unhappy messenger) 

To plead for that which I would not obtain ; 

To carry that which I would have refus’d ; 

To praise his fiiith, which I would have disprais’d, i 
I atn my master’s true confirmed love ; ! 

But cannot be true servant to my master. 

Unless I prove false traitor to myself. 

Yet I will woo for liim ; but yet so coldy, 

As, heaven it knows, I would not have him speed. 

Enter Silvia attended. 

Gentlew'oman, good day ! I pray you, be my mean 
To bring me where to speak with madam Silvia. 

SU. What w ould you with her, if that I be she ? 
,Tul, If you be she, I do entreat your patience 
To hear me speak the message I am sent on. 

SU. From whom? 

Jul. From my master, sir Proteus, madam. 

Sil. O ! — he sends you for a picture ? 

7 In the end. 


Jul. Ay, madam. 

Sil. Ursula, bring my picture there. 

{Picture brought. 

Go, give your master this : tell him from me. 

One Julia, that his changing thoughts forget. 
Would better fit his chamber than this shadow. 

Jul, Madam, please you peruse this letter. — 
Pardon me, madam ; I have unadvis’d 
Deliver’d you a paper that I should not ; 

This is the letter to your ladyship. 

Sil. I pray thee, let me look on that again. 

,7ul. It may not be ; good madam, pardon me. 
Sil, There, hold. 

I Avill not look upon your master’s lines : 

I know they are stuff’’d with protestations, 

And full of new-found oaths ; which he will break 
As easily as 1 do tear his paper. 

Jul, Madam, he sends your ladyship this ring. 
Sil, The more shame for him that he sends it me ; 
For I have heard him say a thousand times, 

His .lulia gave it liiin at his departure : 

Though his false finger hath profan’d the ring, 

Mine shall not do his Julia so much wrong. 

Jul. She thanks you. 

Sd. What say’st thou ? 

Jul. I thank you, madam, that you tender her : 
Poor gentlew’oman ! my master wrongs her much. 
Sd. Dost thou know her ? 

Jul. Almost as well as 1 do know myself. 

To think upon her woes, I do protest, 

That 1 have wept an hundred several times. 

Sil. Belike, she thinks that Proteus hath forsook her. 
Jul. I think she doth, and that’s her cause of 
sorrow. 

Sil. Is she not passing fair ? 

.Jill, She hath been fairer, madam, than she is ; 
When she did think my master lov’d her well, 

She, in my judgment, was as fair as you ; 

But since she did neglect her looking-glass. 

And threw' her sun-expelling mask away, 

The air hath starv’d the roses in her cheeks, 

And pinch’d the lily-tincture of her face. 

That now she is become as black as I. 

Sil. How tall was she? 

Jul. About my stature : for at Pentecost 8, 
When all our pageants of delight w'ere play’d, 

Our youth got me to })lay the woman’s part. 

And I was trimm’d in madam Julia’s gow n ; 
Wliich serv’d me as fit, by all men’s judgment, 

As if the garment bad been made for me : 
Therefore I know she is about my height. 

And, at that time, 1 made her w eep a-good 9, 

For I did play a lamentable part ; 

Madam, ’twas Ariadne, passioning 
For ITieseus’ peijury, and unjust flight ; 

Which I so lively acted with my tears, 

That my poor mistress, moved therewithal, 

Wept bitterly ; and, would I might be dead, 

If I in thought felt not her very sorrow ! 

SU, She is beholden to thee, gentle youth ! — 
Alas, poor lady ! desolate and left ! — 

I weep myself to think upon thy words. 

Here, youth, there is my purse ; I give thee this 
For thy sweet mistress’ sake, because thou lov’st her. 
Farewell. {Exit Silvia. 

Jul. And she shall thank you for’t, if e’er you 
know her. — 

A virtuous gcntlew'oman, mild, and beautiful. 


« Whitsuntide. 


3 In Rood earnest 
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Act V. Scene 1. 

I hope my master’s suit will be but cold, 

Since she respects my mistress’ love so much. 
Alas, how love can trifle with itself ! 

Here is her picture : I-et me see ; I think. 

If 1 had such a tire this face of mine 
Were full as lovely as is this of hers ; 

And yet the ])ainter flatter’d her a little. 

Unless I flatter with myself too much. 

Her hair is auburn, mine is perfect yellow : 

If that be all the difference in his love, 
ril get me sucli a colour’d periwig. 

Her eyes are giey as glass; and so are mine : 
Ay, but her forehead’s low', and mine’s as high. 


What should it be, that he respects in her. 

But I can make respective in myself. 

If this fond love were not a blinded god? 

Come, shadow', come, and take this shadow up, 

For ’tis thy rival. () thou senseless form, 

Thon shall be worshipp’d, kiss’d, lov’d, and ador’d ; j 
And, W'erc there sense in liis idolatry, | 

My substance slu)u]d be statue in thy stead. | 

I’ll use thee kindly for thy mistress’ •^ake, / 

'niat us’d me so ; or else, by Jove 1 vow, ^ 

I should have scratch’d out y<nir unseeing eyes. 

To make my master out of love with thee, 

[EjlH. , 


ACT V. 


SCENE I. — The same. An Ahbey^ 

Enter Eglamour. 

EffL The sun begins to gild the western sky; 

And now, it is about the very hour 

That Silvia, at l*atiiek’s cell, should meet me. 

She will not fail ; for loveis break not hours. 

Unless it be to come before their time ; 

So much they spui their expedition. 

Enter Silvia. 

See, where she comes : liady, a iLqipy evening' 

Sil. Amen, amen ! go on, good Eglainour ! 

Out at the postern by the abbey wall ; 

1 fear, I am attended by some spies. 

Fear not : the forest is not three leagues off; 
If we recover that, we are sure enough. [Exeunt, j 

SCENE 11. — 7'he same. An Ajjartment in the 
Duke’i Palate. 

Enter Tnuuio, 1*koteus, and Julia. 

Thu. Sir Proteus, what says Silvia to my suit? 
Pro. O, sir, 1 find her milder than she was ; 

And yet she takes exceptions at }our person. 

'Plin. What, that my leg is too long ? 

Pro. No ; that it is too little. 

Thu. I’ll wear a boot to make it soinew'hat rounder. 
Pro. But love will not be spurr’d to what it loaths. 
Thu. What says slic to my faee? 

Pro. She says, it is a fair one. 

Thu. Nay,tljen, the wanton lies; my face is black. 
Pro. But pearls are fair ; and tlie old saying is. 
Black men are pearls in beauteous ladies’ eyes. 

Jul. ’Tis true ; such pearls as put out ladies’ eyes ; 
For I had ratlier wink tlian look on them. [Aside. 
Thu. I low' likes she my discourse? 

Pro. Ill, when you talk of war. 

Thu. But well, w hen I discourse of love, and 
peace ? 

Jul, But better, indeed, when you hold your 
peace. [Aside. 

Thu. What says she to my valour? 

Pro. O, sir, she makes no doubt of that. 

Jul. She needs not, when she know s it cowardice. 

[Aside. 

Thu. Wliat says she to my birth ? 

Pro. That yon are well deriv’d. • 

Jul. True; from a gentleman to a fool. [Aside. 

‘ Head-<lrrs5>. 


Thu. Considers she my possessions ? 

Pro. O, ay ; and pities them. 

Thu. Wherefore? 

Jul. That such an ass should owe ’ them. [Aside. 
Pro. That they are out by lease. 

Jul. Here comes the duke. 

Enter DuKi'. 

Duke. Tlow' now, sir Proteus? Iiow' now, Thurio? 
Wliicb of yon saw sir Eglainour of late ? 

Thu. Not I. 

Pro. Nor I. 

Euke. Saw you my daughter? 

Pro. Neither. 

Euke. Why, tlien, she’s fled unto that peasant 
Valentine ; 

And Eglamour is in her company. 

’Tis true ; for fiiar Laurence met them both, 

As he in penance wander’d tlirough the forest: 

Him he knew well, and guess’d that it was she ; 
But, being mask’d, he w as not sure of it : 

Besides, she did intend confession 
At Patrick’s cell this even ; and there she w'as not: 
These likelihoods confirm her flight from hence. 
Therefore, 1 pray you, stand not to discourse. 

But mount you presently ; and meet with me 
Upon the rising of the mountain foot 
That leads towards Mantua, whither they are fled : 
Despatch, sweet gentlemen, and follow me. [Exit. 

Thu. Why, this it is to be a peevish girl, 

That flics her foitune when it follow’s her : 
ril after ; more to be revenged on Eglamour, 

Than for the love of reckless ^ Silvia. [ExU* 

Pro. And I w'ill follow’, more for Silvia’s love. 
Than hate of Eglamour, that goes with her. [Exit. 

Jul. And I will follow, more to cross that love. 
Than hate for Silvia, that is gone for love. [Exit. 

SCENE III. — Frontiers of Mantua. The Ewest. 
Enter Silvia and Outlaws. 

Onl. Come, come ; 

Be patient, we must bring you to our captain. 

Sil. A thousand more mischances than this ono 
Have learn’d me how to brook this patiently. 

2 Out. Come, bring her away. 

1 Out. Where is the gentleman that was with her ? 

3 Out. Being nimble-footed, he bath out-run us, 
But Moyses, and Valerius, follow Iiiin. 

i Ow n. ^ Careless. 
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Go thou with her to the west end of the wood, 
There is our captain ; we’il follow him that’s lied ; 
The thicket is beset, he cannot ’scape. 

1 Out<. Come, 1 must bring you to our captain’s 
cave ; 

Fear not ; he bears an honourable mind, 

And will not use a woman lawlessly. 

Sil. O Valentine, this I endure for thee ! \^Exevnt. 

SCENE IV. — jinathcr part of the Forest. 

Enter Valkxtine. 

VaJ. How use doth breed a habit in a man ! 

This shadowy desert, unfiequented woods, 

I better brook than flourishing peopled towns ; 

' Here can I alone, unseen of any, 

And, to the nightingale’s complaining notes, 
f Tune my distresses, and record ^ my woes. 

/ O thou that dost inhabit in my breast, 

Leave not the mansion so long tcnantless ; 

I Lest, growing ruinous, the building fall, 

I And leave no memory of what it was ! 

Repair me with thy presence, Silvia; 

Thou gentle nymph, cherish tliy forlorn swain! — 
What halloing, and wfliat stir is this to-day? 

These are my mates, that make their wills their law. 
Have some unhappy passenger in chase : 

They love me well ; yet I have much to do. 

To koe]) them from uncivil outrages. 

Withdraw thee, Valentine: who’s this comes here? 

[Steps aside. 

Enter Proteus, Silvia, and Julia. 

Pro. IVladain, this service I have done for you, 
(Though you respect not aught your serv ant doth, ) 
To liazard life, and loscue you from him 
That would have forc’d your honour and your love. 
Vouchsafe me for my meed but one fan* look ; 

A smaller boon than this I cannot beg, 

And less than this, I am sine, vou cannot give. 

Val. How like a dream is this I see and hear ! 
Love, lend me patience to foibear a while, [Aside. 
SU. O miserable, unhappy tliat I am ! 

Pro. Unhappy were you, madam, ere I came ; 
But. by my corning, I have made you happy. 

Sil. By thy approach thou mak’st me most un- 
happy. 

Jul. And me, when he approacheth to your pre- 
sence. [Aside. 

Sil. Had I been seiz’d by a hungry lion, 

I would have been a breakfast to tlie beast. 

Rather tl>an have false Proteus rescue me. 

O, heaven be judge how I love Valentine, 

Whose life’s as tender to me as my soul ; 

And full as much (for more there cannot be) 

I do detest false perjur’d Proteus ; 

Therefore begone, solicit me no more. 

Pro. What dangerous action, stood it next to 
death, 

Would I not undergo for one calm look ? 

O, ’tis the curse in love, and still approv’d 
When women cannot love where they’re bclov’d. 

Sil. When Proteus cannot love where he’s belov’d. 
Read over Julia’s heart, thy first best love, 

For whose dear sake thou didst tlicn rend tliy faith 
Into a thousand oaths ; and all those oaths 
Descended into perjury, to love me. 

Thou hast no faith left now, unless thou hadst two, 
And that’s far worse than none; better have none 
■* Sing. * Felt, experienced. 


Than plural faith, wdiich is too much by one : 

Thou counterfeit to thy true friend I 

Pro. In love. 

Who respects friend ? 

Sil. All men but Proteus. 

Pro. Nay, if the gentle spirit of moving words 
Can no way cliange you to a milder form, 

I'll w'oo you like a soldier, at arms’ end ; 

And love you ’gainst the nature of love, force you. 
Sil. O heaven I 

l^ro. I’ll force thee yield to my desiie. 

Val. Ruflian, let go that rude uncivil touch ; 
Thou friend of an ill fashion ! 

Pro, Valentine I 

Val Thou common friend, that’s without faith or 
love ; 

( For such is a friend now,) treacherous man ! 

Thou hast beguil’d my hopes ; nought but mine eye 
Could have ])ersuaded me : Now' I dare not say 
I have one friend alive ; thou would’st disprove me. 
Who sliould be trusted now, when one’s right hand 
Is perjur’d to the bosom? Proteus, 

I am sorry, 1 must never trust thee more, 

Hut count the world a stranger for thy sake. 

Tlie private w’ound is deepest : () time, most curst I 
’Mongstall foes, that a friend should be the w'orst ! 

]*ro. My shame and guilt confound me. — 
Forgive me, Valentine : if hearty sorrow 
Be a sufficient ransom for offence, 

1 tender it here ; I do as truly suffer, 

As e’er I did commit. 

Vat. Then I am paid ; 

And once again I do receive thee honest: — 

Who by repentance is not satisfied. 

Is nor of heaven, nor earth ; for these are pleas’d ; 
By jienitence the Eternal’s wrath’s appeas’d : — 
And, that my love may appear plain and free, 

All that was mine in Silvia, I give thee. 

Jul. () me unhappy! [Faints. 

Pro. Look to the boy. 

Val. Why, hoy ! why, W'ag! how now? what is 
the matter ? 

Look up ; speak. 

Ji'l. O good sir, my master charg’d me 

To deliver a ring to madam Silvia; 

Which, out of my neglect, was never done. 

Pro. Where is that ring, boy? 

Jul. Here ’tis: this is it. [Gives a ring. 

Pro. How ! let me see : 

Why this is the ring I gave to Julia. 

Jul. (), cry your mercy, sir, 1 have mistook ; 
Tliis is the ling you sent to Silvia. 

another ring. 

Pro. But, how cam’st thou by this ring? at iny 
depart, 

I gave this unto Julia. 

Jul. And Julia herself did give it me ; 

And Julia herself hath brought it hither. 

Pro. How ! Julia ! 

Jul. Behold her that gave aim^ to all thy oaths, 
And entertain’d them deeply in her heart: 

How oft hast thou with perjury cleft the root ? ^ 

O Proteus, let this habit make thee blush ! 

Be thou asham’d, that I have took upon me 
Such an immodest raiment ; if shame live 
In a disguise of love : 

It is yie lesser blot, modesty finds. 

Women to change their shapes, than mentheirrninds. 

« Direction. 

* An alUiftion to cleaving the pin in archery. 
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TWO GENTLEMEN OF VERONA. 


Pro. Than men tlieir minds ? ’tis true : O heaven ! 
were man 

But constant, he were perfect : that one error 
Fills him willi faults ; makes him run through all 
sins : 

Inconstancy falls off, ere it begins : 

What is in Silvia’s face, but I may spy 
More fresh in Julia’s with a constant eye? 

Val. Come, come, a hand from either : 
luCt me be blest to make this happy close ; 

’Twere pity two such friends should be long foes. 
Pr"i. Bear witness, heaven, I have my wish for ever. 
Jiil. And I have mine. 

Enter Out-laws, wUh Duke and Thurio. 

Out* A prize, a prize, a prize ! 

Vol. Forbear, I say ; it is my lord the duke. 
Your grace is welcome to a man disgrac’d, 
Banished Valentine. 

Duke. Sir Valentine ! 

'I'hu* Yonder is Silvia; and Silvia’s mine. 

Val. Thurio, give back, or else embrace thy death; 
Come not within the measure of my wrath 
Do not name Silvia thine ; if once again, 

Milan shall not behold thee. Here she stands. 
Take but possession of her with a touch ; — 

I dare thee but to breathe upon my love. — 

Thu* Sir A’alentine, I care not for her, I; 

I hold him but a fool, that will endanger 
Ilis body A)r a girl that loves him not ; 

I claim lier not, and tlierefore she is thine. 

Duke, 'fhe more degenerate and base art thou. 
To make such means for her as tliou hast done, 
And leave her on such slight conditions. — 

Now, by the honour of my ancestry, 

1 do applaud thy spirit, Valentine, 


And think thee worthy of an empress* love. 

Know then, I here forget all former griefs. 

Cancel all grudge, repeal thee home again. — 

Plead a new state in thy unrivaU’d merit, 

To which I thus subscribe, — sir Valentine, 

Thou art a gentleman, and well deriv’d ; 

I’akc thou tliy Silvia, for thou hast deserv’d her. 
Vat. I thank your grace ; the gift hath made me 
happy. 

I now beseech you for your daughter’s sake, 

To grant one boon that I shall ask of you. 

Duke. I grant it, for thine own, whate’er it be. 
Val. These banish’d men, that I have kept withal, 
Are men endued with worthy qualities ; 

Forgive them what they have committed here. 

And let them be recall’d from their exile : 

They are reformed, civil, full of good, 

And fit for great employment, worthy lord. 

Duke. Tliou hast prevail’d : I pardon them, and 
thee ; 

Dispose of them, as thou know’st tlieir deserts. 
Come, let us go ; we will include * ail jars 
With triumphs, mirth, and rare solemnity. 

Val. And, as we walk along, I dare be bold 
With our discourse to make your grace to smile : 
M’hat think you of this page, my lord ? 

Duke. I think the boy hath grace in him : he 
blushes. 

Val. I warrant you, my lord ; more grace than boy, 
J)uke. What mean you by that saving ? 

Val. Please you, I’ll tell you as we pass along. 
That you will wonder what hath fortuned. — 
Come, Proteus ; ’tis your penance, but to hear 
The story of your loves discovered ; 

'I'hat done, our day of marriage shall be yours ; 
One feast, one house, one mutual happiness. 

[Exeu7it. 


i.ongth of my sword 


“ IntcreNt. 


Conclude. 
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SCFXFf Windsor ; and the parts adjacent. 


ACT I. 


SCENE I. ■— Windsor. Before Page’s House. 

Enter Justice Shai.low, Slender, and Sir^ Hugh 
Evans. 

Shallow. Sir Hugh, persuade me not; I will make 
a Star-chamber matter of it ; if he were twenty sir 
John Falstafls, he shall not abuse Robert Shallow, 
esquire. 

Slen. Ill the county of Gloster, justice of peace, 
and coram. 

Shal. Ay, cousin Slender, and Cust-uloruni.' 

Slen. Ay, and ratolorum too ; and a gentleman 
born, master parson ; who writes liimsclf armigero j 
in any bill, warrant, quittance, or obligation, armi- 
gero. 

Shal. Ay, that we do ; and have done any time 
these three hundred years. 

Slen. All his successors, gone before him, have 
done’t ; and all his ancestors, that come after him, 
may t they may give the dozen white luces in their 
coat. 

Shul. It is an old coat. 

Eva. The dozen white louses do become an old 
coat well ; it agrees well, passant : it is a familiar 
beast to man, and signifies — • love. 

Shed. The luce is the fresh Ush ; the salt fish is 
an old coat. 

1 A title formerly appropriated to chaplainj,. 

3 Custos Rotuiorum 


Slen. I may quarter, coz ? 

Shal, You may, by marrying. 

Eva. It is marring indeed, if he quarter it. 

Shal, Not a w^hit. 

Eva. Yes, py’r ^ lady ; if he has a quarter of your 
coat, there is but three skirts for yourself, in my 
simple conjectures ; but this is all one : If Sir John 
Falstair have committed disparagements unto you, 
I am of the church, and will be glad to do my be- 
nevolence, to make atonements and compromises 
between you. 

Shal. The Council shall hear it ; it is a riot. 

Eva. It is not meet the Council hear a riot ; there 
is no fear of Got in a riot ; the Council, look you , 
shall desire to hear the fear of Got, and not to hear 
a riot ; take your vizaments * in that. 

Shal. Ha ! o’ my life, if I were young again, the 
sword should end it. 

Eva^ It is potter that friends is the sword, and 
end it : and there is also another device in my prain, 
which, peradventure, prings goot discretions with 
it ; There is Anne Page, which is daughter to 
master George Page, which i.s pretty virginity. 

Slen. Mistress Anne Page? She has brown hair, 
and speaks small like a woman. 

Eva. It is that fery person for all the ’orld, as 
just as you will desire : and seven hundred pounds 
of monies, and gold, and silver, is her grandsirc, 

By our 


Advisement. 
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upon his death’s btd, give, when slie is able to 
overtake seventeen years old ; it w'ere a goot motion, 
if wo leave our pribbles and ])rabbles, and desire a 
mairiage between master Abraliam and mistress 
Anne Page. 

Sfia/. Did her grandsire leave her seven hundred 
pound ? 

Eva. Ay, and her father is make her a potter penny. 

Shed- 1 know the young gentlewoman ; she has 
good gifts. 

Em^ Seven hundred pounds, and possibilities, 
is good gifts. 

Shdl. Well, let us see honest master Page : Is 
Falslalf there ? 

Eva. Shall I tell you a lie? I do despise a liar, 
as 1 do despise one that is false ; or as I desj)ise 
one that is not true. 'J'he knight, sir John, is 
there ; and, I besceeh you, be ruled by your well- 
willers. I will peat the door [/i'>i0c4.s‘J for master 
Page. What, hoa ! pless your house here ! 

Enter Pack. 

Page. Who’stijcre? 

Eva, Here’s your fiiend, and justice Shallow -, 
and here young master Slender ; that peradven- 
tiircs shall tell you another tale, if matteis grow 
to your likings. 

Pirj’c. I am glad to see your worships well : 1 
thank you for my venison, master Shallow. 

Sknl. IMastei Page, I am glad to ',ee you ; IVIuch 
good do it your good heart ! I wished your venr.oii 
better ; it was ill-kill’d • — How doth good mistress 
Page? — and 1 love you always with my heart, la; 
witli my heart. 

Sir, I thank vou. 

Shal, Sir, 1 thank you ; by yea and no, 1 do. 

Page, 1 am glad to see you, good master Slender. 

Slcn. How does your tallow greyhound, sir? I 
heaid say he was outrun on (’otsale. '> 

Pau^e, It could not be judg’d, sir. 

SLen, You'll not confess, } oil’ll not confess. 

ShaU That he will not ; — ’tis )our fault, ’tis your 
fault; — ’’J'is a good dog. 

Page, A cm, sir, 

Shal. Sir, lie's a good dog, and a fair dog ; Can 
there be more said ? he is good, and fair. — Is sir 
John I'alstair here ? 

Page. Sir, he is within ; and I would I could do 
a good oflicc between you, 

Eva, It is spoke as a (^hristian ought to speak. 

Shal, He hath wrong’d me, master Page. 

Page. Sir, he doth in some sort confess it. 

Shal. If it be confess’d, it is not redress’d; is not 
that so, master Page ? He hath vi roug’d me; in- 
deed, lie hath ; — at a w ord, he hath ; — believe me ; 
— Robert Shallow^, esquire, saith, he is wrong’d. 

Page, Here comes sir Julm. 

Enter Sir John Falstaiu’, llARDOLrii, Nym, and 
Pistol. 

Fal. Now, master Shallow ; you’ll complain of 
me to the king ? 

Shal. Knight you have beaten my men, killed my 
deer, and broke open my lodge : this shall be answer’d. 

Fal. I will answer it straight ; — I have done all 
this ; — That is now answer’d. 

Shal. The Council shall know this. 

Fal, ’Twere better for you, if it were kiioyui in 
counsel ; you’ll be laugh’d ah 

■’ Cotswold, ni filouccsterslure. 


Eva. Pauca verbuj sir John, good worts. 

Eal. (iood worts 6 ! good cabbage, — Slender, I 
broke your head; What matter have you against 
me? 

S/en. Marry, sir, I have matter in my head 
against you ; and against Bardolph, Nym, and 
Pistol. They carried me to the tavern, and made 
me drunk, and aftei wards picked my pocket. 

Par. You Banl>ury cheese ! ^ 

Sica. Ay, it is no matter. 

Pist. How, now, Mepliobtopliilus ? ^ 

Slen. Ay, it is no matter. 

Nym. Slice, 1 say! pauca , pauca s slice I that's 
iny humour. 

Slea. Where’s Simple, my man? — can you tell, 
cousin ? 

J'Jva. Peace ; I pray you ! Now let us understand • 
There is three umpires in this matter as I under- 
stand : that is — master VagQ^Jidelicet, master Pdge ; 
and there is myself, ytfMicr/, myself ; and the tliiee 
party is, lastly and fmally, mine host of the Garter. 
Page. We tliiee, to hear it, and end it hetvveen them. 
Era. Fery goot ; I will make a prief of it in my 
note-bcok ; and wx‘ will afterw'ards ’ork upon the 
cause, with as great discreetly as w'e can. 

E’ai. Pistol, 

Pisl. He hears with ears. 

Eva. What phrase is this, JIc hears with car F 
Why, it is aflectations. 

E'al. Pistol, did you pick master Slender’s purse? 
Slen. Ay, by these gloves, did he, or 1 would I 
might never come in mine own great chamber again 
else,) of seven groats in mill-six pcnces, and two Kd- 
w'anl shovel-boards*', that ct>st me two shillings and 
two ])ence a-piece of Ycail IMillcr, by these gloves, 
Fal. Is this true. Pistol ? 

Fva, No ; it is false, if it is a pick-purse. 

Pist, Ha, thou mountain-foreigner ! — Sir John, 
and master mine, 

I combat challenge of this latten bilbo : * 

AVord of denial in thy labras'^ here ; 

Word of denial ; froth and scum, thou liest. 

Slen. By these gloves, then ’ivvas he. 

Nym. Be advised, sir, and pass good humours : 
I will Fay, marry trap, with you if you run the nut- 
hook’s humour on me ; that is the very note of it. 

Slen. By this hat. then he in the red face had it : 
for though I cannot remember what 1 did when you 
made me drunk, yet 1 am not altogether an ass. 

Fal. What say you, Scarlet and John ? 

Hard. AVliy, sir, for my part, I say, the gentleman 
lijul drunk himself out of his five sentences. 

Eva. It is his live senses : fie, what the igno- 
rance is ! 

Bard. And being fiip sir, was, as they say, 
cashier’d; and so conclusions pass’d the careircs.^ 
Shn. Ay, you spake in Latin then too : but ’tis 
no matter ; I’ll ne’er be drunk wdiilst I live again, 
but in honest, civil, godly company, for this trick : 
if I be drunk, I’ll be drunk with those that have 
the fear of God, and not with drunken knaves. 

Eva. That is a virtuous mind. 

Fal. You hear all these matters denied, gentle- 
men ; you hear it. 

Worts was the ancient name of all the cabbage kini 
/ Nothing but paring ! 

I'he name of an ugly spirit. 

King Edward’s shillings used m the game of shufHcbfwrd. 

> Blade as thin as a lath, " Ltps, 

^ If you say 1 am a thief. ^ DrunK, 

The bounds of go(>d behaviour. 
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Enicr Mistress Anne Page with wine; Mistress 
Ford and Mistress Page following. 

Page. Nay, daughter, carry the wine in; wc’ll 
drink witlun. [Erit Anne Pace. 

Slen. O heaven ! this is mistress Anne Page. 

Page. How now, mistress Ford ? ! 

Fal. Mistress Ford, by ray troth, you are vei*y 
well met ; by your leave, good mistress. [Alsstng her. 

Page. Wife, bid these gentlemen welcome : — 
Come, we have a hot venison pasty to dinner ; ! 
come, gentlemen, 1 hope we shall drink down all 
unkindness. 

[^Exeiint all hut Siial. Slender, and Evans. 

Slen. 1 had rather than forty shillings, I had my 
book of Songs and Sonnets here : — 

Enter Simple. 

How now, Simple ! where have you been ? I must 
wait on myself, must I ? You have not The Book 
of RiddU's about you, have you ? 

Sim. Book of Riddles / wdiy did you not lend it 
to Alice Shortcake upon Allhallo wmas last, a fort- 
night afore Michaelmas ? 

Shal. Come, coz ; come, ct>z ; we stay for you. 
A word wdth you, coz ; marry, this, coz ; There 
is, as ’twere a tender, a kind of tender, made afar 
off by sir Hugh here ; — Do you understand me ? 

Slen. Ay, sir, you shall find me reasonable ; if 
it be so, I shall do that that is reason. 

Shal. Nay, but understand mo. 

Slen. So 1 do, sir. 

Eva. Give ear to his motions, master Slender ; I 
will description the matter to you, if you be capa- ' 
city of it. 

Slen. Nay I will do as my cousin Shallow says : 

I pray you, pardon me ; he’s a justice of peace in 
his country, simple though I stand here. 

Eva. But this is not the question j the question 
is concerning your marriage. 

Shal. Ay, there’s the point, sir. 

Eva. Marry, is it ; the very point of it ; to mis- 
tress Anne Page. 

Slen. Why, if it be so, I will marry her, upon 
any reasonable demands. 

Eva. But can you affection the ’oman ? Let us 
command to know' that of your mouth, or of your 
lips ; for divers philosophers hold, that the lips is 
parcel of the mouth ; — Therefore, inecisely, can 
you carry your good will to the maid ? 

Shal. Cousin Abraham Slender, can you love her? 

Slen. I hope, sir, — I will do, as it shall become 
one that would do reason. 

Eva. Nay, you must speak po.ssitablc, if you can 
carry her your desires towards her. 

Shal. That you must : Will you, upon good 
dowry, marry her? 

Slen, I will do a greater thing than that, upon 
your request, cousin, in any reason, 

Shal. Nay, conceive me, conceive me, sw eet coz ; 
what I do, is to pleasure you, coz : Can you love 
tlie maid ? 

Slen. I will marry her, sir, at your request ; but 
if there be no great love in the beginning, yet 
heaven may decrease it upon better acquaintance, 
when we are married, and have more occasion to 
know one another : I hope, upon familiarity will 
grow more contempt ; but if you say, wtarry 

An intended blunder. 


I will marry her, that I am freely dissolved, and 
dissolutely. 

Eva. It is a fery discretion answer ; save, the 
faur is in the *ort dissolutely : the ’ort is, according 
to our meaning, resolutely ; — his meaning is good, 

Shal. Ay, 1 think luy cousin meant well. 

Slen. Ay, or else I would 1 might be hanged, la. 

Re-enter Anne Page. 

Shal. Hero comes fair mistress Anne : — Would 
I were )'oung, for your sake, mistress Anne ! 

Anne. The dinnei is on the table ; my father 
desires your worships’ company. 

Shal. I will wait on him, fair mistress Anne. 

Eva. I will not he absence at the grace. 

[Exeunt Shallow and Sir 11. Evans. 

Anne. Wil’t please your Avorship to come in, sir? 

Slen. No, I thank jou, forsooth, heartily; 1 am 
very well. 

Anne. The dinner attends you, sir. 

Slen. I am not a-hungry, 1 thank yon, forsooth ; 
Go, sirrah, for all you are my man, go, w'ail upon 
my cousin Shallow': [Exit Simple.] A justice of 
peace sometime may be beJiolden to his friend for 
a man : — I keep but three men and a boy yet, till 
my mother be dead : But Avhat though ? yet I live 
like a poor gentleman born. 

Anne. 1 may not go in without your woi ship; 
they will not sit, till jou come. 

Slen. I’faith, I’ll eat nothing ; 1 thank you as 
much as though I did. 

Anne. I pray you, sir, walk in. 

Slen. I had rather w alk here, I thank you ; I 
bruised my shin the otlier day willi playing at sw'ord 
and dagger with a master of fence, three veneys ^ 
for a disli of stewed prunes ; and, by my troth, I 
cannot abide the smell of hot meat since, Why do 
your dogs bark so ? be there bears i’thc town ? 

Anne. 1 think there are, sir ; 1 heard them 
talked of. 

Slen. I love the sport w'ell ; but I shall as soon 
quarrel at it, as any man in England ; — You are 
afraid, if you see the bear loose, are you not ? 

Anne. Ay, indeed, sir. 

Slen. That’s meat and drink to me now ; I liave 
• .seen Sackerson ^ loose, twenty times : and have 
taken him by the chain : but, I warrant you, the 
I women have so cried and shriek’d at it, that it 
I pass’d 9 ; — but w'omen, indeed, cannot abide ’em ; . 
I they are very ill-favoured rougli things. 

Re enter Page. 

Page. Come, gentle master Slender, come ; w'e 
stay for you. 

Slen. I’ll eat nothing ; I thank you, sir. 

Page. By cock and pye, you shall not choose, 
sir ; come, come. 

Slen. Nay, pray you, lead the way. 

Page, (vome on, sir. 

Slen. Mistress Anne, yourself shall go first. 

Anne. Not I, sir, pray you, keep on. 

Slen. Truly, J will not go first ; truly, la ; I will 
not do yon that wrong. 

Anne. I pray you, sir, 

Slen. I’ll rather be unmannerly than trouble- 
some ; you do yourself wrong, indeed, la. [Exeunt. 

7 Three set-to’s, liouts, or hits 

The name of a bear exhibited at Paris- Garden, Southwark. 

.Surpassed all expression. 
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SCENE II. — “ The same. 

Enter Sir Hugh Evans and Simple. 

Eva. Go your ways, and ask of Doctor Cains’ 
house, which is the way: and there dwells one 
mistress Quickly, which is in the manner of his 
nurse, or his dry nurse, or his cook, or his laundry, 
his washer, and his wringer. 

Sun. Well, sir. 

Eva. Nay, it is petter yet : give her this 

letter ; for it is a ’oinan that altogether’s acquaintance 
with mistress Anne Page ; and the letter is, to de- 
sire and to require her to solicit your master’s desires 
to mistress Anne Page : I pray you be gone ; I will 
make an end of my dinner; there’s pippins and cheese 
to come. [Exeunt. 

SCENE III. — A Room in the Garter Inn. 

Enter FaLstaff, Host, Baruou'h, Nym, Pistol, 
and IlojjiN. 

Fal. Mine host of the Garter, — 

Host. What says my bully-rook ? Speak scholarly, 
and wisely. 

Fal. Truly, mine host, I must turn away some of 
my followers. 

Host. Discard, bully Hercules ; cashier . let them 
wag : trot, trot. 

Eal. I sit at ten pounds a week. 

Host. Thou art an emperor, Caesar, Keisar, and 
Pheezar. 1 will entertain Bardolph ; he shall draw, 
he shall tap : said I well, bully Hector? 

Eul. Do so, good mine host. 

Host. I have spoke ; let him follow . Let me see 
thee froth, and lime : 1 am at a word ; follow. 

[Exit Host. 

Eal. Bardolph, follow him ; a tapster is a good 
trade ; an old cloak makes a new jerkin ; a witheied 
servingman, a fresh tapster ; Go, adieu. 

Bard. It is a life that 1 have desired ; I will thrive. 

[Exit Bard. 

Pist. O base Gongarian i wiglit ! wilt thou the 
spigot wdeld ? 

Nym. His mind is not heroick, and there’s the 
humour of it. 

Fal. I am glad I am so acquit of this tinder-box ; 
his thefts were too open : his filching was like an 
unskilful singer, he kei)t not time. 

Nym. The good humour is, to steal at a minute’s 
rest, 

Pist. Convey, the wise it call : Steal ! foh, a fico - 
for the phrase ! 

E'al. Well, sirs, T am almost out at heels. 

Pist. Why then let kibes ensue. 

Eal. There is no remedy ; I must shift. 

Pist. Young ravens must have food. 

Eal. Which of you know Ford of this town ? 

Pist. I ken the wight ; he is of subtance good. 

Fal. My honest lads, I will tell you what I am 
about. 

Pist. Two yards and more. 

Fal. No quips now, Pistol ; indeed I am in the 
waist two yards about: but I am now about no 
^astc ; I am about thrift. Briefly, 1 do mean to 
make love to Ford’s wife ; I spy entertainment in 
her ; she discourses, she carves, she gives thp leer 

invitation; I can construe the action of her 


familiar style ; and the hardest voice of her beha- 
viour, to be English’d rightly, is, / am Sir John 
Falstajjf's. 

Pist. He hath studied her well, and translated 
her Avell ; out of honesty into English. 

Nym. The anclior is deep ; will tliat humour pass ? 

l"al. Now, the report goes, she has all the rule of 
her husband’s purse. 

Pist. To her, boy, say I. 

Nym. The humour rises ; it is good. 

F'at. I have writ me here a letter to her : and here 
another to Page’s wife ; w'ho even now gave me good 
eyes too ; she bears the purse too ; she is a region 
in Guiana, all gold and bounty. I will be cheater 3 
to them both, and they shall be exchequers to me ; 
they shall be my East and West IiuUes*, and I will 
trade to them botli. Gb, bear thou this letter to 
mistress Page ; and thou this to mistress Ford : we 
will thrive, lads, w^e w'ill thrive. 

Pist. Shall I sir Pandanis of Troy become, 

And by my side wear steel ? then, Lucifer take all ! 

Ny7n. I will run no base humour ; here, take the 
humour letter ; I will keep the ’haviour of re})utation. 

Eal. Hold, sirrah, [To Rob.] bear you those 
letters tightly ; 

Sail like my pinnace to these golden shores. — 
Hogues, hence avaunt ! vanish like hailstones, go ; 
Trudge, plod away, o’ the hoof ; seek shelter, pack ! 
F.'dstaff will learn the humour of this age, 

French thrift, you rogues ; myself, and skirted page. 

[Exeunt Falstaff and Robin. 

Pist. Let vultures gripe thee, for gourd and 
fullam 5 hold. 

And high and low beguile the rich and poor : 
Tester I’ll have in pouch when thou shalt lack. 
Base Phrygian Turk ! 

Nytn. I have operations in my head, which be 
Inmiours of revenge. 

Pist. Wilt thou revenge ? 

A^ym. By welkin, and her star ! 

Pist. With wit, or steel ? 

AVw- With both the humours, I ; 

I will discuss the humour of this love to Page. 

Pist^ And I to Ford shall eke unfold. 

How Falstair, varlet vile, 

His dove will ]>rove, his gold will hold. 
And his soft couch dtdile. 

Nym. My humour shall not cool ; I will incense 7 
Page to deal with poison ; I will possess him w ith 
yellowness*', for tlje revolt of mien is dangerous: 
that is my true humour. 

Pist. J'hou art the Mars of malcontents : I second 
thee ; troop on. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. — A Room in Dr. Caius’s House. 

Enter Mrs. Quickly, Simple, and Rugby. 

Quick. What ; John Rugby ! — I pray thee, go to 
the casement, and see if you can see my master, 
master doctor Caius, coming : if he do, i’ faith, and 
find any body in the house, here will be an old 
abusing of the king’s English. 

Rug, I’ll go watch. [Exit Rugby. 

Quick. Go ; and we’ll have a posset for’t soon 
at night, at the latter end of a sea-coal fire. An 
honest, willing, kind fellow, as ever servant shall 

3 Escheatour, an officer in the Exchequer 

^ Cleverly. ■' False dice. 

« Sixi>ence I’ll have in pocket 7 instigate. 

8 Jealousy. 


For Hungarian. 
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come in house withal ; and, I warrant you, no tell- 
tale, nor no breed-bate ^ ; his woi*st fault is, that he 
is given to pmycr : he is sometlung peevish • that 
way : but nobody but has his fault ; — but let that 
pass. Peter Simple, you say your name is ? 

Sim» Ay, for fault of a better. 

Quick. And master Slender’s your master ? 

Sini. Ay, forsooth. 

Quick. Does he not w ear a great round beard, like 
a glover’s paring knife ? 

Sini. No, forsooth : he hath but a little wee lace, 
with a little yellow beard ; a Cain-coloured beard. 

Quick. A softly-sprighted man, is he not? 

Sim, Ay, forsooth : but he is as tall a man of his 
hands, as any is between this and his head ; he hath 
fought with a warrener. 

Quick. How say you ? — O, I should remember 
him ; does he not hold up his head, as it were ? and 
strut in his gait ? 

Sim* Yes, indeed, does he. 

Quick. Well, heaven send Anne Page no worse 
fortune. Tell master parson Evans, I will do what 
I can for your master ; Anne is a good girl, and I 
wish — 

lie-cnlcr Rugby. 

Hug. Out, alas! here comes my master. 

Quick. We shall all be shent ; Run in here, good 
young man j go into this closet. [Shuts Simvi.k in 
the closet.] He will not stay long. — What, John 
Rugby 1 John, what, John, I say I — Go, John, go 
enquire for my master ; I doubt he be not well, 
that he comes not home : — and dowiij downy 
adown-Uy &c. [Sings. 

Enter Doctor Caius. 

Caius. Vat is you sing ? I do not like dese toys ; 
Pray you, go and vetch me in my closet un boiticr 
verd ; a box, a green-a box ; Do intend vat I speak ? 
a green-a box. 

Quick. Ay forsooth. I’ll fetch it you. 1 am glad 
he went not in himself j if he had found the young 
man, he would have been horn-mad. [Aside. 

Caius. Fey fe, fe, fe ! ma foi, il fad fort citaud. 
Je vieri vais d la coni', — la grande affaire. , 

Quick. Is it this, sir ? 

Caius. Ouyi mette lean mon pocket; Depechcy 
quickly . — Vere is dat knave Rugby? 

Quick. W^hat, John Rugby ! John ! 

Jlug. Here, sir. 

Caius. You are John Rugby, and you are Jack 
Rugby : Come, bike-a your rapier, and come after 
my heel to de court. 

Rug. ’Tis ready, sir, here in the porch. 

Caius. By my trot, I tarry too long : — Od’s me ! 
Quay-f oublie? dere is some simples in my closet, 
dat I vill not for the varld 1 shall leave behind. 

Quick. Ah me 1 he’ll find the young man there, 
and be mad. 

Caius. 0 diable, diable / vat is in my closet ? — 
Villainy ? larron ! [Fulling Simple out.'] Rugby, 
my rapier. 

Quick. Good master, be content. 

Caius. Verefore shall I be content-a? 

Quick. The young man is an honest man. 

Caius. Vat shall do honest man do in my closet? 
dere is no honest man dat shall come in my closet. 

Quick, I beseech you, be not so flcgraatick ; hear 

9 strife. ‘ Foolish, 2 Brave. 

3 Scolded, reprimanded. 
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the truth of it. He came of an errand to me from 
parson Hugh. 

Caius. Velh 

Sim. Ay, forsooth, to desire her to — 

Quick. Peace, I pray you. 

Caius. Peace-a your tongue : — Speak-a your talc. 

Sini. To desire this honest gentlewoman, your 
maid, to speak a good word to mistress Anne Page 
for my master, in the way of marriage. 

Quick. This is all, indeed, la; but I’ll ne’er put 
my finger in the fire, and need not. 

Caius. Sir Hugh send-a you ? — Rugby, baillcz 
me some paper : — Tarry you a little-a while. 

[ Writes, 

Quick. I am glad he is so quiet : if he had been 
thoroughly moved, you should have heard him so 
loud, and so melancholy : — But notwithstanding, 
man, I'll do your master what good I can ; and the 
very yea and the no is, the French doctor, my 
inasUT, — I may call him my master, look you, for 
1 keep his house ; and I wash, wTing, brew, bake, 
scour, dress meat and drink, make the beds, and 
do all myself ; — 

Sim. ’Tis a great charge, to come under one 
body’s hand. 

Quick. Are you avis’d o’ that? you shall find it 
a great charge ; and tt> be up early and down bite : 
— but notwithstanding, (to tell you in your ear; 

I w ould have no words of it ; ) my master himself 
is in love with mistress Anne Page; but notwith- 
standing that, — I know Anne’s mind, — that’s 
neither here nor there. 

Caius. You jaek’nape; givc-a dis letter to sir 
Hugh ; by gar, It is a sliallenge ; I vill cut his troat 
in de park; and I will teach a scurvy jaek-a-nape 
priest to meddle or make : — you may be gone ; it 
is not good you tarry here. Simple. 

Quick. Alas, he sjieaks but for his friend. 

Caius. It is no inatter-a for dat ; — do not you 
tell-a me dat I shall have Anne Page for myself ? — 
by gar, I will kill de jack priest ; and 1 have ap- 
pointed mine host of de Jarterre to measure our 
weaj)on ; — by gar, I vill myself have Anne Page. 

Quick. Sir, the maid loves you, and all shall be 
well : we must give folks leave to prate. 

Caius. Rugby, come to the court vit me ; — By 
gar, if I have not Anne Page, I shall turn your head 
out of my door ; — Follow my heels, Rugby. 

[Exeunt Caius and Rugby. 

Quick. You shall have An fools-head of your own. 
No, I know Anne’s mind for that ; never a woman 
in Windsor knows more of Anne’s mind than I do ; 
nor can do more than I do with her. 

Fent. [Within.] Who’s within there, ho? 

Quick. Who’s there, I trow? Come near the 
house, I pray you. 

Enter Fenton. 

Fent. How now, good woman ; how dost thou ? 

Quick. The better, that it pleases your good wor- 
ship to ask. 

Fent. What news? how does pretty mistress Anne ? 

Quick. In truth, sir, and she is pretty, and honest, 
and gentle : and one that is your friend, I can tell 
you that by the way ; I praise heaven for it. 

Fenl. Shall I do any good, thinkest thou ? Shall 
I not lose my suit ? 

Quick. Troth, sir, all is in his hands above ; but 
notwithstanding, master Fenton, I’ll be sworn on a 
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book she loves you : — Have not your worship a 
wart above your eye V 

I'cnt. Yes, marry, have I ; what of that? 

Quick. Well, thereby hauirs a tale ; — good faith, 
it is such atiother Nan ; — but, J detest**, an honest 
maid us ever broke bread : — We had an hour’s 
talk t)f that wart ; — I shall never laugh but in that 
maid’s company ! — But, indeed, she is given too 
much to allicholly * and musing : But for you — 
Well, go to. 

Fent. Well, I shall see her to-day : Hold, there’s 
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money for thee ; let me have thy voice in my behalf : 
— if thou seest her before me, commend me — 
Quick. Will I ? i’faith, that we will ; and I will 
tell your worship more of the wart, the next time we 
have confidence ; and of other wooers. 

Fcnt. Well, farewell; I am in great haste now. 

[Flit. 

Quick. Farewell to your worship. — Truly, an 
honest gentleman ; but Anne loves him not ; for I 
[ know Anne's mind as well as another does ; — Out 
1 upon’t ! what have I forgot ? [Eiit. 


ACT II. 


SCKNFi I. — Fefore Page’s House. 

Enter Mistress Paoe, with a letter. 

Mrs. Paifc. W’hat ! have I ’scaj)ed love-letters in 
the holy-day time of my beauty, and am 1 now a 
subject for them ? Let me see : [Reads. 

Ask me wo reason win/ 7 love i/ou ; for thou/fi love 
use reason for his jjreeisian^'f he admits him not for his 
counsellor: You arc not i/ounff, no more am 1: "o 
to then, there's si/mpathij : i/ou are merty, so am I } 
Ha ! ha ! then there's moie si/mpnthi/ ; you love sack, 
and so do I ; Would you desire better sympathy? Let 
If suffice thee, mistress Rage, [at the least, if the love 
(f a soldier can sufice,) that I love thee. I will not 
say, pity me, 'th not a soldicrlilce phrase / but 1 say, 
love me. By me, 

Thine own true knight, 

Ry day or night, 

With all his might, 

For thee tofght, 

John Falstaif. 

0 wicked, wicked world ! — one that is well nigh 
worn to pieces \vith age, to show himself a yoiing 
gallant ! W’hat unweighed behaviour hath this 
Flemish drunkard picke<l out of my conversiition, 
that he dares in this manner assay me ? W’liy^, he 
hath not been thrice in my company ! — What should 

1 say to liiin ? — 1 was then frugal of my mirth. — 
Why, I’ll exhibit a bill in tlie parliament for the 
putting down of men. How shall 1 be revenged on 
him ? for revenged I will be. 

Enter Mistress Foan. 

Mrs. Ford. Mrs. Page ! trust me, I was going to 
your house. 

Mrs. Page. And trust me, I was coming to you. 
You look very ill. 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, I’ll ne’er believe that ; I have 
to show to tlie contrary. 

Mrs. Page. ’Faith, but you do, in my mind. 

Mrs. Ford. Well, I do then ; yet, I say, I could 
show you to the contrary : O, mistress Pago, give 
me some counsel ! 

Mrs. Page. What’s the matter, Avoman ? 

Mrs. Ford. O woman, if it were not for one trifling 
respect, I could come to such honour ! 

Mrs. Page. Hang the trifle, woman : — take the 
boiiour: What is it? — dispense with trifles; — 
what is it ? 

^ She means, 1 protest ^ Melancholy. 

** Most probably Sbakspearo wrote physic-iau. 


Mrs. Ford. If I would but go to hell for an eternal 
moment, I could be knighted. 

Mrs. Page. WTiat? — Sir Alice Ford ! 

Mrs. Ford. W’c burn daylight here, read, 
read ; — perceive how J might be knighted, — 1 
shall think the worse of fat men, as long as I have 
an eye to make diflerence of men’s liking ; And 
yet he would not .swear; praised women’s modesty; 
.ind gave such orderly and w'ell-behaved reproof to 
all uncomeliness, that I v^ould have sworn his dis- 
position would have gone to the truth of his w^ords : 
but they do no more adhere and keep place together, 
than the hundredth psalm to the tune of Green 
sleeves. What tempest, 1 tiow, tlirew this whale, 
with so many tuns of oil in him, ashore at Windsor ? 
How shall I be revenged on him? I think, the 
best way w'ere to entertain him with hope, till the 
wicked fire have melted him, — - Did you ever hear 
the like? 

Afrs. Page. Letter for letter ; but that the name 
of Pago and Ford diflers ! — To thy great comfort 
in this mystery of ill opinions, here’s the twin-brother 
of thy letter : but Jet thine inherit first ; for, I pro- 
test, mine never shall. I warrant he hath a thousand 
of these letters writ with blank sj)ace for dill’erenl 
names (sure more), and these are of the second 
edition : He wall print them out of doubt. 

Mr^ Ford. Why this is the \ery same ; the very 
hand, the very words : What doth he think {»f 
us? 

Mrs. Page. Nay, I know^ not ; it makes me al- 
most ready to wrangle with mine own hoTiesty. I’ll 
entertain myself like one that I am not ac(jiiainted 
withal ; for, sure, unless he know some strain in 
me, that I know not myself, he w'oidd never have 
boarded me in this fury. I.,et’s be revenged on 
him ; let’s appoint him a meeting ; give him a show 
of comfort in his suit ; and lead liim on w ith a fine- 
baited delay, till he hath pawn’d his horses to mine 
host of the Garter. 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, I will consent to act any villainy 
against him, that may not sully the chariness 7 of 
our honesty, O, that my husband saw^ this letter ! 
it would give eternal food to his jealousy. 

Mrs. Page. Why, look, where he comes ; and my 
good man loo : he’s as far from jealousy, as I am 
from giving him cause ; and that, I hope, is an un- 
measuntblc distance. 

Mrs. Ford. You are the happier woman, 

Mrs. Page. Let’s consult together against this 
greasy knight , Come hither. [They retire. 

" Caution. 
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Enter Foiu>, Pistol, Page, and Nvm. 

Ford. Well, I hope it be not so. 

Fist. Hope is a curtail « dog in some affairs ; 

Sir John affects thy wife. 

Ford. Why, sir, my wife is not young. 

JHst. lie wooes lioth high and low, both rich and 
poor, 

Both young and old, one with another, Ford ; 

He loves thy gally-mawfry ^ ; Ford, perpend. ‘ 
Ford. Love my w ife ? 

Fist. With liver burning liot ; Prevent, or go thou 
Like sir Actoon he, with Ring- wood at thy heels . 
O, odious is the name ! 

Ford. What name, sir ? 

Fist. The liorn, I say : Farewell. 

Take heed ; have open eye ; for thieves do foot by 
night : 

Take heed, ere summer comes, or cuckoo-birds do 
sing. — 

Away, sir corporal Nyrn. 

Believe it, Page ; he speaks sense. [Exit Pistol. 
Ford. I will be patient ; I will find out this. 
N’^m. And this is true, f 7b Page.] 1 like not 
the humour of lying. lie hath wTonged me in some 
humours ; T should have borne the humoured letter 
to her : but I have a sword, and it shall bite upon 
my necessity. He hives your wife ; there’s the 
short and the long. My name is corporal Nym ; 
I speak, and I avouch. ’Tis true : — my name is 

Nym, and Falstaft’loves your wife Adieu ’ I love 

not the humour of bread and cheese ; and tliere’s the 
humour of it. Adieu. [Fi/f Nym. 

Faffe. The humour of iV, (pioth ’a ! here’s a fellow 
frights humour out of his wats. 

Ford. I will seek out FalstafT. 

Fage. I never heard such a drawling, affecting 
rogue. 

Ford. If I do find it, well. 

Fage. I will not believe such a Cataiaii tho’ the 
priest o’ the towm commended him for a true man. 
Ford. ’Twas a good sensible fellow : Well. 
Fage. How now, Meg ? 

Mrs. Fage, W'hitlier go you, George ?— Hark you. 
Mrs. Ford. How now, sweet Frank? why ..rttliou 
melancholy ? 

Ford. I melancholy ! I am not melancholy 

Get you home, go. 

Mrs. Ford. Thou hast some crotchets in thy head 
now, — Will you go, mistress Page ? 

Mrs. Fage, Have with you. — You’ll come to 
dinner, George ? — Look, who comes yonder : she 
slmll be our messenger to this paltry knight. 

[Aside to Mrs. Ford. 

Enter Mistress Quickly. 

Mrs, Ford, Trust me, I thought on her : she’ll 
fit it. 

Mrs. Page. You are come to see my daughter 
Anne? 

Quick, Ay, foi*sooth ; and, I pray, how does good 
mistress Anne ? 

Mrs, Fage. Go in with us, and see ; we have an 
hour’s talk with you. 

lExeunt Mrs. Page, Mrs. Ford, and 
Mrs. Quickly. 

Fage. How now, master Ford ? 

A (log that misses his game, 

> Consider. 


Ford. You heard what this knave told me ; did 
you not ? 

Page. Yes ; and you heard what the other told me? 

Ford, Do you think there is truth in them ? 

Fage. Hang ’em, slaves ! I do not think the knight 
would offer it: but these that accuse him in his 
intent towards our wives, are a yoke of his discarded 
men ; very rogues, now they be out of service. 

Ford, Were they his men ? 

Fage. IVIarry, were they. 

Ford. 1 like it never the better for that. — Docs 
he lie at the Garter ? 

Fage. Ay, marry, docs he. If he should intend 
tins voyage to weirds my w'ife, I would turn her loose 
to him ; and what he gets more of her than sharp 
words, let it lie on my liead. 

Ford. 1 do not misdoubt my wdfe ; but I would 
be loth to turn them together ; A man may be too 
confident : I w^ould have nothing lie on my head : 
I cannot be thus satisfied. 

Fage. Look, w here my ranting host of the Garter 
comes : tlierc is either liquor in his pate, or money 
ill his purse, when he looks so merrily, — How how, 
mine host? 

Enter Host and Shallow. 

Host. How now, bully-rook ? thou’rt a gentle- 
man : cavalero-justice, I say. 

Shal. 1 follow, mine host, I follow. — Good even 
and twenty, good master Page ! Master Page, will 
you go witli us ? wc have sport in band. 

Host. Tell him, cavalero-justice ; tell him, bully- 
rook. 

Shal. Sir, there is a fray to be fought, between sir 
Hugh the Welsh priest, and Cains the French doctor. 

Ford. Good mine liost of the Garter, a word with 
you. 

Host. What say’st thou, bully-rook ? 

[ Thcif go aside. 

Shal. Will you Page] go with us to behold 
it ? my merry host hath had the measuring of their 
weapons; and, I think, he hath appointed them 
contrary places; for, believe me, I hear, the parson 
is no jester. Hark, I will tell you what our sport 
shall be. 

Host. Hast thou no suit against my knight, my 
guest-cavalier ? 

Ford. None, I protest ; but I’ll give you a pottle 
of burnt sack to give me recourse to him, and tell 
him, my name is Brook ; only for a jest. 

Host. My hand, bully : thou shalt have egress 
and regress ; said I well ? and thy name shall be 
Brook : It is a merry night. — Will you go on, 
hearts ? 

Shal. Have with you, mine host. 

Fage. I have heard the Frenchman hath good 
skill in his rapier. 

S/ial. Tut, sir, I could have told you more ! In 
these times you stand on distance, your passes, 
stoccadoes, and I know not wiiat: ’tis the heart, 
master Page ; ’tis here, *tis here. I have seen the 
time, witli my long sword, I w'ould have made you 
four tall fellows skip like rats. 

Host, Here, boys, here, here ! shall we wag ? 

Page, Have with you : — I had ratlier hear them 
scold than fight, 

[Exeunt Host, Shallow, a7id Page. 

Ford. Though Page be a secure fool, and stands 
so firmly on his wife’s frailty, yet I cannot put off* 
my opinion so easily : she was in his company at 


** A medley, 

* A 1) ing ')har|>cr 
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Page’s house ; and, what they made there, I know 
not. Well, I will look furtlier into’t : and I have 
a disguise to sound Falstaft' : If 1 find her honest, I 
lose not my labour ; if she be otherwise, ’tis labour 
well bestowed. [EjlH. 

SCENE TI. — A lioom in the Carter Inn. 

Enter Fa 1 , STAFF and Pistol. 

Fnl. I will not lend thee a penny. 

rbl. Why then the world’s mine oyster. 

Which 1 with sw^ord will open. — 

I will retort the sum in equipage. 

Fal. Not a penny. 1 Jiave been content, sir, you 
should lay my countcn.nico to pawn ; I have grated 
upon my good friends for tbre* ** ' reprieves for you 
and your eoaeh-leilow ^ Nym j or else you had 
looketl through the grate like a geininy of baboons. 

I am lUsgraced for swearing to gentlemen my friends, 
you w'ere good sohliers, and tall fellows ; and when 
mistress Bridget lost iJie li.iiidle of her fan, 1 look’t 
upon mine honour, thoii Jiad-)! it not. 

Fist. Didst thou not share? hadst thou not 
fifteen pence? 

FnL Reason, you rogue, reason : 'i’hink'st thou, 
I’ll endanger my soul ^ At a word, h.mg no 

more about me, I am no gibbet lor you: — go. — 
A short knife and a throng — to your manor 
of Pickt-hatch go. — You’ll not hear a letter for 
me, you rogue! — you stand upon your honour! — 
Why, thon uneonfinahle baseness, it is as much 
as 1 can do, to keep the terms of my honour pre- 
cise. J, 1, I myself sometimes, leaving the fear of 
heaven on the left hand, and hiding mine honour in 
my necessity, am fain to sliufHe, to hedge, and to 
lurch; and yet you, rogue, will ensconce? your 
rags, your tat-Ji-mountain looks, your red-lattice » 
phrases, and your bold-heating oaths, under the 
slielter of your lionour ! You will iiot do it, you ? 

Pist. 1 do relent: whatvvould’st thou more of man? 

Enter Robin. 

Fob. Sir, here’s a w oman would speak with you. 

Fal. Let her approach. 

Enter Mrs. QifiCKiv. 

Quick. Give your worship good-morrow. 

Fal. Good-morrow', good w'ife. 

Quick. Not so, an’t please your worship. 

Fal. Good maid, then, 

Quick. I’ll be sworn ; as my mother was, the 
first hour I was born. 

l^al. I do believe tlie swearer : What with me ? 

Quick. Shall I vouchsafeyour w'orshipawordortwo? 

Fal. Two thousand, fairw^oman; and FI I vouch- 
safe thee the hearing. 

Quick. Tlierc is one mistress Ford, sir; — T pray, 
come a little nearer this ways ; — I myself dwell 
with master doctor Cuius. 

Fal. Well, on : Mistress Ford you say, 

Quick, Your worship says very true; I pray your 
worship, come a little nearer this ways. 

Fal. I warrant thee, nobody hears; — mine own 
people, mine own people. 

Quick, Are they so ? Heaven bless them, and 
make them his servants 1 

Fal. Well : Mistress Ford : — wliat of her? 

* Pay you again in stolen goods. 

* Draws along with you. ^ To cut purses in a crowd. 

® Piokt-hatch was in Clcrkcnwell. ^ Protect. 

** Ale.housc. 
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Quick. Why, sir, she’.s a good creature ; but 
your vvorsliip’s a wanton : Well, heaven forgive 
you, and all of us, I pray ! 

Fnl. Mistress Ford ; — come, mistress Ford,— - 

Quick. Marry, this is the short and the long ot 
it; you have brought her into such a canaries 9, a.s 
’tis wonderful. The best courtier of them all, 
when the court lay at Windsor, could never have 
brought her to sucli a canary. Yet there has been 
kniglits, and lords, and gentlemen, wdtli their 
coaches ; I warrant you, coach after coach, letter 
after letter, gift after gift; smelling so sweetly 
(all musk), and so rushling, I warrant you, in silk 
and gold ; and in such alligant terms ; and in such 
wine and sugar of the best and the fairest, that would 
have won any woman’s heart; and, I w'arrant you, 
they could never get an '^•ye-vvink of her. — I luid 
myself twenty angels given me this morning; but 
I defy all angels, (in any such sort, as they say,) 
but ill the way of honesty : — and, I w arrant you, 
they could never get her so mucli as sip on a cup 
with tJie proudest of them all ; and yet there has 
been earls, nay, winch is more, pensioners; hut, I 
vvairant you, all is one with her. 

Fal. But what says she to me? be brief, my 
good shc-JMcrcury. 

Quick. Marry, she hath received your letter ; for 
the which she thanks you a thousand times; and 
she gives you to notify, that her husband will be 
absence from his house betw'ccn ten and eleven. 

Fal. Ten and eleven? 

Quick. Ay, forsootli; and then you may come 
and see the picture, she says that you wot > of ; — 
master Ford, her husband, will be from home. 
Alas ’ the -sweet woman leads an ill life with him ; 
he’s a very jealousy man ; she leads a very fram- 
pold - life with him, good heart. 

Fal. Ten and eleven : W oman, commend me to 
her ; I will not fail her. 

Quick. Why, you say well : But I have anotlier 
messenger to your worship : Mistress Page hath her 
hearty commendations to you too ; — and let me 
tell you in your car, she’s as fartuous a civil modest 
wife, and one (I tell you) that will not miss your 
morning nor evening prayer, as any is in Windsor, 
whoe’er ’*l)e the other : and she bade me tell your 
worship, that her husband is seldom from home ; 
but, she hopes, there will come a time. I never 
knew a woman so dote upon a man ; surely, 1 think 
you have charms, la ; yes, in truth. 

Fal. Not I, I assure thee ; setting the attraction 
of my good parts aside, I have no other channs. 

Quick, Blessing on your heart for’t ! 

Fal. But, I pray thee, tell me this ; has Ford’s 
wife, and Page’s wife, acquainted each other how 
tliey love me ? 

Quick. That were a jest, indeed ! — they have 
not so little grace, I hope : — that were a trick, 
indeed ! But mistress Page would desire you to 
send her your little Page, of all loves 3; her husband 
has a marvellous infection to tlie little page: and, 
truly, master Page is an honest man. Never a wife 
in Windsor leads a better life than she does ; do 
what she will, say what she will, take all, pay all, 
all is as she will ; and, truly, she deserves it ; for if 
there be a kind woman in Windsor, she is one. You 
must send her your Page ; no remedy. 

® A mistake of Mrs. Quickly’s for quandary 
\ 1 Know. 2 Fretful, peevish. =* By all means. 
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Fal Why, I will, I 

Quick. Nay, but do so, tlien : and, look you, he 
may come and go between you both ; and, in any 
case, have a nay- word"*, that you may know one 
*»n()ther’s mind, and the boy never need to under- 
stand any thing ; for ’tis not good that children 
should know any wickedness : old folks, you know, 
have discretion, as they say, and know the w'orld. 

Fal. Fare thee well : commend me to them both : 
there’s my ])urse ; T am yet thy debtor. — Boy, go 
along with this woman. — Tliis news distracts me. 

[^Excuut (icicKLY and Robin. 

Plat. This is one of Cu]nd’s carriers : — 

Clap on more sails ; pursue, up with your fights ; 
Give fire ; she is my prize, or ocean whelm them all ! 

[Fr/i Ristou 

Fal. Say’st thou so, old Jack ? go thy ways ; I’ll 
make more of thy old body than I have done. Will 
they yet look after thee ? Wilt thou, after tlic ex- 
pence of so much money, be now a gainer ? 

Enter BARuoLru. 

Bard. Sir John, theie’s one master Brook below 
would fain speak with you, and be acquainted with 
you; and hath sent your worship a morning’s draught 
of sack. 

Fal. Brook, is his name ? 

Bard. Ay, sir. 

Fal. Call him in. [Exit Bardolph.] Such 
Brooks are welcome to me, that o’erfiow such 
liquor. Ah ! ha ! mistress Ford and mistress Page, 
have I encompassed you ? go to ; via ! 

Re-enter Bardolpu, mth Foiin disguised. 

Ford. Bless you, sir. 

Fal. And you, sir ; Would you speak with me? 

Ford. I make bold, to press with so little prepar- 
ation ui)on you. 

Fal. You’re welcome ; What’s your will ? Give 
us leave, drawer. [Exit BARnoLPii. 

Ford. Sir, I am a gentleman that have spent 
much ; iiiy name is Brook. 

Fal. Good master Brook, I desire more acquaint- 
ance of you. 

Ford. Good sir John, I sue for yours ;* not to 
charge you ; for I must let you understand, I think 
myself in better plight for a lender than you arc : 
tlic which hath something embolden’d me to this 
unseason’d intrusion : for they say, if money go 
before, all ways do lie open. 

Fal. Money is a good soldier, sir, and will on. 

Ford, 'i'roth, and I have a bag of money here 
troubles me ; if you will help me to bear it, sir 
John, take all, or half, for casing me of the carriage 

Fal. Sir, I know not how I may deserve to be 
your porter. 

Ford. I will tell you, sir, if you will give me the 
hearing. 

Fal, Speak, good master Brook ; I shall be glad 
to be your servant. 

Ford. Sir, I hear you are a scholar, — I will be 
brief with you ; — and you have been a man long 
known to me, though I had never so good means, 
as desire, to make myself acquainted with you, I 
shall discover a thing to you, wherein I must very 
much lay open mine own imperfection ; but, good 
sir John, as you have one eye upon my follies, as 
you hear them unfolded, turn another into Uic 

* A watch- word. ’’ A cant phrase of exultation. 


register of your own ; that I may pass with a re- 
proof the easier, sith<5 you yourself know, how easy 
it is to be such an offender. 

Fal. Very well, sir ; proceed. 

Ford. There is a gentlewoman in this town, her 
husband’s name is Ford. 

Fal. Well, sir. 

Ford. I have long loved heiy and, I protest to 
you, bestowed much on her ; followed her with a 
doting observance ; engrossed oppoitunities to meet 
her ; fee’d every slight occasion, that could but 
niggardly give me sight of her ; not only bought 
many presents to give her, but have given largely 
to many, to know what she would have given : 
briefly, I have pursued her, as love hath })uisiied 
me ; which hath been, on the wing of all occasions. 
But whatsoever I have merited, either in my mind, 
or in my means, meed, I am sure, I have received 
none ; unless experience be a jewel : that I Iiavc 
j)urchas’d at an infinite rate ; and that hath taught 
me to S'ly this : 

I. one like a shadow Jlves^whcn. substance love pursues ; 
Pursuing that that Jlu's, andjti/ing what pursues. 

Fal. Have you received no ])r()mise of satisfac- 
tion at her hands? 

p'ord. Never. 

Fal. Have you importun’d licr to such a purpose ? 

PWsl. Never. 

Fal, Of what quality was your love then ? 

Ford. Like a fair house, built upon another 
man’s grountl ; so that I have lost my edifice, by 
mistaking tlic ])lace where I erected it. 

Fal. J'o what pur])ose have you unfolded this to me ? 

Ford. When I have told you that, J have told 
you all. Some say, that, though she ap})ear honest 
to mo, yet, in other places, she eniargeth her mirth 
so far, tliat there is shrewd construction made of 
her. Now, sir John, here is the heart of my pur- 
pose ; are a gentleman of excellent breeding, 
admirable discourse, of great admittance 7, authentic 
in your place and person, generally allowed ^ for your 
many warlike, courtlike, and learned preparations. 

Fal. O, sir ! 

Ford. Believe it, for you know it. — Tlicre is 
money ; sj)end it, spend it ; spend more ; spend all 
I have ; only give me so much of your time in ex- 
change of it, as to lay an amiable siege to the ho- 
nesty of this Ford’s wife : use your art of wooing, 
win her to consent to you ; if any man may, you 
may as soon as any. 

Fal. Would it apply well to the vehemcncy of 
your aflection, that 1 should win what you would 
enjoy? Methinks you prescribe to yourself very 
preix).sterously. 

Ford. O, understand my drift! she dwells so 
securely on the excellency of her honour, that the 
folly of my soul dares not present itself; she is too 
bright to be looked against. Now, could I come 
to her with any detection in my hand, my desires 
had insUince and argument to commend themselves ; 
I could drive her tlien from the ward of her purity, 
her reputation, her marriage-vow, and a thousand 
other her defences, which now are too strongly 
embattled against me : What say you to’t, sir John ? 

Fal. Master Brook, I will first make bold with 
your money ; next, give me your hand ; and last, 
as I am a gentleman, yon shall, if you will, have 
Ford’s wife. 

® Since. ^ In the greatest companies. ® Approved. 



Scene 111 . 


MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR. 


Ford. O good sir ' 

Fal. Master Brook, I say you shall. 

Ford. Want no money, sir John, you shall want 
none. 

Fal. Want no mistress Ford, master Brook, you 
shall want none. I shall bo with her (I may tell 
you) by her own appointment ; even as you came 
in to me, her assistant, or go-between, parted from 
me ; I say, I shall be with her between ten and 
eleven ; for at that time the jealous rascally knave, 
her husband, will be forth. Come you to me at 
night ; you shall know how I speed. 

Ford. I am blest in your acquaintance. Do you 
know Ford, sir? 

Fal. Hang him, poor knave ! I know him not : 
— yet I wrong him to call him poor ; they say, the 
jealous knave hath masses of money ; for the which 
his wife seems to me well-favoured. I will use her 
as the key of the rogue’s coffer; and there’s my 
harvest-home. 

Ford. I would you knew Ford, sir ; that you 
might avoid him, if you saw him. 

Fed. Hang him, mechanical salt-butter rogue ! I 
will stare him out of his wits ; 1 wdll awe him widi 
my cudgel ; it shall liang like a meteor o’er his horns: 
master Brook, thou shalt know, 1 will jtredominate 
o’er the peasant, and thou shalt have his wife. — 
Come to me soon at night: — Ford’s a knave, and 
1 will aggravate his stile ^ ; thou, master Brook, 
shalt know him for a knave and cuckold: — come 
to me soon at night. [Exit, 

Ford. What an Epicurean rascal is this ! — My 
heart is ready to crack with impatience. — Who 
says tliis is improvident jealousy? My wife hath 
sent to ium, the hour is fixed, the match is made, j 
Would any man have thought this ? — See the 
curse of having a false w^oman ! iny bed shall be 
abused, my coff’ers ransacked, my reputation gnawm 
at ; and I shall not only receive this villainous 
WTong, but stand under the adoption of abominable 
terms, and by him that does me this wrong. Page 
is an ass, a secure ass ; he will trust his wife, he 
will not l)e jealous : I will rather trust a Fleming 
w ith my butter, parson Hugh the Welshman with j 
my cheese, an Irishman with my aqua-vitae bottle, 
or a thief to walk my ambling gelding, than my 
wife with herself : then she plots, then she rumi- 
nates, then she devises: and what they think in 
their hearts they may effect, they will break their 
hearts but they will effect. Heaven be praised for 
my jealousy ! — Eleven o’clock the hour; — I will 
prevent this, detect my wife, be revenged on Fal- 
staff, and laugh at Page. 1 will about it ; better 
three hours too soon, than a minute too late. Fie, 
ffc, fie ! cuckold ! cuckold ! cuckold ! 

SCENE III. — Windsor Park. 

Enter Caius and Rugby. 

Cairn. Jack Rugby ! 

linjr. Sir. 

Cains. Vat is do clock, Jack ? 

Kwg. *Tis past the hour, sir, that sir Hugh pro- 
mised to meet. 

Cahis. By gar, he has save his soul, dat he is no 
come ; he has pray his Pible veil, dat he is no 
come : by gar, Jack Rugby, he is dead already^ 
he be come. 

^ A<1<1 to hiR titloR. 
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Rvg. He is wise, sir; he knew, your worship 
would kill him, if he came. 

Caius. By gar, de herring is no dead, so as I vill 
kill him. Take your rapier, Jack ; 1 vill tell you 
how I vill kill him. 

litig. Alas, sir, I cannot fence. 

Caius. Villainy, take your rapier. 

ling. Forbear, here’s company. 

Enter Host, Shallow', Slender, and Pack. 

Host. ’Bless thee, liully doctor. 

Shot. ’Save you, master doctor Caius. 

Page. Now, good master doctor ! 

Slen. Give you good morrow, sir, 

Cains. Vat be all you, one, two, tree, four, come for. 

Host. To see thee fight, to see thee foin h to see 
thee traverse, to see thee here, to see thee there ; to 
sec thee pass thy punto, thy stock, thy reverse, thy 
distance, thy montant.*^ Is he dead, my Ethiopian? 
is he dead, my Francisco ? ha, bully ! What says 
my AEsculapius ? my Galen ? my heart of elder ? 
ha ! is he dead, bully Stale ? is he dead ? 

Caius. By gar, he is de cow'ard Jack priest of the 
vorld ; he is not show his face. 

Host. Thou art a Castilian king ! a Hector of 
Greece, iny boy ! 

Caius. 1 pray you, bear vitness that me have stay 
six or seven, tw'o, tree hours for him, and he is no 
come. 

Shed. He is the wiser man, master doctor : he is 
a curer of souls, and you a curer of bodies ; if you 
should fight, you go against the hair of your pro- 
fessions : is it not true, master Page ? 

7V/gc. Master Shallow', you have yourself been 
a great fighter, though now a man of peace. 

Skal. Bodykins, master Page, tliough 1 now he 
old, and of the peace, if 1 sec a sw'ord out, my 
finger itches to make one : though we are justices, 
and doctors, and churchmen, master Page, we have 
some salt of our youth in us ; w e are the sons of 
women, master Page. 

Page. ’Tis true, master Shallow. 

Shal. It w'ill be found so, master Page. Master 
doctor Caius, I am come to fetch you home. I am 
sworn* of the peace ; you have showed yourself a 
wise physician, and s'^Hugh hath shown himself a 
wise and patient churchman : you must go with me, 
master doctor. 

Host. Pardon, guest justice : — A word, monsieur. 

Caius. Scurvy Jack-dog priest ! by gar, me vill 
cut his ears. 

Host. lie will clapper-claw thee tightly, bully. 

Caius. Clapper-de-claw ! vat is dat ? 

Host. That is, he will make thee amends. 

Cains. By gar, me do look, he shall clapper-de- 
claw me ; for by gar, me vill have it. 

Host. And I will provoke him to’t, or let him wag. 

Caius. Me tank you for dat. 

Host. And moreover, bully, — But first, master 
guest, and master Page, and eke cavalero Slender, 
go you through the town to Frogmore. 

\_Aside to them. 

Page. Sir Hugh is there, is he? 

Host. He is there : see what humour he is in ; 
and I will bring the doctor about by the fields: will 
it do well ? 

Shot. We will do it. 

Paiic. Shal. and Slen. Adieu, good master doctor. 

[Exeunt Page, Shallow, and Slender. 

‘ Fi'iw'c Terms in fencing. 


E 
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Caius- By gar, me vill kill de priest; for he speak 
for a jack-an-apc to Anne Page. 

Host. I-iCt him die ; but, first, sheath thy impa- 
tience ; throw cold water on thy choler ; go about 
the lields with me through Frogmore: I will bring 
thee where Mrs, Anne Page is, at a fann-house, a 
feasting ; and thou shalt woo her : said I well ? 

Cams. By gar, me tank you for dat ; by gar, I 


love you; and 1 shall procure-a you de good guest, 
de earl, de knight, de lords, de gentlemen, my 
patients. 

Host. For the which, I will be thy adversary to- 
wards Anne Page ; said I well ? 

Cams. By gar, ’tis good ; veil said. 

Host. Eet us wag then. 

Cains. Pome at my heels, Jack Rugby. [^Exeunt. 


ACT III. 


SCENE I. — A Field near Frogmore. 

Enter Sir Hugh Evans ami Simple. 

Eva. I pray you now, good master Slender’s 
serving man, and friend Simple by your name, 
which way have you looked for master Cains, that 
c'alls himself Doctor oj Fhystek ? 

Sim. Marry, sir, the city- ward, the park- ward, 
every way; old Windsor way, and every «ay but 
the town way. 

Eva. I most fehemcntly desire you, you w ill aKo 
look that way. 

Sim. I will, sir. 

Eva. ’Pless my soul ’ how full of cholers 1 am, 
and trembling of mind ! — I shall be glad, if he 
have deceived me : — liow melancholies 1 am • — I 
will knog his knave's costard % when I have good 
opportunities for the ’ork: — ’pless my soul ! [iS'/ngj?. 
To shallow riverst to whose falls 
Melodious birds sing madrigals ; 

There will we make our peds of roses, 

And a thousand fragrant posies. 

To shallow - ■ 

Mercy on me 1 I have a great dispositions to cry. 
Melodious birds sing madrigals ,* — 

Wien as I sat in Pabylon, — — — 

And a thousan vagram posies. 

To shallow 

Sim. Yonder he is coming, this way, sir Hugh. 

Eva. He’s welcome : — 

To shallow rivers, to whose falls — 

Heaven prosper the right ! — Wliat weapons is he? 

Sim. No weapons, sir : There comes my master, 
master Shallow, and another gentleman from Frog- 
more, over the stile, this way 

Eva. Pray you, give me my gown ; or else keep 
It in your arms. 

Enter Pace, Shallow, and Slender. 

Shal. How now, master parson ? Good morrow, 
good sir Hugh. Keep a gamester from tlic dice, and 
a good student from liis book, and it is wonderful. 

Slen. Ah, sweet Anne Page ! 

Page. Save you, good sir Hugh ! 

Eva. ’Pless you from his mercy sake, all of you! 

Shal. What ! the sword and the word ! do you 
study them both, master parson ? 

Page, And youthful still, in your doublet and 
hose, this raw rheumatic day ? 

Eva. There is reasons and causes for it. 

Page. We are come to you, to do a good office, 
master parson. 

Eva. Fery well : What is it ? 

Page. Yonder is a most reverend gentleman, 


i wlio belike, having received wrong by some person, 
is at most odds with his own gravity and patience, 
that ever you saw. 

Shal. I have lived fourscore years and upwards ^ 
I never heard a man of his place, gravity, and 
learning, so wide of his ow^n respect. 

Ena. What is he ? 

l^age. I think you know him ; master doctor 
Cains, the renowned French physician, 

Era. I had as lief you would tell me of a mess 
i>f porndge. 

l\ge. Why ? 

Eva. He has no more knowledge in Hibocrate 
and Galen, — and he is a knave besides; a cowardly 
knave, as you would desires to be acquainted withal. 

Page. 1 w arrant you he’s the man sliould tight with 
him. 

Slen. O, sweet Anne Page ' 

Shal. It appears so, by his weapons : — Keep 
them asunder ; — here comes doctor Cains. 

Enter Host, Caius, and Rugby. 

Page. Nay, good master parson, keep in your 
weapon. 

Shal. So do you, good master doctor. 

Host. Disarm them, and let them question : let 
them keep their limbs whole, and hack our English. 

Cains, I pray you, let-a mo speak a word vit your 
ear : Verefore vill you not meet a-me ? 

Eva. Pray you, use your patience ; In good time. 

Cains. By gar, you are de coward, de Jack dog, 
John ape. 

Eva. Pray you, let us not lie laughing-stogs to 
other men’s humours ; I desire you in friendship, 
and I will one way or other make you amends : 
and I will knog your knave’s cogseomb, for missing 
your meetings and appointments. 

Caius. Diahle ! — Jack Rugby, — mine Host de 
Jarlcrre, have I not stay for him, to kill liim ? have 
I not, at dc i>lace 1 did appoint ? 

Eva. As I am a Christians soul, now, look you, 
this is die place appointed ; I’ll be judgment by 
mine host of the Garter. 

Host. Peace, I say, Guallia, and Gaul, French 
and Welsh ; soul-curer and body-curer. 

Caius. Ay, dat is very good 1 excellent 1 

Host. Peace, I say ; hear mine host of the Garter. 
Am I politick ? am I subtle ? am I a Machiavel ? 
Shall I lose my doctor ? no ; he gives me the po- 
tions. Shall I lose my parson ? my priest ? my sir 
Hugh ? no ; he gives me the proverbs and the no- 
verbs.— Give me thy hand, terrestrial ; so ; — Give 

me thy hand, celestial ; so, Boys of art, 1 have 

deceived you both ; I have directed you to wrong 
places; your hearts are mighty, your skins are 
whole, and let burnt sack be the issue. — Come, 


«Head. 
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lay their swords to paw n ; — r’oHow mo, lad of ' 
jieace ; follow, follow, follow. 

SkaL Trust rnc, a mad host . — F<dlow, fijentle- j 
men, follow. 

Slen. O, sweet Anne Page ' 

l^Excunl Suae. Seen. Page, and Host. 

Cains. Ha ! do 1 jierceive dat? have you make-a 
de sot of us ? ha, lia ! 

Kva. This is well ; he has made us his vlouting- 
stog. — I desire you, lhat we may be friends ; and 
let us kiiog our praiiis together, to be revenge on 
this same seall, scurvy, cogging companion, the 
host of the Garter. 

Coins, lly gar, \ it all my heart : he jiromise to bring 
nu* vere is Anne Page : by gar, ho deceive' me too. 

Kan. Well, I will smite liis noddles; — Pray you, 
follov/. \Excnnt. 

SCENE 1 1. — The Street in Windsor. 

Enter ^hstress Page and Robin. 

Mrs. Pa^^c. Nay, kee]) your v%ay, little gallant; 
you weie nont to lie a follower, but now you are a 
leader: Whether had )ou rather, lead mine eyes, 
or eye your master's heels ? 

ttob. I had rather, forsooth, go before you like 
a man, than follow liim like a dwarf. 

Mrs. Pa^e. O you are a flattering boy ; now, 1 
see, you’ll be a courtier. 

Enter Ford. 

Ford. Well met, mistress Page Whither go you ? 

Mrs. Page, 'fruly, sir, to see your wife; Is she 
at Iiome? 

Ford. Ay ; and as idle as she may hang together, 
foi \\ant of company: I think if your hushatids 
weie dead, you tv^o would marry. 

Mrs. Page, lie sure of that, — tw o other husbands. 

Foi'd. Wheie had \ou this pretty w eather-coek ? 

Mrs. Pftgr. 1 cannot tell what liis name is my 
huslnuul had him of. What do you call yoiii 
knight’s name, sirrah ? 

Ho/). Sir John I’al staff. 

Ford. Sii John J’.ilstalf! 

Afrs. J*age. He, he ; 1 can never hit on’s name, 
'i’here is such a league betw een my good man and 
lie ' — Is your w ife at home, indeed ? 

Ford. Indeed, site is. 

J\frs. Page. IJy ytmr leave, sir ; — I am sick, till 
1 see her. [Farnnt ^frs. Page and Korin. 

Ford. Has Page any brains? hath he any eyes; 
bath he any tliinking? Sure they sleep ; he hath no 
use of them. Wliy, this hoy w ill carry a letter tv^ enty 
miles, as easy as a cannon will shoot point-blank 
twelve score. He pieces-out his wife’s inclination ; 
be gives her folly motion, ami advantage . and now 
she’s going to my wife, and I'alstaff’s l)oy with her. 
A man may hear this shower sing in the wind • — 
and Falstaff’s hoy wdtii lier ! — Good plots ! — they 
are laid ; and our revolted waves share daniiiatioii 
together. Well ; I w ill take him, then torture my 
wife, pluck the borrowx’d veil of mo<lesty from the 
5»o seeming mistress Page, divulge Page himself for 
a secure and wilful Acta?on ; and to these violent 
proceedings all my neighbours shall cry aim. * [Clock 
strikes.^ The clock gives me iny cue, and my as- 
surance bids me search ; there 1 shall find Falstaff ; 
I shall be rather praised for this than mocked for 
d is as positive as the eartli is firm, that Falstaft' is 
there : I will go. 

■* Shall encourage. 


Enter Page, Shallow, Slender, Host, Sir Hugh 
Evans, Cail's, and Rugby. 

Skal. Pagej 8cc. Well met, master F’ord. 

Ford. Tru.st me, a good knot ; I have good cheer 
at home ; and I pray you, all go w ith me. 

S/ral. I must excuse myself, master Ford. 

Slen. And so must I, sir ; we have appointed to 
dine with mistress Anne, and 1 woidd not break 
with her for more money than I’ll speak of. 

Shaf. We have lingered about a match betw^een 
Aime X^age and my cousin Slender, and this day 
w e ^hall have our answer. 

Slen. I hope I have your good-will, father Page. 

Page. You have, master Slender ; I stand wholly 
foi you : — hut my wife, master doctor, is for you 
altogether, 

Cams. Ay', by gar; and de maid is lovc-arne; 
my mirsli-a (Quickly tell me so mush. 

Ifost. What say you to young master Fenton? 
he capers, he dances, he has eyes of youth, he 
w ritt's verses, he speaks holyday ; he smells April 
and iVIay ; he will carry ’t, he will carry ’t. 

Page. Not by my consent, I promise you. The 
gentleman is of no having • he kept company wdtli 
the wild Prince and I’oins ; he is of too high a 
region, he knows too much. No, he shall not 
knit a knot in his fortunes with the linger of my 
substance . if he lake her, let liim take her simply ; 
the wealth I liave, waits on my consent, and my 
consent goes not that way. 

Ford. 1 beseech you, lieartily, some of you go 
liome vsith me to dinner: besides your cheer, you 

shall have sport ; I will show' you a monster. 

jVlaster doctor, you shall go ; — so shall you, master 
I’agc; — and you, sir Hugh. 

Shid. Well, fare you \^eil ; — we shall have the 
freer wooing at inasttr Page's. 

[Exeunt Shallow' a7id Slender. 

Cams. Go home, John Rugby; I come anon. 

[Exit Rugby. 

}tost. Farewell, my hearts- I wall to my honest 
knight X'alstair, and drink canary with him. 

^ [Exit Host. 

Ford, [j/tsidc.'] 1 think, I shall drink in pipe-wine 
first with him ; I’ll make him dance. Will you go, 
gentles ? 

^///. Have with you, to see this monster. [Exeunt. 

S(’ENE III. — A Hoorn in Imrd’.s House. 

Enter ]\frs. X’oud and ilfrs. Page. 

Mrs. Ford. What, John ' what, Robert ! 

Mrs. Page. Quickly, ipdckly; Is the buck-bas- 
ket — 

Mrs. Ford. I warrant ; — What, Robin, I say. 
Enter Servants with a basket. 

Mrs. Page. Come, come, come. 

Mrs. Ford. Here, set it down. 

Mrs. Page. Give your men the charge ; we must 
be brief. 

Mrs. Ford. Marry, as I told you before, John 
and Robert, be ready here hard by in the brew'- 
house ; and when I suddenly call you, come forth, 
and (without any pause, or staggering,) take this 
basket on your shoulders ; that done trudge with 
it in all haste, and carry it among the whitsters in 

* Out of the common style. 

E 2 
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Datchet-mead, and there empty it in the muddy 
ditch, 010*^0 by tlie Thames’ side. 

Mrs, Page, You will do it ? 

Mrs. Ford. I have told them over and over ; they 
lack no direction ; Begone, and come when you 
are called. [^EiteuiU Servants. 

Mrs. Page Here comes little Uobin. 

Elder Robin. 

Mrs. Ford. How now, my eyas>musket ? ® what 
news with you ? 

Hob. My master sir John is come in at your l>ack> 
door, mistress Ford ; and requests your company. 

Mrs. Page. You little Jack-a-lent 7, have you 
been true to us ? 

Rob. Ay, I’ll be sworn ; My master knows not 
of your being liere ; and bath threatened to put me j 
into everlasting liberty, if I tell you of it ; for, he 
swears, he’ll turn me away. | 

Mrs. Page. ITiou’rt a good boy ; this secrecy of j 
thine shall be a tailor to thee, and shall make thee 
a new doublet and hose. — I’ll go hide me. 

Mrs, Ford. Do so : — Go tell lliy master, I am 
alone. Mistress Page, remember you your cue. 

[FrU Robin. 

Mrs. Page. I warrant thee ; if 1 do not act it, 
hiss me. fFxit Mrs. Pace. 

Mrs. Ford. Go to then ; we’ll use this gross 
watery pumpion ; we’ll teach him to know turtles 
from jays. 

Enter Faestakf. 

Fal, Have T caught thee, mi/ heavenb/ jewel ! 
Why, now let me die, for 1 have lived long enough ; 
this is the period of my ambition ; O this blessed 
hour ! 

Mrs. Ford. O sweet sir John ! 

1^'al. Mistress Ford, I cannot cog, I cannot prate, 
mistress Ford. Now shall I sin in my wish : 1 would 
thy husband were dead ; I’ll s{)eak it before the 
best lord, I would make thee my lady. 

Mrs. Ford. I your lady, sir John I alas, I should 
be a pitiful lady. 

Ful. Let the court of France show me such an- 
other: I see how thine eye would emulate the dia- 
mond ; Thou hast the right arched bent of the brow, 
that becomes the ship-tire, the tire-valiant, or any 
tire of Venetian aibnittance. 

Mrs. Ford. A plain kerchief, sir John : my brows 
become nothing else ; nor that well neither. 

Fnl. Thou art a traitor to say so ; thou would’st 
make an absolute courtier; and the firm fixture of 
thy foot would give an excellent motion to thy gait, 
in a semi-circled farthingale. I see what thou wert, 
if fortune tliy foe were not ; nature is tliy friend : 
Come, thou canst not hide it. 

Mrs. Ford. Believe me, there’s no such thing in 
me. 

Fal. What made me love thee ? let that persuade 
thee, there’s something extraordinary in thee. 
Come, 1 cannot cog, and s;iy, Uiou art tliis and 
that, like a many of these lisping haw-thorn buds, 
that come like women in men’s apparel, and smell 
like Buck1crs4>ury in simple-time ; I cannot : but 
I love thee ; none but thee ; and thou deservest it. 

Mrs. Ford. Do not betray me, sir ; I fear, you 
love mistress Page. 

* A young small hawk. 

7 A puppet thrown at in I^ent, like shrove.cncks. 

^ Formerly chiefly inhabited by druggists. 


Fat. Thou might’st as well say, I love to walk 
by the Counter-gate ; which is as hateful to tne as 
the reek of a lime-kiln. 

Mrs. Ford. Well heaven knows, how I love you j 
and you shall one day find it. 

Fal. Keep in that mind ; I’ll deserve it. 

Mrs Ford. Nay, I must tell you, so you do ; or 
else I could not be in that iniml. 

Rob. \ within.] Mistress Ford, mistress Ford ! 
here’s mistress Page at the door, sweating, and 
blowing, and looking wildly, and would needs speak 
with you presently. 

Fal. She shall not see me ; I w ill ensconce 9 me 
behind the arms. 

Mrs. Ford. Pray you, do so ; she’s a very tat- 
tling woman. — [Falstaff hules himself. 

Enter Mrs. Page and Robin. 

What’s the matter ? how now ? 

Mrs. Page. O mistress Ford, what have you 
done ? You’ve shamed, you are overthrown, you 
are undone for ever. 

M/S. F'ord. What’s the matter, good mistress 
Page ? 

Mrs. Page. O wcll-a-day, mistress Ford ! having 
an honest man to your husband, to give him such 
cause of suspicion ! 

Mrs. Ford. Wliat cause of suspicion ? 

Mrs. Page. What cause of suspicion ' — Out 
upon you ! how’ am I mistook in you ? 

Mrs. Ford. Why, alas ! what’s the matter ? 

Mrs. Page. Your husband’s coming hither, w'o- 
man, with all the officers in Windsor, to search for 
a gentleman, that, he says, is here, now in the 
house, by your consent, to take an ill advantage of 
his absence : you are undone. 

Mrs. Ford. Speak louder, {Aside.] — ’Tis not 
so, I hope. 

Mrs. Page. Pray heaven it be not .so, that you 
have such a man here ; but ’tis most certain your 
husband’s coining with half Windsor at his heels, 
to search for such a one. I come before to tell 
you : If you know yourself clear, why I am glad of 
it : but if you have a friend here, convey, convey 
him out. Be not amazed ; call all your senses to 
you ; defend your reputation, or bid farewell to 
your good life for ever, 

Mrs. Ford. What shall I do ? — There is a gen- 
tleman, my dear friend ; and I fear not mine own 
shame, so much as his peril : I had rather than a 
thousand pound, he were out of the house. 

Mrs. Page. For shame, never stand you had 
rather, and you had rather ; your husband’s here 
at hand, betliink you of some conveyance : in the 
house you cannot hide him. — O, how have you 
deceived me ! — Look, here is a basket : if he be 
of any reasonable stature, he may creep in here ; 
and throw foul linen upon him, as if it were going 
to bucking : Or, it is whiting-time send him by 
your two men to Datchet-mead, 

Mrs. Ford. He’s too big to go in there: What 
shall 1 do ? 

Re-enter Falstaff. 

Fal. Let me see’t ! let me sec’t ! O let me see’t ! 
I’ll in, I’ll in ; — follow your friend’s counsel ; — 
ril in. 

Mrs. Page. What! sir John Falstaff ! Are these 
your letters, knight ? 

'• Iliile 1 bleaching fime. 
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Fo/. I love thee, and none but thee ; help me 
away : let me creep in here ; I’ll never — 

[//c goes into the basket ; they cover him 
with fold linen, 

Mrs. Page. Help to cover your master, boy : 
Call your men, mistress Ford : — You dissembling 
knight. 

Mrs Ford. Wliat, John, Robert, John ! [Fxk 
Robin ; lie-enter Servants.] Go, take up these 
clothes here, quickly; Wliere’s the cowl-stafF? 
look, how you drumble ’ ; carry them to the laun- 
dress in Datchet-niead ; quickly, come. 

Enter Ford, Pack, Caius, and Sir Hugh Evans. 

Ford. Pray you, come near : if I suspect W'ithout 
cause, why then make sport at me, then let rne be 
your jest; I deserve it — How now ? whither bear 
you this? 

Serv, To the laundress, forsooth. 

Mrs. Ford. Why, what liave you to do whither 
they bear it ? You were best meddle with buck- 
washing. 

Ford. Buck? I would I could wash myself of 
the buck ! Buck, buck, buck ? Ay, buck ; I war- 
rant you, buck ; and of the season too, it shall ap- 
pear. {Exeunt Servants with the basket.] Gentle- 
men, I have dreamed to-night: I’ll tell you my 
dream. Here, here, here be my keys ; ascend my 
chambers, search, seek, find out ; I’ll warrant we’ll 
unkennel the fox ; — Bet me stop this way first : — 
So now uncape. 

Page Good master Ford, be contented ; you 
wrong yourself too much. 

Ford. True, master Page. — Up, gentlemen ; you 
shall see sport anon ; follow me, gentlemen. [Exit. 

Eva. This is fery fantastical humours, and jea- 
lousies. 

Cams, By gar, ’tis no de fashion of France : it is 
not jealous in France. 

Page, Nay, follow him, gentlemen ; see the issue 
of his search. {Exeunt Evans, Page, and Caius. 

Mrs. Page Is tliere not a double excellency in 

this? 

Mrs. Ford, I know not wdiich pleases me better, 
that my husband is deceived, or sir John. 

Mrs, Page. What a taking was he in, when your 
husband asked who was in the basket? 

Mrs, Ford. Throwing him into the water will do 
him a benefit. 

Mrs. Page. Hang him, dishonest rascal ! I would, 
all of the same strain were in the same distress. 

Mrs. Ford. I tliink my husband hath some spe- 
cial susj)icion of FalstaflT’s being here ; for I never 
baw him so gross in his jealousy till now. 

Mrs, Page. I will lay a plot to try that : And we 
will yet have more tricks with Falstaff ; his dissolute 
disease will scarce obey this medicine. 

Mrs. Ford. Shall w'c send that foolish carrion, 
mistress Quickly, to him, and excuse his throwing 
mto the water ; and give him another hope, to 
betray him to another punishment ? 

Mrs. Page, We’ll do it ; let him be sent for to- 
morrow eight o’clock, to have amends. 

-Rc-crt/cr Ford, Page, Caius, and Hugh Evans. 

Foi'd, I cannot find him : may be the knave 
of that he could not compass. 

* A btaff for carrying a large tub or basket ® Drone. 

^ Unbag the fox. 


Mrs. Page. Heal'd you tliat ? 

Mrs. Ford. Ay, ay, peace : — You use me well, 
master Ford, do you ? 

Ford. Ay, 1 do so. 

Mrs. Ford, Heaven make you better than your 
thouglits ! 

Ford. Amen. 

Mrs. Page. You do yourself mighty wrong, mas- 
ter lord. 

Ford. Ay, ay ; I must bear it. 

Eva. If there be any pody in the house, and in 
the chambers, and in the collers, and in the presses, 
heaven forgive my sins ! 

Caius. By gar, nor 1 too ; dere is no bodies. 

Page. Fie, fie, master Ford ! are you not ashamed? 
What spirit, what devil suggests this imagination ? 
I would not have your distemper in this kind, for 
the wealth of Windsor Castle. 

Ford. ’Tis my fault, master Page ; I suffer for it. 

Eva. You suffer for a pad conscience ; your wife 
is as honest a ’omans, as I will desires among five 
tliousand, and five hundred too. 

Caius. By gar, I sec ’tis an honest woman. 

Ford. Well ; — 1 promised you a dinner : — 
Come, come, walk in the park : 1 pray you, pardon 
me ; I will hereafter make known to you, why 1 
have done this. — Come, wife ; — come mistress 
Page ; 1 pray you pardon me ; pray heartily, par- 
don me. 

Page. Bet’s go in, gentlemen ; but, trust me, 
we’ll mock him, I do invite you to-morrow morn- 
ing to my house to breakfast ; after, we’ll a birdiiig 
together ; 1 ha\ e a fine hawk for the bush : Shall it 
be so ? 

Ford. Any thing. 

Eva. If there is one, I shall make two in the 
company. 

Ford, Pray you go, master Page. 

Eva. I pray you now, remembrance to-morrow 
on the knave, mine host, 

Cains. Hat is good ; by gar, vit all my heart. 
Eva, A knave ; to have liis gibes and his mock- 
eries. [Exeunt. 

S(?ENE IV. — A Room in Page’i House. 

Enter Fenton, and Mistress Anne Page. 

FenJt. I see, I cannot get thy father’s love ; 
Therefore, no more turn me to him, sweet Nan. 

Anne, Alas ! how then ? 

Fen. Why, thou must be thyself. 

He doth object, 1 am too great of birth ; 

And that, my state being gall’d with my expence, 

I seek to heal it only by his wealth : 

Besides these, other bars he lays before me, 

My riots past, my wild societies ; 

And tells me, ’tis a thing impossible 
I should love thee, but as a property. 

Anne, May be, he tells you true, 

FeiU, No, heaven so speed me in my time to 
come ! 

Albeit, I will confess, thy father’s wealth 
Was the first motive that I woo’d thee, Anne ; 

Yet, w'ooing thee, I found thee of more value 
Than stamps in gold, or sums in scaled bags ; 

And ’tis the very riches of thyself 
lliat now I aim at. 

Anne, Gentle master Fenton, 

Yet seek my father’s love : still seek it, sir : 

E 3 
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If opportunity and humblest suit. 

Cannot attain it, why then. — Hark you hither. 

[T/ie// converse apart. 

Enter Shallow, Slender, and Mrs. Quickly. 

Shal. Break their talk, Mrs. Quickly ; iny kins- 
man shall speak for himself. 

Slen. I’ll make a shaft or a bolt on’t'*: slid, ’tis 
but venturing. 

Shal* Be not dismay’d. 

Slen* No, she shall not dismay me : I care not 
for that, — but that I am afeard. 

Cluu:k. Hark ye j master Slender would speak a 
word with you. 

Anne* I come to him. — This is my father’s 
choice. 

O, what a world of vile ill-favour’d faults 
Looks handsome in three hundred pounds a year ! 

[Aside. 

Quick. And how docs good master Fenton? Pray 
you, a word with you. 

Shal, She’s coming; to her, coz. O boy, thou 
hadst a father. 

Slen, I had a father, mistress Anne ; — my uncle 
can tell you good jests of him : — Pray you, uncle, 
tell mistress Anne the jest, how my father stole 
two geese out of a pen, good uncle. 

Shal. INIistress Anne, my cousin loves you. 

Slen* Ay, that I do ; as well as I love any woman 
in Glocestershire. 

Shal* lie will maintain you like a gentlewoman. 

Slen* Ay, that 1 will, come cut and long-tail, 
under the degree of a ’squire. 

Shal* lie will make you a hundred and fifty 
pounds jointure. 

Anne* Good master Shallow, let him woo for 
himself. 

Shal* Marry, I thank you for it ; I thank you for 
that good comfort. She calls you, coz ; I’ll leave 
you. 

Anne* Now, master Slender. 

Shn* Now, good mistress Anne. 

Anne. What is your will. 

Slen. My will ? od’s heartlings, that’s a pretty 
jest indeed! I ne’er made my will yet, J thank 
heaven ; I am not such a sickly creature, I give 
heaven praise. 

Anne, I mean, master Slender, what would you 
with me ? 

Slen. Truly, for mine own part, I would little or 
nothing with you : Your father, and my uncle, have 
made motions ; if it be my luck, so : if not, happy 
man be his dole ! ^ They can tell you how things 
go, better than I can : You may ask your father ; 
here he comes. 

Enter Page, and Mistress Page. 

Pa^e. Now, master Slender ; — Love him, daugh- 
ter Anne. — 

Why, how now ! what does master Fenton here ? 
You wrong me, sir, thus still to haunt my house : 

I told you, sir, my daughter is dis))os’d of. 

FerU* Nay, master Page, be not impatient. 

Mrs* Page. Good master Fenton, come not to 
ray child. 

Page* She is no match for you. 

Pent* Sir, will you hear me ? 

Page. No, good master Fenton. 

^ A proverb — a shaft was a long arrow, and a bolt a thick 
short one. » Lot. 


Come, master Shallow ; come, son Slender ; in : — 
Knowing my mind, you wrong me, master Fenton. 

[Exeunt Page, Shallow, and Slender. 

Quick. Speak to mistress Page. 

Pent* Good mistress Page, for that I love your 
daughter 

In such a riglitcous fashion as I do, 

Perforce, against all checks, rebukes, and manners, 

I must advance the colours of ray love, 

And not retire ; l.et me have your good will. 

Anne* Good mother, do not marry me to yond’ 
fool. 

Mrs, Page. I mean it not ; I seek you a better 
husband. 

Quick. Tliat’s my master, master doctor. 

Anne. Alas, I had rather he set quick i’ the earth. 
And bowl’d to death with turnips. 

Mrs. Page. Come, trouble not yourself: Good 
master Fenton. 

I will not bo your friend, nor enemy : 

My daughter will 1 question how' she loves you, 
And as 1 find her, so am I aliected ; 

’Till then, farewell sir • — She must needs go in ; 
Her father will be angry. 

[Exeunt Mrs. Page and Anne. 

Pent. Farewell, gentle mistress; farewell, Nan. 

Quick. This is my doing now; — N.»y, said 1, 
will you cast away your child on a fool, and 
physician ? Look on master Fenton : — tliis is my 
doing. 

Pent. I thank thee ; and I pray thee, once to- 
night 

Give my sweet Nan this ring : There’s for thy })ains. 

[Exit. 

Quick. Now heaven send thee good fortune I A 
kind heart he hath, a woman would run thioiigh 
fire and water for such a kind heart. But yet, 1 
would my master had itiistress Anne; or J w'ould 
master Slender had her ; or, in sootli, I would 
master h'enton had her : I will do what I can for 
them all three ; for so I have promised, and I’ll he 
as good as my word; but speciously® for master 
Fenton, Well, 1 must of another errand to sir 
John Falstalf from my two mistresses: What a 
beast am I to slack 7 it, [Exit* 

SCENE V. — A Room in the Garter Inn. 

Enter Falstaef and Bardolph. 

Pal* Bardolph, I say, — 

Bard. Here, sir. 

Pal. Go fetch me a quart of sack ; put a toast 
in’t. [Exit Bard.] Have I lived to he carried in 
a basket, like a harrow of butcher’s offal ? and to 
be thrown into the ’J'hames? Well; if I be served 
such another trick. I’ll have my brains ta’en out, 
and buttered, and give them to a dog for a new 
year’s gift. The rogues slighted me into the river 
with as little remorse as they would have drowned 
blind puppies, fifteen i* the litter ; and you may 
know by my size, that 1 have a kind of alacrity in 
sinking ; if the bottom were ever so deep, I should 
down, I had been drowned, but that the shore 
was shelvy and shallow : a death that I abhor ; for 
tlie water swells a man ; and what a thing should I 
have been, when I liad lK*en swelled! I should 
j have* been a mountain of mummy. 
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lie enter Bardolpii, with the wine. 

Bard. Here’s mistress Quickly, sir, to speak with 
you. 

Fal. Come, let me pour in some sack to the 
Thames water ; for my inside s as cold, as if 1 had 
swallowed snow-balls. Call her in. 

Bard. Come in, woman. 

Kilter Mrs. Quickly. 

Quick. By your leave ; I cry you mercy : Give 
your worship good-morrow. 

Fal. 'J’ake away these chalices; Go brew me a 
pottle of sack finely. — Bardolph.] — How 

now ? 

Quick. Marry, sir, I come to your w'orship from 
mistress Ford. 

Kal. IVlistrcss Ford! I have had ford enough: T 
was thrown into the ford. 

Quick. Alas tlie day ' good heart, that was not 
her fault ; she does so take on with her men ; they 
mistook their erection. 

Kaf. So did I mine, to build upon a foolish wo- 
man’s promise. 

Quick. Well, she laments, sir, for it, that it would 
yearn your heart to see it. Ilei husliand goes this 
morning a birding; she desires you once more to 
(’onie to licr between eight and nine : T must carry 
her word quickly ; she’ll make you amends, 1 
warrant you. 

Kal. Well, I will visit her; Tell her so; and bid 
her think, what a man is ; let her consider his 
frailty, and then judge of my merit. 

Quirk. I will ti'll her. 

Fat. Do so. Betvvcen nine and ten, sa)'st thou? 

Quid. Eight and nine, sir. 

Fill. Well, be gone ; I 'will not miss her. 

Quick. Peace be v>ilh you, sir. {Frit. 

Fal. 1 marvel, I hear not of master Brook ; he 
sent me word to stay within; I like Iiis money 
well. O, here lie comes. 

Filler Ford. 

Ford. Bless you, sir ! 

l^'ul. Now, master Brook? you come to know 
what hath passed between me and Ford’s wife? 

Ford. That, indeed, sir John, is my business. 

Fal. Master Brook, I will not lie to you; 1 was 
at her house the hour she ajipointed me. 

Ford. And how sped you, sir? 

Fal. Very ill-favoiiredly, master Brook. 

Ford. How so, sir? Did she change her deter- 
mination ? 

Fal. No, master Brook ; but tlie peaking cor- 
nuto, her husband, master Brook, dwelling in a 
continual ’larum of jealousy, comes me in the in- 
stant of our encounter, after we had embraced, 
kissed, protested, and, as it were, spoke the pro- 
logue of our comedy ; and at liis heels a rabble of 
his companions, thither provoked and instigated by 
his distemper, and, forsooth, to search his house for 
his wife’s love. 

Ford, What, while you were there ? 

Fal, While I was there. 

Ford. And did he search for you, and could not 

find you ? 

Fal. You sliall hear. As good luck would have 

comes in one mistress Page ; gives intelligence 
of Ford’s approach; and, by her invention, and 
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Ford’s wife’s distraction, tlicy conveyed me into a 
buck-basket? 

Ford. A buck-basket? 

Fal. Yea, a buck-basket: rammed me in with 
foul shirts and socks, foul stockings, and greasy 
napkins; that, master Brook, there was the rankest 
compound of villainous smell, tliat ever oflended 
nostril. 

Ford. And how long lay you there? 

Fal. Nay, you shall hear, master Brook, what I 
have sufl'ered to bring this woman to evil for your 
good. Being thus crammed in die basket, a couple 
of Ford’s knaves, his hinds, were called forth by 
dieir mistress, to carry me in the name of foul 
clothes to Datchet-lane : they took me on their 
shoulders ; met the jealous knave their master in 
the door ; who asked them once or twice what diey 
had in their basket : 1 quaked for fear, lest die 
lunatic knave would have searched it; but Fate, 
ordaining lie should he a cuckold, held his hand. 
Well ; on went lie for a search, and away w ent I 
for foul clothes. But mark the sequel, master 
Brook : 1 sidfeied the pangs of three several deaths: 
first, an intolerable flight, to be detected with a 
jealous ])ell-w ether . next, to be compassed like a 
good bilbo in the cireumference of a peck, hilt to^ 
point, heel to head : and then, to be stojiped in, 
like a strong distillation, with stinking clothes ; I 
think of that, — a man of iny kidney, think of that; f 
that am as subject to licat as butler ; a man of ; 
continual dissolution and thaw ; it w'as a miracle to ' 
’scape sufibcation. And in the height of this bath, 
when I was more than half stewed in grease, like a 
Dulcli dish, to lie throvMi into the 'J’hames, and 
cooled, glowing hot, in tJiat surge, like a horse- 
shoe ; think of that ; — liissing hot, — think of diat, 
master Biook. 

Ford. In good satlness, sir, I am sorry that for 
my sake you have suflered all this. My suit then 
is desperate ; you’ll undertake her no more. 

Fal. Master Brook, I w ill be thrown into iEtna, 
as 1 have been into 'Diames, ere 1 will leave her 
thus. Her husband is this morning gone a bird- 
ing : I have received from her another embassy of 
meeting ; ’twixt eight and nine is the hour, master 
Brook. 

Ford. ’Tis past eight already, sir. 

Fal. Is it? I will then adtlress me to my appoint- 
ment. Come to me at your convenient leisure, and 
you shall know how I speed ; and the conclusion 
shall be crowned with your having her : Adieu. 
You shall have her, master Brook ; master Brook, 
you shall cuckold Ford. [Exit. 

Ford. Hum! ha! is this a vision? is this a dream? 
do I sleep ? Master Ford, aw'ake ; av/ake, master 
Ford ; tliere’s a hole made in your best coat, master 
Ford. This ’tis to be married ! this ’tis to have 
linen and buck -baskets ! — Well, I will proclaim 
myself what I am ; I will now take the lecher ; he 
is at my house : he cannot ’scape me ; ’tis impos- 
sible he should ; he cannot creep into a halfpenny 
purse, nor into a pepper-box ; but, lost the devil 
that guides liim should aid him, I will search im- 
possible places. Though what I am I cannot 
avoid, yet to be what I would not, shall not make 
me tame ; if I have horns to make one mad, let the 
proverb go with me, I’ll be horn mad. [Exit. 

^ Bilboa, where the bcbt blades arc made. 
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ACT IV. 


SCENE I. — A Room in Fortl’s House, 

Enter Falstaff and Mrs, Foiin. 

Fal. Mistress Ford, your sorrow hath eaten up 
my sufferance : I see you are obsequious in your 
love, and I profess requital to a hair’s breailth; not 
only, mistress Ford in tJie simple office of love, but 
in all the accoutrement, complement, and ceremony 
of it, But are you sure of your husband now ? 

^frs, Ford. He’s a birding, sweet sir John. 

Mrs, Page, [iVithin.^ What hoa, gossip Ford! 
what hoa ! 

Mrs. Ford. Step into the chamber, sir John, 

[Esit Falstaff, 

Enter Mrs. Page, 

Mrs. Page. How now, sweetheart ? who's at 
home beside yourself ? 

Mrs. Ford, Why, none but mine own people. 

Mrs, Page. Indeed? 

Mrs, Ford. No, certainly; — speak louder. \^Aside. 

Mrs, Page, Truly, I am so glad you have nobody 
here. 

Mrs. Ford. Why ? 

Mrs. Page. Why, woman, your husband is in 
his own lunes 9 again ; he so takes on yonder with 
my husband ; so rails against all married mankind; 
so curses all Eve’s daughters, of what complexion 
soever ; and so buffets himself on the forehead, cry- 
ing Peer out, peer out ! that any madness I ever 
yet beheld seemed but tameness, civility, and pa- 
tience, to this his distemper he is in now ; I am 
glad the fat knight is not here. 

Mrs. Ford, Why, does he talk of him ? 

Mrs, Page, Of none but him ; and swears, he 
was carried out, the last time he searched for him 
in a basket : protests to my husband he is now 
here; and hath drawn him and the rest of their 
company from their sport, to make another experi- 
ment of his suspicion : but 1 am glad the knight is 
not here ; now he shall see his own foolery.' 

Mrs. Ford, How near is he, mistress Page ? 

Mrs, Page. Hard by ; at street end ; he will be 
here anon. 

Mrs, Ford, I am undone ! — the knight is here. 

Mrs. Page. Why, tlien you are utterly sliamed, 
and he’s but a dead man. What a woman are you ? 
— Away with him, away with him ; better shame 
than murder. 

Mrs. Ford. Which way should he go? how 
should I bestow him? Shall I put him into the 
basket again? 

Re-enter Falstaff. 

Fal, No, I’ll come no more i* the basket : May 
I not go out ere he come? 

Mrs. Page. Alas, three of master Ford’s bro- 
thers watch the door with pistols, that none shall 
issue out ; otherwise you might slip away ere he 
came. But what make you here ? 

Fal. Whall shall I do? — I’ll creep up into the 
chimney. 

M'f'S. Ford. There they always use to discharge 
their birding pieces : creep into the kiln-hole. 

Fal. Where is it ? 

^ Mad fitB. 


Mrs. Ford. He will seek there on my word. 
Neither press, coffer, chest, trunk, well, vault, but 
he hath an abstract for the remembrance of such 
places, and goes to them by his note : There is no 
hiding you in the house. 

Fal. ril go out then. 

Mrs. Page. If you f'O out in your own sem- 
blance, you die, sir John. Unless you go out dis- 
guised. 

Mrs. Ford. How might we disguise him? 

Mrs. Page. Alas the day, I know not. There 
is no woman’s gown big enough for him ; oUier- 
wise, he might put on a hat, a muffler, and a ker- 
chief, and so escape. 

Fid. Good hearts, devise something : any extre- 
mity rather than a mischief. 

Mrs. Ford. My maid’s aunt, the fat woman of 
Brentford, has a gown above. 

Mrs. Page. On my word, it will serve him; 
she’s as big as be is : and there’s her thrum’d hat, 
and her muffler too ; Run up, .sir John. 

Mrs. Ford. Go, go, sweet sir John : mistress 
Page and 1 will look some linen for your head. 

Mrs. Page. Quick, quick ; we’ll come dress you 
straight: put on the gown the while. [Ex'U Falstaff. 

Mrs. Ford. I would my husband would meet him 
in lliis shape : he cannot abide the old woman of 
Brentford ; he swears she’s a witch ; forbade her 
my house, and hath threatened to beat her, 

Mrs. Page. Heaven guide him to thy husband’s 
cudgel ; and the devil guide his cudgel afterwards • 

Mrs. Ford. But is my husband coining? 

Mrs, Page. Ay, in good sadness is he ; and talks 
of the basket too, howsoever he hatli had intelli- 
gence. 

Mrs. Ford. We'll try that ; for I’ll appoint my 
men to carry the basket again, to meet him at the 
door with it, as they did last time. 

Mrs. Page. Nay, but he’ll be here presently ; 
let’s go dress him like the witch of Brentford. 

Mrs. Ford. I’ll first direct my men, what they 
shall do with the basket. Go up, I’ll bring linen 
for him straight. [Exit. 

Mrs. Page. Hang him, dishonest varlet ! we can- 
not misuse him enougli. 

We’ll leave a proof, by that which we will do, 

Wives may be merry, and yet honest too. [Exit. 

Re-enter Mrs. Ford, wUk two servants, 

Mrs, Ford, Go, sirs, take the basket again on 
your shoulders ; your master is hard at door ; if he 
bid you set it down, obey him : quickly, dispatch. 

[Exit, 

1 Serv, Come, come, take it up. 

2 Serv. Pray heaven, it be not full of the knight 
again. 

1 Serv. I hope not ; I had as lief bear so much 
lead. 

Enter Ford, Page, Shallow, Caius, and Sir 
Hugh Evans. 

Ford. Ay, but if it prove true, master Page, have 
you any way then to unfool me again ? — Set down 
the basket, villain : — Somebody call my wife - — 
You, youth in a basket, come out here ! — O, you 
panderly rascals! there’s a knot, a gang, a pack, a 
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conspiracy ag;ainst me ; Now shall the devil be 
shamed. What ! wife, I say ! come, come forth ; 
behold what honest clothes you send forth to bleach- 
inj'. 

Page, Why, this passes! Master Ford, you are not 
to "o loose any longer ; you must be pinioned. 

llva. Why, this is lunatics ! this is mad as a matl 
dog ! 

ShaL Indeed, master Ford, this is not well ; in- 
deed. 

Enter Mrs» Ford. 

Ford. So say 1 too, sir. — Come hither, mistress 
Ford ; mistress Forrl, the honest woman, the modest 
wife, the virtuous creature, that hath the jealous fool 
to her husband ! — 1 suspect without cause, mistress, 
<io I ? 

Ford. Heaven he my witness, you do, if you 
siisjiect me in any dishonesty. 

Ford. Well said, brazen-face ; hold it out. 

Come forth, sirrah. 

I Pul/s the clothes out of the basket. 

Page, 'riiis passes ! 

Mrs. Fat'd. Are you not ashamed? let the clothes 
alone. 

Ford. I shall find you anon. 

Evn. ’Tis unreasonable ! Come aw'ay. 

J'hrd. Einjity tlie basket, I say. 

Mrs. Ford. Wdiy, man, why, — 

Ford. Master Cage, as I am a man, there w^asone 
conveyed out of my house yesterday in this basket : 
Why may not he be there again ? In my house I am 
sure he is : my intelligence is true ; my jealousy is 
rtasonable : IMuck me out all the linen. 

Mrs. Ford. If you tind a man there, he shall die 
a riea’s death. 

l*agc. Here’s no man. 

Shal. By my fidelity, tliis is not well, master Ford ; 
this wrongs you. 

Eva. Master Ford, you must pray, and not fol- 
low the imaginations of your own heart : this is 
jealousies. 

Fotd. Well, he’s not here T seek for. 

No, nor no w here else, but in your brain. 

Ford, Help to .search my house this one time : 
if I find not what I seek, show no colour for ray 
extremity, let me for ever be your tuhle-sport ; let 
them say of me, As jealous as Ford, that searched a 
hollow^ walnut for his wife’s leman. ' Satisfy me once 
more ; once more search with me. 

Mrs. Ford. What hoa, mistress Page ! come you, 
ami the old w'oman down ; iny husband will come 
into the chamber. 

Ford. Old woman ! What old woman’s that ? 

Mrs, Ford. Why, it is my maid’s aunt of Brentford. 

Ford. A witch, a quean, an old cozening quean ! 
Have I not forbid her my house? She comes of er- 
rands, does she ? We are simple men ; w e do not 
know w^hat’s brought to pass under the profession 
ol fortune-telling. She works by channs, by spells, 
l)y the figure, and such daiibery as this is ; beyond 

our element : we know nothing. Come down, 

you witch, you hag you; come down, I say. 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, good, sweet husband ; — good 
gentlemen, let him not strike the old woman. 

Enter Falstaff in woman* s clothes, led by Mrs, 
Page. 

Mrs. Page. Come, mother Pratt, come, give me 
your liaiid. 


Ford. I’ll fyt'at her: out of my door, }ou 

witch! [beats him.'] ^ou rag, you baggage, }ou 
pole-cat, you ronyoii ! ’ out 1 out ! I’ll conjure you, 
I’ll fortune-tell you. \Exit Fal. 

Mrs. Page. Are you not ashamed? I think you 
have kill’d the poor woman. 

Mrs. Ford, Nay, he will do it : — ’Tis a goodly 
credit for you. 

Ford. Hang her, witch ! 

Eva. By yea and no, 1 think, the ’oman is a witch 
indeed : 1 like not when a ’oman has a great peard ; 
I spy a great peard under her muftler. 

Ford. Will you follow', gentlemen? I beseech 
you, follow ; sec hut the issue of my jealousy : if I 
cry out thus upon no trail S never trust me w hen I 
ojien again. 

Page. I..et’s obey bis humour a little further: 
Come, gentlenu n. 

[Exeunt Page, Ford, Shallow, and Evans. 

Mrs Page. Trust me, he beat him most pitifully. 

Afrs. Fot'd. Nay, by the mass, that lie did not , 
he heat him most unjntifully, methought. 

Mrs. Page. I’ll have the cudgel hallowed ; it hath 
done meritorious service. 

Mt.s Ford. What think you? IVIay we, with the 
warrant of womanhood, and the witness of a good 
conscience, pursue liim with .any further revenge ? 

Mrs. Page. The spirit of w'antonness is, sure, 
scared out of him ; if the devil have him not in fee- 
sinqile, with tine and recovery, he will never, I 
think, attempt us again. 

Mrs. Ford. Shall we tell our husbands how vve 
have served him ? 

Mrs. Page. Yes, by all means ; if it be but to 
scrape the figures out of your husband’s brains. If 
they can find in their hearts, the poor unvirtuous 
fat knight shall he any further afflicted, we two will 
still be the ministers. 

Mrs. Ford. I’ll warrant, they’ll have him pub- 
lick ly shamed : and, inethinks, there would be no 
period to the jest, should he not be publickly 
shamed. 

Mrs. Page. Come, to the forge with it then, sh.'xpe 
it : I would not have things cool. [Exeunt. 

• 

SCENE II. — A lioom in the Garter Jnn. 

Enter Host amt Bardoi.ph. 

Jhird. Sir, the Germans desire to Iiave three of 
your horses : the duke liimself w ill be to-morrow at 
court, and they are going to meet him. 

Host. What duke should that he, conies so se- 
cretly ? 1 hear not of him in the court : l.ct me 

speak with the gentlemen ; they speak Pmglish ? 

Jiard. Ay, sir ; I’ll call them to you. 

Host. They shall have my horses ; hut I’ll make 
them pay, I’ll sauce them : they have had my houses 
a week at command ; I have turned aw ay my other 
guests : they must come off ; I’ll sauce them ; Come. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE III. — A Room in Ford'j? House. 

Enter Page, Ford, Mrs. Page, Mrs. Ford, and 
Sir Hugh Evans. 

Eva. ’Tis one of' the pest discretions of a ’oman 
as ever I did look upon. 

Page. And did he send you both these letters at 
ail instant ? 

2 


5 I.ovor 


Scent. 
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Act IV. 


Mrs, Page, Within a quarter of an hour. 

Ford, Pardon me, wife ; Henceforth do what 
tliou wilt ; 

I ratlier will suspect the sun with cold, 

Than thee with wantonness : now doth thy honour 
stand, 

In him tlmt was of late an heretick, 

As hnn as faith. 

Page. ’Tis well, ’tis well ; no more. 

Be not as extreme in submission, 

As in offence ; 

But let our plot go forward ; let our wives 
Yet once again, to make us publick sport, 

Appoint a meeting with this old fat fellow, 

Where we may take him, and disgrace him for it. 
Ford, Tlicre is no better way tlian tliat they 
spoke of. 

Page. How ! to send him word they’ll meet him 
in the park at midnight ! fie, fie ! he’ll never come. 

Fm. You say, he has been thrown in the rivers ; 
and has been grievously peaten, as an old ’oman . 
methinks, there should be terrors in him, that he 
should not come. 

Page. So think I too. 

Mrs. Ford. Devise but how you’ll use him wdien 
he comes, 

And let us two devise to bring him thither. 

Mrs. Page, There is an old tale goes, that Herne 
the hunter. 

Sometime a keeper here in Windsor forest, 

, Doth all the winter time, at still midnight, 

Walk round about an oak, w itli great ragg’d norns ; 
And there he blasts the tree, and takes ^ the cattle ; 
And makes milch-kinc yield blood, and shakes a 
chain 

In a most hideous and dreadful manner : 

You have heard of such a spirit ; and well you know^. 
The superstitious idle-headed eld 
Received, and did deliver to our age. 

This tale of Herne the hunter for a truth. 

Page. Why, yet there want not many, that do fear 
In deep of night to walk by this Herne’s oak : 

But what of this? 

Mrs. Ford. Mariy, this is our device ; 

That Fal&tafF at that oak shall meet with us. 
Disguis’d like Herne, wdth huge horns on his head. 

Page. Well, let it not be doubted but he’ll come. 
And in this shape : Wlicn you have brought him 
thither. 

What shall be done with him ? what is your plot ? 
Mrs. Page, That likewise have we thought upon, 
and thus : 

Nan Page my daughter, and my little son. 

And three or four more of their growth, we’ll dress 
Idke urchins, ouphes and fairies, green and white, 
With rounds of waxen tapers on their heads, 

And rattles in their hands ; uj)on a sudden, 

As Falstaff, she, and I, are newly met, 

Let them from forth a saw-pit rush at once 
With some diffused song ; upon their sight, 

We two in great amazedness will fly : 

Then let tliem all encircle him about, 

And, fairy-like, to pinch the unclean knight ; 

And ask him, why, that hour of fairy-revel. 

In their so sacred paths he dares to tread, 

In shape prophane. 

Mrs. Ford, And till he tell the truth. 

Let the supposed fairies pinch him sound, 

And bum him with their tapers. 

< Strikes. ^ Old age. ^ Elf, hobgoblin. 


Mrs. Page. The truth being known, 

We’ll all present ourselves ; dis-horn the spirit, 
And mock him home to Windsor. 

Ford, The children must 

Be practised well to this, or they’ll ne’er do’t. 

Fva, 1 will teach the children their behaviours ; 
and I will be like a jack-an-apes also, to burn the 
kniglit wdtli my taber, 

For^i. That will be excellent. I’ll go buy them 
vizards. 

Mrs. Page. My Nan shall be the queen of all the 
fairies. 

Finely attired in a robe of w^liite. 

Page. That silk will I go buy ; — and in that time 
Shall master Slender steal my Nan aw'ay, [ Aside. 

And marry her at Eton. Go, .-iend to Falstaff 

straight. 

Ford. Nay, I’ll to him again in name of Brook : 
lie’ll tell me all J»is purpose : Sure, lie’il come. 

Mrs. Page. Fear not you that : Go, get us pro- 
perties, 

And tricking for our fairies. 

Fjva. Let us about it : It is admirable pleasures, 
and fery honest knaveries. 

[Exeunt Pacji-, Ford, and Evans. 

Mrs. Page. Go, mistress Ford, 

Send quickly to sir John, to know' his mind. 

[Ent Mrs. I'okd. 

ril to the doctor ; he hath iny good will, 

And none but he, to marry with Nan Page. 

That Slender, though well landed, is an idiot ; 

And he my husband best of all afreets: 

The doctor is w'ell money’d, and his friends 
Potent at court ; he, none but he, shall liave her, 
Though twenty thousand w'orthier come to crave her , 

[Exd. 

SCENE IV. — A lioom in the Garter Inn, 
Enter Host and Simple. 

Host. What w'ould’st thou have, boor? w'hal, 
thick-skin? speak, breathe, discuss; brief, short, 
quick, snap. 

Sim, Marry, sir, I come to speak w'ith sir John 
Falstaff’ from master Slender. 

Host. There’s his chamber, his house, his castle, 
his standing-bed, and truckle-bed ; ’tis ])iiinted about 
with the story of the prodigal, fresh and new : Go, 
knock and call ; he’ll speak like an Anthropopha- 
ginian 7 unto thee : Knock, I say. 

Sim, There’s an old woman, a fat w'oraan, gone 
u]) into his chamber ; I’ll be so bold as stay, sir, 
till she come down ; 1 come to speak w'ith her, in- 
deed. 

Host. Ha ! a fat woman ! the knight may be 
robbed : I’ll call. — Bully knight ! Bully sir John ’ 
speak from thy lungs military ; Art thou there ? it 
is thine host, thine Ephesian, calls. 

Fal, [above,'] How now, mine host? 

Host, Here’s a Bohemian- Tartar tarries the com- 
ing down of thy fat woman : Let her descend, bully , 
let her descend ; my chambers are honourable : Fye ! 
privacy ! fye I 

ErUer Falstaff. 

Fal, There was, mine host, an old fat woman 
even now with me ; but she’s gone. 

Pray you, sir, was’t not the wise woman of 
Brentford ? 

7 A cannibal. 
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FaL Ay, marry, was it, muscle-shell j What 
would you with her ? 

S/?n. My master, sir, my master Slender, sent to 
her, seeing her go through the streets, to know, sir, 
whether one Nyin, sir, tliat beguiled him of a chain, 
had the chain, or no, 

Fft/. I spake witlj the old woman about it. 

Si/n. And wdiat says she, 1 pray, sir ? 

Fal!. Marry, she says, that the very same man, 
that beguiled master Slender of his chain, cozened 
him of it. 

I would, 1 could have spoken wdth the 
woman herself; I had other things to have spoken 
with her too, from him. 

Fal. What are they ? let us know . 

I/o.st. Ay, come ; quick. 

Sim. I may not conceal them, sir. 

Fa/. Conceal them, or thou diest. 

Sim. Why, sir, they were nothing but about 
mistress Anne Page ; to know, if it w'cre my mas- 
ter’s fortune to have her, or no. 

Fa/. ''I'is, ’tis his fortune. 

Sim. What, sir? 

Fa/. To have her, — or no : Go ; say, the woman 
ti>l(l me so. 

Sim. IVfay 1 be so bold to say so, sir ? 

Fa/. Ay, sir Tike ; who more bold ? 

Sim. I thank your worshi[); I shall make my 
master glad wdth these tidings. [lu'it Simpli:. 

/fast. Thou art eleikly^, tlioii art clerkly, sir 
John. Was there a wise woman with thee 

Fa/. Ay, that there was, mine host ; one, that 
hath taught me more wit than ever I learnefl before 
in my life ; and 1 jiaid nothing for it neither, but 
was paid for my learning. 

IJii/m' Bakdoli’ii. 

I/ard. Out, alas, sir ' cozenage ! mere cozenage ! 

Where be my horses ? speak well of them, 

varletto. 

J/ard. Run away with the C 07 eners; bir soon 
as I came beyond Eton, they threw' me olf, IVoin 
beliind one of them, in a slough of mire ; and set 
.purs, and away, like three German devils, three 
Doctor Faustiises. 

flnst. They are gone but to meet the dnkc, vil- 
lain . do not say, they be fled ; Germans are honest 
men. 

Enter Sir IlrcH Evans. 

Fva. Where is mine host ? 

W'hat is the matter, sir ? 

Fra. Have a care of your entertainments : there 
is a friend of mine come to town, tells me, tlieie is 
three couzin gennans, that has cozened all tlie 
hosts of Headings, of INIaidenhead, of Colehrook, 
of horses and money. I tell you for good-will, look 
you ; you are wir>e, and full of gibes and vlouting- 
sfogs; and ’tis not convenient you should be co- 
zened : Fare you well. [EjiU. 

Enter Doctor Cmcs. 

Cams. Vere is mine Host dc Jarterre ? 

Host. Here, master doctor, in perplexity, and 
doubtful dilemma. 

Cains. I cannot tell vat is dat : but it istcll-a me, 
dat you make grand preparation for a duke de .far- 
'many : by my trot, dere is no duke, dat the court 
IS know to come ; I tell you for good vill . Atlieu. 

\_Eut. 


Host. Hue and cry, villain, go ; — assist me, 
knight ; I am undone : — fly, run, hue and cry, 
villain! I am undone ! 

[^Exeimt Host and Bauuolph. 

Fal. 1 wmiild, all the w'orld might be cozened ; 
for I liave been cozened and beaten too. If it 
should come to the ear of the court, how I have 
been transformcfl, and how my transformation hath 
been washed and cudgeled, they would melt me 
out of my fat, drop by drop, and liquor fishermen’s 
boots with me ; J warrant, they would whip me 
with their fine wits, till 1 were as crest-fallen as a 
dried pear. I never prospered since I fore .wore 
myself at Prinicro. Well, if my wind w'ere but 
long enough to say my jirayers, I would repent, — 

Filler Mrs. Quickly. 

Now ’ whence come you ? 

Quick. From the two parties, forsooth. 

Fal. The devil take one jinrty, and his dam the 
other, and so they sh.ill be both bestow ed ' I Jiave 
suffered more for their sakes, more, than the vil- 
lainous inconstancy of man’s disposition is able to 
bear. 

(^uirk. And have not they suffered ? Yes, 1 war- 
rant ; speciously one of tliem : mistress Ford, goorl 
lu'art, is beaten black and blue, that you cannot 
see a white spot about her. 

Fal. What tell’st thou me of black and blue? I 
was beaten myself into all the colours of jthe_rain- 
bow', aiuT'f"\v\'ts like to be apprehended for tbe 
wifGfof Brentford ; but tliat my admirable dex- 
teiit^ of wit, my eounteifeiting the action of an 
old w'oman, deliAcr’d me, the knave constable had 
set me i’ the stocks, i’ the common stocks, for a 
witch. 

Quic/c. Sir, let me speak with you in your cham- 
ber . vou shall hear liow things go ; and, I w arrant, 
to ytuir content. Here is a letter will say some- 
what. Good hearts, what ado here is to bring you 
togetlu'r ! Sine one of you does not serAC heaven 
well, tliat you are so cro'-sed. 

Fal. Come u}) into my chamber. [Exeunt. 

SCEJ^E V. — Another lioom in the Garter Inn. 

Enter Fenton and Host. 

Host. IMaster I'enton, talk not to me ; my mind 
is heavy, I will give over all. 

Fenl. Yet hear me speak : Assist me in my pur- 
pose. 

And, as 1 am a gentleman, I’ll give thee 
A liumlred pound in gold, more than your loss. 

Host. I will hear yon, master Fenton ; and I will, 
at the least, keep your counsel. 

Fent. From time to time I have acquainted you 
With the dear love I bear to fair Aime Page ; 
Who, mutually, bath answered my affection 
(So far forth as herself might be her chooser). 

Even to iny wish ; I have a letter fioni her 
Of such contents as you w ill wonder at ; 

The mirth whereof so larded with my matter. 

That neither, singly, can be manifested, 

Without the show' of both ; — wherein fat FalsiafT 
Hath a great scene : the image of the jest 

[Shoinng the letter. 
I’ll show you here at large. Hark, good mine host ; 
To-night at Herne’s oak, just ’twixt tw elve and one, 

9 A game at cards. 


Scholar like. 



Mubt m)’ bvveet Nau prcst‘iit tJie fairy qiieca ; 

I'hc puipostt 'wVxy, VbWe*, vw \v\\\c\\ xVvs^vust', 
WJjile other jests are something rank on foot, 
Her father bath coniinanded her to slip 
Away with Slender, and with him at Eton 
Immediately to marry . she bath consented : 

Now, sir. 

Her mother, ever strong against that match, 

And firm for doctor Cains, liath appointed 
Tliat he siaill likewise bhuliie her away. 

While other sports are Uisking of their minds, 

And at the deanery, where a priest attends, 
Straight marry her; to this her mother’s plot 
Slie, seemingly obedient, likewise hatli 
Made promise to the doctor ; — Now, thus it rests ; 
Her father means she shall be all in white ; 

And in that habit, w'hen Slender sees his time 
To take her by the hand, and bid her go, 

Site shall go with him : — her motlier hatli intended, 


Act V. 

1 The better to denote her to the doctor 
\ they must all be mask’d and vizarded), 

I That, quaint m green, she shall be hx)se enrol/d, 
j With ribands pendant, Haring *bout her head ; 

I And when the doctor spies his vantage ripe, 

To pinch her by the hand, and on that token, 

The maid Iiath given consent to go witli him. 

Jlost. Which means she to deceive V father oi 
mother ? 

Ecnt. Both, my good host, to go along with me : 
And here it rests, — that you’ll procure the vicar 
To stay for me at church, ’twixt twelve and one, 

And, in the lawful name of marrying, 

To give our hearts united ceremony. 

Jiost. Well, husband your ilevice; I’ll to the 
vicar : 

Bring you the maid, you shall not lack a priest. 

Erat. So shall I evcmiore be hound to thee ; 
Besides, I’ll make a present recompense. [Exeunt. 


j/EJi/er u OF tVlTiDSOll 


ACT V. 


SCENE I. — A Room in the Garter Jnn, 

Enter Falstaff and Mrs. Quickly. 

Fal. Pr’ythee, no more prattling ; — go. I’ll 

hold • : This is the third time j I hope, good luck 
lies in odd numbers. Away, go ; they say, there is 
divinity in odd numbers, either in nativity, chance, 
or death. — Away. 

Quick. I’ll provide you a chain ; and I’ll do what 
I can to get you n pair of horns. 

Fal, Away, I say ; time wears ; hold up your 
head, and mince. [Exit Mrs. Quickly. 

Enter Ford. 

How now, master Brook ? master Brook, the mat- 
ter will be known to-night, or never. Be you in 
the Park about midnight, at Herne’s oak, and you 
shall see wonders. 

Ford. Went you not to her yesterday, sir, as you 
told me you had appointed ? « 

Fal. I went to her, master Brook, as you see, 
like a poor old man ; but I came from her, master 
Brook, like a poor old woman. That same knave. 
Ford, her husband, hath the finest mad devil of 
jealousy in him, master Brook, that ever governed 
frenzy. I will tell you. — He beat me grievously, 
in the shape of a woman ; for in the shape of man, 
master Brook, I fear not Goliath with a weaver’s 
beam ; because I know also, life is a shuttle. I am 
in haste ; go along with me ; I’ll tell you all, master 
Brook. Since I plucked geese, played truant, and 
whipped top, I knew not what it was to be L>caten, 
till lately. Follow me : I’ll tell you strange things 
of tliis knave Ford ; on whom to-night I will be 
revenged, and I will deliver his wife into your hand. 
— Follow ; Strange things in hand, master Brook ! 
follow. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. — Windsor Park. 

Enter Pace, Shallow, and Slender. 

Page. Come, come; we’ll couch i’ the castle- 
ditch, till we see the light of our fairies. — Re- 
memlxT, son Slender, my daughter. 

* Keep to llic time. 


Slen. Ay, forsooth ; I have spoke with her, and 
we have a nay- word how to know one another. I 
come to her in white, and cry mum; she cries 
budget ; and by that we know one another. 

Shal. That’s good too . But what needs either 
your mum or her budget? the white will decipher 
her well enough. — It liath struck ten o’ clock. 

Page. The night is dark ; light and spirits will 
become it well. Heaven prosper our sport * No 
man means evil but the devil, and we shall know 
him by his horns. Let’s aw ay ; follow me. 

[ Exeunt. 

SCENE III. — The Street in Windsor. 

Enter Mrs. Page, Mrs. Ford, and l)r. Caius. 

Mrs Page. Master doctor, my daughter is in 
green : wJien you see your time, take her by the 
hand, away with her to the deanery, and despatch 
it quickly : Go before into the park ; we two must 
go together. 

Caius. I know vat 1 have to do ; Adieu. 

Mrs. Page. Fare yon well, sii. [Exit Caius.] 
My husband will not rejoice so much at the abuse 
of FaLtafl’, as he will chafe at the doctor’s marrying 
my daughter : but ’ti*. no matter ; better a little 
chiding, than a great deal of heart-bieuk. 

Mrs. Ford. Where is Nan now, and her troop 
of fairies? and the Welsh devil, Hugh? 

Mrs. Page. I'liey are all couelied in a pit hard 
by Herne’s oak, witli obscured lights : which at the 
very instant of Falstafl*’s and our meeting, they will 
at once display to the night. 

Mrs. Ford. I’liat cannot choose but amaze him. 

Mrs. Page. If he he not miiazed, he will 
mocked ; if he be amazed, he will every way be 
mocked. 

Mrs. Ford. We’ll betray him finely, 

Mrs. Page. Those who betray him do no treach- 
ery. 

Mrs Ford. The hour draws on ; To the oak, to 
tlie<jak! [Exeunt. 


3 Watch-word 
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SCENE IV. - Windsor Parh. 

Enter Sir Hugh Evans, and Fairies. 

Eva. Trll), tril), fairies; come; and remember 
your parts : be pold, I pray you ; follow me into 
ihc pit : and when J give the watch-’ords, do as I 
pid you ; Come, come ; trib, trib. [Exeunt. 

SCENE V. «— AnoUicr Part of the Park. 

Enter Fai.staff disguhed, with a buck's head on. 
Fal. Tlie Windsor bell hath struck twelve ; the 
minute draws on : Now, love assist me : — Re- 
member, Jove, thou wast a bull for thy Europa ; 
love set on thy horns. — () powerful love ! — For 
me, I am here a Windsor stag; and the fattest, I 
think, i* tlie forest : Who comes here? my doe? 

Enter Mrs. Ford and Mrs. Page. 

JMrs. Ford. Sir John? art thou there, my deer? 
my male deer? 

Fal. My doe? — I.et the sky rain potatoes; let 
it thunder to the tune of Green Sleeves; hail kissing- 
conitits, and snow cringoes; I will shelter me here. 

[Embracing her. 

Mrs. Ford. INIibtress Page is come with me, 
sw'cet-heart. 

Fal. Divide me like a bribe-buck, each a haunch . 
I w ill keep my sides to myself, my shoulders for the 
fellow of this w'alk, and rny horns 1 becpieatli your 
husbands. Am 1 a woodman? ha! Speak 1 like 
llerne tlie hunter? — W'hy, now is Cupid a child of 
conscience ; he makes restitution. As I am a true 
spirit, welcome. [Noise within. 

Mrs. Page. Alas ! what noise ? 

Mrs. Ford. Heaven forgive our sins ! 

Fal. What should this be ? 

Mrs. Ford. 1 » r ^ 

Mrs. Pane, j ^ ^ '"'•5' 

Fal. I think, the devil will not have me; he 
won hi never else cross me thus. 

/jJnter Sir Hugh Evans, like a sati/r ; Mrs. Quickly 
and Pistol; Anne Page, as the Fain/ Queen, at- 
tended bi/her brother and others^ dressed like fab lesy 
with waxen tapers on their heads. 

Quick. Fairies, black, grey, green, and white. 
You moon-shine revellers, and shades of night, 

^'ou orphan heirs of fixed destiny, 

Attend your office, and your ipiality. 

Crier Hobgoblin, make the fairy o-yes. 

Pist. Elves, list your names; silence, you airy toys. 
Crwkety to Windsor chimnies shalt thou leap: 
Where fires thou find’st unrak’d, and hearths unswept, 
'I'here pinch the maids as blue as bilberry : 

Our radiant queen hates sluts and sluttery. 

Fal. They are fairies ; he, that speaks to them, 
shall die : 

I’ll wink and couch : No man their works must eye. 

[Lies down upon his face. 
Eva. Where’s Pede ? — Go you, and where you 
find a maid, 

That, ere she sleep, has thrice her prayers said, 
Raise up the organs of her fantasy, 

Sleep she as sound as careless infancy : 

Hut those as sleep, and think not on their sins/ 
Finch them, arms, legs, backs, shoulders, sides, and 
shins. 


n\ 

Quirk. About, about ; 

Search Windsor Castle, elves, within and out : 

Strew good luck, ou plies, on every sacred room ; 
That it may stand till the perpetual doom, 

In state as wholesome, as in state 'tis fit ; 

Worthy the owner, and the owner it. 

The several chairs of order look you scour 
With juice of balm, anrl every precious flow er ; 
Each fair instalment, coat, and several crest, 

With royal blazon, evermore be blest ! 

And nightly, meadow-fairies, look you sing, 
lake to the Garter’s compass, in a ring : 

The expressure that it bears, green let it be, 

More fertile-fresh than all the field to sec ; 

And, Horn/ soil qui mal y pense, write, 

In emerald tufts, flowers purjile, blue, and white ; 
Like sapphire, pearl, and rich embroidciy. 

Ruckled below fair knighthood’s bending knee ■ 
Fairies use flowers for their charactcry, 

Away ; disperse : But, till ’tis one o’clock, 

Our dance of custom, round about the oak 
Of Herne the hunter, let us not forget. 

Eva. Pray you, lock hand in liand ; yourselves 
in order set : 

And twenty glow-worms shall our lanterns be, 

To guide our measure round about the tree. 

But, stay ; I smell a man of middle e irth. 

Fal. Heavens defend me from that Welsh fairy ! 
lest he transform me to a piece of cheese I 

Pist. Vile w^orm thou wast o’ei looked even in 
tliy birth. 

Quick. With trial-fire touch me his finger-end : 

If he he chaste, the flame will hack descend, 

And turn him to no pain ; but if he start, 

It is the flesh of a corrupted heart. 

Pist. A trial, come. 

Eva. Come, will this w'ood take fire? 

[They burn lam with their tapers. 
Fal. Oh, oh, oh ! 

Quick. Corrupt, corrupt, and tainted in desire ! 
About him fairies ; sing a scornful thyme ; 

And, as you trip, still pinch him to your time. 

Eva. It is right; indeed he is full of iniquity. 

. SONG. 

Fyc on sinful fantasy ! 

Fye on lust and luxury ! 
l.ust IS but a bloody firCy 
Kindled with unchaste desircy 
L'ed in heart ; whose fames aspirCy 
As thoughts do blow t/iemy hig/n r and higher. 
Pinch him. fames, mutually ; 
l*inch him for Ins lillainy ; 

Pinch himy and bum liiwy and turn him abouty 
Till candlesy and starliglUy and moonshine be out. 
[DuAng this songy thefabies pinch Falstaffi Doctor 
Cains comes one wayy and steals away a fairy in 
green ; Slender another wayy and takes qjf a faiiy 
in white; and Fenton comesy and steals away 
Mrs. Anne Page. A noise of hunting is made 
unthin. All the fairws run away. FalstafiT puUs 
of his bucEs head, and mcs.] 

Enter Page, Ford, Mrs, Page, and Mrs, Ford. 
They lay hold on him. 

Page, Nay, do not fly ; I think we have watch’d 
you now ; 

Will none but Herne the hunter serve your turn ? 
Mrs. Page. 1 pray you, come ; hold up the jest 
no higher : — 
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Act V. 


Now, good sir John, how like you Windsor wives? 
See you these, husband ? do not these fair yokes 
Become the forest better than the town ? 

Fof'd. Now, sir, who’s a cuckold now? — Master 
Brook, Falstaff ’s a knave, a cuckoldly knave ; here 
arc his ht)rns, master Brook : And, muster Brook, 
he hatli enjoyed nothing of Ford’s but his buck- 
basket, bis cudgel, and tw-enty pounds of money ; 
which must be paid to master Brook ; his horses 
are arrested for it, master Brook. 

Mrs. Ford. Sir John, we have had ill luck ; we 
could never meet. I will never take you for my 
love again, but 1 will always count you my deer. 

Fed. I do begin to perceive that I am made an ass. 

Ford. Ay, and an ox too ; both the juoofs are 
extant. 

Fol. And these are not fairies ? I was three or 
four times in the thouglit, they were not fairies ; and 
yet the guiltiness of my mind, the sudden sur])rise 
of my powers, drove the grossness of the fo])pery 
into a received belief, in despite of the teeth of all 
rhyme and reason, that they tvere fairies. See 
now, how wit may be made a Jack-ji-lent, when ’tis 
upon ill emjdoyment ! 

Fra. Sir John FaKtaff, serve Got, and leave your 
desires, and fairies will not pinse you. 

Ford. Well said, fairy Hugh. 

Fim. And leave you your jealousies too, I j)ray 
you. 

Ford. 1 will never mistrust my wife again, till 
thou art able to woo her in good Englisli. 

F(d. Have 1 laid my brain in the sun, and diied 
it, that it wants matter to j)re\eut so gross o’er- 
reaching as this? Am I ridden w-ith a Welsh goat 
too? Shall I have a coxcomb of fiize?^ ’tis time I 
WTre choked with a ])iece of toasted cheese. 

Fra. Seese is not good to give putter ; your 
pelly is all putter. 

Fal. Seese and putter ' Have 1 lived to stand at 
the tiiunt of one that makes fritters of English? 
This is enough to be the decay of late- walking, 
through the realm. 

Ml'S. Po^c. Why, sir John, do )OU think, though 
we would liave thrust virtue out of our hearts by 
the head and shoiddcrs, and have given oVirselves 
without scruple to hell, that ever the devil could 
have made you our flelight ? 

Ford. W'liat, a hodge-pudding ? a bag of flax ? 

Mrs. Page. A juifled man ? 

Page. Old, and w itbered ? 

Ford. And one that is as slanderous as Satan ? 

Z^age. And as ])oor as Jub. 

Ford. And as wicked as his wife ? 

Eva. And given to taverns, and sack, and wine, 
and metheglins, atul to drinkings, and swearings, 
and starings, pribbles and prabblcs ? 

Fal. Well, I am your theme : you have the start 
of me : I am dejected ; I am not able to answer tlie 
Welsh flannel ; ignorance itself is a plummet o’er 
me : use me as you will. 

Ford. Marry, sir, wc’ll ])ring you to Windsor, to 
one master Brook, that you have cozened of money, 
to w^hom you should have been a pander : over and 
above that you have suftcred, I think to repay that 
money will be a biting affliction. 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, husband, let that go to make 
amends ; 

Forgive that sum, and so we’ll all be friends. 

^ Horns which Fal'.taft'had. 

•* A fool’s cap of Welsh materials. 


Ford. Well, here’s my hand ; all’s forgiven at last. 

Pa{rv. Vet be cheerfid, knight: thou shalt eat a 
posset to-niglit at my lamse ; where 1 will desire thee 
to laugh at my wife that now laughs at thee : 'I'cll 
her, master Slender hath married her daughter, 

Mrs. Pa^e. Doctors doubt that : — If Anne Page 
be my daughter, she is, by this, doctor Caiiis’s wife. 

[Aside. 

Enfcr Si.ENUER. 

Shot. Wboo, Ik) ' ho ! father Page ! 

Z^ag/’. Son • how now' ? how now', son ? have you 
des])atched ? 

Sim. Despatched — I’ll make the best in Glo- 
cestershire know on’t ; woidd I w'ere hanged, la, 
else. 

ZVge. Of W'liat, son ? 

Sim. I came yonder at Eton to many mistress 
Anne Page, and she’s a great lubberly boy; If it 
bad not l)een i’ the clmrcli, 1 would have sw'ingcd 
him, oi be should have swinged me. If 1 did nol 
think it h.ad been Anne Page, would 1 might never 
stir, and ’tis a ]M)st-iuaster’s boy. 

ZVge. U}>on nij life then you took the wrong, 

Sim. What need you tell me that? I think so, 
when I took a boy for a girl ; If 1 bad been marrietl 
to him, for all he was in woman’s ap])arel, I w'ould 
not have had him. 

Pa}ic. Why, Ibis is your own folly. Did not I 
tell you, liow' you should know my ilaughter by her 
garments i 

Sim. I went to her in w'bite, and ciy’d munti and 
she cry’d budget, as Anne and I had appointeil j 
and yet it was nol Anne, but a post-master’s l>oy. 

Em. Master Slender, cannot you see but marry 
boys ? 

Pffi'c. O, I am vexed at heart . What shall 1 do ? 

Mrs Page. Good Gt‘org(.‘, be not angry ; I knew 
of your purpose ; turned my daugliter into green ; 
and, indeed, she is now with the doctor at the 
deanery, and there married. 

Enter Caii:s. 

Cain'i. Vere is mistress Page? By gar, I am 
cozened; I ha’ married un gar(^on, a boy ; unpaisan. 
by gar, a boy ; it is not Anne Page : by gar, I am 
cozened. 

Mrs. Page. Why, did you take her in green? 

Cams. Ay, by gar, and ’tis a boy : by gar. I’ll 
raise all Windsor. [Exit Caius. 

Ford. This is strange ; Who hath got the right 
Anne ? 

Page. My heart misgives me : Here comes 
Fenton. 

Enter Fenton and Annk Paoe. 

How now, master Fenton ? 

Anne. Pardon, good father ! good my mother, 
pardon ! 

Page. Now, mistress ? how chance yon went not 
with master Slender ? 

Mrs. Page, Why went you not w ith master doctor, 
maid ? 

Fent. You do amaze her : Hear the truth of it. 
You w'ould have married her most shamefully, 
Where there was no proportion held in love. 

The truth is, she and I, long since contracted, 

Are now so sure, that nothing can dissolve us. 

Th« offence is holy, that she hath committed : 

And lliis deceit loses the name of crafit, 

Of disobedience, or unduteous title ; 
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Since therein she doth cvitate and shim 
A thousand irreligious cursed hours, 

Which forced marriage would have brought upon 
her. 

ForcU Stand not amaz’d : here is no remedy : — 
In love, the heavens themselves do guide the state; 
Money buys lands, and wives arc sold by fate. 

FaL I am glad, though you heave ta’en a special 
stand to strike at me, that your arrow hath glanced. 
Pn^e. Well, what remedy? P'enton, heaven give 
thee joy ! 

What cannot be eschew’d must be embrac’d. 
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Fal When night-dogs run, all sorts of deer are 
chas’d. 

Eva I will dance and eat plums at your wedding. 

Mrs, Page, Well, I will muse no further: 

Master Fenton, 

Heaven give you many, many merry days ! 

Good husband, let us every one go home, 

And laugh this sport o’er by a country fire ; 

Sir John and all. 

Ford. Let it be so : — Sir John, 

To master Brook you yet shall hold your word ; 
For he, to-night, shall lie with Mrs. Ford. [ Exeunt. 
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Olivia, a rich Cou7itcss. 

Viola, in lore with the Duke. 

Maria, Olivia’s woman. 

T.ocdh PrieUHy SaUurs, OfficerSy hfuslcians, and other 
Jllcndants. 

; and the Sen- Coast near it. 


on the Duke. 


a dtp in Illy i in 


ACT 1. 


SCENE I. — An Apartment in the Duke’s palace. 
Enter Duke, Curio, Lords ; Musidans attending. 

/ Duke. If inusick be the food of love, play on, 

I Give me excess of it; that, surfeiting, 

f 'Die appetite may sicken, and so die. 

j That strain again ; — it had a <lyi ng fall : 

I O, it came o’er my ear like the sweet south, 
i That breathes upon a hank of violets, 

] Stealing, and giving odour. — Enough ; no more j 
i *Tis not so sweet now, as it was before. 

I O spirit of love, how quick and fresh art thou ! 

/ Tliat notwithstanding thy capacity 
: Ueceiveth as the sea, nought enters therei 
} Of what validity and pitch soever, 

\ But falls into abatement and low price, 
j Even in a minute ! so full of shapes is fancy 
\ That it alone is high-fantastical. 

Cur. Will you go hunt, my lord ? 

Duke, What, Curio? 

Cur, The hart. 

Duke. Why, so I do, the noblest that I have : 

O, when mine eyes did see Olivia first, 

Methought, she purg’d the air of pestilence ; 

That instant was I turned into a hart ; 

And my desires, like fell and cruel hounds, 

E’ei i.iiicc pursue me. — How now? what nows 
fiom her? 


Enter Valentine. 

Vid. So please my lord, 1 might not be admitted, 
But from her handmaid do return this answer : 

'Die element itself, till seven years’ heat, 

Shall not behold her face at ample view^ ; 

But, like a cloistress, she will veiled w^alk, 

And water once a day her chamber round 
With eye offending brine : all this, to season 
A brother’s dead love, which she would keep fresh. 
And lasting, in her sad remembrance. 

Duke. O, she, that hath a heart of that fine frame, 
To pay this debt of love but to a brother, 

How will she love, when the rich golden shaft, 
Hath kill’d the flock of all affections else 
That live in her ! when liver, brain, and heart. 
These sovereign thrones, are all siipiilied, and fill’d 
(IL-r sweet perfections) with one self king 1 — 
Away before me to sweet beds of flowers ; 
Love-thoughts lie rich, when canopied with bowers. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE II. — The Sea Coast, 

Enter Viola, Captain, and Sailors. 

Via. What country, friends, is this? 

d^ap, Illyria, lady 

Vio. And what should I do in Ilivria? 
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My brother he is in Klysiinn. 

Pcrclmnce, he is not drown’d : — What tliink you, 
sailors ? 

Cajj. It is perchance, that yon yourself w^ere 
saved. 

Vio. O my poor brother ! and so, percliancc, 
may he be. 

Cap. True, madam : and to comfort you with 
chance, 

Assure yourself, after our ship did s])lit, 

Wherj you, and that poor numbei saved with you, 
Hun^ on our driving boat, I saw your brother, 

JVIost })rovident in peril, bind himself 

(C^)ura<re and hope both teaching him the }>raclice) 

'I'o a strong mast, that lived upon the sea; 

Where, like Arion on the d()l])hin’s bj^ck, 

I saw him hold acquaintance with the w aves, 

So long as I could see. 

Vio. For saying so, there’s gold ; 

Mine own escape iinfoldeth to my hope, 

Whereto thy speech ser\es for aiitliority, ! 

The like of him. Know st thou this counti'v ? j 
Cap. Ay, madam, well ; for I was bred and born, . 
Not three hours’ travel from this very place. 

Vio. Who governs here? 

Cap, A noble duke, in nature, 

As in his name. i 

Via, What is his name V j 

Cap, Orsino. j 

Via, Orsino ! 1 have heard my father name him ! 
He w as a bachelor then. 

Cap. And so is now'. 

Or was so very late • for but a month 

Ago I w'ent from hence; and then ’twas fresh 

In murmur, (as, you know', what great ones do. 

Tile less will prattle of, ) that lie did seek 
The love of fair Olivia. 

Via, What’s she? 

Cap. A virtuous maid, the daughter of a count 
That died some twelvemonth since ; then lea% ing her 
In the protection of his son, her brother. 

Who shortly aLo died : for whose dear love. 

They say, she hath abjur’d the company 
And sight of men. 

Vio, O, that 1 served that lady : 

And might not be delivered to the w'Oild, 

Till I had made mine own occasion mellow'. 

What iny estate is. 

Cap, That were hard to compass ; 

Because she will admit no kind of suit, 

No, not the duke’s. 

Vio, There is a fair behaviour in thee, capt;un ; 
And though that nature with a beauteous wall 
Doth oft close in pollution, yet of thee 
I will believe, thou hast a mind that suits 
With this thy fair and outward character. 

I pray thee, and I’ll pay thee bounteously, 

Conceal me what I am ; and be my aid 
For such disguise as, haply, shall become 
The form of my intent. I’ll serve this duke ; 

Thou shalt present me as a page to him, 

It may be worth thy pains ; for I can sing, 

And speak to him in many .sorts of musick, 

Tljat will allow me very worth his service. 

What else may hap, to time I will commit ; 

Only shape thou thy silence to my wit. 

Cap, Be you his page, and I your mute will be ; 
When my tongue blabs, let mine eyes not see ! ^ 

Vio, I thank thee, lead me on. 

[JiJxnmt. 


SCENE III. — A Hoorn in Olivia’s House. 


Enter Sir Toby Bfi-cu, a7i(l Maria. 

Sir To. What a plague means my niece, to take 
the death of her brother thus? I am sure, care’s 
an enemy to life. 

Alar. By troth. Sir Toby, you must come in ear- 
lier o’nights ; your cousin, rny lady, takes great ex- 
ceptions to your ill hours. 

Sir To. Why, let her except before excepted. 

Afar. Ay, but you must confine yourself within 
the modest limits of order. 

Sir To. Coniine ! I’ll coniine myself no liner 
than I am : these clothes are good enough to drink 
in, and so be these boots too ; an they be not, let 
them hang themselves in tlieir ow'ii straps. 

jMar. That quaffing and drinking w ill undo you ; 
I heard my lady talk of it yesterday ; and of a 
foolish knight, that you brought in one night ht>re, 
to be her wooer. 

Sir To. Who? Sir Andrew Ague-cheek? 

Alar. Ay, he. 

Sir To. He’s as tall a man as any’s in Illyria. 

Afar. What’s that to the pur])osc? 

Sir To, Why, he has three thousand ducats a year. 

Alar. Ay, but he’ll liave but a year in all these 
ducats ; he’s a very fool, and a prodigal. 

Sir To. Fye, that you’ll say so ’ he ])lays o’ the 
\iol-de gambo, and speaks three or four languages 
word for word w'ithout bot)k, and hath all the good 
gifts of nature. 

Afar. He hath, indeed, — almost natural ; for, 
besides that lie’s a fool, he’s a great quarrel ler; 
and but that he hath the gift of a coward to allay 
the gust he hath in quarrelling, ’tis thought among 
llie ])rudent, he would quickly have the gift of a grave. 

Sir To. By this hand, they are seoundrcls, and 
suhstractors, that say so of him. Who are they? 

Afar. They that add moreover, he’s drunk nightly 
in your company. 

Sir To. With drinking healths to my niece ; I’ll 
drink to her, as long as there is a passage in my 
throat, and drink in Illyria : He’s a eenvard, and a 
eoystril , that will not drink to my niece, till his 
brains turn o’ the toe like a parish-top. Here 
comes Sir Andrew Ague-lace. 

Enter Sir Andrew Agiie-cherk. 

Sir And. Sir Toby Belch ! how' now'. Sir Toby 
Belch? 

Sir To. Sweet Sir Andrew ! 

Sir And. Bless you, fair shrew'. 

il/ar. And you too, sir. 

Sir To. Accost, sir Andrew, accost. 

Sir And. What’s that ? 

Sir To. My niece’s chamber-maid. 

Sir And. Good mistress Accost, I desire better 
acquaintance. 

Afar, My name is Mary, sir. 

Sir And. Good mistress Mary Accost, 

Sir To. You mistake, knight : accost, is, front 
her, board her, w oo her, assail her. 

Sir And. Is tliat the meaning of accost ? 

Afar. Fare you well, gentlemen. 

Sir To. An thou let part so, sir Andrew, ’would 
thou might’st never draw sword again. 

Sir And. And you part so, mistress, I would I 
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might never draw swnrd again. Fair lady, do you 
diink you have fools in hand? 

Mar. Sir, I have not you by the hand. 

Sir And. Marry, but you shall have ; and here’s 
my hand. 

Mar. Now, sir, thought is free: T pray you, 
bring your hand to the buttery-bar, and let it drink. 

Sir And. "Wherefore, sweet heart? what’s your 
metaphor ? 

Mar. Its dry, sir. 

Sir And, Why, I think so ; I am not such an 
ass, but I can keep my hand* dry. Hut what’s 
your jest ? 

Mar. A dry jest, sir. 

Sir And. Are you full of them ? 

Afar. Ay, sir ; I have them at my fingers’ ends. 

Maria. 

Sir To. O knight, thou lack’st a cup of canary : 
When did I see thee so put <lown ? 

Sir And. Never in your life, I think ; unless you 
see canary put me down : Methinks, sometimes I 
have no more wit than an ordinary man has : but I 
am a great eater of beef, and, I believe, that does 
harm to my wit. 

Sir To. No question. 

Sir And. An I tliought that, I’d forswear it. I’ll 
ride home to-morrow, sir Toby. 

Sir To. Fourquoi/, my dear knight ? 

Sir And. What is pourquoq do or not do? I 
would I had bestowed that time in the tongues, 
that I have in fencing, dancing, and bear-baiting . 
O, had I but followed the arts ! 

Sir To. Then hadst thou had an excellent head 
of liair. 

Sir And. Win , would that have mended my hair ? 

Sir T'o. Fast question ; for thou seest, it w ill not 
curl by nature. 

Sir And* But it becomes me well enough, does’t 
not ? 

Sir To. Excellent ; it hangs like flax on a distafl*. 

Sir A7 vI. I’ll home to-morrow, sir Toby : your 
niece will not be seen ; or, if she be, it’s four to one 
she’ll none of me : tlie count himself, here hard by, 
wooes her. 

Sir To. She’ll none o’ the count ; she’ll not 
match above her degree, neither in estate, years, nor 
wit ; I have heard her swear it. Tut, tliere’s life 
in’t, man. 

Sir And. I’ll stay a month longer. I am a fellowr 
o* the strangest mind i* the world; 1 delight in 
masques and revels sometimes altogether. 

Sir To. Art thou good at these kick-shaws, knight ? 

Sir And, As any man in Illyria, whatsoever he 
be, under die degree of my betters ; and yet I will 
not compare with an old man. 

Sir To. What is thy excellence in a galliard, 
knight? 

Sir And. I can cut a caper. 

Sir To. And I can cut the mutton to’t. 

Sir And. Shall we set about some revels ? 

Sir To* What shall we do else? — Let me see 
thee caper : ha ! higher ; ha, ha ! — excellent ! 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. — A Hoorn in the Duke’« Palace, 

Enter Valentine, and Viola in mans attire. 

Val. If the duke continue these favours towards 
you, Cesario, you are like to be much advanced ; 


ho hath known you but three days, and already you 
arc no stranger. 

Vio. You either fear his humour, or my negli- 
gence, that you call in question the contimiaiicc of 
Ids love : Is he inconstant, sir, in his favours? 

Val. No, believe me. 

Enter Duke, Curio, and Attendants. 

Vio. I thank you. Here fomes the count. 

Duke. Who saw Cesario, ho ? 

Vto. On your attendance, iny lord ; here. 

Duke. Stand you awhile aloof. — Cesario, 

Thou know’st no less Imi all ; I have unclasp’d 
To thee the book even of my secret soul : 

Therefore, good youth, address thy gait unto her ; 
Be not deny’d access, stand at her doors, 

And tell them, there tliy fixed foot shall gnnv, 

Till tliou have audience. 

Vio. Sure, my noble lord, 

If she be so abandon’d to her sorrow 
As it is spoke, she never will admit me. 

Duke. Be clamorous, and leap all civil bounds, 
Rather than make unprofited return. 

Vio. Say, I do speak with her, my lord . What 
then ? 

Duke. O, then unfold the passion of my love, 
Surprise her with discourse of my dear faith . 

It shall become thee well to act my woes ; 

She will attend it better in thy youth, 

Than in a nuncio of grave aspect. 

Vio. I think not so, my lord. 

Duke. Dear lad, believe it ; 

For they shall yet belie thy hiqijiy years 
That say, thou art a man ; Diana’s lip 
Is not more smooth and rubious; tJiy small })ipe 
Is as the maiden’s organ, shrill, and sound, 

And all its semblative a woman’s part. 

I know, thy constellation is right apt 

For this afiair: — Some four, or five, attend him ; 

All, if you will ; for I myself am best, 

When least in company : — Prosper well in this, 
And thou shalt live as freely ns thy lord, 

To call his fortunes tliinc. 

Vio. I’ll do my best. 

To woo your lady : yet, [Aside.] a barful - strife ! 
Whoe’er I woo, myself would be his wife. [Exeunt. 

SCENE V. — A Room in Olivia’^' House, 
Enter Maria, and Clown. 

Mar. Nay, either tell me wdicre thou hast been, 
or I will not open my lips, so wide as a bristle may 
enter, in way of thy excuse: iny lady will hang 
thee for thy absence. 

Clo. Let her hang me : he, that is well hanged in 
this world, needs to fear no colours. 

Mar. Make that good. 

Clo. He shall see none to fear. 

Mar. A good lenten ^ answer : I can tell thee 
where that saying w^as born, of, I fear no colours, 

Clo. Where, good mistress Mary ? 

Mar. In the wars ; and tliat may you be bold to 
say in your foolery. 

Clo. Well, Heaven give them wisdom, that have 
it; and tliose that are fools, let them use their 
talents. 

Mar, Yet you will be hanged, for being so long 
absent : or, to be turned away ; is not that as good 
a9*a hanging to you ? 

* Full of Impediments. Short and spare. 
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Cltu Many a good hanging prevents a bad mar- 
riage; and, for turning away, let summer bear it out. 

Mar, You are resolute then ? 

Clo, Not so neither ; but I am resolved on two 
points. 

Mar, That, if one break, the other will hold. 

Clo. Apt, in good faitli ; very apt ! Well, go thy 
way ; if sir Toby would leave drinking, thou wert 
as witty a piece of Eve’s flesh as any in Illyria. 

Mar. Peace, you rogue, no more o’ that ; here 
comes my lady : make your excuse wisely, you were 
best. 

Enter Olivia, and Malvolio. 

Cto. Wit, and’t be thy will, put me into good 
fooling ! Those wits, that think they have thee, do 
very oft prove fools ; and I, tliat am sure 1 lack 
thee, may i)ass for a ise man ; For what says 
Quinapalus ? Belter a witty fool, than a foolish 
wit. — God bless thee, lady ' 

Oli. Take the fool away. 

Clo. Do you not hear, fellows ? Take away the 
lady. 

Oli. Go to, you’re a dry fool : I'll no more of 
you ; besides, you grow dishonest, 

Clo. I'wo faults, madonna that drink and good 
counsel will amend : for give the dry fool drink, then 
is the fool not dry ; bid tlic dishonest man mend 
himself; if he mend, he is no longer dishonest ; if 
he cannot, let the botcher mend him. — The huly 
hade take away the fool ; therefore, I say again, take 
her aw^ay. 

Oli. Sir, I Inule them take a\\-iy you. 

Clo. Misprision in the liiglsest degree^ — Lady, 
Cncullii.'i non facU moiiadinm ; tiiat’s as much as tt) 
say, I wear not motley in my brain. 

Oli. W'hat think you of this fool, INlalvolio? doth 
he not mend ? 

Mai Yes; and shall do, till the yvings of death 
shake him ; Inflrmity, that decays the wise, doth 
ever make the better fool. 

Clo, Heaven send you, sir, a speedy inflrmity, 
for the better increasing your folly * sir Toby will 
be sworn, that I am no fox ; but he will not pass 
his word for two-})ence that you are no fool. 

OH. How say you to that, Malvolio ? 

Mol, I marvel your ladyshij) takes delight in such 
a barren rascal ; I saw him put, down the other day 
with an ordinary fool, that has no more brain than 
a stone. Look you now, he’s out of his guard 
.already; unless you laugli and minister occasion to 
him, he is gagged. I protest, I take these wise 
men, that crow so at these set kind of fools, no 
better than tlie fools’ zanies. 

Oli, O, you are sick of self-love, Malvolio, and 
taste with a distempered ayjpctile. To be generous, 
guiltless, and of free disy)osition, is to take those 
things for bird-bolts^, that you deem cannon-bul- 
lets : There is no slander in an allowed fool, though 
he do notliing but rail ; nor no railing in a known 
discreet man, tliough he do nothing but reprove. 

Clo, Now Mercury endue thee wdth leasing?, for 
thou speakest well of fools. 

Ee-cnter Maria. 

Mar. Madam, there is at the gate a young gen- 
tleman, mucli desires to speak with you. 

Oli, From the count Orsino, is it ? 
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Mar, 1 know not, madam; ’tis a fair young man 
and well attended. 

on. Who of my people hold him in delay ? 

Mar. Sir Toby, madam, your kinsman. 

Oh. Fetch him off, I pray you; he speaks nothing 
but madman: Fye on him ! [fc'/ Maria. J Go 
you, Malvolio ; if it be a suit from the count, I am 
sick, or not at home ; what you will, to dismiss it. 
\Exit Malvolio.] Now you see, sir, how your 
fooling grows old, and i)C>ople dislike it. 

Clo. 'I’hou hast spoke for us, madonna, as if thy 
eldest son should be a fool ; whose skull Jove cram 
with brains, for here comes one of thy kin, has a 
most weak pm mater. ^ 

Enter Sir Toby Bflch, 

Oh. By mine lionour, lialf drunk. — What is he 
at the gate, cousin ? 

Sir To. A gentleman. 

Oli, A gentleman ! What gentleman ? 

Sir To. ’Tis a gentleman here — A plague o’ these 
pickle-herrings ! — How now, sot ? 

Clo. Good sir Toby, — — 

Sir To. There’s one at the gate. 

Oh. Ay, marry ; what is he ? 

Sir To, Let him be the devil, an he will, I care 
not: give me faith, say I. Well, it’s all one. 

Oh. What’s a drunken man lik(‘, fool ? 

Clo, Like a drown’d man, a fool, and a madman : 
one dianglit above heat makes him a fool ; the se- 
cond mads him . and a third drowns him. 

Oh, Go thon and seek the coroner, and let him 
sit o’ my coz ; for he’s in the third degree of drink, 
he’s drown’d : go, look after him. 

Clo. He is but mad yet, madonna ; and the fool 
shall look to the madman. [^Exit Clown. 

JRc-enter Malvolio. 

Mai. Madam, yond’ young fellow swears he will 
speak M'ith you. I told him you were sick; he 
takes on liiin to imderstand so much, and therefore 
comes to speak with you : I told him you were 
asleep; he seems to have a fore-knowledge of that 
too, and therefore comes to speak ^lith you. What 
is to be said to him, lady ? lie’s fortified against any 
denial. 

Oli. Tell him, he sbsill not speak with me. 

Mai. He has been told so ; and he says, he’ll 
stand at your door like a sheriff’s post, and be the 
supporter of a bench, but he’ll speak with you. 

Oli. What kind of man is he ? 

Mai. Why, of man kind. 

Oli. What manner of man ? 

Mai. Of very ill manner ; he’ll speak with you, 
will you, or no. 

Oli. Of what personage, and years, is lie ? 

Mol. Not yet old enough for a man, nor young 
enough for a boy, between boy and man. He is 
very well favoured, and be spe«iks very shrewishly ; 
one would think, his mother’s milk were scarce out 
of him. 

Oli. Let him approach : Call in my gentlewoman. 

Mol. Gentlewoman, my lady calls. [^Exit. 

Re-enter Maria. 

Oli. Give me iny veil : come, throw it o’er my 
face ; 

We’ll once more hear Orsino’s embassy. 


^ Ifatian. mistress, dame, 
® Short arrows. 


5 Fools’ Ixiublcs. 
7 Lying 


The rover of the brain 
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Enter Viola. 

Vio* The honourable lady of the house, which is 
she ? 

Olu Speak to me, I shall answer for her. Your 
will ? 

Vio- Most radiant, exquisite, and unmatchablc 
beauty, — I jiray you, tell me, if this be the lady 
of the house, for I never saw her : I would be loth 
to cast aw'ay my spceoJi ; for, besides that it is ex- 
cellently well peiin’d, I have taken great j>ains to 
con it. Good beauties, let me sustain no scorn : I 
am very comptible % even to the least sinister 
usage. 

Olu Whence came you, sir ? 

Vio* I can say little more than I have studied, 
and that question’s out of my part. Good gentle 
one, give me modest assurance, if you be the liuly 
of the house, that I may proceed in my sjieech. 

Oli> Are you a comedian ? 

Vio. No, my profound heart : and yet, by the 
very fangs of malice, I swear, I am not that I play. 
Are you the lady of the house ? 

Olu If I do not usurp myself, I am. 

Vio. Most ccitain, if you are she, you do usurp 
yourself ; for what is yours to bestow, is not yours 
to reserve. But this is from my commission : X wdll 
on with my speech in your praise, and tlieii show 
you the Jieart of my message. 

OH, Come to wliat is important in’t : I forgive 
you the praise. 

Vio, Alas, I took great pains to study it, and ’tis 
poetical. 

OH, It is the more like to be feigned ; I pray 
you, keep it in. I lieard, you weie saucy at my 
gates; and allowed your approach, rather to won- 
der at you than to hear you. If you be not mad, 
be gone ; if you have reason, be brief : *tis not that 
time of moon with mo, to make one in so ski])ping 
a dialogue. 

Mar, Will you hoist sail, sir? here lies your w^ay. 

Vio, No, good Swal)t)cf ; I am to hull here a 
little longer, — Some mollification for your giant *, 
sweet lady, 

OH, Tell me your mind* 

Vio. I am a messenger, 

OH, Sure, you have some hideous matter to de- 
liver, when the courtesy of it is so fearful. Speak 
your office. 

Vio. It alone concerns your ear. I bring no 
overture of war, no taxation of homage ; I hold the 
olive in my hand : my words are as full of peace as 
matter. 

Olu Yet you began rudely. What are you? 
what would you ? 

Vio* The rudeness, that hath appear’d in me, 
have I learn’d from my entertainment. What I 
am, and what I would, are to your ears, divinity ; 
to any other’s profanation. 

OH, Give US the place alone *. we will hear this 
divinity. [Exit Maria,] Now, sir, what is your 
text? 

Vio, Most sweet lady, — 

OH. A comfortable doctrine, and much may be 
said of it. Where lies your text? 

Vio, In Orsino’s bosom. 

OH, In his bosom? In what chapter of his bosom? 

Accountable. 

i It appears from several parts of this play that the original 
actress or Maria was very short 


Vio, To answer by tlie metliod, in tlie first of his 
heart. 

OH, O, T have read it j it is heresy. Have you 
no more to say ? 

Vio. Good madam, let me see your face. 

OH. Have you any commission from your lord to 
negotiate with my face? you are now out of your 
text: but we will draw the curtain, and show you 
the picture. Look you, sir, such a one as I w'^as 
this present ’ : Is’t not well done ? [(TmriliHg. 
Vio. Kxccllently done, if nature did all. 

OH. ’Tis in grain, sir ; ’twill endure wind and 
w'catlier. 

Vio. ’Tis beauty truly blent, whose red and w’hitc 
Nature’s own sw eet and cunning hand laid on : 
Lady, you are the cruel’st she alive, 

If you will lead these graces to the grave. 

And leave the world no copy. , -■ 

Oh. O, sir, 1 will not he so hard-hearted ; I will 
give out divers schedules of my beauty ; It shall ]>e 
inventoried ; and every particle, and utensil, la- 
belled to niy will : as, item, two lips indilfereiit 
red ; item, two grey eyes, with lids to them ; item, 
one neck, one chin, and so forth. Were you sent 
hither to ’praise me? 

Vto. I see you w hat you arc : you are too proud ; 
But, if you were the devil, you are fair. 

My lord and master loves you ; O, such love 
Goidd be but recompens’il, though you were crown’d 
The noupaieil of beauty ! 

OH. How’ docs he love me ? 

Vio. With adorations, with fertile tears, 

With groans that thunder love, witli sighs of fire. 
Oh. Your lord does know my mind, I cannot 
love him •. 

Yet 1 suppose him virtuous, know him noble, 

Of great estate, of fresh and stainless youth ; 

In voices well divulg’d’’, free, learn’d, and valiant. 
And, in dimension, and the sha]je of nature, 

A gracious person ; but yet I cannot love him ; 

He might liavc took his answer long ago. 

Vw. If I did love you in my master’s flame. 
With such a sutfering, such a deadly life, 

111 your denial 1 would find no sense, 

I would not understand it. 

OH. Why, what would you? 

Vio. Make me a willow cabin at your gate. 

And call upon my soul within the house ; 

Write loyal cantons ’ of contemned love, 

And sing them loud even in the dead of night ; 
Holla your name to the reverberate hills, 

And make the babbling gossip of the air 
Cry out, Olivia ! O, you should not rest 
Between the elements of air and earth. 

But you should pity me. 

OH. Y’^ou might do much : What is your parentage? 
Vio. Above my fortunes, yet my state is well ; 

I am a gentleman, 

OH. Get you to your lord ; 

I cannot love him : let him send no more ; 

Unless, perchance, you come to me sigain, 

To tell me how he takes it. Fare you w^ell : 

1 thank you for your pains ; spend this for me. 

Vw. I am no fee’d post, lady ; keep your purse ; 
My master, not myself, lacks recompense. 

Love make his heart of Hint, that you sliall love j 
And let your fervour, like my master’s, be 
IJlac’d in contempt ! Farewell, fair cru elty . [JEJjiV. 

® Presents 3 Well spoken of by the world. 

^ Cantos, verses. 
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Oh, What is your parcnt^ige ? 

Above my fortunes, yet my stale is well : 

I am a ^rniUemau, I’ll be sworn thou art ; 

Tliy touf^ue, thy face, thy limbs, actions, and spirit, 
Do give thee five-fold blazon ; — Not too fast ; — 
soft ! soft ! 

Unless the master were the man. — How now? 
Even so quickly may one catch the plague ? 
Metlhnks, I feel this youtli’s perfections, 

Witli an invisible and subtle stealth, 

To creep in at mine eyes. Well, let it be. — 
What, ho, JVIalvolio ! — 

lie-enter Malvolio. 

MaJ. Here, madam, at your bcrvice. 


YOU WILL. 

I Oh. Hun after that same peevish messenger, 

The county’s man : he left tliis ring behind him, 
Would I, or not j tell him. I’ll none of it. 

Desire him not to flatter with his lord. 

Nor hold him up wall) ho])es ; 1 am not for him*. 
If that the youth will come this way to-morrow, 

I’ll give him reasons for’t. Hie thee, Malvolio. 
Mai. Madam, I will. [ExU. 

OH. I do I know not what ; and fear to find 
Mine eye loo great a flatterer for my mind. 

Fate, sho’tv thy force : Ourselves we do not 
owe ^ ; 

What is decreed, must be ; and be this so ! 

' ' - > \^Exit. 


ACT II. 


SCENE I. — The Sen-coast. 

Enter Antonio and Skhastivn. 

Ant. Will you stay no longer? nor will you not, 
that I go with you? 

Seb. Ily your patience, no ; my stars shine darkly 
over me ; the malignancy of my fate might, per- 
haps, distemper yours; therefore I shall crave of 
you your leave, that I may bear my evils alone . 
It w’ere a bad recompense for your love, to lay any 
of them on you. 

Ant. lA*t me yet know of you,whilher you arc bound. 
Seb. No, ’sooth, sir ; my determinate voyage is 
mere extravagancy, lint 1 perceive in \ou so ex- 
cellent a touch of modesty, that you will not extort 
from me what 1 am willing to keep in ; therefore it 
charges me in manners the rathei to express myself. 
You must know' of me then, Antonio, my name is 
Sebastian, wdiicli I I'alled llodorigo . niy father was 
that Sebaslijin of Messaline, whom, 1 know, you 
have heard of: he left behind him, myself, and a 
sister, both born in an hour. If the heavens had 
been pleas’d, would we had so ended ! button, sir, 
alter’d that ; for, some hour befoi e you took me 
from the breach of the sea, was my sister diowned. 

Ant. Alas, the day ! 

Seb. A lady, sir, tliough it w as said she much re- 
sembled me, was yet of many accounted beautiful : 
but, though I could not, with such estimable w'on- 
der, overfar believe that, yet thus far I will boldly 
publish her, she bore a mind that envy could not 
but call fair : she is drowmed already, sir, with salt 
water, though 1 seem to drown her remembrance 
again with more. 

Ant. Pardon me, sir, your bad entertainment. 

Seb. (), good Antonio, forgive me your trouble. 

Ant. If you will not murder me for my love, let 
me be your servant. 

Seb. If you will not undo what you have done, 
that is, kill him wdioni you have recovered, desire 
it not. Fare ye w ell at once : my bosom is full of 
kindness ; and I am yet so near the manners of my 
mother, that upon the least occasion more, mine 
eyes will tell tales of me. I am bound to the count 
Orsino’s court : farewell. {^Exit. 

Ant. The gentleness of all the gods go with thee : 
I liave many enemies in Orsino’s court, 

Klse would I very shortly see thee there : * 

But come what may, I do adore thee so, 

That danger shall seem sport, and I will go. \_Exit. 


SCENE II. — A Street. 

Enter Viola ; Malvolio following. 

Mai. Were not you even now with the countess 
Olivia? 

Vio. Even now', sir ; on a moderate pace I have 
since ai rived but hither. 

Mai. She returns this ring to you, sir; you 
might have saved me my }>aiiis, to have taken it 
aw ay yourself. She adds, moreover, that you should 
put your lord into a desperate assurance she wall 
none of him : And one thing more ; that you be 
never so haidy to come again in his allairs, unless it 
be to rejjort your lord’s taking of this, lleceive it so. 
Vw. She took the ring of me ; I’ll none of it. 

Mol. Come, sir, you ])ee\ishly threw it to her; 
and her will is, it should be so returned : if it be 
w’oitli stooping ft>r, there it lies in your eye; if not, 
be it his tliat finds it. [Exit. 

Vw, 1 left no ring with her : What means this lady ? 
Fortune forbid, my outside have not charm’d her ! 
She made good view of me ; indeed, so much. 

That sure, methought her eyes had lost her tongue, 
For she did speak in starts distracted!)'. 

She love^ me, sure ; the cunning of her passion 
Invites me in this churlish messejigcr. 

None of my lord's ring ' why, he sent her none. 

1 am tlie man ; — If it be so fas ’lis), 

Poor lady, she w ere better love a dream. 

Disguise, I sec, tbou art a wdekedness. 

Wherein the jiregnunt ^ enemy does much. 

How easy is it, for the pro[)er-false 

111 w'omen’s waxen hearts to set their forms ! 

Alas, our frailty is the cause, not we ; 

For, such as we are made of, such we be. 

How will this fadge ? 7 My master loves her dearly ; 
Ami 1, poor monster, fond as much on him ; 

And she, mistaken, seems to dote on me ; 

What will become of this ! As I am man, 

My shite is desperate for my master’s love ; 

As I am woman, now alas the day ! 

WTiat thriftless sighs shall poor Olivia breathe ! 

O time, thou must untangle this, not I ; 

It is too hard a knot for me to untie. [Exit. 

SCENE III. — A Room in Olivia’s House. 

JB/ifcrjStr Toby Belch, and iSir Andrew Aguk-cheek. 
Sir To. Approach, sir Andrew : not to be a-bed 

Own, possess. ® Dexterous, ready 7 Suit. 

F 3 
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after midnight, is to be up betimes ; and diluculo 
surgere^ thou know’st, 

Sir And- Nay, by my troth, I know not ; but I 
know, to ))e up late, is to be up late. 

Sir To. A false conclusion : I hate it as an un- 
filled can : To !)e up after inidniglit, and to go to 
bed then, is early ; so that, to go to bed after mid- 
night, is to go to bed betimes. Do not our lives 
consist of the four elements ? 

Sir And, ’Faith, so they say ; but, I think, it 
rather consists of eating and drinking. 

Sir To. Thou art a scholar ; let us therefore cat 
and drink. — Marian, I say ! a sloop of wine ! 

Enter Clown. 

Sir And. Here comes tlie fool. 

Clo. How now, my hearts? Did you never see 
the picture of we three ? ^ 

Sir To, Welcome ass. Now let’s have a catch, j 

Sir And. By my troth, the foul has an excellent 
breast. ^ 1 had rather than forty shillings 1 had 

such a leg; and so sweet a bieath to sing, as the 
fool has. In sooth, thou A\ast in Aery gracious j 
fooling last night, when thou s])okest of JMgrogro- j 
niitus, of the Vapians passing the equinoctial of j 
Queubus; ’twas very good, i’faith. | 

Clo> IMy lady has a white hand, and the Blyrmi- 
dons are no bottle-ale liouses. 

Sir And, Excellent ’ Why, this is the best fool- 
ing, when all is done. Now', a song. 

Sir To, Come on ; there is a sixiience for you : 
let’s have a song. 

Sir And. There’s a testril of me too . if one 
knight give a — — 

Clo Would you ha\e a love-song, or a song of 
good life ? 

Sir To. A love-song, a love-song. 

Sir And, Ay, ay ; 1 care not for good life. 

SONG. 

Clo 0 mistress minCi where are i/on roaming 

0 stay and hear ; your true love's comings 
That can sing both high and low . 

Trip no further^ pretty sweeting ; 

Journeys end in lovers' meelingy 
Every wise mans son doth know. 

Sir And. Excellent good, i'faitli ' 

Sir To, Good, good. 

Clo. What is love ? 'tls not hereafter ; 

Present mirth hath present laughter; 

What's to come, is still unsure . 

In delay there lies no plenty; 

Then come kiss «ic, sweet-^and-twenty, 

Youth's a stuff wUl not endure. 

Sir And, A mellifluous voice, as I am true knight. 

Sir To, A contagious breath. 

Sir And. Very sweet and contagious, i’faith. 

Sir To. To hear by the nose, it is dulcet in 
contagion. But shall we make the welkin dance 
indeed ? Shall we rouse the night-owl in a catch, 
that will draw three souls out of one weaver? 
Shall we do tliat ? 

Sir And. An you love mo, let’s do’t : I am dog 
at a catch. 

Clo, By’r lady, sir, and some dogs will catch well. 

Sir And. Most certain : let our catch be, Thou 
knave. 

^ Loggerheads be. ’’ A’oicc 


Clo. Hold thy peaccy thoii knave, I shall 

be constiain’rl in’t to call thee knave, knight. 

Sir And. ’Tis not the first time 1 have constrain’d 
one to call me knave. Begin, fool ; it begins. Hold 
thy peace. 

Clo. I shall never begin, if 1 hold my peace. 

Sir And. Good, i’faith ! C’ome, begin. 

[ They sing a catch. 

Enter Maria. 

Mar. What a catterwauling do yon keep here ! 
If my lady liave not called up her steward, Mal- 
volio, and hid him turn you out of doors, never 
trust me. 

Sir To. My lady’s a Catalan we are politicians : 
Malvolio’s a Peg-a-Kamsey and Three merry men 
ICC be. Am not I consanguineous? am I not of her 
blood? Tilly-valley ^ lady 1 There dwell a man in 
liabylon, lady, lady i \ Singing, 

C/o.Beshrew' me, the knight’s in admirable fooling. 

Sir And. Ay, he docs well enough, if he be dis- 
posed, and so do I too; he does it with a better 
grace, hut I do it more natural. 

Sir To. 0 the twelfth day cf December , — [^Singing, 

Mar. Peace. 

EJ liter Malvolio. 

Mai. My masters, are you mad ? or what are 
you ? Have you no w'lt, manners, nor honesty, hut 
to gabble like tinkers at this time of night ? Do ye 
make an alehouse of my lady’s house, that yc squeak 
out your coziers’ * catches without any juitigation 
or remorse of voice ? Is there no resi)ect of place, 
persons, nor time, in you ? 

Sir To. We did keep time, sir, in our catches. 
Sncck up ! '* 

M(d. Sir Toby, I must be round with you. My 
lady bade me tell you, that, though she harbours 
you as her kinsman, she’s nothing allied to your 
disorders. If you can sepaiate yourself and your 
misdemeanors, ;^ou are welcome to the house ; if 
not, an it would please you to take leave of her, she 
is very willing to bid you farewell. . 

Sir To. Earcwcll, dear heart, since I must needs 
be gone. 

Mar. Nay, good sir Toby. 

Clo. His eyes do show his days are almost done. 

Mai. Is’t even so ? 

Sir To. JJiit I will never die. 

Clo. Sir Toby, there you lie. 

Mai. This is much credit to you. 

Sir 'I'o. Shall I bid him go y [Singing. 

Clo. What an if you do 9 

Sir To. Shall I bid him go, and spare not 9 

Clo. 0 no, no, no, no, you dare not. 

Sir To. Outo’time? sir, ye lie. — Art any more 
than a slcw'ard? Dost thou tliink, because tliou art 
virtuous, there sliall be no more cakes and ale ? 

Clo. Yes, by saint Anne ; and ginger shall bo 
hot i’tbe mouth too. 

Sir To, 'i'hou’rt i’the right. — Go, sir, rub your 
chain wdth crums : — A stoop of wine, Maria ! 

Mai. Mistress Mary, if you prized my lady’s 
favour at any thing more than contempt, you would 
not give means for this uncivil rule; she shall know 
of it, by this Iiand. [Exit. 

Mar. Go shake your ears. 

' Komancer. 2 Name of an old borijr, 

K<iinvalent to jUly-Jally, shilly-shally. 

^ Cobblers. '* Hano' voursclf. 
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OR, WHAT 

Sir AjuU ’Twere aa good a deed as to drink when 
a man’s a liungry, to cliallenge him to the field ; and 
then to break promise with him, and make a fool of 
liim. 

Sir To. Do*t, knight ; I’ll write thee a chal- 
lenge : or I’ll deliver thy indignation to him by 
word of mouth. 

Mar. Sweet sir Toby, be patient for to-night : 
since the youth of the count’s was to-day wdth my 
lady, she is much out of quiet. For monsieur 
Malvolio, let me alone with him : if I do not gull 
him into a nay- word f, and make him a common 
recreation, do not I think I have wit enough to lie 
straight in my bed : I know, I can do it. 

Sir To. Possess us possess us j tell us some- 
thing of him. 

Mar. Marry, sir, sometimes he is a kind of Puritan. 

Sir And. O, if I thought that, I’d beat him like 
a dog. 

Sir To. What, for being a Puritan ? thy exqui- 
site reason, dear knight? 

Sir And. I have no exquisite reason for’t, but I 
have reason good enough. 

Mar. The devil a Puritan that he is, or Jiny thing 
constantly but a time-pleaser ; an atlcctioned ass, 
that cons state without book, and utters it by great 
swarths ^ : the best j)ersuaded of himself, so cram- 
med, as he thinks, with excellencies, that it is his 
ground of faith, that all, that look on him, love 
him ; and on tliat \ice in him will my revenge find 
notable cause to work. 

Sir 7b. ^V'hat wilt thou do ? 

Mar. I will drop in his way some obscure epistles 
of love ; vs herein, by the colour of his beard, the 
shape of his leg, the manner of his gait, the expres- 
surc of Jiih eye, forehead, and conqslexion, he shall 
find himself most feelingly personated: 1 can write 
very like my lady, jour niece ; on a forgotten matter 
vve cun hardly make distinction of our hands. 

Sir To. Excellent ’ I smell a device. 

Sir jtnd. 1 have’t in niy nose too. 

Sir To. He sliall think, by the letters that thou 
wilt diop, that tliey come from my niece, and that 
she is in love with him. 

Mar. My purpose is, indeed, a horse of that colour. 

Sir And. And your horse now would make him 
an ass. 

Mar. Ass, I doubt not. 

Sir And. (), ’twill be admirable. 

Mar. Sport royal, I wan*ant you. I will plant 
you two, and let the fool make a third, where he 
shall find the letter ; observe his construction of it. 
For this night, to bed, and dream on the event. 
Farewell. [Exit. 

Sir To. Good night, Pentlicsilea. 

Sir And, Before me, she’s a good wench. 

Sir To. She’s a beagle, true bred, and one tliat 
adores me : What o’ that ? 

Sir And. I was adored once too. 

Sir To. Let’s to bed, knight. — Thou hadst need 
send for more money. 

Sir And. If I cannot recover your niece, I am a 
foul way out. 

Sir To. Send for money, knight; if thou hast 
her not i’the end, call me Cut. i 

Sir And, If I do not, never trust me, take it 
Jiow you will. ^ 

® Bye-word. ^ Inform us. 

The row of grass left by a mower. 

Amazon. ^ Fool. 1 


YOU WILL, 

Sir To. Come, come; I’ll go burn some sack, 
*tis too late to go to bed now : come, knight ; come, 
knight. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. — A lioom in the Duke’s Palace, 

Enter Duke, Viola, Curio, and others. 

Duke. Give me some musick : — Now, good 
morrow, friends : — 

Now, good Cesario, but that piece of song, 

That old and antique song we heard last night ; 
Metliought, it did relieve my passion much ; 

More than light airs, and recollected terms 
Of these most brisk and giddy-paced times : — 
Come, but one verse. 

Cur. He is not here, so please your lordship, that 
should sing it. 

Duke. Who was it ? 

Cur. Feste, the jester, my lord ; a fool, tliat the 
lady Olivia’s father took much delight in : he is 
about the house. 

Duke. Seek him out, and play the tunc the w hile. 

[Exit Curio. — Musick, 
Come hither, boy ; If ever thou shalt love, 

In the sw'eet pangs of it, remember me ; 

For, such as I am, all true lovers are ; 

Unstaid and skittish in all motions else, 

Save, in that constant image of the creature 
That is belov’d. — How dost thou like tliis tunc ? 

Vio, It gives a very echo to the seat j 
Where Love is thron’d. - ’ 

Duke. Thou dost speak masterly : 

My life upon’t, young though thou art, thine eye 
Hath stay’d upon some favour that it loves ; 

Hath it not, boy ? 

Via, A little, by your favour. 

Duke. What kind of woman is’t ? 

Vio. Of your complexion. 

Duke. She is not w'orth thee, then. What years, 
i’faith ? 

Vio. About your years, my lord. 

Duke. I’oo old, by heaven; Let stib the woman take 
An elder than herself ; so wears she to him, 

So sways she level in her husband’s heart. 

For, boy, however we do praise ourselves, 

Our fancies are more giddy ainJ unfirm, 

IMore longing, wavering, sooner lost and worn, 
Than women’s are. 

Vio. I tliink it well, my lord. 

Duke. Then let thy love be younger than thyself. 
Or thy aflection cannot hold the bent ; 

For women are as roses ; whose fair flower. 

Being once display’d, doth fall tliat very hour.) 

Vio. And so they are : alas, that they are so ; 

To die, even when they to perfection grow ! 

Re-enter Curio, and Clown. 

Dxdce. O fellow, come, the song we had last 
night : — 

Mark it, Cesario ; it is old, and plain : 

The spinsters and the knitters in the sun, 

And the free maids that weave their thread with 
bones. 

Do use to cliaunt it ; it is silly sooth 
And dallies with the innocence of love, 

I Like the old age. 

I Clo. Are you ready, sir ? , 

Duke. Ay ; pr’ythee, sing. [MuAck. 

j Simple truth. 

F 4 
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Clo. Come awa^y come away, death, 

A'iid in sad cypress let me he lai I ; 

Fly away, jly away, breath ; 

I am slain by a fair cruet maid. 

My shroud of white, stuck all with yew, 

0, prepare it ; 

My part of death, no one so true 
Did share it. 

Not ajloive?', not a flower sweet, 

On my black cojfiu let there be sh own ; 

Not a friend, not a friend greet 
My poor corpse, where my hones shall be ihroion : 
A thousand thousand sighs to save, 

Lay me, O, where 
Sad true lover ne^erfnd my grave, 

To weep there, 

Duke. There’s for thy i)ains. 

Clo. No pains, sir ; I take pleasure in singing, sir. 
Duke. I’ll pay thy pleasure, then. 

Clo. Truly, sir, and pleasure will be paid, one 
time or another. 

Duke. Give me now leave to leave thee. 

Clo. Now, the melancholy god protect thee ; and 
the tailor make thy doublet of changeable taffata, 
for thy mind is a very opal. — I would have men of 
such constancy put to sea, that their business might 
be every thing, and their intent every where ; for 
that’s it, that always makes a good voyage of no- 
thing. — Farewell. [Ejcit Clown. 

Duke. Let all the rest give place. — 

[Exeunt Cusiio and Attendants 
Once more, Cesaiio, 
Get thee to yon’ same sovereign cruelty ; 

Tell her, my love, more noble than the world, 
Prizes not quantity of dirty lands ; 

The parts that fortune hath bestow’d upon her, 

Tell her, I hold as giddily as fortune ; 

But ’tis that miracle, and queen of gems, 

That nature pranks her in, attracts my soul. 

Vio. But, if she cannot love you, sir ? 

Duke. I cannot be so answer’d, 

Vio, ’Sooth, but you must. 

Say, that some lady, as, perhaps, there is, 

Hath for your love as great a pang of heart 
As you have for Olivia ; you cannot love her ; 

You tell her so ; Must she not then be answer’d ? 

Duke. There is no woman’s sides, 

Can bide the beating of so strong a passion 
As love doth give my heart : no woman’s heart 
So big, to hold so much ; they lack retention. 

But mine is all as hungry as the sea. 

And can digest as much ; make no compare 
Between that love a v. oman can bear me. 

And that I owe Olivia. 

VU). Ay, but I know, — 

Duke. What dost thou know ? 

Vio. Too well what love women to men may owe : 
In faith, they are as true of heart as we. 

My father had a daughter lov’d a man. 

As it might be, perhaps, were I a woman, 

I sliotild your lordship. 

Duke. And what’s her history? 

Vio. A blank, my lord : She never told her love, 

! But like a worm i’thc budjj 

\ o n herj3^jii|usk^^ thought ; 

* nd, wfinTgreen am! yellow melancholy. 


Slie sat like i>atiencc on a monument, 

Smiling at grief. W’^as not this love, indeed ? 

Wc men may say more, swear more ; but, indeed, , 
Our shows are more than will ; for still we prove ' 
Much in our vows, but little in our love, 

Duke. But died tliy sister of her love, my boy ? 

Vio. I am all the daughters of my father’s house, 
And all the brothers too ; — and yet 1 know not ; — 
Sir, shall I to this lady ? 

Duke. Ay, that’s the theme. 

To lier in haste ; give lier this jevvel ; say. 

My love can give no place, bide no deiiay. ^ 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE V. — Olivias Garden. 

Enter Sir Toby Belch, Sir Anhiiew Aglte-ciieek, 
and Fabian. 

Sir To. Come thy ways, signior Fabian. 

Fab. Nay, I’ll come; if I lose a scruple of this 
sport, let me be boiled to death with melancholy. 

Sir I'o. Would’st tliou not be glad to have the 
niggardly rascally sheeji-biter come by some notable 
shame ? 

Fab. I would exult, man ' you know, he brought 
me out of favour with my lady, about a bear-baiting 
liere. 

Sir To. To anger him, we’ll luive the bear again ; 
and we wall fool him black and blue : — Shall we 
not, sir Andrew ? 

Sir And. An we do not, it is pity of our lives. 

Enter IVIahia. 

Sir To. Here comes the little villain; — How 
now, my nettle of India? 

^far. Get ye all three into the box-tree ; INIal 
volio’s coming dow n this walk ; he has been yonder 
i’lhe snn, practising behaviour to his owai shadow', 
this half hour : observe him, for the love of mockery; 
for, I know, tliis letter will make a contemplative 
idiot of him. Close, in the name of jesting * ['The 
men hide themselves.^ Lie thou there; [Throws 
down a letter,] for here comes the trout that must 
be caught with tickling. [Exit Maria. 

Enter Malvolio. 

Mai. ’Tis but fortune ; all is fortune. Maria 
once told me, she did affect me : and I have heard 
herself come thus near, that, should she fancy, it 
should be one of my com))lexion. Besides, she uses 
me with a more exalted respect than any one else 
that follow's her. What should I think on’t? 

Sir J'o. Here’s an overw'cening rogue ! 

Fab. O, peace ! Contemplation makes a rare 
turkey-cock of him ; how he jets '' under his ad- 
vanced plumes ! 

Sir And. ’Slight, I could so beat the rogue ; — 

Sir To. Peace, I say, 

Mai. To be count Malvolio ; — 

Sir To. Ah, rogue ! 

Sir And. Pistol him, pistol him. 

Sir To. Peace, peace ! 

Mai. There is example for’t ; the lady of the 
strachy married the yeoman of the wardrobe. 

Sir And. Fie on him, Jezebel ! 

Fab. O, peace ! now he’s deeply in, look, how' 
imagination blows him, 

M(^. Having been three months married to her, 
‘sitting in my state, — 


3 Decks. 


DcMldl. 


^ Stiuts 
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^ir To. O, for .a slone-l) 0 \v, to lilt him in the eye ’ 
AfnL Calling inyoflieerstibouimo, in my hranehecl 
% civet gown ; having come from a day-bed, wdiere I 
left Olivia sleeping. 

Sir To. Fire and lirimstone ! 

Fab. Of peace, peace ! 

^fal. Aiul then to have the humour of state; and 
after a demure travel of regard, — telling them, I 
know my place, as I would they should do theirs, — 
to ask for my kinsman 'loby ; 

Sir To. Bolts and shackles ! 

Fab. O, peace, jieace, peace ! now, now’. 

Mai. Seven of my ])eo])le, w’ith an obedient start, 
make out for him: 1 frown the while; and, per- 
chance, wind up my w'atch, or ])lay with some rich 
jewel, Toby approaches; coint’sies there to me; 
Sir To. Siiall this fellow live V 
Fab. Though our silence he drawm from us with 
cars, yet peace. 

Mat. 1 extend rny hand to him thus, quenching 
my familiar smile with an austere regard of control : 

Sir To. And does not Toby take )ou a blow o’the 
lijis then ? 

Mai. Saying, Cousin Tobif, mi/forlvnes havin^ cast 
me on i/our niece, girc me this jjt cro^!i;atii'e of sjiecch : — - 
Sir To. AVliat, what? 

Mai. Yon 7nust amend ijo nr drn?denness. 

Sir To. Out, scab ! 

Fab. Nay, patience, or we break the sinews of 
our jilot. 

Mai. Jfe^idcs, you waste the treamre of yon c tmie 
icith a foolish knight , 

Sir And. 'I'liat’s me, I warrant you. 

Mai. One Sir Andrew : 

Sir And. I knew, ’twas 1 ; for many do call mo fool. 
Mai. What employment have w e here ? 

['fakin'r yp the letter. 
Fab. Now' is the w’oodcock near the gin. 

Sir To. O, peace ! and tlie spirit of Immoiirs in- 
timate reading aloud to him ! 

Mat. By my life, this is my lady’s liand : these 
be her very /^’s her V's ami her 7'’s, and thus makes 
she her great C'a. it is, in contempt of question, 
her hand. 

Sir And. ileri^’s, her?7’s, andher T’s; Why that? 
Mul. [Feuds, j To the unknown beloved, this, and 
my good wishe.s : her very jihrases ' — By your leave, 
wax. — Soft! — and the impressure her Lucrecc, 
with w'liich she uses to seal : ’tis iny lady : To whom 
should this be? 

Fab. I'liis w'ins him, liver and all. 

Mai. [lieads,^ Jove knows, I love : 

Jhit who? 

Lips do 7 iot 7 norc, 

A’() 771 art must know. 

No man must k 7 iow. — What follow's? the numbers 
altered ! — No man 7nust lc 7 ioiv : — If this should be 
diee, Malvolio ? 

Sir To. Marry, bang thee, brock ! ^ 

Mai. r may commami, ivhcie I adoi'C : 

lint silence, like a Lucrecc knife, 

WUh bloodless stroke 7ny heart doth gore s 
M, O, A, I, doth sivay my life. 

Lfab. A fustian riddle ! 

Sir To. Excellent w'cnch, say I. 

Mai. M, O, A, I, doth sway rny life. — Nay, but 
first, let me sec, — let me see, — let me see. 

F(d>. Wl>at a dish of poison has she d essed Him I 

^ Ba<tg<*r. 


Sir To. And with w’hat wing liie startii^el ? checks 
at it I 8 

Mai. L 71101 / ronunand where 1 adore. Why, she 
may command me ; I serve her, she is my lady. 
Why, this is eviilent to any formal capacity. There 
is no obstruction in this ; — And the end, — What 
should that alphabetical position portend ? If I 
could make that resemble something in me, — 
Softly ! — M, 0, A, L. — 

Sir To. O, ay ! make up that ; — he is now at a 
cold scent. • 

L'ab. Sow’ter will cry upon’t for all this, though 
it he as rank as a fox. 

Mai. M, — Malvolio ; — M, — why, that begins 
my name. 

Fab. Did not I say, be would w'ork it out ? the 
cur is excellent at faults. 

Mai. M, — But then there is no consonancy in 
the sequel ; that sufters under probation : A should 
follow', but () docs. 

Fab. And 0 shall end, I hope. 

Sir To. Ay, or I’ll cudgel him, and make him 
cry, 0. 

Mai. And then / comes behind ; — 

L'ab. Ay, an you had any eye i)ehind you, you 
might sec more detraction at your heels, than for- 
tunes before you. 

Mai. M, 0, A, Li — Tin's simulation is not as the 
former. — and yet, to crusli this a little, it would 
how to me, for every one of these letters are in my 
name. Soft ; Ijcre follow’s prose. — Jf this fall into 
thy Iin 7 id, revolve, Ln rny stars T am above thee j 
but be not afraid of greatness : Some are bmii great, 
some achieve greatness', and some have greatness 
thrust upon Ihein. Thy fates open Iheir hands ; let 
thy blood and sjjint embrace them. And, to inure 
thyself to 7 vhat thou art like to be, cast thy humble 
s/'ongh and appear fresh, lie opposite wUh a 
hinsmrm, sindy with servants .* let thy fo7igue tang 
argiimimfs if state ; put thyself into the trick of 
singidai'ify : .she thus advises thee, that sighs for 
thee, liemember ivho commended thy yellow stock- 
ings; and wished to see thee ever cross-gartered : L 
sui/t remember. Go to; thou art 'made, if thou 
desiresi to be so; if 7 wt, let me see thee a steward 
still, the fellow of servants, and not ivortky to touch 
fort line's fngers. Fareivell. She that ivonld alter 
'services with thee. The fortunate-unhappy. ^ 

Day-light and chami)iaii discovers not more ; tins 
is open. I will he proud, I will read politick 
authors, I will halHe Sir Toby, I will w'ash off gross 
acquaintance, I will be point-de-vicc the very 
man. I do not now fool myself, to let imagination 
jade me ; for every reason excites to this, that my 
lady loves me. She did commend my yellowr 
stockings of late, she did praise my leg being cross- 
gartered ; and in this she manifests herself to my 
love, and, with a kind of injunction, drives me to 
these habits of her liking. I thank my stars, I am 
happy. I will be strange, stout, in yellow stock- 
ings, and cross-gartered, even w'itli the swiftness ot 
putting on. Jove, and my stars be praised ! — 
Here is yet a i)Ostscript. L'koiz canst not choose hut 
know who L am. Jf thou entertainest my love, let it 
appear m thy smiling; thy smiles become thee well: 
therefore m rny prresence still smile, dear my sweet, 
I pr'ylhec. Jove, I thank thee. -- I will smile ; I 
will do every thing that thou w’ilt have me, [Eiit. 

7 Hawk. ® Fly» at ‘t. ® Name of a bound. 

1 Skin of a snake. * Open country. Utmost exactness. 
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Fab. I will HOt give my part of dll', sport foi a 
pension of thousan(k to Ik j>ai<l i'loiri the Sopliy. 

Sir To. I eoiihl marry this weneh for this device. 

Sir A)id. So could I too. 

Sir To, And ask no other dowry witli her, but 
such another jest. 

Enter Maria. 

Sir And. Nor 1 neither. 

Fah. Here comes my noble gull-catcher. 

Sir To. Wilt thou set thy foot o’niy neck ? 

Sir And. Or o’mine either ? 

Sir To. Shall I play iiiy freedom at tray-trip 4, 
and become thy bond sla\e? 

Sir And. I’faith, or I either. 

Sir To. Why, thou haj,t put him in such a dream, 


that, when the image of it leaves him, he must run 
mad. 

Afar, Nay, but say true ; does it work upon him ? 

Sir To. Like aqua vita‘. 

Afar. If you will then see the fruits of the sport, 
mark his tirst ap])roach before my lady : he will 
come to her in yellow’^ stockings, and ’tis a eolour 
she abhors ; and cross-gartered, a fashion she de- 
tests ; and he will smile upon her, which will now 
be so iin.suitahle to her disposition, being addicted 
to a melanclioly as .she is, that it cannot hut turn 
iiim into a notable contempt : if you will see it, 
follow me. 

Sir To, To the gates of Tartar, thou most excel- 
lent ilevil of wit ! 

Sir And. I’ll make one too. \^Eieunt. 


ACT III. 


SCKNE I. — 01ivia’.s’ Garden- 

Enter Viola, and Clown wUh a labor. 

Via. Save thee, frie id, and tliy miisick . Dost 
tliou live by thy tabor ? 

Clo. No, sir, I live hy the church. 

Fin. Art (lum a cliurthmari ? 

Clo. No such matter, sir ; I do live by the church : 
for 1 do live at my house, and my house doth stand 
by the church. 

Fio, So thou niay’st say, the king lies ’» by a 
beggar, if a beggar ilwell near him . or, the church 
stands l)y thy tabor, if thy tabor shuul hy the church. 

Clo. You have said, sir. — To see this age ! — A 
sentence is but a I’lieveril** glove to a good wit; 
How rpiickly tlie wrong side may be turned out- 
ward ! 

Vio. I warrant thou art a merry fellow, and carest 
for nothing. 

r/o. Not so, sir, T do care foi something hiU in 
my conseieuce, sir, 1 do not care for you ; if that he 
to care for nothing, sir, I would it would make jou 
invisible. 

Vio. Art not thou the lady Olivia’s fool ? 

Clo. No, indeed, sir • tlie lady Olivia has no folly : 
she will keep no fool, sir, till ‘-he be married ; and 
fools are as like hnshands as jiilchards are to herrings, 
the husband’s the bigger ; I am, indeed, not her 
fool, but her corrupter of words. 

Vio, I saw thee late at the count Orsiiio’s. 

Clo. Foolery, sir, does w^alk about the orb, like 
the sun ; it shines every where. I would be sorry, 
sir, but the fool should be as oft with your master, as 
with my mistress : I think, I saw your w isdom there. 

Via. Nay, an thou pass upon me. I’ll no more 
w ith thee. Hold, there’s expences for thee. Is thy 
lady within? 

Clo. My lady is within, sir. I will construe to 
her w hence you come : wlio you are, and wdiat you 
would, arc out of my welkin : I might say, element ; 
but the word is over-worn. [Erit. 

Via. This fellow’s wise enough to play the fool ; 
And, to do that w^ell, craves a kind of wit. 

He must observe their mood on whom be jests. 

The quality of persons, and the time ; 

’ A boy’s diversion, lb rev and tnp. 

*' Dwells, 


And, like the haggard^, check at every featliei 
That conies before his eye. Tliis is a practice, 

As full of labour as a wise man’s art ; 

For folly, that he wisely shows, is tit ; 

But wise men, folly-fallen, quite taint their wit. 

Enter Sir Toby Belch and Sir Amirew Agi'f- 

rilFKK. 

Sir To. Save yon, gentleman. 

Vio. And you, sir. 

Sir A nil. iJirn rous ^ardr, nionsienr. 

Vio. El rou^ anssi ; voire .scrintcnr. 

Sir And. I liope, sir, y'ou are ; and 1 am yours,. 
Sir To. Will you encounter the house? my niece 
is desirous you should enter, if your trade he to hei. 

Vio. 1 am bound to your niece, sir; I me.in, she 
is the list^ of my voyage. 

Sir To. Taste your legs, sir, ])ut them to motion. 
Vio, My legs do better understand me, sir, tlian 
I nnderslaiul wdiat you mean by biilding me taste 
my legs. 

Sir To. 1 mean, to go, sir, to c‘nter. 

Vw. I will answer you with g.iit and entrance : 
But we are prevented. 

Enter Olivj \ and jMauia. 

Most excellent accomplished lady, the heavens rain 
odours on you ’ 

Sir And. 'Hiat youth’s a rare courtier! Itain 
odours I well. 

Vio. My matter hath no voice, lady, but to your 
own most pregnant and vouchsafed ear. 

Sir And. Odow<i., prc^fuanl-, and vouchsafed: — 
I’ll get ’em all three ready. 

OIL Let the garden door be shut, and leave me 
to my hearing. 

[Exeunt Sir Towi, Sir Andrew, and Maria. 
Give me your hand, sir. 

Vw, My duty, madam, and most humble service. 
OIL What is your name ? 

Fto. Cesario is your servant’s name, fair princess. 
OIL My servant, sir ’ ’Twas never merry world, 
Since lowly feigning w'as call’d compliment : 

You are servant to tlie count Oisino, youth. 

ViiK And he is yours, and liis must needs be yours : 
Yoqr servant’s servant is your servant, madam. 


« Kid, 


” A hawk not well trained. 
Keadv. 


^ hound, limit 
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OR, WIIAT YOU WILL. 

OH. Forliim, 1 think noton hijn . for Jiisthoujrlits, j 

’Uonkl they wore l)lanks, nitlior tlKin liIJ’d witli' me! 1 SCENE II. ~~ A Room in Oi:>ia’s llnnac. 
rio. IVIadam, 1 come to whet your gentle thoughts i 


On Ills behalf; 

Olt. O, by your leave, 1 pray you ; 

! bade you never speak again of in'ni; 
j>ut, would you undertake another suit, 

T had lather hear you to solicit that. 

Than inusick from tlie spheres. 

Dear lady, 

0/i, Give me leave, I beseech you : 1 did send, 
After the last endiantment you did here, 

A ring in chase of yon ; so did 1 abuse 
Myself, my servant, and, 1 fear me, you . 

Under your hard construction must I sit, 

'J\> force that <ni you, in a shameful cunning. 
Which you knew none of yours ; W^hat might you 
think ? 

Have you not set mine honour at the slake, 

Ami bai(<‘d it willi all the un?nurxled thoughts 
'riiat tyrannous heart can think y To one of your 
receiving ' 

Enough is shown ; a cyjn’us, not a bosom. 

Hides my poor lieart So let me hear you speak, 
Vu). I pity you. 

O/i. 'I’hat’s a di'gree to love, 

Vu). No, not a grise ; for ’tis a vulgar proof, 
That vi'ry oft we jnty enemies. 

Oh. Win , then, methinks, ’tis time to smile again ; 
O, uorld, huvv apt thv poor are tt> be jnoud I 
If one should be a prey, how much the better 
'lo fall liefoie tbe lion, than tlie wolf.'* \ C/(K'k slnkes. 
'J’he (lock upbraids me with tlie uaste of time, — 
lie not afiaid, good youth, I will not ba\e you . 
And yet, n hen vut and youth is come to harvest, 
A"our wife is like to reap <i jnoiier man * 

'riu‘ii‘ Iies}our way, due west. 

f'io. 'fheii west ward-hoe 

Giace, and good disposition ’tend your ladyship ' 
A'ou’li notiiing, madam, to my lord by me 
fJ/i. Stay:' 

I pi’ythee, tell me, what thou thiiik'st of me. 
fho. J’li.it you do think, )ou aie not wliat )(m aie. 
(Hi. If 1 think so, I think the same of you. 

Vio. 'I'lien think yon right ; 1 .mi not what I am. 
(Hi. I would you were as 1 would have you be ! 
r<o. W'oiild it be better, m.ulam, tli.ui I am, 

J wish it might ; hw now 1 am your fool. 

; (Hi. (), wliat a deal of scoin looks beautiful 
In the eontempi and anger of his liji ! 

A murd’ious guilt shows not itself more soon 
I'Jian love that would seem hid ; love’s night is noon, 
Cesario, by the roses of the spring. 

By uiaidhood, honour, truth, aiul every thing, 

I love thee so, that, inaugre all thy pride, 

Nor wit, nor re.ison, can my passion hide. 

Do not extort thy reasons from this clause, 

For, that I woo, thou therefore hast no cause ; 

But, rather, reason tlius with reason fetter ; 

Love sought is good, but given unsought is better. 

Vio. By innocence I swear, and by my youth, 

I have one Iieart, one bosom, and one truth, 

And that no wmuan has; nor never none 
Shall mistress be of it, save I alone. 

And so adu'Ai, good madam ; never more 
Will I my master’s tears lo you deplore. 

(Hi. A’et come again : for thou, perhaps, may ’st move 
That heart, which now abhors, lo like Iiis low. 

[ExcioU. 

’ Ueady apprehension. ” Step. 


Euler Sir Tobv Belch, Sir Anduew Agul-cueek, 
and Fabian. 

Sir And. No, faith, I’ll not stay a jot longer. 

Sir To. Thy reason, dear venom, give thy reason. 

Eub. You must needs yield your reason, sir An- 
drew. 

Sir And. Marry, I saw your niece do more favours 
to the count’s serving man, tlian ever she bestowed 
upon me . 1 saw’t i’the orchard. 

Sir To. Did she see tliee the w hile, old boy ? tell 
me that. 

Sir And. As plain as 1 .see you now. 

Fab. Tin's w'as a great argument of love in her 
toward you. 

Sir And. ’Sliglit* will you make an ass o’ me? 

Fab. I will prove it legitimate, sir, ujion the oaths 
of judgment and reason. 

Sir To. And they have been grand jury-men, 
since before Noali was a sailor. 

Fab. She did show favour to tlie youth in your 
sight, only to exasperate you, to awake your dor- 
mouse valour, to put fire in your heait, and brim- 
stone in your liver ; Y'ou should then have accosted 
her; and with some excellent jests, lire-new’^ from 
the mint, you should have banged the youtli into 
dumbness. Tliis was looked for at your Jiand, and 
this was baulked : tbe double gilt oi' this oppor- 
tunity you let time wasli oil’, and you are now 
sailed into the north of my lady’s opinion ; where 
jou w'ill hang like an icicle on a Dutcliinan’s beard, 
unless you do redeem it by some laudable attempt, 
either oi’ valour, or policy. 

Sir Ami. Aml’t he any way, it must be with 
valour; for policy 1 hate. 1 had as lief be a 
Brownisl as a jiolitician. 

I Sir To. AVhy then, build me thy fortunes iijion 
j tbe basis of valour. Challenge me the count’s youth 
to light with him; hurt him in eleven places; my 
niece shall take note of it • and assun^ thysidf, there 
is no love-broker in tlie world can more prevail in 
man’s c(nmnendation with woman, tiian repoit of 
valoftr. 

Fab. There is no way but this, Sir Andrew. 

Sir ^Ind. Will either of }ou bear me a ehallenge 
to him ? 

Sir To. Go, w rite it in a martial hand ; be curst ^ 
and biicf; it is no matter how wittj, so it be elo- 
(|uent, and full of invention ; taunt him w ith the 
licence of ink ; if thou tfion'st liim some thrice, it 
shall not be amiss ; and as many lies as will lie in 
thy sheet of paper, although the sheet w ere big 
enough for the bed of Ware '» in England, set ’em 
down ; go, about it. Let there be gall enough in 
thy ink: though thou write with a goose-pen, no 
matter : About it. 

Sir And. Where shall I find you ? 

Sir To. We’ll call thee at the cnbic/ulo^ : Go. 

[EAl Sir Andkew. 

Fab. This i.s a dear manakin to you. Sir Toby. 

Sir To. 1 have been dear to him, lail ; some two 
thousand strong, or so. 

Fab. We shall have a rare letter from him ; but 
you’ll not deliver it ? 

Sir To. Never trust me tlieii ; and by all means 

^ Separatists in Queen Elizabeth’s reign ^ Crabbed. 

In Hertfordshire, which held torty perbuns. Clumiber. 
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stir on the youth to an answer. I think, oxen and 
wainropes cannot hale them together. For Andrew, 
if he were opened, and you find so much hlood in 
his liver as will cUig the foot of a Ilea, I’ll cat the 
rest of the anatomy. 1 

Fah. And his opposite, the youth, hears in his j 
visage no great pres.igc of cruelty. j 

Entc)' IMaria. I 

I 

Sir To. Ia>ok, \\herc the youny;est wren of nine ■ 
comes. i 

Mar. If you desire the sjileen, and will huudi j 
yourselves into stitches, follow me : yon' gull Mai- - 
volio is in yellow stockings. | 

Sir 'To. And cross-gaifered ? ; 

Mar. Most villainously ; like a pedant that keeps j 
a school i’the clnucli. — 1 have dogged him, like j 
his murderer; lie does obey every jioint of the 
letter that T drojjped to lu'tray him. He docs 
smile his face into more lines, than are in the new | 
map, with the augmentation of the Indies: you ; 
have not seen such a thing as ’tis ; 1 c.in hardly i 
forbear hurling things at him. I know, my lady | 
will strike Jiim ; if she do, he’ll smile, and take’t 
for a great favour. 

Sir To. Come, bring us, bring us where he is. 

[ Exeunt. 

SCENE III. — .9/m'/. ' 

Enter Antomo and Sebastiax. 

Seh. I would not, by my will, have troidded you ; ' 
But, since you make your pleasure of your pains, i 
1 will no further chide you. j 

Ant. 1 could not stay behind you; my desiie. 
More sharp than liled steel, did spur me forth . j 
And not all love to see vou, (though so much, 

As might have drawn one to a longer voyage,) 

But jealousy what might befall your travel. 

Being skilless in these parts ; which to a stranger', 
Unguided, and unfriended, often prove 
Rough and unhosjritablc • My w illing love. 

The rather by these arguments of fear, 

Set forth in your pursuit. 

Set). iVIy kind Antonio, 

I can no other arrsw'cr irrake, but, thanks, 

And thairks, and ever tharrks ; Ofteii good turns 
Are shulHed olF with such uncurreiil pay ; 

But, were my worth, as is my conscience, firm, 

You shoirld find better dealirrg. What’s to do? 
Shall we go see the relirpres of this town ? 

Ant. To-morrow, sir ; best, first, go sec your 
lodging. 

Seb. I am not w'eary, and ’tis long to night ; 

I pray you, let us satisfy our eyes 

With the memorials, and the things of fame, 

llrat do renowm this city. 

Ant. ’Would you’d pardon me ; 

I do not without danger walk these streets : 

Once, in a sea-fight, ’gainst the Count his gallies, 

I did some service ; of such note, indeed, 

That, were I ta’en here, it would scarce be answer’d. 

Seb. Belike, you slew great number of Iris people. 

Ant. The offence is not of such a bloody nature ; 
Albeit the quality of the time and quarrel. 

Might well have given us bloody argument. 

It might liave since been answer’d in repaying 
What we took from them ; which for trafiick’s sake 
Most of our city did ; only myself stood out : 


For w'hich, if 1 be lapsed 7 in this place, 

1 ^hall pay dear. 

St>b. Do not then walk too open. 

Ant. It doth not fit me. Hold, sir, heie’s my 
])urse ; 

In the south suburbs, at the Elejdiant, 

Is best to lodge • 1 will bespeak our diet. 

Whiles you beguile the time, and feed yom know- 
ledge, 

With viewing of the town ; there shall you have me. 
Srb. Why I your purse ? 

Ant. Haply, your eye shall light upon some toy 
You have desire to purchase ; .and your store, 

1 think, is not foi idle maikets, sir. 

Seb. I'll he }our pmse-hearer, and leave you for 
An houi. 

Ant. To the Elephant. — 

Seb. 1 do remember. 

[E.i cunt. 

SCENE IV. --Olivia'.s Carden. 

Enter Olivia and IMaria. 

Oh. I have sent after him : He says, he’ll come; 
How sliall I feast him? what hc'stovv on him? 

For youth is bought more oft, than begg’d, or bor- 
row’d. 

1 sjieak too loud. — — 

Where Is M.dvollo? — he is sad, and civil, 

And suits well for a servant with my fortunes ; — 
Where is IM.'iholio? 

Mar. He’s coming, madam ; 

But in strange manner. He is sure possess’d. 

Oh. Win, what’s the matter does lu‘ r:;ve i 
Mar. No, madam. 

Tie does nothing but smile ; your ladvshij) 

Weie best have guaul about you if he come ; 

For, sure, the man is tainted in his wits. 

Oh. (lO call him hither. I’m as mad as lie, 

If sad and merry madness equ.'il be. — 

Enter iVlALVOiao. 

Tlow' now, Malvolio? 

Mat. Sweet lady, ho, ho. [SnuJcs fanta^tieatly. 
Oh. Smil’st thou ? 

T sent for thee upon a sad ^ occasion, 

Mai. Sad, lady ? J coidd he sad : This does 
make some obstruction in the blood, this cross-gar- 
tering : But w hat of that, if' it please the eye of 
one, it is with me as the very true sonnet is : Fleasc 
one, and plraw all. 

Oh. Win, how dost thou, man? what is the 
matter with thee ? 

M(d. Not black in my mind, though yellow in 
my legs : It did come to his hands, and commands 
shall be executed. I think, we do know the sweet 
Roman hand. 

on* Wilt thou go to bed, Malvolio? 

Mai, To bed? ay, swect-heait; and I’ll come 
to thee. 

OH. God comfort thee ! Why dost thou smile so, 
and kiss thy hand so oft ? 

Mar. How' do you, Malvolio ? 

Mai. At your request? Yes; Nightingales an- 
swer daws. 

Mar. Why appear you with this ridiculous bold- 
ness before my lady ? 

Mai. He not afraid of greatness ; ’Twas well writ. 
OHf What meanest thou by that, Malvolio? 

7 Caught. ® Grave. 
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Mill. S(>nu‘ are born great, — 

(Hi. Ha? ' 

Mai. Some achieve greatness, — 

Oh. What say\t thou ? 

Mai. And some have greatness thrust upon them. 

Oh. IJcavL'n rostorc thee ! 

Mai. Remember who eommetidcd thy yellow stock- 
ings ; — 

Oh Thy yellow ^tockiufrs? 

Mai. And wished to see thee cross-gartered. 

Oil. (’ross-j^arU‘iv(l ? 

JVIal. Go to : thou art made, if tUmi desirest to be 

OH. Am 1 made ? 

Mai. Jf not, let me sec thee a servant still. 

Oh. Why, this is vcij luidsumnier ina«lness. 

Tinier Servant. 

Serv. IVIadam, the young gentleman of the count 
Oisiiio’s is letunied , 1 could hardly entreat iiim 
back . he attends join ladyship’s ])leasure. 

Oh. ril come to him. \^Ilnt Ser\ant.] Good 
IVIaria, let this fi*llow be looked to. Wliere’s my 
cousin Toby? Let some of my people have a special 
care of him ; 1 would not have him miscarry for the 
half of my dowry. \^11xcunl Olivia and 31 aria. 

Mai. Oh, ho! do you come near me now? no 
worse man than sir 'I'oby to look to me? 'i'his con- 
curs diiectly with the letter, she sends him on 
]>urpos(‘, that I may apj)ear stubborn to him ; foi 
she incites me to that in the letter. Cad thy hum- 
ble slough, says she : be opposde with a kinsman, 
surly v'lth servants, — let thy tongue tang with ar- 
guments of state, — put thyself into the frtek if 

siugnlarify ; and, consequently', sets down the 

manner how' ; as, a sad face, a reverend cat riage, a 
slow longue, in the luilnt of some sir of note, and 
so forth. I luive limed Iut ; but it is .Jove’s doing, 
and Jove make me thankful 1 And, when she went 
away now, Let this fellow be looked to : Fellow ! 
not MalvoHo, nor after my degree, but fellow. 
Why, every tiling adheres together ; tliat no dram 
of a scruple, no scruple of a scruple, no obstacle, 
no incredulous or unsafe circumstance, — What 
can be said? Nothing, that can be, ean come be- 
tween me and tlie full prospect of my hopes. Well, 
Jove, not 1, is the doer of this, and he is to be thanked. 

Re-enter Maria, with Sir Touv Belch, and 
Fa WAN. 

Sir To. Wliich w'ay is he, in the name of sanctity ? 
I’ll speak to Iiim. 

R\b. Here lie is, liere he is : — IIovv is’t witli you, 
sir ? how i.s’t with you, man ? 

Mai, Go off; I discard yon, let me enjoy my 
private ; go oil’. 

Mar. Lo, how hollow the fiend speaks within 
him ! did not I tell you ? — Sir Toby, my lady prays 
you to liave a care of him. 

McU. Ah, ha I does she so ? 

Sir To. Go to, go to; peace, jicace, we must 
deal gently with him ; let me alone. 11 ow' do you, 
Malvolio? how' is’t with you? What, man ! defy the 
devil : consider he’s an enemy' to mankind. 

Mai. Do you know what you say ? 

Mar. La you, an you speak ill of tJie devil, how 
he takes it at heart 1 Pray Jieaven, he be not be- 
witched ! My lady w'ould not lose him for auorc 
dian I’ll say. 

» Companion. 


J/o/. How now', mistress? 

Mar. O lord ! 

Sir To. Pr’ythee, hold tliy ])cace ; this is not tlie 
Wr'ay : Do you not see, you move Ju'm ? let me alone 
witli him. 

Fab. No way but gentleness j gently, gently: the 
fiend is rough, and will not be roughly used. 

Sir To. Why how now', my bawcock ? ‘ how dost 
thou, chuck? 

Mai. Sir? 

Sir To. Ay, Biddy, come with me. W’liat, man ! 
’tis not for gravity lo play at eherry-j)it - w ith Satan ; 
Hang him, foul collier * 

Mai. Go iKing yourselves all ! you are idle slial- 
low things : I am not of your element ; you shall 
know more hereafU*r. 

Sir To. Is’t possible ? 

Fab. If this were played upon a stage now, I 
could condemn it as an improbable fiction. 

Sir To. His very genius hath taken the infection 
of the device, man. 

Mar. Nay, pursue him now ; lest the device take 
air, and taint. 

T'ah. Wliy', we shall make Iiim mad, indeed. 

Alar. The house will be the quieter. 

Sir To. (\)iue, we’ll have him in a dark room, 
and bound. My niece is already in the bi lii’f that 
he is mad ; w e may carry it thus, for our pleasure, 
and his penance, till our very pastime, tiled out of 
breath, prouijjt us to liavc mercy on him . at wliith 
time, we will bring the device to the bar, and crown 
thee for a finder of madmen. But see, but see. 

1 Inter Sit Anukew Agufi jiilk. 

Fab. Moie matter for a May morning. 

Sir And. Here’s the challenge, read it; I warrant, 
there’s vinegar and pep])iT in’t. 

T'ab. Is’t so saw'cy ? 

Sir And. Ay, is it, I w'arrant Iiim; do but read. 

Sir To. Give me. [/iV«(/s.] Youth, whatsoever 
thou art, thou art but a scurvy fellow. 

Fab. Good and valiant. 

Sir To. ILonder not, nor admire not in thy mind, 
why I do call thee so, for 1 will show thee no reaso7i 
fort.^ 

Fab. A good note : lliat keeps you from the blow 
of the law. 

Sir To. Thou comest to the lady Olivia, and in my 
sight she uses thee lindly . but thou best in thy throat, 
that IS not the matter 1 challenge thee for. 

J'nb. Very brief, and exceeding good sense-less. 

Sir To. J will way-lay l/iee going home ; where f it 
be thy chance to kill me, — — 

Fab. Good. 

Sir To. Thou killest me like a rogue and a villain. 

Fab. Still you keep o’tlie windy side of the law : 
Good. 

Sir To. Fare thee well : And God have mercy 
upon one of our souls/ TTe may have mercy upon 
mine; but my hope is better, and so look to thyself. 
Thy friend, as thou uscst him, and thy sworn enemy. 

Andrew Aoue-i iieek. 

Sir To. If this letter move Iiim not, his legs can- 
not ; I’ll giv’t him. 

Mar. You may liave vei^ fit occasion for’t ; he 
is now in some commerce witli my lady, and will 
by and by depart. 

Sir To. Go, sir Andrew ; scout me for him at 
the corner of the orchard, like a bailitf: so soon as 

1 Jolly cock, beau and coq. ^ A play among boys. 
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over tliou seest him, draw ; and, as thou drawcst, 
swear horrible ; for it comes to pass oft, that a ter- 
rible oath, with a swaggering accent sharply twanged 
off, gives manhood more approbation than ever proof 
itself would have earned him. Away. 

Sir Jnd, Nay, let me alone for swearing. [ Exit, 

Sir To. Now will not 1 deliver liis letter : for tlie 
behaviour of the young gentleman gives him out to 
be of good capacity and breeding ; his employment 
between his lord and my niece confirms no less; 
therefore this letter, being so excellently ignorant, 
will breed no terror in the youth ; he will find it 
comes from a clodpole. But, sir, I will deliver his 
challenge by word of mouth ; set upon Agiie-cheek 
a notable report of valour; and drive the gentle- 
man, (as, 1 know his youth will aptly receive it,) 
into a most hideous opinion of his rage, skill, fury, 
and impetuosity. Tliis will so fiighteii them both, 
that they will kill one another by the look, like 
cockatrices. 

Enter Olivia ami Viola. 

Enh. Here he comes with your niece ; give them 
way, till he take leave, and presently after him. 

Sir To. I will meditate the while upon some 
horrid messiige for a cliallenge. 

[Exeunt Sir Toby, Fa hi an, and Maria. 

Oh. I have said too much untv) a heart of stone, 
And laid mine honour too unchary out : 

There’s something in me, that reproves my fault; 
But such a headstrong potent fault it is. 

That it but mocks reproof. 

Fio.'With the same’haviour that your passion bears, 
Go on my master’s griefs. 

/ Oli. Here, wear this jewel tor me, ’tis my picture; 
Refuse it not, it hath no tongue to vex >au : 

And, I liesecch you, come again to-morrow. 

What shall you ask of me, that I’ll deny; 

That honour, sav’d, may upon asking give? 

Vio, Nothing but tliis, your true love for my master. 

Oli. How with mine honour may 1 give him that 
Which 1 have given to you ? 

Vio. I will acipiit you. 

Oli. Well, come again to-morrow : Fare thee well. 

[Exd. 

Re’.cnter Sir Toby Belch, and Fabian. 

Sir To. Gentleman, heaven save thee. 

Vio. And you, sir. 

Sir To. Tliat defence thou hast, betake thee to’t ; 
of what nature the wrongs arc thou hast done him, 
I know not ; but thy intcrcepter, full of desjiight, 
bloody as the hunter, attends thee at tlie orchard 
end ; dismount thy tuck 3, be yarc ^ in tliy prepar- 
ation, for thy assailant is quick, skilful, and deadly. 

Vio. You mistake, sir; 1 am sure, no man hath 
any quarrel to me ; my remembrance is very free 
and clear from any image of offence done to any 
man. 

Sir To. You’ll find it otherwise, I assure you ; 
therefore, if you hold your life at any price, betake 
you to your guard ; for your opposite hath in him 
what youth, strength, skill and wrath, can furnish 
man withal. 

Vio. I pray you, sir, what is he? 

Sir To. He is knight, dubbed with unbacked 
rapier, and on carpet consideration ; but he is a 
devil in private brawl : souls and bodies hath he 
divorced three ; and liis incensement at this moment 
3 Rapjcr ^ Ready, 


is so implacable, that satisfaction can be none but 
by pangs of death and sepulchre : hob, nob, is his 
word ; give’t or tak’t. 

Vio. I will return again into the house, and de- 
sire some conduct of the lady. I am no figliter. I 
have heard of some kind of men, that put quarrels 
purposely on others, to taste their valour : belike, 
this is a man of that quirk. 

Sir To. Sir, no ; his indignation derives itself out 
of a very competent injury ; therefore get you on, 
and give him his desire. Back you shall not to the 
house, unless you undertake that with me, wliicli 
with as much safety you might answer him there- 
fore, on, or strip your sword stai k nake<l : Ibi meddle 
you must, that’s certain, or forswear to wear iion 
about you. 

Vio. 'I'his is as uncivil, as strange, 
you, do me this courteous office, as to know' of the 
knight what my offence to him is: it is something 
of my negligence, nothing of my purpose. 

Sir To. I will do so. vSignior Fabian, stay you 
by this gentleman till my return. [Exil Sir 'Foby. 

Vio. Fray you, sir, do you know of this matter ? 

Fab. I know the knight is incensed against you, 
even to a inoital .'irbitreracnt , but nothing of the 
circumstance more. 

Vio. 1 beseech you, w hat manner of man is he ? 

Fab. Nothing of that w'ondeifid i)romise, to read 
him by his form, as you are like to find hini in the 
proof of his valour. lie i«, indeed, sir, the mo‘,t 
skilful, bloody, and fatal opposite that you could 
possibly have found in any part of llljria. Will 
you walk towards him? I will make jour jieace 
with him, if 1 can. 

Vio. I shall be much bound to you for't I am 
one, that would rather go with sir priest, than sir 
knight • I care not who knows so much of my 
mettle. [Exeunt. 

lie-entcr Sir Toby, with Sir Andrew. 

Sir To. Why, man, he’s a veiy devil ; I have not 
seen such a virago. I had a pass Avith him, lapier, 
scabbard, and all, and he gives me the sluck-in 
with such a mortal motion, that it is inevitable ; 
and on the answer, he jiays you as surely as your 
feet hit the ground they step on : They say he has 
been fencer to the Sophy. 

Sir And. I’ll not meddle with him. 

Sir To. Ay, but he will not now be pacified : 
Fabian can scarce hold him yonder. 

Sir And. Plague on’t; an I thought he had been 
valiant, and so cunning in fence, I’d have seen Iiim 
hanged ere I’d have challenged him. Let Iiim let 
the matter slip, and I’ll give him my horse, grey 
Capilet. 

Sir To. I’ll make the motion : Stand here, make 
a good show ou’t ; this shall end without tlie per- 
dition of souls. Marry, I’ll ride your horse as well 
as I ride you. [Aside. 

Rc-^entcr Fabian and Viola. 

I have his horse [To Fab,] to take up the quarrel ; 
I have persuaded him, the youth’s a devil. 

Fab. He is as horribly coiicoited of him ; and 
pants, and looks pale, as if a liear w ere at his heels. 

Sir To. There’s no remedy, sir ; he will fight wdtii 
you for his oath’s sake : marry, he hath better be- 
thought him of his quarrel, and he finds tliat now 
scared to be worth talking of : therefore draw', for 


'' Stoccato, an Italian term in fencing. 
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tiie supportance of his vow; he protests, he will 
not hurt you. 

Vio. Pray heaven defend me ! A little thing 
would make me tell them how much I lack of a 
man. ^ 

Fab. Give ground, if you see him furious. 

Sir To. Come, sir Andrew, there’s no remedy ; 
the gentleman will, for his honour’s sake, have one 
bout with you : he cannot by the duello ^ avoid it ; 
but he has promised me, as he is a gentleman and 
a soldier, he will not hurt you. Come on ; fo’t. 

Sir And. Pray heaven, he keep his oath! 

Enter Antonio. 

Vio. I do assure you, ’tis against my will. [Draws, 
Ant. Put up your sword ; — if this young gentleman 
Have done oHence, I take the fault on me ; 

If you oflend him, I for him defy you. [ Drawhif^. 
Sir To. You, sir? vvdiy, what are you? 

Ant. One, sir, that for his love thires yet do more 
Than you have heard him brag to you he will. 

Sir To. Nay, if you be an undertaker, 1 am for 
you. [Draivs. 

Enter two Officers. 

Fab. O good sir T oby, litjld ; here come the officers. 
Sir To. I’ll bo with you anon. [To Antonio. 
Vio. Pray, sir, put up your sword if you pleas<‘. 

[To Sir AndiU'W. 
Sir And. Marry, wdll I, sir; — and, for that I 
promised you, I’ll be as good as my word , lie will 
bear ymu easily, and reins well. 

1 OJJ'. This is the man, do thy office. 

2 Olf. Antonio, I arrest thee at the suit 
Of Count Orsino. 

Ant. You do mistake me, sir. 

1 Off. No, sir, no jot; I know your favour w'ell, 
Tliough now you have no sea-ea}) on your head. — 
'fake him away ; he knows, 1 know him well. 

Ant. 1 must obey. — This comes with seeking you; 
Put there’s no remedy ; 1 shall answ^er it. 

What will you do? Now' my necessity 

Makes me to ask you for my })ursc : It grieves me 

Much more, for what I cannot do for you, 

Tliaii what befalls myself. You stand amaz’d ; 

But be of comfort. 

2 Off. Come, sir, away. 

Ant. 1 must entreat of you some of that money. 
Vio. What money, sir? 

For the fair kindness you have show’d me here, 
And, part, being prompted by your present trouble, 
Out of my lean and low ability 
I’ll lend you something; ray liaving is not much ; 
I’ll make division of my present witli you : 

Hold, there is half my coffer. 

AjU. Will you deny me now ? 


YOU WILL. 

Is’t possible, that iny deserts to you 
(’an lack persuasion ? Do not tempt my misery, 
Dest that it make me so unsound a man, 

As to upbraid you with those kindnesses 
That I have done for you. 

Vio. I know of none ; 

Nor know’ I you by voice, or any feature ; 

1 liate ingratitude more in a man, 

Than lying, vainness, babbling, drunkenness, 

Or any taint of vice, whose strong corruption 
Inhabits our frail blood. 

Ant. O heavens themselves 1 

2 Off. Come, sir, I pray you, go. 

Ant. Let me speak a little. Tliis youtli that you 
see here, 

I snatch’d one half out of the jaws of death ; 
Reliev’d him with such sanctity of love, ■ — 

And to his image, which, methoiiglit, did promise 
Most venerable worth, did I devotion. 

1 Off. Wliat’s that to us? The time goes by ; aw'ay. 
Ant. But, O, how vile an idol proves this god ! — 
Tliou hast, Sebastian, done good feature shame. — 
In nature there’s no blemish, but the mind ; 

None can be call’d defonn’d, hut the unkind : 
Virtue is beauty ; but the beauteous evil 
Are empty trunks, o’erflourish’d by the devil. 

I Off. The man grows mad ; away with him. 
Come, come, sir. 

Ant. I^'ad me on. [ Vveunt Officers, mth Antonio. 
Vio. Methinks, liis w’ords do from such passions tly, 
'Jiiat he believes himself; so do not 1. 

Prove true, imagination, O, prove true, 

That I, dear brother, he now ta’eii for nou • 

Sii To. Come hither, knight ; come hither, 
I'abian ; well whisper o’er a couplet or two of most 
sage saws. 

Vio. He nam’d Sebastian ; I my brother know 
Yet living in my glass; even such, and so, 

111 favour was my brotlier; and he went 
Still in this fashion, colour, ornament, 

For him 1 imitate O, if it prove, 

'rempesls are kind, and saltvvaves fresh iiilovc ! [ Exit, 
Sir To. A very dishonest j)altry hoy, and more 
a coward than a hare : his dishonesty aiijieavs in 
leaving his friend here in necessity, and denying 
him ; and for his cowardship, ask Fabian. 

Fab. A cow’ard, a most devout coward, religious 
in it. 

Sir And. ’Slid, I’ll after him again, and beat him. 
Sir To. Do, cuff’ him soundly, but never draw 
thy sword. 

Sir And. An I do not, — [Exit, 

Fab. (l)iue, let’s see the event. 

Sir To. I dare lay any money, ’twill be nothing 
yet. [Exeunt* 


ACT IV. 


SCENE I. The Street before Olivia’s House. 

Enter Sebastian and Clown. 

Clo. Will you make me believe, that I am not 
sent for you ? 

Seb. Go to, go to, thou art a foolish fellow ; 

I^et me be clear of thee. • 


Clo. Well held out, i’faith ! No, I do not know 
you ; nor I am not sent to you by my lady, to bid 
you come speak with her; nor your name is not 
master Cesario ; nor this is not my nose neitlicr. — - 
Nothing, that is so, is so, 

Seb. 1 pr’ythee, vent thy folly somewhere else ; 
Thou know’st not me. 

Clo, Vent my folly ! He has heaul that word of 


® Laws of duel. 



80 


TWELFTH NIGHT: 


Act IV 


some great man, and now applies it to a fool. Vent 
my folly ! I am afraid this great lubber, the world, 
will prove a cockney. — I pr’ythee now ungird thy 
strangeness, and tell me what I shall vent to my 
lady : Shall I vent to her, that thou art coming ? 

Sed. I pr’ythcc, foolish Greek, depart from me ; 
There’s money for thee ; if you tarry longci, 

I shall give worse i>ayment, 

Cfo. By my troth, thou hast an open hand : — 
These wise men, that give fools money, get them- 
selves a good report after fourteen years* purchase. 

Enter Sir Andrew, Sir Toby, and Fabian. 

Sir Jnd* Now, sir, have I met you again ? there’s 
for you. [Sinking SisBAsriAN. 

Seb, Why, there’s for tliee, and there, and there : 
Are all the people mad? [tieafing Sir Andrew. 

Sir To, Holi sir, or I’ll throw your dagger o’er 
the house. 

C/o. This will I tell my lady straight : 1 would 
not be in some of your coats for two-pence. 

[Exit Clown. 

Sir To, Come on, sir ; hold, [//o/fhag Seb vstian. 

Sir And. Nay, let him alone, I’ll go another way 
to work with him; I’ll have an action of battery 
against liiin, if there be any law in Illyria t thougli 
I struck him first, yet it’s no matter for tliat. 

Seb. Let go thy hand. 

Sir To. Come, sir, I wnll not let you go. Come, 
my young soldier, put up your iron ; you are well 
fleshed ; come on. I 

Seb. 1 will be free from thee. What vvouldst thou 
know ? j 

If thou dar’st tempt me further, draw thy sword. 

{J)raw<i, 

Sir To. Wliat, what ? Nay, then I must have an 
ounce or two of this malapert blood from you. 

Enter Olivia. 

Oli. Hold, Toby ; on thy life, I charge thee hold. 

Sir To. Madam? 

on. Will it be ever thus ? Ungracious wretch, 

Fit for the mountains, and the barbarous caves, 
Where manners ne’er were preach’d ! out of my sight. 

Be not oflended, dear Cesario : 

liudesby 7, be gone ! — I pr’ytliee, gentle friend, 
[Exetnit Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Fabian. 
Let thy fair wisdom, not thy passion, sway 
In this uncivil and unjust extent 8 
Against thy peace. Go with me to my house ; 

And hear thou there how many fruitless pranks 
Tliis ruffian hath botch’d up, that thou tliercby 
May’st smile at this : thou slialt not choose but go ; 
Do not deny : Beshrew his soul for me, 

He started one poor heart of mine in thee. 

Seb. What relish is in this ? liow runs the stream ? 
Or I am mad, or else this is a dream : — 

Let fancy still my sense in I^ethe steep ; 

If it be thus to dream, still let me sleep ! 

Oli. Nay, come, I pr’ythee : ’Would thou’dst be 
rul’d by me ! 

Seb, Madam, 1 will. 

OIL O, say so, and so be ! 

[Exetmt, 

SCENE II. — A Room in Olivia’s House, 
Enter Maria and Clown. 

Mar, Nay, I pr’ythee, put on this gown, and this 
beard ; make him believe, thou art sir Topas, the 
7 Rude fellow. ® Violence. 


curate ; do it quickly : I’ll call sir Toby the 
whilst. [Exit Maria, 

Clo. Well, I’ll put it on, and I will dissemble 
myself in’t; I am not tall enough to become the 
function well : nor lean enough to be thought a 
good student : hut to be said, an honest man, and 
a good housekeeper, goes as fairly, as to say, a 
careful man, and a great scholar. The competitors 
enter. 

Enter Sir Toby Belch and Maria. 

Sir To. Jove bless t])ee, master parson. 

Clo. Bonos diesy sir ’I'obj ; for jis the old iiermit 
of Prague, that never saw pen and ink, very wittily 
said to a niece of king Gorhodue, T/iaty that iSy is ; 
so I, being master parson, am master parson ; For 
wliat is that, lint that? and is, but is ? 

Sir To. To him, sir Topas. 

Clo. What, Iioa, I say, — Peace in tliis prison ! 

Sir To. 'Fhe knave counterfeits well ; a good knave. 

Mai. [In an inner c/iainher.] Wlio calls tliere ? 

Clo, Sir I'opas, the curate, wlio comes to visit 
Malvolio the lunatick. 

Mai. Sir Topas, sir Topas, good sir Topas, go 
to my lady. 

Clo. Out, hyperbolical fiend ' how vexest thou 
this man ? talkest thou nothing but of lathes? 

Sir To. Well said, master parson, 
i Mai, Sir Topas, never was a man thus wronged : 

I good sir 'fopas, do not think I am mad ; they liave 
laid me here in hideous darkness. 

Clo. Fie, thou dishonest Sathaii ! I call tliee by 
the most modest terms; for 1 am one of tliose 
gentle ones, that will use tlie devil himself with 
courtesy : Stiy’st tlioii, that house is dark ? 

Mat. As hell, sir 'Fopas, 

Clo. "Why, it hath bay-windows transparent as 
barricadoes, and the clear stones towards the south- 
north are as lustrous as ebony ; and yet complainest 
thou of obstruction ? 

Mai, I am not mad, sir Topas ; I say to you, this 
house is dark. 

Clo. Madman, thou errest ; 1 say, there is no 
darkness, but ignorance ; in which thou art more 
puzzled than the Egyptians in their fog. 

Mai. I say, this house is as dark as ignorance, 
though ignorance were as dark as hell ; and I say, 
tlierc was never man thus abused : I am no more 
mad than you are ; make the trial of it in any con- 
stant question. ^ 

Clo, Wliiit is the opinion of Pythagoras, con- 
cerning wild-fowl ? 

Mai, That the soul of our grandam might haply 
inhabit a bird. 

Clo, What thinkest thou of his opinion ? 

Mai. I think nobly of the soul, and no way 
approve his opinion ? 

Clo. Fare thee well : Remain thou still in dark- 
ness: thou shalt hold the opinion of Pythagoras, 
ere I will allow of thy wits ; and fear to kill a wood- 
cock, lest thou dispossess the soul of thy grandam. 
Fare tliee well. 

Mol. Sir Topas, sir Topas, — 

Sir To, My most exqui^vite sir Topas ! 

Clo. Nay, I am for all waters. « 

Mar. Thou might’st have done this without thy 
beard, and gown ; he sees thee not. 

Sjr To, To him in thine own voice, and bring me 

9 Confederates. * Regular conversation. 

® Any other t^cin as well as a Toptu. 
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word liow thou findest him t I would, we were well 
rid of this knavery. If he may be conveniently 
delivered, I would he were ; for I am now so far in 
offence with my niece, that I cannot pursue with 
any safety this sport to the upshot. Come by and 
by to my chamber. ^Exeunt SirTovY and Maria. 

Clo. Hey jRobiHi jolly Robin* 

Tell me how Ihy lady docs* iSwging, 

Mai, Fool. — 

Clo. My lady is unkindi perdy* 

Mai. Fool 

Clo. Alas, why is she so ? 

Mai. Fool, I say ; — 

(vlo. She loves another — Who calls, ha ? 

Mai, Good fool, as ever thou wilt deserve well at 
my hand, help me to a candle, and pen, ink, and 
paper ; as I am a gentleman, 1 will live to be thank- 
ful to thee for*t. 

Clo. Master Malvolio ! 

Mai. Ay, good fool. 

Clo. Alas, sir, how fell you besides your five wits? 

Mai. Fool, there w'as never man so notoriously 
abused : I am as w'ell in my wits, fool, as thou art. 

Clo, But as well ? then you are mad, indeed, if 
you he no better in your wdts than a fool. 

MaL They have here propertied mo ; keep me 
in daikness, send ministers to me, asses, and do all 
they can to face me out of my wits. 

Clo, Advise you what you say ; the minister is 
here. — Malvolio, Malvolio, thy wits the heavens 
restore ! endeavour thyself to sleep, and leave tliy 
vain bibble babble. 

Mul. Sir Topas 

Clo. Maintain no words with him, good fellow. — 
Who, I, sir? not I, sir. God b’wi’you, good sir 
Topas. — Marry, amen. — I w ill, sir, I will. 

Mai* Fool, fool, fool, I say, — 

Clo. Alas, sir, be patient. What say you, sir? I 
am shent 3 for speaking to you. 

Mai. Good fool, help me to some light, and some 
paper; I tell thee, I am as well in my wits, as any 
man in Illyria. 

Clo. WelUa-day, — that you were, sir ! 

Mai. By this hand I am ; Good fool, some ink, 
paper, and light, and convey what I wt'II set dowm 
to my lady ; it shall advantage thee more than ever 
tlic hearing of letter did. 

^lo. I w'ill help you to’t. But tell me true, are 
you not mad indeed ? or do you but counterfeit? 

Mai. Believe me, I am not ; 1 tell thee true. 

Clo. Nay, I’ll ne’er believe a madman, till I see 
bis brains. I w ill fetch you light, and paper, and ink. 

Mid. Fool, I’ll requite it in the Iiighest degree: 
I pr’ythce, be gone. 

Glo. J am gone, .?ir. 

And anon, sir, 


YOU WILL. 

ril be with you again, 

In a, trice ; 

Like to the old vice ^ 

Your need to sustain. 

JHio with dagger of lath. 

In his rage and his ivrath, 

Cries, ah, ha f to the devil : 

Like a mad lad, 

Pare ihy nails, dad. 

Adieu, goodman drival. [Exit, 

SCLNF.J III. — Olivia’s Garden* 

Enter Sebastian. 

Seb. This is the air ; that is the glorious sun ; 
This pearl she gave me, I do feel’t and see’t ; 

And thougli ’tis wonder that enwraps me thus, 

Yet ’tis not madness. Where’s Antonio then? 

I could not find him at the Elephant : 

Yet there he was ; and there I found this credit ^ 
'I'liat he did range the towHi to seek me out. 

His counsel now might do me golden service: 

For though my soul disputes well with my sense, 
That this may be some error, but no madness, 

Yet doth this accident and Hood of fortune 
So far exceed all instance, all discourse. 

That I am ready to distrust mine eyes, 

And wrangle with my reason, that persuades me 
I'o any other trust, but that I am mail, 

Or else the lady’s mad ; yet, if ’twere so, 

She could not sw’ay her house, command her fol- 
low'ers. 

Take, and give back, affairs and their despatch, 
With such a smooth, discreet, and stable i>earing, 
As, I perceive, she does : there’s something in’t, 
That is deceivable. But here comes the lady. 

Enter Olivia and a Priest. 

on. Blame not this haste of mine : If you mean 
well, 

Now go w’ith me, and with tlus lioly man, 

Into tlie chantry by : there, before him, 

And underneath that consecrated roof. 

Plight me the full assurance of your faith ; 

That my most jealous and too doubtful soul 
May live at peace ; He shall conceal it. 

Whiles 6 you are w'illing it shall come to note ; 
What time w’c will our celebration keep 
According to my birth. ■ — What do you say ? 

Seb* I’ll follow' this good man, and go with you ; 
And, having sworn truth, ever will be true. 

Oli. Then lead llie way, good father; And 

heaven to shine. 

That they may fairly note this act of mine ! 

[Exeuntf 


ACT V. 


SCENE I. — The Street before Olivia’s House* 

Enter Clown and Fabian. 

Eab. Now, as thou lovest me, let me sec his letter. 
Clo. Good master Fabian, grant me another re- 
quest. , 

Fab. Any thing. 

Scolded, reprimanded. 


Clo. Do not desire to see this letter. 

Fab. That is, to give a dog, and, in recompense, 
desire my dog again. 

Enter Duke, Viola, and Attendants. 

Duke* Belong you to the lady Olivia, friends? 

* A buffoon character in the old plays, and father of the 
modern harlequin. * Account. ^ Until. 

G 



82 TWELFTH NIGHT : Act V. 


Clo» Ay, sir ; we are some of her trappings. 

Jhike* I know thee well ; How dost thou, my 
good fellow ? 

Clo, Truly, sir, the better for my foes, and the 
worse for my friends. 

Duke. J ust the contrary ; the better for thy 
friends. 

Clo. No, sir, the worse. 

Duke. How can that be ? 

Clo. Marry, sir, they praise me, and make an ass 
of me ; now my foes tell me plainly I am an ass : so 
that by my foes, sir, I jirofit in the knowledge of 
myself ; and by my friends 1 am abused : so that, 
conclusions to be as kisses, if your four negatives 
make your two atlirmatives, why, then the woise for 
my friends, and the better for my foes. 

Duke. Why, this is excellent. 

Clo. By my troth, sir, no ; though it please you 
to be one of my friends. 

Duke. Thou shalt not be the worse forme ; there’s 
gold. 

Clo. But that it w'ould be double-dealing, sir, I 
w'ould you could make it another. 

Duke. O, you give me ill counsel. 

Clo. Put your grace in your pocket, sir, for this 
once, and let your flesh and blood obey it. 

Duke. Well, I will be so much a sinner to ])e a 
double-dealer ; tliere’s another. 

Clo. PrwWi secundoy terdoy is a good play ; and 
the old saying is, the third pays for all : the /r//;/c.r, 
sir, is a good tripping measure ; or (he bells t)f 
St. Bennet, sir, may put you in mind ; One, two, 
three. 

Duke. You can fool no more money out of me at 
this throw ; if you will let your lady know, 1 am 
here to speak witli her, and bring her along with 
you, it may awake my bounty further. 

Clo. Marry, sir, lullaby to your bounty till 1 come 
again. I go, sir ; but I w’ould not liave you to 
think, that my desire of having is the sin of cov(‘tous- 
ness : but, as you say, sir, let your bounty take a 
nap, I will awake it anon. [is’rif Clown. 

Enter Antonio and Officers. 

Vio. Here comes the man, sir, that did rescue me. 

Duke. That face of his I do remember w ell ; 

Yet, when I saw it last, it was besmear’d 
As black as Vulcan, in the smoke of war ; 

A bawbling vessel was he captain of. 

For shallow draught, and bulk, unprizablc ; 

With which such scathfiil grapple did he make 
With the most noble bottom of our fleet, 

That very envy, and the tongue of loss, 

Cry’d fame and honour on him.— -What’s the matter? 

1 OJT. Orsino, tiiis is that Antonio, 

That took the Phoenix, and her fraught? from 
Candy ; 

And tliis is he, that did the Tiger board, 

When your young nephew Titus lost his leg ; 

Here in the streets, desperate of shame, and state, 
In private brabble did wc apprehend him. 

Vio. He did me kindness, sir ; drew on my side ; 
But, in conclusion, put strange si)Gech upon me, 

I know not what ’twas, but distraction. 

Duke. Notable pirate ! thou salt-water thief ! 
What foolish boldness brought thee to their mercies, 
Whom thou, in terms so bloody, and so dear, 

Hast made tliine enemies ? 

Ant» ' Orsino, noble sir, 

f Freight. 


Be pleas’d tliat I shake off these names you give me ; 
Antonio never yet was thief, or pirate. 

Though, I confess, on base and ground enough, 
Orsino’s enemy. A witchcraft drew me hither : 
That most ingrateful boy there, by your side, 

From the riule sea’s enrag’d and foamy mouth 
Did J redeem ; a wreck past hope he was : 

His life I g.'ivc him, and did thereto add 
My love, W'itliout retention, or restraint. 

All his in dedication : for his sake, 

Did I expose myself, pure for his love. 

Into the danger of this adverse town ; 

Drew to defend him, when he was beset ; 

Where being apprehended, his false cunning, 

(Not meaning to })artake with me in danger,) 
Taught him to flice me out of his acquaintance. 

And giew a twenly-years-reinoved thing, 

While one would wink ; denied me mine own purse. 
Which T had recommended to liis use 
Not half an hour before. 

Vio. How can this be ? 

Duke. When came he to this town ? 

Ant. To-day, my lord ; and for three montlis 
before, 

(No interim, not a minute’s vacancy.) 

IJoth day and night did we keep company. 

Enter Olivia and Attendants, 

Duke. Here comes the countess ; now lieaven 

walks on earth. — — 

But for thee, fellow, fellow’, thy w ords are madness ; 
Three months this youth hath tended upon me ; 

But more of that anon. ’lake him aside. 

Oh. What would my lord, but that he may not 
have, 

Wherein Olivia may seem serviceable ? — 

Cesario, you do not keep promise with me. 

Vio. Madam ? 

Duke. Gracious Olivia, — 

on. What do you say, Cesario ? Good my 

lord, 

Vio. My lord would speak, my duty hushes mo. 
Oh. If it be aught to the old tune, my lord, 

It is as fat « and liiUomc to mine eirr, 

As howling after musick. 

Duke. Still so cruel ? 

OH. Still so constant, lord. 

Duke. What ! to perverseness? you uncivil laij^, 
To whose ingrate and unauspicious altars 
My soul the faithfuU’st offerings hath breiith’d out, 
That e’er devotion tender’d ! What shall T do ? 
on. Even wliat it please my lord, that shall be- 
come him. 

Duke. Why should I not, had I the heart to do it, 
Like to the Egyptian thief, at point of death, 

Kill what I love j a savage jealousy, 

Tliat sometime savours nobly? — But hear me tliis : 
Since you to non-regardance cast my faith, 

And tliat I partly know the instrument 

That screws me from my true place in your favour. 

Live you, the marble-breasted tyrant, still ; 

But this your minion, whom, I know, you love, 
And whom, by heaven, I swear, I tender dearly, 
Him will I tear out of that cruel eye, 

Where he sits crowned in his master’s spite. ■ — 
Come boy, with me ; iny thoughts are ripe in mis- 
chief ; 

I’Hj sacrifice the lamb that I do loie, 

To spite a raven’s heart within a dove. [Going, 

f Dull, gross. 



Scene I. OR, WHAT 

Vio. And I, most jocund, apt, and willingly, 

To do you rest, a thousand deaths would die. 

[Fol/owinff. 

Oli. Where goes Cesaiio ? 

Vio> After him I love, 

More than 1 love tliese eyes, more than my life, 
More, by all mores, than e’er I shall love wile ; 

If I do feign, you witnesses above, 
rnnish niy life, for tainting of my love ! 

OIL Ah me, detested ! how am 1 beguil’d ! 

Vio. W'ho does beguile you ? who does do you 
wrong ? 

Oli. Hast thou forgot thyself ! Is it so long 1 — 
Call forth the holy father. [Kvit an Attendant. 
Duke. Come away. [To Viola. 

OIL Whither, my lord ? — (’esario, husband, stay. 
Duke. Husband ? 

OIL Ay, husband ; C'an he that deny ? 

Duke. Her husband, sirrah ? 

^w. No, my lord, not I. 

OIL Alas, it is tlie baseness of thy fear, 

That makes thee strangle thy propriety : 

Fear not, Cesario, lake thy fortunes up ; 

lie that thou know’st thou art, and then thou art 

As great as thjit thou fear’st. — O, w'elcomc, father ’ 

Ue-culer Attendant aud Priest. 

Father, I charge thee, by thy reverence, 

Here to unfold (though lately we intended 
'Fo keej) in darkness, what occasion now 
Heveals before ’tis ripe,) what thou dost know 
Hath newly past betw'ccn this y'outb and me. 

Priest. A contract of eternal bond of love, 
Confinn’d by mutual joinder of your hands, 
Attested by the holy close of lips, 

Strengthen’d by interchangement of your rings ; 
And all the ceremony of this comj)act 
Seal’d in my function, by my testimony : 

Since when, my watch hath told me, toward my 
grave, 

I have travcH’d but two hours. 

Duke. O, thou dissembling cub ! what w ill thou be, 
When time hath sow’d a grizzle on thy case ? 

Or w^ill not else thy craft so quickly grow'. 

That thine own trip shall be thine overthrow^ ? 
Farewell, and take her ; but direct thy feet, 

Where thou and 1 henceforth may never meet. 

Vio. My lord, I do protest, — 

OIL O, do not swear ; 

Hohl little faith, though thou hast too much fear. 

Enter Sir Andiifw Ague-('hekk, with his head 
broke. 

Sir And, For the love of heaven, a surgeon ; 
send one presently to sir Toby. 

OIL What’s the matter? 

Sir And. He has broke my head across, and has 
given sir Toby a bloody coxcomb too ; for the love 
of heaven, your help : I had rather than forty 
pound, I were at liome. 

OIL Who has done this, sir Andrew ? 

Sir And, The count’s gentleman, one Cesiirio : 
we took him for a coward, but he’s the very devil 
incardinate. 

Duke. My gentleman, Cesario ! 

Sir And. Od’s lifelings, here he is ; — You broke 
head for nothing ; and that that I did, I was set 
on to do’t by sir Toby, 

Vio. Why do you speak to me ? I never hurt ydu : 
Vou drew your sword upon me, without cause ; 

Hot I bespake you fair, and hurt you not. 
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Sir And. If a bloody coxcomb be a hurt, you 
have hurt me; I think, you set nothing by a bloody 
coxcomb. 

Enter Sir Touy Belcu, drunk, led bt/ the Clown. 

Here comes sir Toby halting, you shall hear more : 
but if he had not been in drink, he would have 
tickled you othergates » than he did. 

Duke. How now, gentleman? how is’t with you ? 
Sir To. That’s all one; he has hurt me, aud 
there’s the end on’t. ~ Sot, did’st see Hick surgeon, 
sot ? 

Clo. O he’s drunk, sir Toby, an hour agone ; his 
eyes w'ere set at eight i’the morning. 

Sir 2’o. ’J'lien he’s a rogue, and a passy-measures 
})avin * ; I hate a drunken rogue. 

OIL Away with him : Who hath made this havock 
with them ? 

Sir And. I’ll help you, sir Toby, because we’U 
be dressed together. 

Sir To. Will you help an ass-head, and a cox- 
comb, and a knave ? a thin-faced knave, a gull ? 

Oh. Cet him to bed, and let his hurt be look’d to. 

Clown, Sir Toav, and Sir Andrew. 

Euler Sl UASTlAN. 

Seb. 1 am sorry, madam, I have hurt your kins- 
man ; 

Rut had it been the brother of my blood, 

1 must have done no less, with wit, and safely. 

You throw a strange regard upon me, and 
By that 1 do perceive it hath oflended you ; 
l*ardon me, sweet one, even for the vow's 
W’^e made each other but so late ago. 

Duke, One face, one voice, one habit, and two 
]>ersons ; 

A natural j)erspective, that is, and is not. 

Seb. Antonio, O my dear Antonio ! 

How have tlic hours rack’d and tortur’d me, 

Since 1 have lost thee ! 

Ant. Sebastian are you? 

Seb. Fear’st thou that, Antonio ? 

Anl. How have you made division of yourself? — 
An apple, cleft in two, is not more twin 
Than these tw'O creiitiires. Whicli is Sebastian ? 
Oli. Most w^onderful ! 

Seb. Ho I stand there? I never had a brother; 
Nor can there be that deity in my nature, 

Of here and every where, I had a sister. 

Whom the blind waves and surges have devour’d ; — 
Of cliarity, what kin are you to me ? [ To Viola. 

What counti'yman ? what name? whiit parentage ? 

Vio. Of Messaline : Sebastian was my father ; 
Such a Sebastian was my brother too, 

So went he suited to his watery tomb : 

If spirits can assume both form and suit, 

You come to fright us. 

Seb. A spirit I am, indeed ; 

But am in that dimension grossly clad. 

Which from the womb I did participate. 

Were you a woman, as the rest goes even, 

I should my tears let fall upon your cheek, 

And say — Thrice welcome, drow n’d Viola ! 

Vio. IMy father had a mole upon his brow\ 

Seb. And so had mine, 

Vio. And died that day when Viola from her birth 
Had number’d thirteen years. 

Seb, O, that record is lively in my soul ! 

9 Othcrway«i. * Sericus dances. 
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lie iinishedy indeed, his mortal act. 

That day that made my sister thirteen years. 

Vio. If nothing lets to make us happy both, 

But this my masculine usurp’d attire. 

Do not embrace me, till each circumstance 
Of place, time, fortune, do cohere, and jump, 

That I am Viola : which to confirm. 

I’ll bring you to a captain in this town, 

Where lie my maiden weeds ; by whose gentle help 
I was preserv’d, to serve this noble count ; 

All the occurrence of my fortune since 
Hath been between this lady and this lord. 

Seb* So comes it, lady, you have been mistook : 

[To Olivia, 

But nature to her bias drew in that. 

You would have been contracted to a maid ; 

Nor arc you therein, by my life, deceived. 

You are betroth’d both to a maid and man. 

Duke* Be not amaz’d ; right noble is his blood. — 
If this be so, as yet the glass seems true, 

I shall have share in this most happy wreck : 

Boy, thou hast said to me a thousand times, 

[To Viola. 

Tliou never should’st love woman like to me, 

Vio* And all those sayings will 1 over-swear ; 
And all those swearings keep as true in soul. 

As doth that orbed continent the fire 
That severs day from night. 

Duke* Give mo thy hand ; 

And let me see thoc in thy woman’s weeds. 

Vio* The captain, that (Ud bring me first on shore. 
Hath my maid’s garments : he, upon some action. 
Is now in durance ; at Malvolio’s suit, 

A gentleman, and follower of my lady’s. 

Oli* He shall enlarge him j — Fetch Malvolio 
hither ; — 

And yet, alas, now I remember me. 

They say, poor gentleman, he’s much distract. j 

Re-enter Clown, with a Letter* j 

A most extracting frenzy of mine own 
From ray remembrance clearly banish’d his. — 

How does he, sirrah ? 

Clo* Truly, madam, he holds Belzebub at the 
stave’s end, as well as a man in his case may do : he 
has here writ a letter to you ; I should have given 
it to you to-tiay morning ; but as a madman’s epis- 
tles are no gospels, so it skills not much, when they 
are delivered. 

Oli* Open it, and read it. 

Clo. Look then to be well edified, when the fool 
delivers the madman : — By the Lord, madam, — 

Oli How now ! art thou mad ? 

Clo. No, madam, 1 do but read madness : an your 
ladysliip will have it as it ought to be, you must 
allow vox. ^ 

Oli. Pr’ythee, read i’thy right wits. 

Clo* So 1 do, madonna ; hut to read his right 
wits, is to read thus : therefore perpend \ my prin- 
cess, and give ear. 

Oli* Read it you, sirrah. [To Fabian, 

Fab* [Reads.] By the Lord, madam, you wrong 
me, and the world diall know it : though you have 
put me into darkness, and given your drunken cousin 
rule over me, yet have I the benefit of my senses as 
well as your ladyship* J have your own letter that 
induced me to the semblance I put on; wUh the 
which I doubt not but to do myself much right, or 

^ Voice. * Attend, 


you much shame* Think of me as you please* I 
leave my duty a little unthought of, and speak out (f 
my injury* The madly used Malvolio. 

Oli* i)id he write this ? 

Clo. Ay, madam. 

Duke. This savours not much of distraction. 

Oli* See him deliver’d, Fabian ; bring him hitlier, 

[Frit Fabian. 

My lord, so please you, these things further thought 
on. 

To think me as well a sister as a wife, 

One day shall crown the alliance on’t, so please you, 
Here at my house, and at my proper cost, 

Duke. Madam, I am most apt to embrace your 
ofler. — 

Your master quits you ; [7\) Viola] and, for your 
service done him, 

So much against the mettle ■* of your sex, 

So far beneath your soft and tender breeding, 

And since you call’d me master for so long, 

Here is my hand ; you shall from this time be 
Your master’s mistress. 

Oli* A sister ? — you are she. 

Re-enter Fabian, imth Malvolio. 

Duke. Is this the madman ? 

Oh. Ay, my lord, the same ; 

How now, Malvolio? 

Mai* Madam, you have done me wrong. 

Notorious wrong. 

Oli. Have I Malvolio? no, 

Mai. Lady, you have. Piay you peruse that letter ; 
You must not now deny it is your hand, 

Write from it, if you can, in hand, or phrase; 

Or say, ’tis not your seal, nor your invention ; 

You can say none of this : Well, grant it then, 

And tell me, in the modesty of honour. 

Why you have given me such clear lights of favour ; 
Bade me come smiling, and cross-garter’d to you. 
To put on yellow stockings, and to frown 
Upon sir Toby, and the lighter people ; 

And, acting this in an obedient hope. 

Why have you suffer’d me to be imprison’d. 

Kept in a dark house, visited by the priest. 

And made the most notorious geek % and gull. 
That e’er invention play’d on ? tell me why. 

Oli. Alas, Malvolio, this is not my writing, 
Though 1 confess much like the character : 

But out of question, ’tis Maria’s hand. 

And now I do bethink me, it was she 
First told me, thou wast mad ; tlicn cam’st in smiling, 
And in such forms whicii here were presuppos’d 
Upon thee in the letter. Pr’ythee, be content : 
This practice hath most shrewdly pass’d upon thee ; 
But when we know the grounds and authors of it, 
Thou shall be both the plaintiff' and the judge 
Of thine own cause. 

Fal). Good madam, hear me speak; 

And let no quarrel, nor no brawl to come, 

Taint the condition of this jiresent hour, 

Which I have wonder’d at. In hope it shall not, 
Most freely I confess, myself, and Toby, 

Set this device against Malvolio here, 

Upon ‘some stubborn and uncourteous parts 
We had conceived against him ; Maria writ 
T’hc letter, at sir Toby’s great importance ® ; 

In recompense wlicreof, he hath married her, 

Hdw with a sportful malice it was follow’d, 

< Frarnp and constitution. * Fool. 

« Importunity. 
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May rather pluck on laughter than revenge ; 

If that the injuries be justly weigh’d, 

Tliat have on both sides past. 

OIL Alas, poor fool ! how have they baffled thee ] 
Clo. Why, some are bom great, some achieve greats 
ness, and some have greatness thrown upon them, I 
was one, sir, in this interlude; one sir Topas, sir; 
but that’s all one : — J)y the Lord, fool, I am not 
mad ; — But do you remember ? Madam, whp laugh 
you at such a barren rascal 9 an you smile not, he's 
gaggd : And thus the whirligig of time brings in 
his revenges. 

MaL I’ll be revenged on the whole pack of you. 

[Exit, 

OIL He hath been most notoriously abus’d. 
Duke, Pursue him, and entreat him to a peace ; — 
He hath not told us of the captain yet ; 

When that is known and golden time convents,? 

A solemn combination shall be made 
Of our dear souls — Mean time, sweet sister. 

We will not part from hence. — Cesario, come, 
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For so you shall be, while you are a man : 

But, when in other habits you are seen, 

Orsino’s mistress, and his fancy’s queen. [Exeunt, 

SONG. 

Clo. When that I was and a little tiny boy, 

With hey, ho, the wind and the rain, 

A foolish thing was but a toy, 

Eor the rain it raineth every day. 

But when I come to man's estate. 

With hey, ho, the wind and the rain, 

* Gainst kyiave and thief men shut their gate. 
For the rain it raineth every day. 

But when I came, alas / to wive. 

With hey, ho, the wind and the rain, 

By swaggering could 1 never thrive. 

For the ram it raineth every day, 

A great while ago the world begun, 

With hey, ho, the wind and the rain. 

But that's all one, our play is done. 

And we'll strive to please you every day, 

[Exit. 
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PREFACE TO MEASURE FOR MEASURE. 


This comedy contains scenes which arc truly 
worthy of the first of dramatic poets. Isabella 
pleading with Angelo in behalf of mercy to her 
brother, and afterwards insisting tliat his life must 
not be purchased by the sacrifice of her cliastity, 
is an object of such interest, as to make the reader 
desirous of overlooking the many great ilefects 
which are to be found in other jiarts of this play. 
The story is little suited to a comedy. 'I’he wicked- 
ness of Angelo is so atrocious, that I recollect only 
one instance of a similar kind being recorded in 
history * ; and that is considered by many persons 
as of doubtful authority. His crimes, indeed, are 
not completed, but he supposes them to he so; 
fljid his guilt is as great as it would have been, if 
the person of Isabella had been violated, and the 
head of Ragozine had been Claudio’s. This mon- 
ster of iniquity appears before the Duke, defending 
his cause with unblushing boldness ; and after the 
detection of his crimes, he can scarcely he said to 
receive any punishment. A hope is e\en expressed 
tliat he will prove a good husband, but for no good 
reason — namely, because he has been a little bad. 
Angelo abandoned his contracted wife for the most 
despicable of all reasons, the loss of her fortune. 
He added to his guilt not only insensibility to her 
affliction, but the detestable aggravation of injuring 
her reputation by an unfounded slander ; ascribing 
his desertion of Mariana to levity in her conduct, 
of which she never was guilty. He afterwards 
betrayed the trust reposed in him by the Duke. 
He threatened Isabella that if she would njt sur- 
render her virtue, he would not merely put her 
brother to death, but make 

“ His death draw out to lingering suff'crance.” 

* Kirk. 


And, finally, when he thought his object accom- 
plished, he ordered CLiudio to be murdered, in 
violation of his most solemn engagements. 

These are the crimes, which, in the language of 
Mariana, are exjiressed by the words a little bad ; 
and with a perfect knowledge of Angelo’s having 
committed them, she 

“ Craves no other, nor no better man.” 

Claudio’s life having been preserved by the Pro- 
vost, it would not, ])erhaps, have been lawful to 
have put Angelo to death; but the Duke might 
with great propriety have addressed him in the 
words of Bolingbroke to Extoii : — 

“ Go, wander through the shades of night, 

“ And never show thj' head by day nor light.” 

Other parts of the play are not without faults. 
The best characters act too much upon a system of 
duplicity and falsehood; and the Duke, in the lir'^t 
act, trifles cruelly with the feelings of Isabella, 
allowing her to suppose her brother to be dead 
much longer than the story of the play required. 
Lucio is inconsistent as well as profligate. He 
appears, in the first act, as the friend of Claudio, 
and in the fifth ho assists the cause of Angelo, 
whom he supposes to be his murderer. l.asily, 
the indecent expressions with which many of the 
scenes abound are so interwoven with the story, 
that it is extremely difficult to separate the one 
from the other. 

I trust, however, that I have succeeded in doing 
it, and I should not be sorry if the merit or demerit 
of the whole work were to be decided by the e^a- 
miiiation of this very extraordinary Flay, as it is 
now printed in the Family Shakspearc. 
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ViNCENTio, Duke o/* Vienna. 

Angelo, Lord Deputy in the Duke’s absence. 
Escalus, an ancient Lord, joined with Angelo in the 
deputation. 

Claudio, a young GetUleman* 

Lucio, a Fantastic. 

Two other like Gentlemen. 

Varrius, a Gentleman, Servant to the Duke. 
Frovost. 

PK"»r 

Elbow, a simple Constable* 


C1.0WN, Servant to Mrs. Overdone. 

Abhorson, an Executioner. 

Barnardine, a dissolute Frisoner. 

Isabella, Sister to Claudio. 

Mariana, betrothed to Angelo. 

Juliet, beloved by Claudio, 

Francisca, a Nun* 

Mistress Overdone. 

Lords, Gentlemen, Guards, Officers, and other 
Attendants* 
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ACT I. 


SCENE I. — An Apartment in the Duke’s Palace. 
Enter Duke, Escalus, and Lords. 

J)uf(e> Escalus, — 

Esi\ My lord. 

Of fifovernmeut the properties to unfold. 
Would seem iu rue t’allect speech and discourse, 
Since I am put to know, that your own science 
Exceeds in that the lists of all advice 
My strength can give you : 'riien no more remains 
But that to your sufficiency, as your worth is able, 
And let them work. The nature of our people, 
Our city’s institutions, and the ternis 
I'or common justice, y’are as pregnant in 
As art and practice hath enriched any 
'Phat we remember ; There is our commission, 

From which we would not have you warp. C’all hither, 
1 say, bid come before us Angelt). — 

Wliat figure of us think you he w'ill bear? 

For you must know, we have with special soul 

Elected him our absence to supply j 

Ia’uI him our terror, drest him with our love, 

And given his deputations all the organs 
Of our ow’ii power : What think you of it ? 

Esc* If any in Vienna be of w’orth 
To undergo such ample grace Jind honour. 

It is lord Angelo. 

Elder Angfi.o. 

Duke. Look, wliere he comes. 

Anf!;. Alw'ays obedient to your grace’s will, 

1 come to know your pleasure. 

Duke. Angelo, 

There is a kind of character in thy life, 

'Phat, to til’ observer, doth thy history 
Fully unfold : — 'J’hyself, and thy belongings, 

Are not thine ow n so projier, as to waste 
Thyself upon tliy \irtues, them on thee. 

Heaven doth with us, as wx* with torches do, 

Not light them for themselves : for if tiur virtues 
Did not go forth of us, ’twere all alike 
As if vve had them not. Sjiirits are not finely touch’d 
But to fine issues: nor nature never lends 
The smallest scruple of her excellence, 

But, like a thrifty goddess, she determines 
I'lerself the glory of a creditor, 

Both thanks and use ; but I do bend my speech 
To one that can my part in him advertise ; 

Hold, therefore, Angelo ; 

In our remove, be thou at full ourself ; 

Mortality and mercy in Vienna 

lave in thy tongue and heart : Old Escalus, 

Though first in question, is thy secondary. 

Take thy commission. 

Ang. Now , good my lord. 

Let there be some more test made of my mettle, 
Before so noble and so great a figure 
Be stamp’d upon it. 

Duke, No more evasion : 

Wc have wdth a leaven'd and prepared choice 
Proceeded to you ; therefore take your honours. 
Our haste from hence is of so quick condition, 
That it prefers itself, and leaves unquestion’d ^ 
Matters of needful value. We shall write to you, 
As time and our concernings shall importune, 


How it goes with us, and do look to know 
What doth befall you here. So, fare you w'ell : 

To th’ hopeful execution do 1 leave you 
Of your commissions. 

Ang. Yet, give leave, ray lord, 

That vve may bring you something on the way. 

Duke. My haste may not admit it ; 

Nor need you, on mine honour, have to do 
With any scruple : your scope is as mine own. 

So to enforce or qualify the laws . 

As to your soul seems good : — Give me your hand ; 
I’ll privily away : I love the people, 

But do not like to stage me to their eyes : 

Though it do well, 1 do not relish well 
Their loud applause, and aves vehement ; 

Nor do I think the man of safe discretion 
That does afiect it. Once more, fare you w’ell. 

Ang. The heavens give safety to your purposes ! 

Esc. Lead forth, and bring you back in happiness ! 

J)tike. 1 thank you Fare you well, [Exit. 

Esc. I shall desire you, sir, to give me leave 
To have free speech witli you ; and it concerns me 
To look into the bottom of my place : 

A power I have, but of what strength and nature, 

I am not yet instructed. 

Ang. ’'I'is so with me ; — Let us withdraw together, 
And wx may soon our satisfaction have 
Touching that point. 

Esc. ril wait upon your honour. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE U.-- A Street. 

Enter Lucio, and two Gentlemen. 

Lnch. If the duke, with the other dukes, come 
not to comi)osition with the king of Hungary, why 
then all the dukes fall upon the king, 

Gent. Heaven grant us its peace ; but not the 
king of Hungary’s ! • 

'■Id Gi at. Amen. 

Lucio. Thou concludest like the sanctimonious 
pirate, that went to sea with the ten command- 
ments, but scraped one out of the table. 

Id Gent. Thou shalt not steal ? 

Lvcio. Ay, tliat he razed. 

Is/ Gent. Why, ’twas a commandment to com- 
mand the captain and all the rest from their func- 
tions ; they put forth to steal ; there’s not a soldier 
of us all, that, in the tlianksgiving before meat, 
doth relish the petition well that prays for peace. 

2d Gent. I never heard any soldier dislike it. 

Xweio. I believe thee ; for, 1 think, thou never 
wast where grace was said. But see, where Madam 
Mitigation comes. 

Enter Mrs. Overdone. 

Overdone. Tliere’s one yonder, arrested and car- 
ried to prison, was worth five thousand of you all. 

1st. Gent. Who’s that, I pray thee? 

Overd. Marry sir, that’s Claudio, Signior Claudio. 

Is# Gent. Claudio to prison ! ’tis not so. 

Overd. Nay, but I know ’tis so ; I saw him ar- 
rested ; saw him carried away ; and, which is more, 
within these three days his head’s to be chopped off. 

I Lucio. But, after all this fooling, I would not 
have it so : art thou sure of this ? 
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Ovcrd. I am too sure of it j and it is on account 
of Madam Julietta. 

, Lucio* Believe me, this may be ; he promised 
to meet me two hours since ; and he was ever pre- 
cise in promise-keeping. 

2d Gent* Besides, you know, it draws sometliing 
near to the S})cech we had to such a purpose. 

\st Gent* But most of all, agreeing with the 
proclamation. 

Lucio* Away ; let’s go learn the truth of it. 

[Exeunt Lucio and Gentlemen. 

Overd, Thus, what with the war, what with the 
gallows, and what with poverty, I am custom- 
shrunk. How now ! what’s the news with you ? 

Enter Clown. 

Clown* You have not heard of the proclamation, 
have you ? 

Overd* What proclamation, man ? 

Clown* All houses in the suburbs of Vienna must 
be pluck’d down. 

Overd* And what shall become of those in tlie 
city ? 

Clown* They had gone down too, but that a wise 
burgher put in for them. 

Overd* But, shall all our houses of resort in the 
suburbs be pulled down ? 

Clown, To the ground, mistress. 

Overd* Why, here’s a change indeed in the com- 
monwealth : what shall become of me ? 

Clown* Come, fear not you j good counsellors 
lack no clients. Though you change your place ; 
you need not change your trade ; I’ll be your 
tapster still. 

Overd* What’s to do here ? Thomas Tapster let’s 
withdraw. 

Clown* Here comes Signior Claudio, led by the 
provost to prison : and tliere’s Madam Juliet. 

[Exeunt* 

SCENE III. — The same* 

Enter^ Vroxost, Claudio, Juliet, and Officers. 

Claud. Fellow, why dost thou .show me thus to 
the world. Bear me to prison, where I ain com- 
mitted* 

Prov* I do It not in evil disposition. 

But from lord Angelo by special charge. 

Claud* Thus can the demigodj[^uthority> 

Make us pay down for our otrence by weight. — 
The words of heaven ; on whom it will, it will ; 

On whom it will not, so; yet still ’tis just. 

Enter Lucio. 

Lucio* Wliy, how now, Claudio ? whence comes 
this restraint ? 

Claud* From too much liberty, my Lucio, 
liberty : 

||As surfeit is the father of much fast, 
jteo every scope by the immoderate use 
jlTurns to restraint ; Our natures do pursue, 

' (Like rats that ravin down their proper bane,) 

A thirsty evil ; and when we drink, we die. 

Ludo* If I could speak so wisely under an arrest, 
1 would send for certain of my creditors-: And yet, 
to say the truth, I had as lief have the foppery of 
fr^om, as the morality of imprisonment. — What’s 
thy ofifence, Claudio ? 

Clavjd* What, but to speak of would offend again. 

Ludo* Wbat is it ? murder ? 


Claud. No. 

Prov. Away, sir ; you must go. 

Claud* One word, good friend ; — Lucio, a word 
with you. [ T’akes him aside* 

Lucio. A hundred, if they’ll do you any good. 
Claud* ITius stands it with me ; — Upon a true 
contract, 

I got possession of Julietta’s bed ; 

You know the lady ; she is fast my wife, 

Save tliat w'c do the denunciation lack 
Of outward order : this w e came not to, 

Only for propagation of a dower 
Remaining in the cotter of her friends ; 

From whom we thought it meet to hitle our love, 
Till time had made them for us. But it chances, 
The stealth of our most mutual intercourse, ) 

With character too gross, is writ on Juliet, y 
Lucio, With child, perhaps? 

Claud. Unhappily, even so. 

And the new deputy now for the duke, — 

Whether it be flie fault and glim])se of newness ; 
Or whether that the body public be 
A horse whereon the governor doth ride, 

Who, newly in the seat, that it may know 
He can command, let’s it straight feel the spur : 
Whether the tyranny be in his place. 

Or in his eminence that fills it up, 

I stagger in : — But this new governor 
Aw'akes me all the enrolled penalties, 

Which have, like unscour’d armour, hung by the w'all 
So long, that nitietecn zodiacs have gone* round, 
And none of them been worn ; and, for a name, 
Now' puts the drowsy and neglected act 
Freshly on me : — ’tis surely, for a name. 

Lucio* I warrant, it is ; and thy head stands so 
tickle on thy shoulders, that a milk-maid, if she bo 
in love, may sigh it oft'. Send after the duke, and 
appeal to him. 

Claud, I have done so, but lie’s not to be found. 
I pr’ythee, Lucio, do me this kind service : 

This day my sister should the cloister enter, 

And there receive her approbation ; 

Acquaint her with the danger of my state ; 

Implore her, in my voice, that she make friends 
To the strict deputy : bid herself assay him ; 

I have great hope in that ; for in her youth 
There is a prone and speechless_t}i*decb „ 

Such as moves men ; beside, she hath prosperous art 
When she will play with reason and discourse, 

And well she can persuade. 

Lucio* I pray, she may ; as well for tlie encou- 
ragement of the like, which else would stand under 
grievous imposition ; as for the enjoying of thy life, 
who I would be sorry should be thus foolishly lost. 
I’ll to her. 

Claud* I thank you, good friend Lucio. 

Ludo* Within two hours, — 

Claud* Come, officer, away, [Exeunt* 

SCENE IV. — A Monastery* 

Enter Duke ami Friar Thomas. 

Duke* No ; holy father ; throw away that thought ; 
Believe not that the dribbling dart of love 
Can pierce a complete bosom : why I desire tliee 
To give me secret harbour, hath a purpose 
More grave and wrinkled than the aims and ends 
Of.buniing youth, 

Fri* May your gratae speak of it. 

Duke* My holy sir, none better knows tlian you 
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ITow I liave evi*r lov’d the life remov’d ; 

And held in idle j)rice to haunt assemblies. 

Where youth and cost, an<l witless bravery keeps. 

I have deliver’d to lord Angelo 
(A num of stricture and linn abstinence) 

]My absolute power and place here in Vienna, 

And he supposes n)o travell’d to Poland ; 

For so I have strew ’d it in the common ear, 

And so it is receiv’d : Now, pious sir, 

You will demand of me, why I do this? 

Fri. Gladly, my lord. 

Duke, We have strict statutes, and most biting 
laws, 

(The needful bits and curbs for head-strong steeds,) 
Which for these fourteen jears wc have let sleep; 
Fven like an o’ergrown lion in a cave, 

That goes not out to prey ; Now, as fond fathers 
Having bound up the threat’ning twigs of birch, 
Only to stick it in their children’s sight. 

For terror, not to use; in time the rod 
Becomes more mock’d than fear’d : so our decrees. 
Dead to infliction, to themselves are dead ; 

And liberty plucks justice by the nose ; 

'i’he baby beats the nurse, and rpiite athwart 
Goes all decorum. 

F}L It rested in your grace 

To unloose this ticd-iip justice, v\hen you pleas’d; 
And it ill you more dreadful would have seem’d, 
Than in lord Angelo. 

Jh(kt% I do fear, too dreadful ; 

Sith ’iwas my fault, to give the people scope, 
’Twould be my tyranny to strike, and gall them 
For n liat I bid them do ; For we bid this he done, 
When evil deeds have their permissive pass, 

And not the punishment. Therefore, indeed, my 
father, 

I have on Angelo impos’d the office ; 

Who may, in the ambush of my name, strike home. 
And yet iny nature never in the sight, 

To do it slander : And to behold his sway, 

I will, as ’twcrc a brother of your order. 

Visit both prince and people : therefore, 1 pr’ythec, 
Supjily me with the habit, and instruct me 
How 1 may formally in person bear me 
Like a true friar. More reasons for this action, 

At our more leisure .shall I render you ; 

Only, this one : — Lord Angelo is piecise ; 

Stands at a guard with envy ; scarce confesses 
That his blood flows, or that his appetite 
Is more to bread than stone : Hence shall we see, 
If power change pui’pose, what our seemers be. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE V . — A Nuwier^. 

Enter Isabella and Francisca, 

hab. And have you nuns no further privileges ? 
Fran. Are not tliese large enough ? 
hah. Yes, truly : 1 speak not as desiring more ; 
But rather wishing a more strict restraint 
Upon the sisterhood, the votarists of saint Clare. 
Lncio, Ho ! Peace be in this place ! [ Within, 

hab. Who’s that which calls ? 

FVttJi. It is a man’s voice ; Gentle Isabella, 

Turn you the key, and know his business of him ; 
You may, I may not ; you are yet unsworn ; 

Wljen you have vow’d, you must not speak with 

But in the presence of the prioress : 

'i’heu, if you speak, you must not show your face ; 


Or if you show your face, you must not speak. 

He calls again ; I pray you answer him. 

[Exit Franci9CA(§ 
Isab. Peace and prosperity ! Who is’t that calls? 

Enter Lucio. 

Lucia, Hail, virgin, if you be ; as those cheek-roseS 
Proclaim you arc no less ! Can you so stead me, 

As bring me to the sight of Isabella, 

A novice of this place, and the fair sister 
To her unhappy brother Claudio? 

hab. Why her unhappy brother? let me ask ; 
The rather, for I now must make you know 
I am that Isabella, and his sister. 

Lucio, Gentle and fair, your brother kindly greets 
you : 

Not to be weary with you, he’s in piison. 

Jsab, Woe me! For what? 

J^ucia, For that which if myself might be Jiis 
judge, 

j He should receive his [lunishment in thanks : 

His friend’s with child by him. 

Jsab, iSir, make me not your story. ^ 

I. new. It is true. 

I hold you as a thing ensky’d, and sainted ; 

By your renouncement an immortal spirit ; 

And to be talk’d with in sincerity, 

As w'ith a saint. 

Lsab. You do blaspheme the good, in mocking me 
Lucio> Do not believe it. Fewness and tiuth % 
’tis thus : 

Your brother and his lover have embrac’d : 
i Jsab, My cousin Juliet? 

Jmho, Is she your cousin? 

Jsab. Adoptedly : as school-maids change their 
names, 

By vain though apt affection. 

’j.uch. She it is. 

Jsab. O, let him marry her ! 

Juicio. This is the point. 

The duke is very strangely gone from hence ; 

Bore many gentlemen, myself being one, 

In hand, and hope of action ; but we do learn 
By those that know the very nerves of state, 

His ^viiigs out \iere of an infinite distance 
From his true-meant design. Upon his place, 

And W'ith full line of his authority, 

Governs lord Angelo ; a man, whose blood 
Is very snow-broth ; one who never feels 
The wanton stings and motions of the sense ; 

But doth rebate and blunt his natural edge 
With profits of the mind, study and fast. 

He (to give fear to use and liberty, 

Which have, for long, run by the hideous law, 

As mice by lions,) hath pick’d out an act, 

Under whose heavy sense your brother’s life 
Falls into forfeit ! he arrests him on it ; 

And follows close the rigour of the statute, 

To make him an example : all hope is gone, 

Unless you have the grace by your fair prayer 
To soften Angelo ; And that’s my pith 
Of business Twixt you and your poor brother. 

Isab, Doth he so seek his life ? 

Lucio, Has censur’d 3 him 

Already ; and, as I hear, the provost hath 
A warrant for his execution. 

Isab* Alas ! wliat poor ability’s in me 
To do him good ? 

1 Do not make a jest of me. 

2 In few and true words. ^ Sentenced. 
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Lucio. Assay the power you have. 

Isab. My power ! Alas ! I doubt, — 

H Lucio* Our doubts arc traitors, 

^ And make us lose the good we oft might win^ 

\ By fearing to attcmjg^ Go to lord Angelo, 

And let hxmTearh to! uiow, when maidens sue. 
Men give like gods j but when they weep and kneel, 
All their petitions are as freely theirs 
As they themselves would owe ^ them. 

Isab* I’ll see what I can do. 


Lucio* But speedily. 

Isab. I will about it straight ; 

No longer staying but to give the mother 
Notice of my aflair, I humbly thank you : 
Commend me to my brother : soon at night 
I’ll send him certain word of my success. 

Lucio* 1 take my leave of you. 

Isab. Good sir, adieu. 

{^Lxeiint. 


ACT IL 


SCENE I. — yl Hall in Angelo’s House. 

E'nJter Angelo, Escalus, Provost, Officers, ami 
other Attendants. 

) Ang* We must not make a scare-crow of the 
; law, 

i, Setting it up to fear the birds of prey, 

/ And lot it keep one shape, till custom make it 
, Their perch and not their terror, 

' Escal* Ay, but yet 

Let us be keen, and rather cut a little. 

Than fall, and bruise to death ; Alas ! this gentle- 
man. 

Whom I would save, had a most noble father. 

Let but your honour know, 

(Whom I believe to be most straight in virtue,) 
That, in the working of your own aflections. 

Had time coher’d with place, or place with wishing. 
Or that the resolute acting of your blood 
Could have attain’d the eh'ect of your own purpose, 
Whether you had not some time in your life 
Err’d in this point wdiich now you censure him, 
And pull’d the law upon you. 

Ang* *Tis one thing to be tempted, Escalus, 

, Another thing to fall. I not deny, 

/ The jury, passing on the prisoner’s life, 

May, in the sworn twelve, have a thief or two 
Guiltier than him they try ; What’s open made to 
! justice, • 

That justice seizes. What know the laws. 

That thieves do jxass on thieves ? ’Tis very pregnant. 
The jewel that w'e find, we stoop and take it. 
Because we see it ; but what we do not see. 

We tread upon, and never think of it. 

You may not so extenuate his oUcnce, 

For ^ 1 have had such faults ; but rather tell me. 
When I that censure him, do so offend, 

I^ct mine own judgment pattern out my death. 

And nothing come in partial. Sir, he must die. 
Escal* Be it as your wisdom will. 

Ang* Where is the provost ? 

Erov* Here, if it like your honour. 

Aug, See that Claudio 

Be executed by nine to-morrow morning ; 

Bring him his confessor, let him be prepared : 

For that’s the utmost of his j>Llgrimage. 

{Exeunt Angelo and Provost. 
EsccU. Well, heaven forgive liimj and forgive 
us all ! 

Mercy is not itself that oft looks so, 
l^ardon is still tlie nurse of second w^oe. 

But yet, poor Claudio ! — there’s no remedy. 

[ Exit* 

< Have. ^ Because. 


SCENE II. — Another Room in the same. 
Enter Provost and a Servant. 

Sarv. He’s hearing of a cause; he will come 
straight. 

I’ll tell him of you. 

Proo. Pray you, do. {Exit Servant.] I’ll know 
his pleasure ; may be, lie will relent : 

Enter Angelo. 

Ang. Now, what’s the matter, Provost ? 

Prov. Is it your will Claudio shall die to- 
morrow ? 

Ang. Hid 1 not tell thee, yea ? hadst thou not 
order ? 

Why dost tliou ask again ? 

Prov* Lest I might be too rash ; 

Under your good correction, I have seen. 

When, after execution, judgment hath 
llepentcd o’er his doom. 

Ang* Go to ; let that be mine . 

Do you your office, or give up your place, 

And you shall well be spar’d. 

Prov. I crave your honour’s pardon. — 

What shall be done, sir, with the groaning Juliet? 
She’s very near her hour. 

Ang. Dispose of her 

To some more fitter place ; and that with speed. 

lic’-entcr Servant. 

Sew. Here is the sister of the man condemn’d 
Desires access to you, 

Ang. Hath he a sister ? 

Prov* Ay, my good lord ; a very virtuous maid, 
And to be shortly of a sisterhood, 

If not already. 

Ang. Well, let her be admitted. 

{Exit Servant. 

See you, that Julietta be remov’d ; 

Let her have needful, but not lavish, means ; 

There shall be order for it. 

Enter Lucio and Isabella, 

Prov* Save your honour ! [ Offering to retire* 

Ang* Stay a little while. — [To Isab.] You are 
welcome : What’s your will ? 

Isab* I am a woeful suitor to your honour : 
Please but your honour hear me. 

Ang* Well ; what’s your suit ? 

Isah* There is a vice that most I do abhor, 

And most desire should meet the blow of justice ; 
For^which I would not plead, but that I must ; 

For which I must not plead, but that I am 
At w'ar, ’twixt will, and will not. 
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Ang. Well; the matter? 

hab. I have a brother is condemn’d to die : 

J do beseech you, let it be his fault. 

And not my brother. 

Prov. Heaven give thee moving graces ! 

Ang. Condemn the fault and not the actor of it ! 
Why, every fault’s condemn’d, ere it be done ; 

Mine were the very cipher of a function, 

To find the faults, whose fine stands in record, 

And let go by the actor, 

Uab. O just, but severe law ! 

I had a brother then. — Ileavon keep your honour ! 

[^Reliring. 

Lucio. [Ta Isab.] GIve’t not o’er so : to him 
again, intreat him ; 

Kneel down before him, hang upon his gown ; 

You are too cold : if you should need a pin, 

You could not with more tame a tongue desire it : 

'fo him, I say. 

Pab. Must he needs die ? 

Ang. Maiden, no remedy, 

Jsab. Yes ; I do think that you might pardon him. 
And neither heaven, nor man, grieve at the mercy. 
Ang. I will not do’t. 

[sab. 15ut can you, if you would ? 

Ang. Look, what I will not, tliat I cannot do. 
Isab, Cut might you do’t, and do the world no 
wrong ? 

If so, your heart were touch’d with that remorse 
As mine is to him. 

Ang. He’s, sentenc’d : *tis too late. 

Lncio. You are too cold. [To 1.sab£lla. 

Isab. Too late ? w'hy, no ; I, that do speak a word, 
May call it back again : Well believe this, 

No ceremony that to great ones ’longs, 

Not the king's crown, nor the deputed sword, 

The marshal’s truncheon, nor the judge’s robe, 
Cecome them with one half so good a grace, 

As mercy does. If he had been as you, 

And you as he, jou would have slipt like him ; 

Cut he like >ou, would not have been so stern. 

Ang. Pray you, begone.- 

IsaL 1 w ould to heaven I had your potency. 

And you were Isabel ! should it then be thus? 

No ; I would tell w hat ’twere to be a judge, 

Anti what a prisoner. 

Lviio. Ay, touch liim : there’s the vein. [Aside. 
Ang. Your brother is a forfeit of the law, 

And you but waste your woids. 

[sab. Alas ! alas ! 

Why, all the souls that were, were forfeit once; 

And He that might the vantage best have took, 
Found out the remedy : How would you be, 

If He, which is the top of judgment, should 
Cut judge you as you are ? O, think on that ; 

And mercy tlicn will breathe within your lips, 
lake man new made. 

A7ig. Ce you content, fair maid ; I 

It is tiie law, not I condemns your brother : ] 

Were he my kinsman, brother, or my son, 

It should be thus with him;— he must die to-morrow. 
Isab. To-morrow ? O, that’s sudden ! Spare Iiim, 
spare him : 

He’s not prepar’d for death ! 

Good, good my lord, bethink you : 

Who is it that hath died for this offence ? 

There’s many have committed it. 

Lucio. Ay, well said. 

Ang. The law hath not been dead, though it 
. hath slept ; 


Those many liad not dar’d to do that evil, 

If the first man that did the edict infringe, 

Had answer’d for his deed : now, ’tis awake ; • 

Takes note of what is done ; and, like a prophet, 
Looks in a glass, that shows what future evils, 
(Either now, or by remissness new-conceiv’d, 

And so in progress to be hatch’d and born,) 

Are now to have no successive degrees, 

But, where they live, to end. 

Tsab. ' Yet show some pity. 

Ang. I show it most of all, when I show justice; 
For then I ])ity those I do not know, 

Which a dismiss’d offence would after gall ; 

And do him right, that answering one foul wrong, 
Lives not to act another. Ce satisfied ; 

Your brotlier dies to-morrow : be content. 

Isab. So you must be the first that gives this sen- 
tence ; 

And he, that suffers : O. it is excel lent , " ^ 

To have a giant’s strjgjj^^^ but it is tyrannous 
To use It ltkc*^'giant.^ ‘ ' ' 

'Lncio. ’ ^ That’s well said. 

Isab. Could great men thunder 
As Jove lumself docs, Jove would ne’er be quiet, 
For every pelting^, petty officer, 

Would use his Jieaven for thunder; nothing but 
thunder. — 

Merciful heaven ! 

Thou rather, with thy sharp and sulphurous bolt, 
Split’st the unwedgeable and gnarled 7 oak, 

Than the soft myrtle ; — O, but man, proud man ! 
Drest in a little brief authority ; 

Most ignorant of what he’s most assur’d, 

His glassy essence, — like an angry ape, 

Plays such fantastic tricks before high heaven, 

As make the angels weep. 

Luc. O, to him, to him, wench : he will relent ; 
He's coming, I perceive’t, 

Prov. Pray heaven she win him ! 

Isab. We cannot weigh our brother with yourself : 
Great men may jest with saints : ’tis wit in them ; 
But, in the less, foul profanation, 

Lucio. Thou’rt in the right, girl ; more o’ that. 
Isab. That in the captain’s but a choleric word, 
Wliicl* in the soldier is flat blasphemy. 

Lucio. Art advis’d o’that ? more on’t. 

Ang, Why do you pul these sayings upon me ? 
Isab. Because authority, thougli it err like others, 
Hath yet a kind of medicine in itself, 

That skins the vice o’ the top : Go to your bosom ; 
Knock there ; and ask your heart, what it doth know 
That’s like my brother’s fault : if it confess 
A natural guiltiness, such as is his. 

Let it not sound a thought upon your tongue 
Against my brotlier’s life. 

Ang. She speaks, and ’tis 

Such sense, that my sense breeds with it Fare 

you well. 

Isab. Gentle my lord, turn back. 

Ang. 1 will bethink me ; — Come again to- 
morrow. 

Isab. Hark, how I’ll bribe you : Good my lord, 
turn back. 

Ang. How, bribe me ? 

Imb. Ay, with such gifts, that heaven shall share 
with you. 

Lucio. You had marr’d all else. 

Isab. Not with fond shekels of the tested^ gold, 

* Paltry. " Knotted. ** Stampctl 
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Or stones, whose rates are either rich or poor. 

As fancy values them : but with true prayers, 

That shall be up at heaven, and enter tliore, 

Ere sun-rise ; prayers from preserved 9 souls. 

From fasting maids, whose minds are dedicate 
To nothing temporal. 

Jing* Well ; come to me 

To-morrow. 

Lucio^ Go to ; it is well ; away. [Aside to Isab. 
Isab, Heaven keep your honour safe ! 

Ang, Amen : for I 

Am that way going to temptation, [AsifU', 

Where prayers cross. 

Isab* At what hour to-morrow 

Shall 1 attend your lordship ? 

Afig. . At any time ’fore-noon, 

isoi. Save your honour ! 

[Exeunt Lucio, Isabella, and Provost. 
Ang* From thee ; even from thy virtue ! — 
What’s tins ? what’s this ? Is this her fault or njine ? 
The fempter, or the tcmpted>.wlw-«n«,iti0»t*? ha! 
Not sW”; lior doth she tempt: but it is 1, 

That lying by the violet, in the sun, 

Do, as the carrion does, not as the dower, 

Corrupt with virtuous season. Can it be, 

That modesty may more betray our sense 
Than w^oman’s lightness? Having waste ground 
enough, 

Shall we desire to raze the sanctuary, 

And pitch our evils there ? O, fye, fyc, fye ! 

What dost thou ? or what art thou, Angelo ? 

1 0, l6t her brother live : 

Thieves for their robbery have authority. 

When judges steal themselves. What ? do I love her, 
f That 1 desire to hear her speak again, 

And feast upon her eyes? What is’t I dream on ? 
O cunning enemy, that, to csltch a saint, 

With saints dost bait thy hook 1 jMost dangerous 
Is that temptation, that doth goad us on, 

To sin in loving virtue ; never could the strumpet 
» Once stir my temper ; but this virtuous maid 
Subdues me quite ; — Ever, till now. 

When men were fond, I smil’d, and wonder’d how, 

[Eaif. 

SCENE III. — A Room in a Prison. 

Enter Duke, habited like a Friar, and Provost. 
Duke. Hail to you, provost ! so I think you are. 
Prov. I am the provost : What’s your will, good 
friar ? 

DuJee. Bound by my charity, and my bless’d order, 
I come to visit the afllicted spirits 
Here in the prison : do me the common right 
7’o let me see them ; and to make me know 
’Phe nature of their crimes, that I may minister 
To them accordingly, 

Prov. I woidd do more than that, if more were 
needful. 

Enter Juliet. 

I^k, here comes one ; a gentlewoman of mine, 
Who, falling in the flames of her own youth, 

Hath blister’d her report : She is with child ; 

And he that owns it sentenc’d. 

Duke. When must he die ? 

Prov. As I do think, to-morrow. — 

I have provided for you ; stay awiiile, [S’b Joliet. 
And you shall be conducted. 

® I*rcservcd from the corruption of the world. 


Duke. Repent you, fair one, of the sin you carry ? 
Juliet. I do ; and bear the shame most patiently. 
Duke. I’ll teach you how you shall arraign your 
conscience, 

And try your penitence, if it be sound, 

Or hollowly put on, 

Juliet. I’ll gladly learn. 

Duke. Love you the man that wrong’d you ? 
Juliet. Yes, as I love the woman that wrong’d him, 
Duke. So then, it seems, your most oflenceful act 
Was mutually committed? 

JulwL INIutually. 

Duke. Then was your sin of lieavier kind than his. 
Juliet. I do confess it, and repent it, father. 

DuJke. ’Tis meet so, daughter : Hut lest you do 
repent, 

As that the sin hath brought you to this shame, — 
Which sorrow is always toward ourselves, not 
heaven ; 

Showing, we’d not spare heaven, as we love it, 

But as we stand in fear. 

Juliet. I do repent me, as it is an evil ; 

And take the shame with joy. 

Duke. There rest. 

Your partner, as I hear, must die to-morrow, 

And 1 am going with instruction to him, — 

Grace go with you I BenedicUe ! [ ICxU. 

Juliet, Must die to-morrow ! O, injurious love, \ 
That respites me a life, whose very comfort \ 

Is still a dying horror ! 

l*rov* ’Tis pity of him. [Exeunt, 

SCENE IV, — ^ Boom in Angelo’s House. 
Enter Angelo. 

Ang, When I would pray and think, I think and 

To several subjects : heaven hath my empty words ; 
Whilst my invention, hearing not my tongue, 
Anchors on Isabel : Heaven in my mouth, 

As if I did but only chew his name ; 

And in my heart, the strong and swelling evil ^ 
Of my conception : The state, whereon I studied, 

Is like a good tiling, being often read, ' 

Grown fear’d and tedious ; yea, my gravity, 
Wherein (let no man hear me) I lake pride, 

Could I, with boot change for an idle plume, 
Which the air beats for vain. O place ! O form 
How often dost thou with thy case, thy habit, ^ 
Wrench awe from fools, and tie the wiser souls ^ 
To thy false seeming ? 

Enter Servant. 

How now, who’s tliere ? 

Serv. One Isabel, a sister. 

Desires access to you. 

Ang, Teach her the way. [Exit Serv. 

O heavens ! 

Why does my blood thus muster to my heart ; 
Making both it unable for itself, 

And dispossessing all the other parts 
Of necessary fitness ? 

So play the foolish throngs with one that swoons j 
Come all to help him, and so stop the air 
By which he should revive : and even so 
The general ®, subject to a well-wish’d king. 

Quit their own part, and in obsequious fondness 
Crowd to his presence, where their untaught love 
Must needs appear offence. 

» Profiv 


* The people. 
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Enter Isabkm.a. 

How now, fair mai<l ? 

Jsab. I am cornc to know your pleasure. 

ylng. That you mi^ht know it, would much 
better please me, 

Than to demand what ’tis. Your brother cannot live. 
hab- Even so? — Heaven keep your honour! 

[Retiring, 

jing* Yet may he live a while ; and, it may be 
As long as you or 1 *. Yet he must die. 

Isttb, Under your sentence ? 

Ang, Yea. 

Isab. When, I beseech you? that in his reprieve. 
Longer, or shorter, he may be so fitted. 

This his soul sicken not. 

Ang. 11a! fyc, these filthy vices ! It were as good 
To pardon him, that hath from nature stolen 
A man already made, as to remit 
Their saucy sweetness, that do coin heaven’s image. 
In siainjis that arc forbid. 

Jmb. ’Tis set down so in heaven, but not in earth. 
Ang, Say you so ? then I shall pose you quickly. 
Whicii had you rather, that the most just law 
Now took your brother’s life ; or, to redeem him, 
Give up your person to such sweet uncleanness, 

As she that he hath stained ? 

Jsab, Sir, believe this, 

I had rather give my body than my soul. 

Ang, I talk not of your soul ; our compell’d sins 
Stand more for number than accompt. 

Jsab, Ho\v say you ? 

Ang, Nay, I’ll not warrant that ; for I can speak 
Against the thing I say. Answer to this ; — 

I, now the voice of the recorded law, 

Pronounce a sentence on your brother’s life ; 

Might there not be a charity in sin, 

To save this brother’s life ? 

Jsab. Please you to do’t, 

I’ll take it as a peril to my soul, 

It is no sin at all, but charity. 

Ang. Pleas’d you to do’t, at peril of your soul, 
Were equal poise of sin and charity, 

Isab, That I do beg his life, if it be sin, 

Heaven, let me bear it ! you granting of my suit. 
If that be sin, I’ll make it my morn prayer 
To have it added to the faults of mine. 

And nothing of your answer. 

Ang, Nay, but hear me : 

Your sense pursues not mine : either you are igno- 
rant, 

Or seem so, craftily ; and that’s not good. 

Isab, Let me be ignorant, and in nothing good. 
But graciously to know 1 am no better. 

Ang, Thus wisdom wishes to api)car most bright, 
When it doth tax itself : as these black masks 
Proclaim an enshield ^ beauty ten times louder 
Than beauty could displayed. — But mark me ; 

'I'o be received plain. I’ll speak more gross : 

Your brother is to die. 

Isab, So. 

Ang, And his offence is so, as it appears • 
Accounbmt to the law upon that pain. 

Isab. True. 

Ang, Admit no other way to save his life, 

(As I subscribe not taat, nor any other, 

But in the loss of question,) that you, his sister, 
Binding yourself desir’d of such a person, * 

3 Covored. 


Whose credit with the judge, or own great place, 
Could fetch your brother from the manacles 
Of the all-binding law ; and that there were 
No earthly mean to save him, but that either 
You must lay down the treasures of your person 
To this supposed, or else let him suffer ; 

What would you do ? 

Isab, As much for my poor brother as myself ; 
That is, w'cre I under the terms of death, 

The impression of keen w^hips I’d wear as rubies, 
And strip myself to death, as to a bed 
That longing 1 have been sick for, ere I’d yield 
My iionour up to shame. 

Ang. Then must your brother die 

Isab, And ’twere the cheaper way : 

Better it were, a brother died at once. 

Than that a sister, by redeeming him, 

Should die for ever. 

Ang, Were not you then as cruel as the sentence 
That you have slander’d so? 

Isab, Ignomy in ransom, and free pardon, 

Are of two houses : lawful mercy is 
Nothing akin to foul rcdern})tion. 

Ang, Y^ou seem’d of late to make the law a tyrant ; 
And rather prov’d the sliding of your brother 
A merriment than a vice. 

Isab, O, pardon me, my lord ; it oft falls out, 

To have what we’d have, we speak not what we mean : 

I something do excuse the thing I hate, 

For his advantage that I dearly love. 

Ang, We are all tiail. 

Jsab, Else let my brother die, 

If not a feodary ♦, but only he. 

Owe and succeed by weakness. 

Ang, Nay, women are frail too. 

Isab, A y, as the glasses wdicrc they view themselves j ( 
Which are as easy broke as they make forms. i 
Women ! — Help heaven ! men their creation mar s 
In profiting by them. Nay, call us ten times fniil ; ( 
For we are soft as our complexions are, i 

And credulous to false prints. ^ 

Ang, I think it well : 

And from this testimony of your own sex, 

(Since, 1 suppose, wc are made to be no stronger 
'J'han ftiults may sliake our frames,) let me be Gold ; 

I do arrest your words ; be that you are, 

That is, a woman ; if you be more, you’re none ; 

If you be one, (as you arc well express’d 
By all external warrants,) show it now^, 

By putting on the destin’d livery. 

Isab, I have no tongue but one : gentle my lord, 
Let me entreat you, speak the former language. 

Ang, Plainly conceive, 1 love you, 

Isab, My brother did love Juliet ; and you tell me, 
That he shall die for it. 

Ang. He shall not, Isabel, if you give me love. 

Isab, I know your virtue hath a licence in’t, 
Which seems a little fouler than it is, 

To pluck on others. 

Ang. Believe me, on mine honour, 

My words express my purpose. 

Isab. Ha! little honour to be much believ’d, 

And most pernicious purpose ! — Seeming, seeming ! 

I w'ill proclaim thee, Angelo ; look for’t : 

Sign me a present pardon for my brother, 

Or, with an outstretch’d throat. I’ll tell the world 
Aloud, w hat man thou art. 

Ang, Who will believe thee, Isabel? 

My unsoil’d name, the austereness of my life, 

* Associate. ^ Own. ® Impressions. 
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My vouch against you, and my place i’the state, 
Will so your accusation overweigli, 

That you shall stifle in your own report, 

And smell of calumny. I have begun ; 

And now I give my sensual race the rein : 

Lay by all nicety ; redeem thy brother 
By yielding up thy person to my will ; 

Or else he must not only die the death, 

But thy unkindness shall his death draw out 
To lingering sufferance ; answer me to-morrow, 
Or, by the affection that now guides me most, 

I’ll prove a tyrant to him ; As for you, 

Say what you can, my false o’erw'oighs your true. 

[^Exit 

hah* To whom shall I complain? Did T tell this, 
Who would believe me ? O perilous mouths. 


ACT 

SCENE I. — A Room in the Pnson. 

Enter Duke, Claudio, and Provost. 

Duke. So, then you hope of pardon from lord 
Angelo? 

Claud, The miserable have no otlier medicine^ 

But only hope : ’ ’ 

I have hope to live, and am prepar’d to die. 

Ihike. Be absolute for death : either death, or life, 
Shall thereby be the sweeter. Reason tlius w' ith life,— 
If 1 do lose thee, I do lose a thing 
That none but fools would keep ; a breath thou art, 
(Servile to all the skiey influences,) 

That dost this habitation, w here thou keep’st. 

Hourly afflict ; merely, thou art deatli’s fool ; 

For him thou labour’st by thy flight to shun. 

And yet ruii’st toward him still : Thou art not noble ; 
For all the accommodations that thou bear’st, 

A re nurs’d by baseness ; Thou art by no means val iant ; 
For thou dost fear the soft and tender fork 
Of a poor worm : Thy best of rest is sleep, 

And that thou oft provok’st ; yet grossly fear’st 
Thy death, which is no more. Thou art not thyself; 
For thou exist’st on many a thousand grains 
That issue out of dust ; Happy thou art not : 

For what thou hast not, still thou striv’st to get ; 
And what thou hast, forgef st rThoii arThdt certain ; 
For thy comple^oh shifts IS^range effects 7, 

After the moon : If thou art rich, thou art poor ; 
For, like an ass, whose back w'ith ingots bows. 

Thou bear’st thy heavy riches but a journey. 

And death unloads thee : Friend hast thou none ; 
For thine own bowels, which do call thee sire, 

The mere effusion of thy proper loins. 

Do curse the gout, serpigo p, and the rheum. 

For ending thee no sooner : Thou hast nor youth, 
nor age ; 

But, as it were, an after-dinner’s sleep, 

Dreaming on both ; for all thy blessed youth 
Becomes as aged, and doth beg the alms 
Of palsied eld ; and when thou art old, and rich, 
Thou hast neither heat, affection, limb, nor beauty, 
To make thy riches pleasant. What’s yet in this, 
That bears the name of life? Yet in this life 
Lie hid more thousand deaths ; yet death we fear, 
That makes these odds all even. 


That bear in them one and the self-same tongue, 
Either of condemnation or approof ! 

Bidding the law make court’sy to their will ; 
Hooking botli right and wrong to the appetite, 

To follow as it draws ! I’ll to my brother ; 

Though he hath fallen by prompture of the blood, 
Yet hath he in him such a mind of honour, 

That had he twenty heads to tender down 
On twenty bloody blocks, he’d yield them up, 
Before his sister should her person stoop 
To such ahhorr’d pollution. 

Then, Isabel, live chaste, and, brother, die : 

More than our brother is 

I’ll tell him yet of Angehi’s request, 

And fit his mind to death, for his soul’s rest. 

[Ent, 


III. 

Claud. I humbly thank you. 

To sue to live, I find, I seek to die ; 

And seeking death, find life ; Let it come on. 

Eyder Isabflla. 

hah. What, ho ! Peace here ; grace and good 
company 1 

Vron. Who’s there? come in : the wish deser>os 
a welcome. 

Duke. Dear sir, ere long I’ll visit you again. 
Claud. Most holy sir, I thank you. 
hah. My business is awwd or tw'o with Claudio. 
Vrov. And very welcome. Look, signior, here’s 
your sister. 

Duke. Provost, a word witli you. 

Prim. As many as you please. 

Duke. Bring them to speak, where I may be 
eonoeal’d, 

Yet hear them, [Exeunt Duke and Provost. 

Claud. Now, sister, what’s the comfort ? 

Isah. Why, as all comforts are; mo.st good in deed: 
Lord Angelo, having affairs to heaven, 

Intends you for his swift embassador, 

Where you shall be an everlasting lieger 9 : 
Therefore your best appointment make with speed ; 
To-morrow you set on. 

Claud. Is there no remedy? 

hah. None, but such remedy, as to save a head, 
To cleave a heart in twain. 

Claud. But is there any ? 

Jsab. Yes, brother, you may live ; 

'There is a devilish mercy in tlie judge, 

If you’ll implore it, that will free your life, 

But fetter you till death. 

Claud. Perpetual durance? 

hah. Ay, just, perpetual durance ; a restraint. 
Though all tlie world’s fastidity you had, 

To a determined scope. 

Claud. But in what nature? 

hah. In such a one as (you consenting to’t) 
Would bark your honour from tliat trunk you bear, 
And leave you naked. 

Claud. Let me know the point. 

hah. O, I do fear thee, Claudio ; and I quake, 
Lost thou a feverous life should’st entertain, 

And six or seven winters more respect 


S' A ffccUf affbetions. 
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Tlian a perpetual honour. Dar’st thou die ? 

Tlie „SQiise of d eatli is m ost in appyt^ hensinn • 

Ajid tiifiIp£or_b^^^^ we tre^japon , 

InTcorporal sufferance finds a pangas great 
|As wTicn a.gianj^dles. " 

Claud. Why give you me this shame? 

Tliink you I can a resolution fetch 
From flowery tenderness ? If I must die, 

1 will encounter darkness as a bride, 

And hug it in mine arms. 

Isab, There spake my brother ; there my father’s 
grave 

Did utter forth a voice ! Yes, thou must die : 

Thou art too noble to conserve a life 
In base appliances. This outward-sainted deputy,— 
Whose settled visage and deliberate word 
Nips youth i’the head, and follies doth eninew, 

As falcon doth the fowl, — is yet a devil ; 

Claud. The princely Angelo? 

Isab. O, ’tis the cunning livery of hell, 

The vilest body to invest and cover 
In princely guards ! Dost thou think, Clautlio, 

If 1 would yield him my virginity, 

TIioii might’st be freed V 

Claud. O, heavens ! it cannot be. 

Isab. Yes, he Avould give it thee, from this rank 
often ce. 

So to offend him still ; This night’s the time. 

That 1 should do nhat I abhor to name. 

Or else thou diest to-morrow. 

Claud. Thou shalt not do’t. 

Isab. O, were it but my life, 
rd throw it down for your deliverance 
As frankly as a pin. 

Claud. Tliauks, dear Isabel. 

hub. Be ready, Claudio,for your dcatli to morrow. 
Claud. Yes. — Has he affections in him, 

That thus can make him bite the law by the nose. 
When he would force it? Sure it is no sin ; 

Or of the deadly seven it is the least. 

Isab, Which is the least ? 

Claud. If it were damnable, he, being so w ise, 
Why, would he for the momentary trick 
Be perdurably fin’d? — O Isabel ! 

Isab. What says my brother? 

Claud. Death is a fearful thing. 

Isab. And shamed life a hateful. 

Claud. Ay, but to die, and go we know not where; 
To lie in cold obstruction, and to rot : 

This sensible warm motion to become 
A kneaded clod ; and the delighted spirit 
To bathe in fiery floods, or to reside 
In thrilling regions of thick- ribbed ice ; 

To be imprison’d in the viewless winds. 

And blown with restless violence round about 
The pendent world ; or to be worse than worst 
Of those, that lawless and incertain thoughts 
Imagine howling ! — ’tis too horrible ! 

The weariest and most loathed worldly life, 
lliat age, ach, penury, and imprisonment 
Can lay on nature, is a paradise 
To wliat we fear of death. 

Isab. Alas ! alas ! 

Claud. Sweet sister, let me live : 

What sin you do to save a brother’s life, 

Nature dispenses with the deed so far, 

Tliat it becomes a virtue. 

Iscd). O, faitliless coward ! O, dishonest wretch ! 
Wilt tliou be made a man out of my vice ? 

Is’t not a kind of incest, to take life 


From thine own sister’s shame ? * 

Take my defiance : I 

Die ; perish ! might but my bending down 
Reprieve thee from thy fate, it sliould proceed : 

I’ll pray a thousand prayers for thy death, \ 

No word to save thee. 

Claud, Nay, hear me, Isabel. 

Isab. O, fye, fye, fye .’ 

Thy sin’s not accidental, but a trade : 

’Tis best that thou diest quickly. \^Going. 

Claud. O hear me, Isabella. 

Re-enter Duke, 

Duke. Vouchsafe a word, young sister, but one 
word. 

Isab. What is your will ? 

Duke. Might you dispense with your leisure, I 
would by and by have some speech wifli you : the 
satisfaction I would require, is likewise your own 
benefit. 

Isab. I have no superfluous leisure; my stay 
must be stolen out of other affairs; but I will 
attend you awhile. 

Duke. [7’o Claudio, aside.'] Son, I have over- 
Iieard what hath })ast between you and your sister. 
Angelo had never the purpose to corrupt lier ; only 
lie hath made an essay of her virtue, to practise 
his judgment with the disposition of natures; she, 
having the truth of honour in her, hath made him 
tliat gracious denial wliich he is most glad to receive: 
I am confessor to Angelo, and I know this to be 
true ; therefore prepare yourself to death ; Do not 
satisfy your resolution with hopes that are fallible : 
to-morrow you must die; go to your knees, and 
make ready. 

Claud. Let me ask my sister pardon. I am so 
out of love with life, that 1 will sue to be rid of it. 

Duke. Hold you there : Farewell. Claudio. 

Re-enter Provost. 

Provost, a word with you. 

Rrov. What’s your will, father ? 

Duke. That now you are come you will be gone t 
Leave me a Avhile with tlie maid ; my mind pro- 
mises xv'ith my habit, no loss shall touch her by my 
company. 

Rrov. In good time, [ Exit Provost, 

Duke. The hand that hath made you fair, hath 
made you good : the goodness that is cheaji in 
beauty, makes beauty lirief in goodness : but grace, 
being the soul of your complexion, should keep 
the body of it ever fair. The assault that Angelo 
hath made to you, fortune hath convey’d to my 
understanding ; and, but that frailty hath examples 
for his falling, I should wonder at Angelo. How 
would you do to content this substitute, and to 
save your brother ? 

Isab. I am now going to resolve him : I had 
rather my brother cUe by the law, than my son 
should be unlawfully born. But O, how much is 
the good duke deceived in Angelo ! If ever he 
return, and I can speak to him, I will open my 
lips in vain, or discover his government. 

Duke. That shall not be much amiss : Yet, as 
the matter now stands, he will avoid your accus- 
ation ; he made trial of you only, — Therefore, 
fasten your car on my advisings : to the love I 
have in doing good, a remedy presents itself. I 
do make myself believe, that you may most up- 
righteously do a poor wronged lady a merited 
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benefit ; redeem your brother from the angry law ; 
do no stain to your own gracious person ; and 
much please the absent dukt;, if, perai I venture, he 
shall ever return to have hearing of this business. 

Isah, Let me hear you speak further; I have 
spirit to do any tiling that appears not foul in the 
truth of my spirit. 

Duke* Virtue is bold, and goodness never fear- 
ful. Have you not heard speak of Mariana tlic 
sister of Frederick, the great soldier, wiio miscar- 
ried at sea ? 

Isah. I have heard of the lady, and good words 
went with her name. 

Duke. Her should this Angelo have married ; was 
affianced to her by oath, and the nuptial ap]jointed . 
between which time of the contract, and limit of 
the solemnity, her brother Frederick was wrecked 
at sea, having in that jierisli’d vessel the dowry of 
his sister. But mark, how heavily this befel to the 
poor gentlewoman : there she lost a noble and re- 
nowned brother, in his love toward her ever most 
kind and natural ; with him the jiortion and sinew 
of her fortune, her marriage-dowry ; with both, her 
COinbinatc • husband, this well seeming Angelo. 

Isah. Can this be so ? Did Angelo so leave her ? 

Duke. I^eft her in her tears, and dry’d not one of I 
them with his comfort ; swallowed his vows whole, 
pretending in her discoveries of dishonour : in few, 
bestowed her on her own lamentation, which she 
yet wears for his sake ; an<l he, a marble to her tears, 
is washed with them, but relents not. 

Isah. What a merit -were it in death, to take this 
poor maid from the world ! What corruption in this 
life, that it will let this man live ! — but how out of 
tliis can she avail ? 

Duke. It is a rupture that you may easily heal : 
and the cure of it not only saves your brother, but 
keeps you from dishonour in doing it. 

Isah, Show me how, good father. 

Duke. This fore-named maid hath yet in her the 
continuance of her first affection ; his unjust un- 
kindness, that in all reason should have quenched 
her love, hath, like an impediment in the current, 
made it more violent and unruly. Go you to Angelo ; 
answer his requiring with a plausible obedience; 
agree with his demands to the point : only refer 
yourself to this advantage, — first, that your stay 
with him may not be long ; that the time may have 
all shadow and silence in it ; and the place answer 
to convenience : this being granted in course, now 
follows all. We shall advise this wronged maid to 
stead up your appointment, go in your place ; if the 
encounter acknowledge itself hereafter, it may 
compel him to her recompense : and here, by this, 
is your brother sjived, your honour untainted, the 
poor Mariana advantaged, and the corrupt deputy 
scaled. ^ The maid will I frame, and make fit for 
liis attempt. If yoti think well to carry tliis as you 
may, the doubleness of the benefit defends the deceit 
from reproof. What think you of it ? 

Isah, The image of it gives me content already ; and 
I trust it will grow to a most prosperous perfection, 

Duke, It lies much in your holding up : Haste 
you speedily to Angelo ; if for this night he entreat 
you to his bed, give him promise of satisfaction. I 
will presently to St. Luke's ; there, at the moated 
grange, resides this dejected Mariana: At that 
place call upon me ; and despatch with Angelo, that 
it may be quickly, 

» Betrothed. 


Isah. I thank you for this comfort ; Fare you well, 
good father. [I'reu/ii severally, 

SCENE II.-— The Street Indore the Prison. 

Enter Duke, as a Friar; to him Ei.now, Clown, 
and (Ifficers. 

Elh. Nay, if there be no remedy of it, but that 
you will needs buy and sell men and w omen like 
beasts, we shall have all the world drink brown and 
white bastard. ^ 

Dide. O, heavens! what stuff is here? 

Clo. ’Twas never meny world, since, of two 
usuries, the merriest was put dowm, and the worser 
allow'’d by order of law a fiirr’d gown to keep him 
wann ; and furr’d with fox and lamb skins too, to 
signify, that craft, being richer than innoceiicy, 
stands for the facing. 

Ell). Come your way, sir; — Bless yon, good 
fatlier friar. 

Duke. And you, good brother father : What 
offence hath this man made you, sir? 

Ell). Marry, sir, he hath offended the law ; and, 
sir, we take him to he a thief too, sir; for wo have 
found upon him, sir, a strange pick-lock, which we 
have sent to the deputy. 

Duke. Eye, sirrah. 

Take him to jmson, officer ; 

Correction and instructioii must both w ork, 

Ere this rude beast w ill profit. 

Elb. He must before the deputy, sir ; be has 
given him warning. 

Didc. That wc w'erc all, as some would secTn to he, 
Free fioni our faults, as faults fioin st'eining free ’ 

Enter Lino. 

Elh. His neck wdll come to your waist, a cord, sir. 

Clo. I spy comfort; I cry bail. Here’s a geiitl 
man, and a friend of mine. 

Eucio. How, now', noble Foinpey ? Wliat, at the 
heels of Cjpsar? Art thou led in triumph? Ait 
going to prison, l^ompoy ? 

Clo. Yes, faith, sir. 

Eucio. Why, ’tis not amiss, Pompey : Farew'ell : 
Go ; say, I sent thee thither, 

(’lo. I hope, sir, your good w'orship w ill be my bail. 

Luch). No, indeed, will I not, Pompey ; it is not 
the wear. I will pray, Pompey, to increase your 
bondage: if you take it not patiently, why your 
mettle is the more : Adieu, trusty Pomjiey. — Bless 
you, friar. 

Duke. And you. 

I.ucjo Does Bridget paint still, Pompey ? Ha ? 

Elb. Come your ways, sir ; come. 

Clo. You w'ill not hail me then, sir? 

Lucio. 'I'hen, Pompey? nor now' — What news 
abroad, friar ? What news ? 

Elh, Come your w'ays, sir ; come 

Lucio, Go, — to kennel, Pompey, go ; 

[Exeunt Elbow', Clown, and Officers. 
What iiew'S, friar, of the duke ? 

Duke, I know none : Can you tell me of any ? 

Lucio* Some say, he is with the emperor of 
Russia ; other some, he is in Rome ; But where if 
he, think you ? 

Duke. I know not where : But wheresoever, I 
wish him well. 

Lucio* It was a mad fantastical trick of him, to 
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steal from the state, and usurp the beggary he was 
never born to. Lord Angelo dukes it well in his 
absence ; he puts transgression to’t. 

Duke. He does well in’t. 

Ludo, A little more lenity to wenching would do 
no harm in him : something too crabbed that way, 
friar. 

Duke. It is too general a vice, and severity must 
cure it. 

Lvcio. Yes, in good sooth, the vice is of a great 
kindred ; it is well ally’d. 

Duke. You are pleasant, sir; and speak apace. 

Jmcvi. Why, what a ruthless thing is it in 
Angelo to take away the life of a man thus? W'ould 
the duke that is absent have done this ? He knew 
the service, and that instructed him to mercy. 

Duke. I never heard the absent duke much 
detected for women ; he was not inclined that way. 

Ducio. O, sir, you are deceived, 

Duke. ’Tis not possible. 

Lvcio. Who? not the duke? yes, your beggar 
of fifty ; — and his use was, to put a ducat in her 
clack-dish : the duke had crotchets in him : He 
would be drunk too ; that let me inform you. 

Duke. You do him wrong, surely. 

Lucio. Sir, I was an inward of his : a shy fellow 
was tlic duke : and I believe I know tlie cause of 
his withdrawing. 

Duke. What, I pr’ythce, might be the cause? 

l.ucio. No, — pardon; — ’tis a secret must be 
lock’d within the teeth and the lips : but this I can 
let you understand, — The greater file of the sub- 
ject held the duke to be wise. 

Duke. Wise? why, no question but he was. 

I.ucio. A very superficial, ignorant, unweighing 
fellow'. 

Duke. Either this is envy in you, folly, or mis- 
taking ; the very stream of his life, and the business 
he hath helmed'’, must, upon a warranted need, give 
him a better proclamation. Let him be but testi- 
monied in his own bringings forth, and he shall 
appear to the envious, a scholar, a statesman, and a 
soldier : Therefore, you speak unskilfully ; or, if 
your knowledge he more, it is much darken’d in 
your malice. 

Lucio. Sir, I know him, and I love him. 

Duke. Love talks with better knowledge, and 
knowdedge wdth dearer love. 

Lucio, Come, sir, I know' what I know. 

Duke. I can hardly believe that, since you know 
not what you speak. But, if ever the duke return, 
(as our prayers are he may,) let me desire you to 
make your answer before him : If it be honest you 
have spoke, you have courage to maintain it : I am 
bound to call upon you; and, I pray you, your name ? 

I.ucio. Sir, my name is Lucio, well known to 
the duke. 

Duke. He shall know you better, sir, if I may 
live to report you. 

Lucio. I fear you not. 

Duke. O, you liope the duke will return no more ; 
or you imagine me too unhurtful an opposite. But, 
indeed, I can do you little harm : you’ll forswear 
this again. 

Lucio. I’ll be hanged first ; thou art deceived in 
ttto, friar. But no more of this ; 1 would tlie duke 

'* Clack~dish : The beggars, two or three centuries ^^^o,U3ed 
to proclaim their want by a wooden dish with a moveable 
cover, which they clack^, to show that their vessel was 
empty, ' ' 

Guided. 


we talk of were return’d again : this agent will 
unpeople the province. Farewell, good friar ; I 
pr’ythee pray for me. The duke, I say to thee 
again, would eat mutton on Fridays; say, that I 
said so. Farcw'ell. [DjcU* 

Duke. No might nor greatness in mortality 1 
Can censure ’scaj)c ; back-w'oiinding calumny 
The w'hitest virtue strikes : What king so strong, » 
Can tie the gall up in the slanderous tongue? \ 
But who comes here ? 

Muter E.SCALUS, Provost, Overdone, aiid Officers. 

Mscal. Go, away with her to prison. 

Over. Good my lord, be good to me ; your honour 
is accounted a merciful man : good my lord. 

Mscaf. Double and treble admonition, and still 
forfeit^ in the same kind ! This would make mercy 
swear, and play the tyrant. — Away witli her to 
prison ; Go to ; no more words. [Exeunt Overdone 
and Officej's.] Provost, my brother Angelo will not 
!)e altered ; Claudio must die to-morrow : let him 
be furnished with divines, and have all charitable 
preparation : if my brother wrought by iny pity, it 
should not be so with him. 

Mrov. So please you, this friar hath been with him, 
and a<lvised him for the entertainment of death. 

Mscal. Good even, good father. 

Duke. Bliss and goodness on you ! 

MsecU. Of whence are you ? 

Duke. Notof this country, though my chance is now 
To use it for my time : 1 am a bi other 
Of gracious order, late come from the see. 

In special business from his holiness. 

Mscal. What news abroad i’ the world ? 

Duke. None, but that there is so great a fever on 
goodness that the dissolution of it must cure it ; 
novelty is only in request; and it is as dangerous 
to be aged in any kind of course, as it is virtuous to 
be constant in any undertaking. There is scarce 
truth enough alive, to make societies secure ; but 
security enough, to make fellowships accurs’d: much 
upon this riddle runs the wisdom of the world. 
This news is old enough, yet it is every djiy’s news. 
I pray you, sir, of what dis})Osition was the duke ? 

Msml. One, that, above all other strifes, con- 
tended especially to know lumsclf. 

Duke. What pleasure was lie given to ? 

Mscal. Rather rejoicing to see another merry, 
than merry at any thing which profess’d to make 
him rejoice : a gentleman of all temperance. But 
leave we him to his events, with a prayer they may 
prove prosperous : and let me desire to know how 
you find Claudio prepared. I am made to under- 
stand, that you have lent him visitation. 

Duke. He professes to have received no sinister 
measure from his judge, but most willingly humbles 
himself to the determination of justice : yet had he 
framed to himself, by the instruction of his frailty, 
many deceiving promises of life ; which I, by my 
good leisure, have discredited to him, and now is he 
resolved to die* 

Mscal. You have paid the heavens your function, 
and the prisoner the very debt of your calling. I 
have labour’d for the poor gentleman, to the 
extremest shore of my modesty ; but my brother 
justice have I found so severe, that he hath forced 
me to tell him, he is indeed » justice. 

Duke. If his own life answer the straitness of his 

» Tran||regs, 



9B 


MEASURE FOR MEASURE. 


Act IV. 


proceeding, it shall become him well ; wherein, if 
he chance to fail, he hath sentenced himself. 

Escal. I am going to visit tlie prisoner: Fare 
you well, 

Duke. Peace be with you ! 

[Exeunt Escalus and Provost. 
He, who the sword of heaven would bear, 

Should be as holy as severe ; 

Pattern in himself to know, 

Grace to stand, and virtue go ; 

More nor less to others paying, 

Than by self-offences weighing. 

Shame to liim, whose cruel striking 
Kills for faults of his own liking ! 


Twice treble shame on Angelo, 

To weed my vice, and let his grow ! 

O, what may man within him hide, 

Thougli angel on tlie" outward side ! ) 

How may likeness, made in crimes. 

Making practice on the times, 

Draw with idle spiders’ strings 
Most pond’rous and substantial things ! 

Craft against vice I must apply : 

With Angelo to-night shall lie 
His old betrothed, but despis’d ; 

So disguise sliall, by the disguis'd, 

Pay with falsehood false exacting, 

And perform an old contracting. [Eiit. 


ACT IV. 


SCENE I. — /I Room in Mariana’s Housc\ 

Mariana discovered skiing; a Boy singings 
SONG. 

I'akCf oh take those Ups awni/. 

That so siveetlp were forsworn • 

And those ei/est the break of dap-, 

Lights that do mislead the morn : 

Eut mp kisses bring agaiiiy 

bring again. 

Seals of love, but scaVd in vain, 

scafd in vain. 

Mari* Creak off thy song, and haste thee quick 
aw ay ; 

Here comes a man of comfort, w liose advice 
Hath often still’d my braw ling discontent. — 

[ExU Coy. 

Enter Duke. 

I cry you mercy, sir ; and well could w ish 
You had not found me here so musical : 

Let me excuse me, and believe me so, — 

My mirth it much displeas’d, but pleas’d my woe. 
Duke. ’Tis good : thougli music oft hath such a 
charm, 

To make bad good, and good provoke to harm, 

I pray you, tell me, hath any body enquired for me 
here to-day ? much upon this time have I promis’d 
here to meet. 

Mari. You have not been inquired after : I have 
sat here all day. 

Enter Isabella. 

Duke. I do constantly believe you : — The time 
is come, even now, I shall crave your forbearance 
a little : may be, I will call upon you anon, for 
some advantage to yourself. 

Man* I am always bound to you, [Exit- 

Duke* Very well met, and welcome. 

What is the news from this good deputy ? 

Isab* He hath a garden circummur’d? with brick, 
Whose western side is with a vineyard back’d ; 

And to that vineyard is a planched ^ gate, 

That makes his opening with tliis bigger key : 

This other doth command a little door. 

Which from the vineyard to the garden leads ; 
There have I made my promise to call on him. 
Upon the heavy middle of the night. 


Duke. But shall you on your knowledge find tliis 
way ? 

Tsab. I have ta’en a due and wary note upon’t ; 
With wiiispering and most guilty diligence. 

In action all of precept, he did sliow me 
The w'ay tw'ice o’er. 

Duke. Are there no other tokens 

Between you ’giced, concerning her observance? 

hah. No, none, but only a re})iiir i’ the dark ; 
And that I liave possess’d him, my most stay 
(’an be but brief: for I have made him know, 

I have a servant comes with me along, 

Tliat stays upon me ; Avhose persuasion is, 

I come aliout my brother. 

Duke. ’I'is well borne up. 

I have not yet made known to Mariana 
A word of this : — Wliat ho ! within I come forth ’ 

Re-enter Mariana. 

I pray you, he acquainted with this maid ; 

She comes to do you good. 

hab. I do desire the like. 

Duke. Do you persuade yourself that 1 resjiect you? 
Mari. Good friar, I know you do ; and have 
found it. 

Duke. Take then this your companion by the hand, 
Who hath a story ready for your ear : 

I shall attend your leisure ; but make haste j 
The vaporous night approaches. 

Mari. "Will’t jdease you walk aside ? 

[ExeunJt Mariana and Isabella. 
Duke. O place and greatness, millions of false eyes 
Are stuck upon thee ! volumes of report 
Run with these false and most contrarious quests 9 
Upon thy doings ! thousand ’scapes • of wit 
Make thee the father of their idle dream, 

And rack thee in tlicir fancies ! — Welcome ! How 
agreed ? 

Re-enter Mariana, and Isabella, 

Isub. She’ll take the enterprise upon her, father. 
If you advise it. 

Duke. It is not my consent, 

But my intreaty too. 

Isab* Little have you to say, 

When you depart from him, but, soft and low. 
Remember now mp brother. 

Mari* Fear me not. 
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Duke, Nor, gentle daughter, fear you not at all : 
}Ie is your husband on a pre-contract : 

To bring you thus together, ’tis no sin ; 

Sith tliat the justice of your title to him 
Doth flourisli ’ the deceit» Come, let us go ; 

Our corn’s to reap, for yet our tithe’s 3 to sow. 

[ Exeunt, 

SCENE II. — ^ Room in the Prison, 

Enter Provost arid Clown. 

Prov, Come hither, sirrah ; Can you cut off a 
man’s head ? 

Clo, If the man be a batchelor, sir, I can ; but if 
he be a married man, he is his wife’s head, and I can 
never cut off' a woman’s head. 

Prov. Come, sir, leave me your snatches, and 
yield me a dimet answer. To-morrow morning arc 
to die (’laudio and Barnardine : here is in our pri- 
son a common executioner, who in his office lacks 
a helper : if you will take it on you to assist him, 
it shall redeem you from your gyves ** ; il’ not, you 
shall have your full time of imprisonment, and your 
deliverance with an unpitied whipping. 

Clo, Sir, I will be content to be a lawful hangman. 
I would he glad to receive some instruction from my 
fellow-partner. 

Prov. What ho, Abhorson ' Where’s Abhorson, 
there ? 

Enter Auhorson. 

Abhor, Do you call, sir? 

iVoe. Sirrah, here’.s a fellow will help you to- 
morroiv in your execution ; If you think it meet, 
compound with him by the year, and let him abide 
here with you ? if not, use him for the pre.sent, and 
dismiss him. 

Abhor, Fye upon him, he will discredit our mys- 
tery. & 

Prov. Go to, sir ; you weigh e<jually ; a feather 
will turn the scale. [Ent. 

Clo. Pi ay, sir, by your good favour, (for, surely, 
sir, a good favour you have, but that you have a 
hanging look,) do you call, sir, your occupation a 
mystery ? 

Abhor. Ay, sir ; a mystery. 

Clo. Painting, sir, I have heard say, is a mystery, 
but what mystery there should be in hanging, if I 
should be hanged, I cannot imagine. 

Abhor, Sir, it is a my.stery. 

Clo. Proof, 

Abhor. Every true man’s apparel fits your thief : 
if it be too little for your thief, your true man thinks 
it big enough ; if it be too big for your thief, your 
thief thinks it little enough : so every true man’s 
apparel fits your thief. 

Re-enter Provost. 

Prov, Arc you agreed ? 

Clo. Sir, I will serve him ; for I do find, your 
hangman is a penitent trade j he doth often ask for- 
giveness. 

Prov. You, sirrah, provide your block and your 
axe, to-morrow, four o’clock. 

Abhor, Come on ; I will instruct thee in my 
trade ; follow. 

Clo. I do desire to learn, sir ; and, I hope, if you 
have occasion to use me for your own turn, you 


shall find me yare ® ; for truly, sir, for your kindness, 
I owe you a good turn. 

Prov. Call hither Barnardine and Claudio : 

[^Exettnt Clown and Abhorson. 
One has my pity ; not a jot the other, 

Being a murderer, though he were my brother. 

Enter Clauuio. 

Look, here’s the w arrant, Claudio, for thy death : 
’’I'is now dead midnight, and by eight to-morrow 
Thou must be made immortal. Where’s Barnardine? 
Claud. As fast lock’d up in sleep, as guiltless 
labour 

When it lies starkly in the traveller’s bones : 

He will not wake. 

Prov. Who can do good on him ? 

Well, go, prepare yourself. But hark, what noise ? 

\^Knockin}f within. 

Heaven give your spirits comfort ! ]^ExU Claudio. 
By and by : — 

I hope it is some jiardon or reiirievo. 

For the most gentle Claudio. — Welcome, father. 

Enter Duke. 

Duke, The best and vvholsomest spirits of the night 
Envelope you, good provost! Who call’d here of 
late? 

Prov, None, since the curfew rung. 

Duhe. Not Isabel? 

Prov. No. 

Duke. They will then, cre’t be long. 

Prov. What comfort is for Claudio? 

Duke, There’s some in hope. 

Prov. It is a bitter deputy. 

Duke. Not so, not so ; his life is parallel’d 
Even w'ith the stroke and line of his great justice ; 
He doth witli holy abstinence subdue 
That in himself, which he spurs on his power 
To qualify in others : were he meal’d 7 
With that w hich he corrects, then were he tyrannous ; 
But this being so, he’s just. — Now' are they come. 

[JCnocking within. — Provost goes out. 
This is a gentle provost : Seldom, when 
The steel’d gaoler is the friend of men. — 

How now ? what noise ? That spirit’s jiossess’d with 
* haste, 

That wounds the unsisting postern with these strokes. 

Provost returns, speaking to one at the door. 
Prov. There he must stay until the officer 
Arise to let him in ; he is call’d up. 

Duke. Have you no countermand for Claudio yet, 
But he must die to-morrow ? 

Prov. None, sir, none. 

Duke. As near the dawning, provost, as it is. 
You shall hear more ere morning. 

Prov, Happily 

You something know ; yet, I believe, there comes 
No countermand ; no such example have w'e : 
Besides, upon the very siege 9 of justice, 

Lord Angelo hath to the public ear 
Profess’d tlie contrary. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Duke. This is his lordship’s man. 

Prov, And here comes Claudio’s pardon. 

Mess, My lord hath sent you this note ; and hy 
me this further charge, that you swerve not from 


2 Gild, or varnish over. 

^ Tilth, land prepared for sowing. 
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the smallest article of it, neither in time, matter, or 
otlier circumstance. Good morrow ; for, as I take 
it, it is almost day. 

Prov, I shall obey him. [EaU TVIesscngcr. 

Duke, This is his pardon ; purchas’d by such sin, 

{Aside. 

For which the pardoner himself is in : 

Hence hath offence his <|[uick celerity, 

When it is borne in high authority ; 

When vice makes mercy, mercy’s so extended, 

That for the fault’s love, is the offender friended. — 
Now, sir, what news ? 

Prov. I told you : Lord Angelo, belike, thinking 
me remiss in mine office, awakens me with this un- 
w'onted putting on : methinks, strangely ; for he 
hath not used it before. 

Duke, Pray you, let’s hear. 

Prov* [Reads.] Whatsoever you rnay hear to the 
contrary f let Claudio be executed by four of the clock : 
andi in the afternoon, Jiarnardinc : for my better 
saiiafaclwn, let me have Claudio* s head sent me by five. 
Let this be duly jye formed : uith a thov^lit, that more 
depends on it than we must yet deliver. Thus fail not 
to do your office, as you will answer it at your peril. 
What say you to tliis, sir? 

Duke. What is that Barnardine, who is to be 
executed in the afternoon ? 

Prov, A Bohemian bom; but here nursed up 
and bred ; one that is a prisoner nine years old.* 

Duke. How came it, that the absent duke had 
not either delivered him to his liberty, or executed 
him ? 1 have heard, it w'as ever his manner to do so. 

Prov, His friends still wrought reprieves for him ; 
And, indeed, ^lis fact, till now in the government 
of lord Angelo, came not to an undoubtful proof. 

Duke, Is it now apparent ? 

Prov- Most manifest, and not denied by himself. 

Duke. Hath lie borne himself penitently in prison? 
How seems he to be touch’d ? 

Prov, A man tliat apprehends death no more, 
dreadfully, but as a drunken slecj) ; careless, reck- 
less, and fearless of what’s past, present, or to come ; 
insensible of mortality, and desperately mortal. 

Duke, He w'ants advice. 

Prov, He w'ill hear none : he hath evermore had 
the liberty of the prison ; give him leave to escape 
hence, he would not : drunk many times a day, if 
not many days entirely drunk. We have very 
often awaked him, as if to carry him to execution, 
and showed him a seeming warrant for it ; it hath 
not moved him at all. 

Diike, More of him anon. There is written in 
your brow, provost, honesty and constancy : if I 
read it not truly, my ancient skill beguiles me ; but 
in the boldness of my cunning, I will lay myself in 
hazard. Claudio, whom here you have a warrant 
to execute, is no greater forfeit to the law than 
Angelo who hath sentenc’d him : To make you 
understand this in a manifested effect, 1 crave but 
four days’ respite ; for the which you are to do me 
both a present and a dangerous courtesy. 

Prov- Pray, sir, in what? 

Duke. In the delaying death. 

Prov, Alack ! how may I do it? having the hour 
limited ; and an express command, under penalty, 
to deliver his head in the view of Angelo? I may 
make my case as Claudio’s, to cross this in the 
smallest. 

Duke, By the vow of mine order, I warrant you, 
* Niue years in prison. 


if iny instructions may be your guide. Let this 
Barnardine be this morning executed, and his head 
borne to Angelo. 

Prov. Angelo hath seen them both, and will dis- 
cover the favour. 8 

Duke, Of death’s a great disguiser: and you 
may add to it. Shave the head, and lit the beard ; 
and say, it w'as the desire of the penitent to be so 
bared before his death : you know, the course is 
common. If any thing fall to you upon this, more 
than thanks and good fortune, by the saint wdiom 1 
profess, I will plead against it with my life. 

Prov, Pardon me, good father ; it is against my 
oalli. 

Duke. Were you sworn to the duke, or to the 
deputy ? 

Prov. To Ijiin, and to his substitutes. 

Duke. You Will think you have made no offence, 
if the duke avouch the justice of your dealing ? 

Prov. But what likelihood is in that ? 

Duke. Not a resemldance, but a certainty. Yet 
since I see you fearful, that neither my coat, in- 
tegrity, nor my persuasion, can with ease attempt 
you, I will go further than I meant, U> pluck all 
fears out of you. Look you, sir, here is the hand 
and seal of the duke. You know the character, I 
doubt not ; and the signet is not strange to you, 

Prov. I know them both. 

Duke. 'I'he contents of this is the return of the 
dnke ; you shall anon over-read it at your pleasure ; 
where you shall iind, within these two days he will 
be here. This is a thing that Angelo knows not : 
for he this very day receives letters of strange tenor ; 
perchance, of the duke’s death : perchance, entering 
into some monastery ; but, by chance, nothing of 
what is writ. Look, tlie unfolding star calls up the 
shepherd : put not yourself into amazement, how' 
these things should be : all difficulties are but easy 
wl)en they are known. Call your executioner, and 
off with Barnardinc’s head : 1 will give him a ])re- 
sent shrift, and advise him for a better place. Yet 
you arc amazed ; but this shall absolutely resolve 
you. Come away, it is almost clear dawn. 

{Exeunt. 

SCENE III. — Another lloom in the same. 

Enter Clown. 

Clo. I am as w'ell acejuainted here, as I \\as in 
our house of profession: one would think, it were 
mistress Overdone’s own house, for Iiere be many 
of her old customers. 

Enter Abhorson. 

Abho 7 \ Sirral), bring Barnardine liitlier. 

Clo, Master Barnardine ! you must rise and be 
bang’d, master Barnardine ! 

Abhor. What, ho, Barnardine ! 

Pamar. [Within-'^ A plague o’ your throats! 
W^ho makes that noise there ? What are you ? 

Clc. Your friends, sir ; the hangmen : You must 
be so good, sir, to rise and be put to death. 

Parnar, \^WUhin.'\ Away, you rogue, away ; lair 
sleepy. 

Abhor, Tell him, he must awake, and that quickly 
too. 

Clo, Pray master Barnardine, awake till you are 
executed, and sleep afterwards. 

Abhor, Go in to him, and fetch him out. 
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Scene III. 

Clo, lie is coming f^ir, he is coming ; I hear his 
straw rustle. 

Enter Barnardine. 

Jhhor. Is the axe upon the block, sirrali ? 

rZo. Very ready, sir. 

Barnar. How now, Abhorson ? what's the news 
with you ? 

Abhor, Truly, sir, I would desire you to clap 
into your prayers : for, look you, the warrant's 
conic. 

Barnar, You rogue, I have been drinking all 
night ; I am not fitted for't. 

Clo, O, the better, sir; for he that drinks Jill 
night, and is h«ang’d betimes in the morning, may 
sleep the sounder all the next day. 

Enter Duke. 

Abhor, Look you, sir, here comes your ghostly 
father : Do w'e jest now, think you ? 

Duke, Sir, induced by my cliarity, and hearing 
how hastily you are to depart, 1 am come to advise 
you, comfort you, and prfiy with you. 

Barnar, Friar, not I ; I have been drinking hard 
all night, and I will have more time to prepare me, 
or they shall beat out my brains with billets : I will 
not consent to die this day, that’s certain. 

Duke. O, sir, you must : and therefore I beseech 
you. 

Look forward on the journey you shall go. 

Barnar. I sw ear, 1 will not die to-day for any 
man’s persuasion. 

Duke. But hear you 

Barnar. Not a word ; if you have any thing to 
say to me, come to my ward ; for thence will not j 
I to-day. [Edit 

Enter Provost. 

Duke. Unfit to live, or die : O, gravel heart ! — 
After him, fellows ; bring liim to the block. 

[Erinnit Abhorson and Clowm. 

Brov. Now", sir, how do you find the prisoner? 

Duke. A creature unprepar’d, unmeet for death ; 
And, to transport iiini in tlie mind he is. 

Were horrible. 

Brotu Here, in the prison, father, 

There died this morning of a cruel fever 
One Ragozine, a most notorious pirate, 

A man of Claudio’s years ; liis beard and head, 

J list of his colour : What if we do omit 
This reprobate, till he were well inclined ; 

And satisfy the deputy with the visage 
Of Ragozine, more like to Claudio ? 

Duke. O, ’tis an accident that heaven provides ! 
Despatch it presently ; the hour draw's on 
Prefix’d by Angelo : See this bedone, 

And sent according to command ; whiles I 
Persuade this rude wretch willingly to die. 

Brov. This shall be done, good father, presently. 
But Barnardine must die this afternoon : 

And how shall we continue Claudio, 

To save me from the danger that might come, 

If he were known alive ? 

Duke, Let this be done ; put them in secret holds, 
Both Barnardine and Claudio : Ere twice 
The sun hath made his journal greeting to 
The under generation 3, you shall find 
Your safety manifested. 

Brov, I am your free dependant. 


Duke, Quick, despatch, 

And send the head to Angelo. [ExU Provost. 
Now will I write letters to Angelo, — 

Tlie provost, he shall bear them, whose contents 
Shall w'itness to him, 1 am near at home ; 

And that by great injunctions T am bound 
To enter publickly : him I’ll desire 
To meet me at the consecrated fount, 

A league below the city ; and from thence. 

By cold gradation and weal-balanced form, 

We shall proceed with Angelo. 

Be-entcr Provost. 

Brov, Here is the head ; I’ll carry it myself, 
Duke. Convenient is it : Make a swift return ; 
For I would commune with you of such things, 
That want no car but yours. 

Brov, I’ll make all speed. [E.ri/. 

J$ah. [}VUhin.'\ Peace, ho, be here ! 

Duke. The tongue of Isabel : — She’s come to 
know, 

If yet her brother’s pardon be come hither : 

But I will keep her ignorant of her good. 

To make her heavenly comforts of despair, 

When it is least expected. 

Enter Jsabem.a. 

Imb, Ho, by your leave. 

Duke. Good morning to you, fair and gracious 
daughter. 

huh. The better, given me by so holy a man. 
Hath yet the ileputy sent my brother’s pardon ? 
Duke. He hath releas’d him, Isabel, from the 
w orld ; 

Ilis head is ofll’, and sent to Angelo. 

Isab. Nay, but it is not so. 

Duke. It is no other : 

Show" your wisdom, daughter, in your close patience. 

Isab. Unhappy Claudio 1 Wretched Isabel ! 
Injurious world ! Accursed Angelo ! 

Duke. This nor hurts him, nor profits you a jot ; 
Forbear it therefore ; give your cause to heaven. 
Mark what I say ; w'hich you sliall find 
; By every syllable, a faithful verity : 

The duke comes home to-morrow ; — nay, dry your 

• eyes ; 

One of our convent, and his confessor. 

Gives me this instance : Already he hath carried 
Notice to Escalus .and Angelo ; 

Who do prepare to meet him at the gates. 

There to give up their power. If you can, pace 
your w’isdoni 

In that good path that I would wish it go ; 

And you shall have your bosom ^ on this WTetch, 
Grace of the duke, revenges to your heart. 

And general honour, 

Isab, I am directed by you. 

Duke. This letter then to friar Peter give ; 

’Tis that he sent me of the duke’s return : 

Say, by this token, I desire his company 
At Mariana’s house to-night. Her cause, and yours, 
I’ll perfect him withal ; and he shall bring you 
Before the duke ; and to the head of Angelo 
Accuse him home, and home. For my poor self, 

I am combined by a sacred vow, 

And shall be absent. Wend ^ you with this letter : 
Command these fretting waters from your eyes 
With a light heart ; trust not my holy order, 

If I pervert your course. — Who’s here ? 

* Your heart’s desire. 


3 The antipodes. 


H .‘J 


» Go. 
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Enter Li’cio. I 

Lucw» Good even ! ! 

Friar, where is the provost ? 

Duke, Not within, sir. 

Lucio* O, pretty Isabella, I am pale at mine heart, 
to see tliine eyes so red : thou must be patient : But 
they say the duke will be here to-morrow. By my 
troth, Isabel, I lov’d thy brother : if tlie old fanttis- 
tical duke of dark corners had been at home, he 
had lived. [j&'xi/ Isabella. 

Duke, Sir, the duke is marvellous little beholden 
to your reports ; but the best is, he lives not in them. 

Lucio, Friar, thou knowest not the duke so well 
as 1 do ; he’s a better woodman than thou takest 
him for. 

Duke, Well, you’ll answer this one day. Fare 
ye well. 

Eucio. Nay, tarry ; I’ll go along wdth thee ; I 
can tell thee pretty talcs of the duke 

Duke, You have told me too many of him 
already, sir, if they be true j if not true, none were 
enough ; but, sir, your company is fairer than 
honest : Rest you well. 

Lucio- By my troth, I’ll go with thee to the 
lane’s end : Nay^ friar, I am a kind of burr, I shall 
stick. [Eveunt, 

SCENE IV. — A Room in Angelo ’5 lIoui>e. 

Enter Angelo and Kscalus. 

Escal. Every letter he hath writ hath disvouch’d 
other. 

Ang, In most uneven and distracted manner. 
His actions show much like to madness : pray, 
heaven, his wdsdom bo not tainted ! And why meet 
him at the gates, and re-deliver our authorities there? 

Es^cal, I guess not. 

Ang, And why should we proclaim it in an hour 
before his entering, that, if any crave redress of 
injustice, they should exhibit their petitions in the 
street ? 

Escal, He shows his reason for tliat : to have a 
despatch of complaints; and to deliver us from 
devices hereafter, which shall then have no power 
to stand against us. 

Ang, Well, I beseech you, let it be proclaim'd ; 
Betimes i’ the mom, I’ll call you at your house . 
Give notice to such men of sort and suito 
As are to meet him. 

Escal. I shall, sir : fare you well. 

[Exit. 

Ang, Good night. — » 

This deed unshapes me quite, makes me unpregnant, 
And dull to all proceedings. A deflower’d maid ! 
And by an eminent body, that enforc’d 
The law against it ! — But that her tender shame 
Will not proclaim against her maiden loss. 

How might she tongue me? Yet reason dares her? 
— no: 


For my authority bears a credent bulk. 

That no particular scandal once can touch, 

But it confounds the breather. He should have liv’d. 
Save that his riotous youth, with dangerous sense. 
Might, in the times to come, have ta’eii revenge. 

By so receiving a dislionour’d life, 

With ransoinc of such shame. ’Would yet he had 
liv’d. 

Alack, when once our grace we have forgot, 
Nothing goes right ; wu would, and w^e would not. 

[Exit, 

SCENE V. — Eie/ds without the town. 

Enter Duke in his own habit, and ErUtr Beteu. 
/Juke, These letters at fit time deliver me. 

[(hiung letters. 

The provost knows dur purpose, and our plot. 

The matter being afoot, keep your instruction. 

And hold you ever to our special drift ; 

Though sometimes you do blench 7 from this to that, 
As cause doth minister. Go, call at Flavius’ house, 
And tell him where I stay : give the like notice 
To Valentinus, llowdand, and to Crassiis, 

And bid them bring the trumpets to the gate ; 

But send me Flavius first. 

F, Peter, It sliall be speeded w^ell. 

[Exit Friar. 

Enter Varuics. 

Duke, I thank thee, Varrius ; thou hast made 
good haste : 

Come, we will walk: There’s other of our fi lends 
Will greet us here anon, iny gentle Varrius. [ Exeunt. 

SCENE VI. — Street near the citj/ gate. 

Enter Isabella and Mariana. 

Lab, To speak so indirectly, I am loatli ; 

I would say the truth ; hut to accuse him so. 

That is your part : yet I’m advis’d to do it ; 

He says, to veil full 8 purpose. 

Jl/art. Be rul’d by him. 

Jsab. Besides, he tells me, that if peradventure 
lie speak against me on the adverse side, 

I sliould not tlunk it strange ; for ’tis a pliysick 
'I'liat’s bitter to sw^eet end. 

Man. I w^ould, friar Peter — 

Isab, O, peace ; the friar is come. 

Enter Friar Peter. 

F, Peter, Come, I liave found you out a stand 
most fit. 

Where you may have such vantage on the duke, 
He shall not pass you; Twice have the trumpet® 
sounded ; 

The generous 9 and gravest citizens 
Have hent • tlie gates, and very near upon 
Thedukeiscnt’ring; therefore hence, away. [Exeunt, 


* rigurc and rank. 


" Start off’ 

9 Most noble. 


Availful. 
’ Seized. 
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ACT V. 


SCENE I. A pvhlic Place near the City Gate. 

Mariana (veil'd), Isabella, and Peter, at a 
distance. Enter at opposite doors, Duke, Varrius, 
Lords i Angelo, Escalus, Lucio, Provost, 
Officers, and CUizcns. 

Duke. My very worthy cousin, fairly met ; — 
Our old and faithful friend, we are glad to see you. 
Ang. and Escnl, Happy return be to your royal 
grace ! 

Duke, Many and hearty thankings to you both. 
We have made inquiry of you ; and we Iiear 
Such goodness of your justice, that our soul 
Cannot but yield you forth to public thanks, 
Forerunning more requital. 

Ang. You make my bonds still greater. 

Duke. O, your desert speaks loud ; and I should 
wrong it. 

To lock it in the wards of covert bosom, 

When it deserves with characters of brass 
A forted residence, ’gainst the tooth of time, 

And razure of oblivion ; Give me your hand. 

And let the subject see, to make them know 
That outward courtesies would fain proclaim 
Favours that keep within. — Come, f^scalus ; 

You must walk by us on our other hand ; — 

And good supporters are you. 

Petfr and Isabella come fonvard. 

F. Peter. Now is your time ; speak loud, and 
kneel before him. 

Iscth. Justice, O royal duke ! Vail'^ your regard 
Upon a wrong’d, I’d fain have said, a maid I j 

O worthy prince, dishonour not your eye 
By throwing it on any other object. 

Till you have heard me in my true complaint, 

And given me justice, justice, justice, justice ! 

Duke. Relate your wrongs; In what? By whom? 
Be brief. 

Here is lord Angelo shall give you justice; 

Reveal yourself to him. 

Isah. O, worthy duke, 

You bid me seek redemption of the devil : 

Hear me yourself ; for that which I must speak I 
Must either punish me, not being believ’d, 

Or wring redress from you ; hear me, O, hear me, here. 

Ang, My lord, her wits, I fear me, are not firm : 
She hath been a suitor to me for her brother 
Cut ofl by course of justice. 

Isah. By course of justice ! 

Ang. And she will speak most bitterly and strange. 
Isah. Most strange, but yet most truly will I speak ; 
That Angelo’s forsworn, is it not strange ? 

That Angelo’s a murderer, is’t not strange ? 

That Angelo is an adulterous thief, 

An hypocrite, a virgin-violator ; 

Is it not strange, and strange ? 

Duke. Nay, ten times strange. 

Jsab. It is not truer he is Angelo, 

Than this is all as true as it is strange ; 

Nay, it is ten times true ; for truth is truth 
To the end of reckoning. 

Duke. Away with her : Poor soul, 

She speaks tliis in the infirmity of sense. 

Isah, O prince, I conjure thee, as thou believ’st 
* Lower. 


There is another comfort than this world, 

Tliat thou neglect me not, with that opinion 
That I am touch’d with madness ; make not impossible 
That which but seems unlike ; *tis not impossible, 
But one the wicked’st caitiff on the ground. 

May seem as shy, as grave, as just, as absolute, 

As Angelo; even so may Angelo, 

In all his dressings 3, characts, titles, forms. 

Be an arch-villain : believe it, royal prince. 

If he be less, he’s nothing ; but he’s more. 

Had I more name for badness. 

Duke. By mine honesty, 

If she be mad, (as I believe no other,) 

Her madness hath the oddest frame of sense, 

Such a dependency of thing on thing, 

As e’er 1 heard in madness. 

Isah. O, gracious duke, 

Harp not on that, nor do not banish reason 
For inequality : but let your reason serve 
To make the truth appear, where it seems hid ; 

And hide the false, seems true. 

Duke. Many that arc not mad, 

I lave sure more lack of reason. W hat would you say ? 

Isah. 1 am the sister of one Claudio, 

Condemn’d upon the law of fornication, 

To lose his head ; condemn’d by Angelo ! 

I, in probation of a sisterhood, 

Was sent to by my brother ; one Lucio 
Was then the messenger ; — 

I.ucxo. That’s I, an’t like your grace : 

1 came to her from Claudio, and desir’d her 
To try her gracious fortune with lord Angelo, 

For her poor brother’s pardon. 

Isah. That’s he, indeed. 

Duke. Y'ou wx*re not bid to speak. 

Lucio. No, my good lord ; 

Nor wish’d to hold my peace, 

Duke. I wish you now then ; 

Pray you, take note of it ; and when you have 
A bvi»jness for yourselfj pray heaven you then 
Be perfect. 

Lucio. I warrant your honour. 

Duke. The warrant’s for yourself ; take heed to it. 

Isah. This gentleman told somewhat of my tale. 

Lucio. Right. 

Duke. It may be right ; but you are in the wrong 
To speak before your time, — Proceed. 

Isah. I went 

To this pernicious caitiff deputy. 

Duke. That’s somcwliat madly spoken. 

Isah. Pardon it ; 

The phrase is to the matter, 

Duke. Mended again ; the matter ? — Proceed. 

Isah. In brief, — to set the needless process by, 
How I persuaded, how I pray’d and kneel’d. 

How he refeird 4 me, and how I reply’d ; 

(For this was of much length,) the vile conclusion 
I now begin with grief and shame to utter ; 

He would not but by gift of my chaste person 
Release my brother ; and after much debatement 
My sisterly remorse ^ confutes mine honour, 

And I did yield to him: But the next morn betimes, 
His purpose surfeiting, he sends a warrant 
For my poor brother’s head. 

3 Habits and characters of office. * Hefuted. > Fity. 
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Duke» Tliis is most likely. 

Jsab* O, that it were as like, as it is true ! 

Dvke* By heaven, fond^ wretch, thou know’stnot 
what thou speak*$t ; 

Or else thou art suborn’d against his lionour, 

In hateful practice ; First, his integrity 
Stands without blemish: — next, it imports no reason, 
That with such vcheinency he should pursue 
Faults proper to himself: if he had so oflcnded, 

He would have weigh’d thy brother by himself. 
And not have cut him off’: Some one hath set you on : 
Confess the truth, and say by whose advice 
Thou cain’st here to complain. 

Isab* And is this all ? | 

Then, oh, you blessed ministers above, j 

Keep me in patience ; and, with ripen’d time, 
Unfold the evil which is here wrapt up 
In countenance ! — Heaven shield your grace from 
w^oe. 

As I, thus wrong’d, hence unbelieved go. 

Duke. I know you’d fain be gone : — An officer ! 
To prison with her ; — Shall we thus jiennit 
A blasting and a scandalous breath to fall 
On him so near us? This needs must be a practice. 
*— Who knew of your intent, and coming hither? 
Isab. One that I w’ouldw ere here, friar I.odowick. 
Duke. A ghostly father, belike. — Who knows 
that Ijodowick ? 

Lucio. My lord, 1 know him ; ’tis a meddling friar; 
I do not like the man : had he been lay, my lord, 
For certain words he spake against your grace 
In your retirement, I had swing’d him soundly. 

Duke. Wordsagainstine? This’ a good friar, belike! 
And to set on this wretched woman here 
Against our substitute ! — Let this friar be found. 

Lucio. But yesternight, my lord, she and that friar 
I saw them at the prison ; a saucy friar, 

A very scurvy fellow. 

F. Peter. Blessed be your royal grace • 

I have stood by, my lord, and I have heard 
Your royal ear abus’d ; First, hath this woman 
Most wrongfully accus’d your substitute : 

Who is as free from touch or guilt with her 
As she from one unborn. 

Duke. We did lx?lievc ndess. 

Know you that friar Lodowick, that she speaks of? 

F. Peter. 1 know him for a man divine and holy : 
Not scurvjif, nor a temporary medler. 

As he’s reported by this gentleman ; 

And, on my trust, a man that never yet, 

Did, as he vouches, misreport your grace. 

Lucio. My lord, most villainously 1 believe it, 

F. Peter. Well, he in time may come to clear him- 
self; 

But at this instant he is sick, my lord, 

Of a strange fever *. Upon his mere request, 

(Being come to knowledge that there was complaint 
Intended ’gainst lord Angelo,) came I hither, 

To speak, as from his mouth, what he doth know 
Is true, and false ; and what he with his oath. 

And all probation, will make up full clear. 
Whensoever he‘s convented. 7 First, for this woman ; 
(To justify this worthy nobleman. 

So vulgarly 8 and personally accus’d,) 

Her sludl you hear disproved to her eyes, 

Till she herself confess it. 

Duke. Good friar, let’s hear it. 

[Isabella w carried off, guarded ; and 
Makiana conm forward. 

• Foaliish. 1 Convened, « I’ubhckly 


Do you not smile at this, lord Angelo? — • 

0 heaven ! the vanity of wretched fools ! 

Give us some seats. — Come, cousin Angelo, 

In this I’ll be impartial ; be you judge 

Of your own cause. — Is this the witness, friar ? 
First, let her show her face ; an<l, after, speak. 

Mali. Pardon, my lord ; I w ill not show my face. 
Until my husband bid me. 

Duke. What, are you married ? 

Man. No, my lord. 

Duke. Are you a maid ? 

Mari. No, my lord. 

Duke. A widow then? 

Mari. Neither, my lord. 

Dide. ^Vhy, you 

Arc nothing then : — Neither maid, wddow, nor w ife? 

Mari. My lord, I do confess I ne’er was married ; 
And, I confess, besitles, 1 am no maid : 

1 have known my liusband ; yet my husband know’s 

not. 

That ever he knew me. 

Lucio. He w^as drunk, then, my lord ; it can l)e no 
better. 

Duke. For file benefit of silence, ’w ould thou wert 
so too ! 

J.ucio. Well, my lord. 

Duke. This is no witness for lord Angelo. 

Mari. Now I come to’t, my lord : 

She that accuses him of fornication, 

In self-same manner doth accuse my husband : 

And charges him, my lord, with such a time, 

When I’ll depose I had him in mine arms. 

Ang. Charges she more than me ? 

Mari. Not that I know\ 

Duke. No ? you say your husband ? 

Mali. Why, just, my lord, and that is Angelo. 
Ang. This is a strange abuse ^ : — Let’s see thy face. 
Mari. My husband bids rne ; now I will unmask. 

[ U nveiling. 

This is that face, thou cruel Angelo, 

Which once thou sw or’st was worth the looking on ; 
This is the hand, which, with a vow’d contract, 
W'as fast belock’d in thine : and this is she 
That took away the match from Isabel, 

And did supply thee at tliy garden-house. 

In her imagin’d person. 

Duke. Know you this woman ? 

Ang. My lord, I must confess, 1 know this woman ; 
And, five years since, there was some speech of mar- 
riage 

Betwixt myself and her ; which was broke off, 
Partly, for tliat her promised proportions 
Came short of composition ; but in chief, 

For that her reputation was disvalued 
In levity : since which time, of five years, 

I never spake with her, saw her, nor heard from her. 
Upon my faith and honour. 

Mari. Noble prince. 

As there comes light from heaven, and words from 
breath, 

As there is sense in truth, and truth in virtue, 

I am affianc’d this man’s wife, as strongly 
As words could make up vows ; and, my good lord, 
But Tuesday night last gone, in his garden-house, 
He knew me as a wife : As this is true 
Let me in safety raise me from my knees, 

Or else for ever be confixed here, 

A marble monument ! 

® Deception. 
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jng* I did but smile till now : i 

Now, good my lord, give me the scope of justice ; ! 
My patience here is touch’d : I do perceive, 

Tliese poor informal ' women are no more 
But instruments of some more mightier member, 
lliat sets them on : Let me have way, my lord, 

To find this practice 2 out. 

Duke, Ay, with my heart ; 

And punish them unto your height of pleasure. — 
Thou foolish friar ; and thou pernicious woman, 
Compact with her tliat’sgone ! think’stthou thy oaths, 
Though they would swear down each particular saint. 
Were testimonies against his worth and credit. 
That’s scal’d in approbation ? — You, lord Escalus, 
Sit with my cousin ; lend him your kind pains 
To find out this abuse, whence ’tis derived. — 

There is another friar that set them on ; 

Let him be sent for. 

F, Peter, Would he were here, my lord ; for he, 
indeed, 

Hath set the women on to this complaint : 

Your provost knows the place where he abides. 

And he may fetch him. 

Duke. Go do it instantly. — [^Exit Provost. 
And you, my noble, and wTll-warranted cousin, 
Wlioni it concerns to hear this matter forth, 

I!)o with your injuries as seems you best, 

In any chastisement : I for a while 

Will leave you ; but stir not you, till you have well 

Determined upon these slanderers. 

Escal, My lord, we’ll do it thoroughly. — [LatV. 
Duke.] Signior Lucio, did not you say, you knew 
that friar Lodowick to be a dishonest person? 

Lucio. CucuUus nun facU monachum : honest in 
nothing but in his clothes ; and one that hath spoke 
most villainous speeches of the duke. 

Escal. We shall entreat you to abide here till he 
come, and enforce them against him : we shall find 
tliis friar a notable fellow. 

Lucio. As any in Vicuna, on my word. 

Escal. Call that same Isabel here once again; 
\_To an ylUendant.] I would speak with her: Pray 
you, my lord, give mu leave to question ; you shall 
see how I’ll handle her. 

lie-enter Officers, with Isabella ; the Duke, in the 
Friars habit, and Provost. 

Escal, Come on, mistress ; [To Isabella.] here’s 
a gentlewoman denies all that you Iiavc sjiid. 

Lucio. My lord, here comes the rascal I spoke of ; 
here with the provost. 

Escal, In very good time : — speak not you to 
him, till we call upon you. 

Lj/cio. Mum. 

Escal. Come, sir ; Did you set these women on 
to slander lord Angelo ? they have confess’d you did. 
Duke. *Tis false. 

Escal, How ! know you where you are ? 

Duke. Where is the duke ? ’tis he should hear me 
speak. 

Escal. The duke’s in us ; and we will hear you 
speak : 

Look, you speak justly. 

Duke, Boldly, at least ; — But, O, poor souls, 
Come you to seek die lamb here of the fox ? 

Good night to your redress. Is the duke gone ? 
Then is your cause gone too. The duke’s unjust, 
Thus to retort your manifest appeal, 

And put your trial in the villain’s mouth, 

Which here you come to accuse. 

* Crazy. 


Lucio. This is the rascal ; this is he I spoke of. 
Escal. Why, thou unreverend and unhallo w^’d friar ! 
Is’tnot enough, that thou hast suborn’d these women, 
To accuse this w'orthy man ; but in foul mouth, 
And in the witness of his proper ear, 

To call liim villain ? 

And then to glance from him to the duke himself; 
1 o tax him with injustice ? — Take him hence ; 

To tlie rack with him ; — We’ll touze you joint by joint. 
But we will know this purpose ; — What ! unjust ? 

Duke, Be not so hot ; the duke 
Dare no more stretch this finger of mine, than he 
Dare rack liis own ; his subject am I not, 

Nor here provincial : My business in this state 
Made me a looker-on here in Vienna, 

Where I have seen corruption boil and bubble, 

Till it o’er-run the stew : laws for all faults ; 

But faults so countenanc’d, that the strong statutes 
Stand like the forfeits in a barber’s shop, 

As much in mock as mark* 

Escal. Slander to tlie state ! Away with him to 
prison. 

Ang. What can you vouch against him signior 
Lucio ? 

Is this the man that you did tell us of? 

Lucio. ’Tis he, my lord. Come hither, good- 
man bald-pate : Do you know me ? 

Duke. I remember you, sir, by the sound of your 
voice : I met you at the prison in the absence of the 
duke. 

iMcio. O, did you so ? And do you remember 
what you said of the duke ? 

Duke, Most notedly, sir. 

Iaicio. Do you so, sir ? And was the duke a flesh- 
monger, a fool, and a coward, as you then reported 
him to be ? 

Duke, You must, sir, change persons with me, 
ere you make that my report : you, indeed, spoke 
so of him ; and much more, much worse 

Lucio. () thou abominable fellow ! Did not I 
pluck thee by the nose, for thy speeches ? 

Duke. I protest I love the duke as I love myself. 
ylng, Ilaik ! how the villain would close now, 
after his treasonable abuses. 

Escal. Such a fellow is not to be talked withal : — • 
Avray with him to prison. Where is the provost ? — 
Away M'ith him to prison ; lay bolts enough upon 
him: lethim speak no more. Away with those giglots® 
too, and with the other confederate companion. 

[ The Provost lays hands on the Duke. 
Duke, Stay, sir ; stay awhile. 

Ang, What ! resists he ? Help him, Lucio. 
Lucio, Come, sir ; come, sir ; come sir ; fob, sir ; 
Why, you bald-pated, lyiug rascal ! you must be 
hooded, must you ? Show your knave’s visage ! 
Show your sheep-biting face, and be hang’d an hour! 
Will’t not off’? {Pulls off the Friar’s hood, and 
discovers the Duke. 

Duke, Thou art the first knave that e’er made a 
duke. 

First, provost, let me bail these gentle three : - 

Sneak not away, sir; {To Lucio.] for the friar and 
you 

Must have a word anon : — Lay hold on him. 
I.ucio. This may prove worse than hanging. 
Duke, What you have spoke, 1 pardon ; sit you 

down. {To Escalus. 

We’ll borrow place of him ; •— Sir, by your leave ; 

{To Angelo. 


* Conspiracy. 
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Hast tliou or word, or wit, or impudence, 

That yet can do thee office ? If thou hast, 

Hely upon it till my tale be heard, 

And hold no longer out. 

wing. O my dread lord, 

I should be guiltier than my guiltiness, 

To think I can be undiscernible, 

When I perceive your grace, like power divine, 
Hath look’d upon my passes ^ : Then, good piince, 
No longer session hold upon my shame, 

But let my trial be mine own confession ; 
Immediate sentence then, and sequent ^ death, 

Is all tlie grace I beg. 

Duke* Come hither, Mariana ; — 

Say, wast thou e’er contracted to this woman ? 

Ang* I was, my lord. 

Duke* Go, take her hence, and marry her in- 
stantly. — 

Do you the office, friar ; which consummate, 
Return him here again : — Go witli him, provost. 

{^Exeuyit Angelo, Mariana, Pfter, 
and Provost. 

Escal* My lord, I am more amazed at his dis- 
honour, 

Than at the strangeness of it. 

Duke* Come hither, Isabel : 

Your friar is now your prince ; As I was then 
Advi'^rtising and holy to your business. 

Not changing heart witli habit, I am still 
Attorney’ll at your service. 

Isah. O give me pardon. 

That I, your vassal, have employ’d and pain’d 
Your unknown sovereignty. 

Duke. You are pardon’d, Isabel ; 

And now, dear maid, be you as free to us. 

Your brother’s death, 1 know, sits at your heart ; 
And you may marvel why I obscur’d myself. 
Labouring to save his life ; and would not rather 
Make rash remonstrance of my hidden power, 

Tlian let him be so lost : O, most kind maid. 

It was the swift celerity of his death. 

Which I did think with slower foot came on. 

That brain’d my purjiose : But peace be with him ! 
That life is better life, past fearing death, 

Than that which lives to fear ; make it your comfort. 
So happy is your brother. 

Ec-enter Angelo, Mariana, Peter, and Provost. 

Isah. 1 do, my lord. 

Duke* For this new-married man, approaching 
here, 

Whose foul imagination yet hath wrong’d 
Your well-defended honour, y^ou must pardon 
For Mariana’s sake ; but as he adjudged your brother, 
(Being criminal, in double violation 
Of sacred chastity, and of promise-breach. 

Thereon dependent for your brother’s life,) 

The very mercy of the law cries out 
Most audible, even from his proper tongue, 

“ An Angelo for Claudio, death for death.” 

Haste still pays haste, and leisure answers leisure ; 
Like doth quit like, and Measure still for Mea- 
sure ! ” 

Tlien^ Angelo, thy fault’s tlius manifested ; 

Which though thou would’st deny, denies thee van- 
tage : 

We do condemn thee to the very block 

Where Claudio Stoop’d to death, and with like haste : — 

Away with him. 

, Bovicca. ^ Following. Attentive. 


Mari* O my most gracious lord, 

1 hope you will not mock me with a husband ! 
Duke* It is your husband mock’d you with a hus- 
band ; 

Consenting to the safeguard of your honour, 

1 thought your marriage fit ; else imputation. 

For tliat he knew you, might reproach your life, 
And choke your good to come : for his possessions, 
Although by confiscation they are ours. 

We do instate and widow you withal, 

To buy you a lielter husband. 

Mari. O, my dciu* lord, 

I crave no other nor no better man. 

Duke. Never crave him ; we are definitive. 

Mari. Gentle, my liege, — [Kneeling. 

Duke. You do but lose your labour ; 

Away with him to death. — Now, sir, [To Lucio.] 
to you. 

Mari* O, my good lord ! — Sweet Isabel, take my 
part ; 

I^end me your knees, and all my life to come 
I’ll lend you all my life to do you service. 

Duke. Against all sense you do importune her : 
Shoidd she kneel down, in mercy of this fact. 

Her brother’s gho.st his paved bed would break, 
And take her hence in horror. 

Mari. Isabel, 

Swx'et Isabel, do yet but kneel by me ; 

Hold up your hands ; say nothing ; I’ll speak all. 
They say, best men are moulded out of faults ; 
And, for the most, become much more the better 
For lieing a little bad : so may my husband. 

O, Isabel ! will you not lend a knee ? 

Duke* He dies for Claudio’s death. 

Isah* Most bounteous sir, 

[Kneeling* 

Look, if it please you, on this man condemn’d, 

As if my brother liv’d ; I partly think, 

A due sincerity govern’d his deeds, 

Till he did look on me ; since it is so, 

Let him not die : My brother had but justice, 

In tliat he did the thing for which he died : 

For Angelo, 

His act did not o’erlake his bad intent. 

And must be buried but as an intent 

'I'hat perish’d by the way : thoughts are no subjects ; 

Intents but merely thoughts. 

A/a 77 . Merely, my lord. 

Duke. Your suit’s unprofitable ; stand up, I say. — 
I have bethought me of another fault ; — 

Provost, how came it, Claudio was beheaded 
At an unusual hour? 

Drov* It was commanded so. 

Duke. Had you a special warrant for the deed ? 
Trov* No, my good lord ; it was by private mes- 
sage. 

Duke. For which I do discharge you of your office : 
Give up your keys. 

prov. Pardon me, noble lord : 

I thought it was a fault, but knew it not ; 

Yet did repent me after more advice? : 

For testimony whereof, one in the prison, 

That should by private order else have died, 

I have reserv’d alive. 

Duke. What’s he ? 

Prov. His name is Barnardine. 

Duke. I would thou hadst done so by Claudio. — ^ 
Go, fetch him hither ; let me look upon him. 

[Exit Provost. 

Consideration. 
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EscciL I am sorry, one so learned and so wise 
you, lord Angelo, have still appear’d, 

Should slip so grossly, both in the heat of blood, 
And lack of temper’d judgment afterward. 

Jng, I am sorry, that such sorrow I procure : 
And so deep sticks it in my penitent heart, 

That I crave death more willingly than mercy ; 

”1 'is my deserving, and 1 do entreat it. 

Jie-^enter Provost, Barnardinf, Claudio, and 
Juliet. 

Duke* Which is tliat liarnardinc ? 

Proiu I'his, my lord. 

There was a friar told me of this man. 
Sirrah, thou art said to have a stubborn soul, 

Tliat apprehends no furtlier than this vs orld, 

And s(]uar’st thy life according. Tliou’rt condemird; 
But, for those earthly faults 1 quit them all ; 

And pray thee, take tliis mercy to provide 
For better times to come : — Friar advise him ; 

I leave him to your hand. — What mulHed fellow’s 
that ? 

Prov. This is another prisoner, that I sav’d. 

That should have died when Claudio lost his head ; 
As like almost to Claudio as himself. 

[Unmujflcs Claudio. 
Duke. If he be like your brother, [ To Isabella.] 
for his sake 

Is he pardon’d ; and for your lovely sake, 

(live inc your liand, and say you will be mine, 
lie is mj brother too : But fitter time for that. 

By this lord Angelo perceives he’s safe ; 

Methiiiks, I see a quick’iiing in his eye: — 

Well, Angelo, your evil quits « you well : 

Look that you love your wife ; lier W'orth, worth 
yours. — 

I find an apt remission in myself : 

And yet here’s one in place 1 cannot pardon : 

You, sirrah, [To Lucio,] that knew me for a fool, 
a coward. 

One all of luxury, an ass, a mad)naii ; 

® Xloquitcb. 


Wherein have I so deserved of you. 

That you extol me thus ? 

Lucio ’Faith, my lord, I spoke it but according 
to the trick 9 : If you will hang me for it, you may, 
but I had rather it would please you, 1 might b« 
whipp’d. 

Duke. Whipp’d first, sir, and bang’d after. — 
Proclaim it, provost, round about the city ; 

If any woman’s w rong’d by this lewd fellow, 

(As 1 have heard him sw’car himself, there’s one 
Whom he hath injured thus,) let her appear, 

And he shall marry her : the nuptial finish’d, 

Let him he whipp’d and bang’d. 

Ludo. 1 beseech your highness, do not marry me 
so. Your highness said even now, I made you a 
duke; good my lord, do not recompense me, in 
making me a cuckold. 

Duke. Upon mine honour, thou slialt marry her. 
Thy slanders I forgive ; and therewithal 
Remit thy other forfeits : — Take him to prison ; 
And see our pleasure herein executed. 

Lucio. Marrying me so, my lord, is pressing to 
death, whipping, and hanging. 

Duke. Sland’ring a prince deserves it, — 

She, Claudio, that you w rong’d look you restore. 
Joy to you, Mariana ! — Jove her, Angelo ; 

I have confess’d her, and I know her virtue. — 
Thanks, good friend Kscalus, for thy much goodness: 
'Fhere’s more behind, that is more gratulatc. 
Tluinks, provost, for thy care and secrecy ; 

We shall employ thee in a woithier place : — 
Forgive him, Angelo, that brought you home 
The head of Ragozinc for Claudio’s ; 

The offence i)ard()ns itself. — Dear Isabel, 

1 have a motion much imports ^ our good ; 
Whereto if you’ll a w illing car incline. 

What’s mine is yours, and what is yours is mine : 
So bring us to our palace ; where wc’il show 
What’s yet behind, that’s meet you all should know. 

[Exeunt. 

® Thoughtless praaice. 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 


Don Pebro, Prince of Amigon, 

Don John» his Bastard Brother. 

Claudio, a young Lord of Florence, Favourite to 
Don Pedro. 

Benedick, a young Lord of Padua, Favourite like- 
wise if Don Pedro. 

Leonato, Governor of Messina. 

Antonio, his Brother. 

Balthazar, Servant to Don Pedro. 


^ Sexton. 
A Friar. 
A Boy. 


Hero, Daughter to Leonato. 

Beatrice, Niece to Leonato. 

} Gentoome/i attending on Hero. 


Messengerst Watchj and Attendants. 


SCFNE, Messina. 


ACT I. 


SCENE 1. — Before Leonato’s House. 

Enter Leonato, Hero, Beatrice, and otherst with 
a Messenger. 

Leonato. I learn in this letter, that don Pedro of 
Arragon comes this night to Messina. 

Mess. He is very near by this ; he was npt three 
leagues ofl', when I left him. 

Leon. How many gentlemen have you lost in this 
action ? 

Mess. But few of any sort, and none of name. 

Leon. A victory is twice itself, when the achiever 
brings home full numbers. I find here, that don 
Pedro hath bestowed much honour on a young 
Florentine, calletl Claudio. 

Mess. Much deserved on his part, and equally 
remembered by don Pedro : He hath borne him- 
self beyond the promise of his age ; doing, in the 
figure of a lamb, the feats of a lion : he hath, indeed, 
better bettered expectation, than you must expect of 
me to tell you how, 

Leon. He hath an uncle here in Messina will be 
very much glad of it. 

Mess. I have already delivered him letters, and 
there appears much joy in him ; even so much, that 
joy could not show itself modest enough, without a 
b^ge of bitterness. 

Leon. Did he break out into tears ? 

Mess. Jn great measure. ^ 

Leon. A kind overflow of kindness : There are 

* Abundance. 


no faces truer than those that are so washed. IIow 
much better is it to weep at joy, than to joy at 
weeping ? 

Beat. I pray you, is signior Montanto returned 
from the wars, or no ? 

Mess. I know none of that name, lady j there 
was none such in the army of any sort. 

Leon. What is he that you ask for, niece ? 

Hero. My cousin means signior Benedick of 
Padua. 

Mess. 0, he is returned ; and as pleasant as ever 
he was. 

Bcai. He set up his bills here in Messina, and 
challenged Cupid at the flight ; and my uncle’s fool, 
reading the challenge, subscribed for Cupid, and 
challenged him at the bird-bolt. — I pray you, how 
many hath he killed and eaten in these wars ? But 
how many hath he killed ? for, indeed, I promised 
to eat all of his killing. 

Leon. Faith, niece, you tax signior Benedick too 
much ; but he’ll be meet with you, I doubt it not. 

Mess. He hath done good service, lady, in these 
wars. 

Beat. You had musty victual, and he hath holp 
to eat it : he is a very valiant trencher-man, he hath 
an excellent stomach. 

Mess. And a good soldier too, lady. 

Beat. And a good soldier to a lady : — But what 
is he to a lord? 

Mess. A lord to a lord, a man to a man. 

Beat. Well, we are all mortal. 

Leon. Youmustnot, sir, mistake my niece: there 
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is a kind of merry war betwixt signior Benedick 
and her ; they never meet, but there is a skirmish 
of wit between them, 

Beat* Alas, he gets nothing by that. In our last 
conflict, four of his five wits went halting off, and 
now is the whole man governed with one : so that 
if he have wit enough to keep himself warm, let him 
bear it for a difference between himself and his 
horse ; for it is all the wealth that he hath left, to 
be known a reasonable creature. — Who is his com- 
panion now ? He hath every month a new sworn 
brother. 

Jlfm. Is it possible ? 

Beat. Very easily pos.sible: he wears his faith 
but as the fashion of his hat, it ever changes with 
the next block. 

Mess. I see, lady, tlie gentleman is not in your 
books. 

Beat. No : an he were, I would bum my study. 
But, I pray you, who is his companion ? Is there no 
young squarer ^ now, that will make a voyage with 
him to the devil ? 

Afess. He is most in the company of the right 
noble Claudio. 

Beat. O Lord! he will hang upon him like a 
disease: he is sooner caught than the pestilence, 
and the taker runs presently mad. Heaven help 
the noble Claudio ! if he have caught the Benedick, 
it w'ill cost him a thousand pound ere he be cured. 

Afess. I will hold friends wdth you, lady. 

Beat. Do, good friend. 

Zeon, You will never run mad, niece. 

Beat. No, not till a hot January. 

Mess. Don Pedro is approached. 

B/iter Don Pedro, attended hy Balthazar and 
othersy Don John, Claudio, and Benedick. 

D. Pedro. Good signior Lconato, you are come 
to meet your trouble ; the fashion of the world is to 
avoid cost, and you encounter it. 

Leon. Never came trouble to my house in tlie 
likeness of your grace ; for trouble being gone, 
comfort should rex ain ; but, when you depart from 
me, sorrow abides, and happiness takes his leave. 

D. Pedro. You embrace your charge too willing- 
ly. — I tliinky this is your (laughter. 

I.eon. Her mother hath many times told me so. 

Bene. Were you in doubt, sir, that you asked her? 

I.eon. Signior Benedick, no j for tlien were you 
a child. 

D. Pedro. You have it full, Benedick : we may 
guess by this what yon are, being a man. Truly, 
the lady fathers herself : Be happy, lady I for you 
are like an honourable father. 

Bene. If signior Lconato be her father, she would 
not have his head on her shoulders, for all Messina, 
as like him as she is. 

Beal. I wonder that you will still be talking, 
signior Benedick ; no body marks you. 

Bene. What, my dear lady Disdain 1 are you yet 
living? 

Beat. Is it possible, disdain should die, while she 
hath such meet food to feed it, as signior Benedick? 
Courtesy itself must convert to disdain, if you come 
in her presence. 

Bene. Then is courtesy a turn-coat ; — But it is 
certain, I am loved of all 'ladies, only you excepted ; 
and I would I could find in my heart that I had not 
a hard heart ; for, truly, 1 love none. 

* Quarrelsome fellow. 
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Beat. A dear happiness > women ; they would 
else Iiave been troubled with a pernicious suitor. 
1 am of your humour for that ; I had rather hear my 
dog bark at a crow, than a man swear he loves me. 

Bene. Heaven keep your ladyship still in that 
mind! so some gentleman or other shall ’scape a 
predestinate scratched face. 

Beat. Scratching could not make it worse, an 
’twere such a face as yours were. 

Bene. Well, you are a rare parrot-teacher. 

Beat. A bird of ray tongue is better than a beast 
of yours. 

Bene. I would, my horse had the speed of your 
tongue ; and so good a continuer : But keep your 
way ; I have done. 

Beat. You always end with a jade’s trick ; I 
know you of old. 

D. Pedro. This is the sum of all : Don John,— 
signior Claudio, and signior Benedick, — my dear 
friend Lconato hath invited you all. 1 tell him, 
we shall stay here at the least a month ; and he 
heartily prays, some occasion may detain us longer : 
I dare swear he is no hypocrite, but prays from his 
heart. 

I.eon. If you swear, my lord, you shall not be 
forsworn. — Let me bid you welcome, my lord; 
being reconciled to the prince your brother, I owe 
you all duty. 

D. John. I thank you : I am not of many words, 
but I thank you. 

Leofi. Please it your grace lead on ? 

D. Pedro. Your hand, Lconato ; we will go to- 
gether. [Exeunt all but Benedick and Claudio. 

Claud. Benedick, didst thou note the daughter of 
signior Leonato? 

Bene. I noted her not ; but I looked on her. 

Claud. Is she not a modest young lady ? 

Bene. Do you question me, as an honest man 
should do, for my simple true judgment ; or would 
you have me speak after my custom, as being a 
professed tyrant to their sex ? 

Claud. No, I pray thee, speak in sobt»r judgment. 

Bene, Why, i’faith, methinks she is too low 
for a high praise, too brown for a fair praise, and 
too littje for a great praise: only this commend- 
ation I can afford her ; that were she other than she 
is, she were unhandsome ; and being no other but 
as she is, I do not like her. 

Clcmd. Thou thinkest, I am in sporty I pray 
thee, tell me truly how thou likest her. 

Bene. Would you buy her, that you inquire after 
her? 

Claud. Can the world buy such a jewel ? 

Bene. Yea, and a case to put it into. But speak 
you this with a sad brow ? or do you play the flout- 
ing Jack ; to tell us Cupid is a good hare-finder, 
and Vulcan a rare carpenter ? Come, in what key 
shall a man take you, to go in the song ? 

Claud. In mine eye, she is the sweetest lady tlmt 
ever I look’d on. 

Bene. I can see yet witliout spectacles, and I see 
no such matter: there’s her cousin, an she were 
not possessed with a fury, exceeds her as inu(di in 
beauty, as the first of May doth tlie last of Decem- 
ber. But 1 hope, you have no intent to turn 
husband ; have you ? 

Claud. I would scarce trust myself, though I had 
sworn the contrary, if Hero would be my wife. 

Bene. Is it come to this ? Hath not the world 
one man, but he will wear his cap with suspicion ? 
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Shall 1 never see a bachelor of three-score again ? 
Go to ; an thou wilt needs thrust thy neck into a 
yoke, wear the print of it, and sigh away Sundays. 
I^ok, don Pedro is returned to seek you. 

Re-enter Don Pedro. 

JD. Pedro. What secret hath held you here, that 
you followed not to Leonato*s? 

Bene. I would, your grace would constrain me 
to tell. 

D. Pedro. I charge thee, on thy allegiance. 

Bene. You hear, count Claudio : I can be secret 
as a dumb man, I would have you think so ; but on 
my allegiance, — mark you this, on my allegiance ; 
— • He is in love. With who ? — now that is your 
grace’s part. — Mark, how short his answer is ; — 
With Hero, I.^conato’s short daughter. 

Claud. If this were so, so were it uttered. 

Bene. Like the old talc, my lord : it is not so, 
nor ’twas not so; but, indeed, heaven forbid it 
should be so. 

Claud. If my passion change not shortly, heaven 
forbid it should be otherwise. 

D. Pedro. Amen, if you love her; for the lady 
is very well worthy. 

Claud. You speak this to fetch me in, my lord. 

D. Pedro. By my troth, I speak my thought. 

Claud. And, in faith, my lord, I spoke mine. 

Bene. And, by my two faiths and troths, my 
lord, I spoke mine. 

Claud. That I love her, I feel. 

D. Pedro. That she is worthy, I know. 

Bene. That I neither feel how she should bo 
loved, nor know how she should be worthy, is the 
opinion that fire cannot melt out of me ; I will die 
in it at the stake. 

D. Pedro. Thou wast ever an obstinate heretic in 
the despite of beauty. 

Claud. And never could maintain his part, but in 
the force of his will. 

Bene. That a woman conceived me, I thank her; 
that she brought me uj), 1 likewise give her most 
humble thanks: but that 1 will have a rechcaf^ 
winded in my forehead, all women shall pardon 
me. Because I will not do them the wrong to 
mistrust any, I will do myself the right to trust 
none ; and the fine is, (for the whicli I may go the 
finer,) I will live a bachelor. 

D. Pedro. I shall see thee, ere I die, look pale 
with love. 

Bene. With anger, with sickness, or with hunger, 
my lord ! not with love: prove, that ever 1 lose more 
blood witli love, than I will get again with drink- 
ing, pick out mine eyes with a ballad-maker’s pen, 
and hang me up for the sign of blind Cupid. 

p. Pedro. Well, if ever thou dost fall from this 
faith, thou wilt prove a notable argument. 

Bene, If I do, hang me in a bottle like a cat, and 
shoot at me ; and he that hits me, let him be clapped 
on the shoulder, and called Adam.-^ 

D. Pedro. Well, as time shall try : 

In time the savage bull doth bear the yoke. 

Bene. The savage bull may ; but if ever the sen- 
sible Benedick bear it, pluck off the bull’s horns, and 
set them in my forehead : and let me be vilely paint- 
ed ; and in such great letters as they write, Here is 
good horse to hirey let them signify under my sign, 

“ Here you may see Benedicky the married man. 

* The tune sounderl to call off the dogs. 

* The name of a famous archer. 


Claud. If this should ever hapiien, thou woiildst 
be hom-mad. 

D. Pedro. Nay, if Cupid have not spent all his 
quiver in Venice, thou wilt quake for this shortly. 
Bene, I look for an earthquake too then. 

D. I'edro. Well, you will temporize with the 
hours. In the mean time, good signior Benedick, 
repair to Leonato’s ; commend me to him, and tell 
him, I will not fail him at supper ; for, indeed, lie 
hath made great preparation. 

Bene. 1 have almost matter enough in me for 
such an embassage ; and so I commit you — 

Claud. To the tuition of heaven : From my 
house, (if I had it,! — 

D. Pedro. The sixth of July : Your loving friend, 
Benedick. 

Bejie. Nay, mock not, mock not ; The body of 
your discourse is sometime guarded with fragments, 
and the guards are but slightly basted on neither ; 
ere you flout old ends any furtlier, examine your 
conscience ; and so I leave you. [Erit Benedick. 
Claud. My liege, your highness now may do me 
good. 

D. Pedro. My love is thine to teach ; teach it 
but how, 

And tliou shalt see how apt it is to learn 
Any hard lesson that may do thee good. 

Claud. Hath Leonato any son, my lord? 

D. Pedro. No child but Hero, she’s his only heir. 
Dost thou affect her, Claudio ? 

Claud. O my lord, 

When you went onward on this ended action, 

I look’d upon her with a soldier’s eye, 

Tliat lik’d, but had a rougher task in hand 
Than to diivc liking to the name of love : 

But now I am return’d, and that war-thoughts 
Have left their places vacant, in their rooms 
Come thronging soft and delicate desires, 

All prompting me how fair young Hero is, 

Saying, I lik’d her ere I went to war's. 

D. Pedro. Thou wilt be like a lover presently, 
And tire tlic hearer with a book of words : 

If thou dost love fair Hero, cherish it ; 

And I will break with her, and with her father. 
And thou shalt have her : Was’t not to this end 
Tliat thou began’st to twist so fine a story ? 

Claud. How sweetly do you minister to love, 
That know love’s grief by his complexion ! 

But lest my liking might too sudden seem, 

I would have salv’d it with a longer treatise. 

D. Pedro. What need the bridge much broader 
than the flood ? 

The fairest grant is the necessity ; 

Look, what will serve, is fit ; ’tis once thou lov’st ; 
And I will fit thee with the remedy. 

I know, we shall have revelling to-night ; 

I will assume thy part in some disguise. 

And tell fair Hero I am Claudio ; 

And in her bosom I’ll unclasp my heart. 

And take her hearing prisoner with the force 
And strong encounter of my amorous tale : 

Then, after, to her father will I break ; 

And, the conclusion is, she sliall be thine ; 

In practice let us put it presently. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. — A Room in Leonato’j House. 

Enter Leonato and Antonio. 

Leon. How now, brother? Where is my cousin, 
your son ? Hath he provided this musick ? 

** Once for all. 
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Jtnt. He is very busy about it. But, brother, 
I can tell you strange nows that you yet dreamed 
not of. 

Leon. Are they good ? 

Ant. As the event stamps them ; but they have 
a good cover, they show well outward. The prince 
and count Claudio, walking in a tliick- pleached^ 
alley in my orchard, were thus much overheard by 
a man of mine : The prince discovered to Claudio, 
that he loved my niece your daughter, and meant 
to acknowledge it this night in a dance ; and, if he 
found her accordant, he meant to take the present 
time by the top, and instantly break with you of it. 

Leon. Hath the fellow any wit, that told you this ? 

Ant. A good sharp fellow ; I w’ill send for him, 
and question him yourself. 

J.eon. No, no; we vdll hold it as a dream, till it 
a})pear itself : — but I will acquaint my daughter 
withal, that she may be tlie better prepared for an 
answer, if jieradventure this be true. Go you, and 
tell her of it. [Several persons cross the stage.] 
C^ousins, you know what you have to do. — O, I 
cry you mercy, friend ; you go with me, and I w ill 
use your skill : — Good cousins, have a care this 
busy time. [Lxeunt. 

SCENE III. — Another Jloom in LeonatoV House. 

Enter Don John ami Conradu. 

Con. My lord ! why are you thus out of measure 
sad ? 

D. John. There is no measure in the occasion that 
breeds it, therefore the sadness is without limit. 

Con. You should hear reason. 

D. John. And when I have heard it, what blessing 
biingeth it ? 

Con. If not a present remedy, yet a patient suf- 
ferance. 

D. John. I wonder, that thou being fas thou 
say’st thou art) born under Saturn, goest about to 
apply a moral medicine to a mortifying mischief. 
I cannot hide what I am : I must be sad when I 
have cause, and smile at no man’s jests ; eat when I 
have stomach, and wail for no man’s leisure ; sleep 
v'lien I am drow'sy, and tend to no man’s business: 
laugh when I am merry, and elaw^7 no man in his 
humour. 

Con. Yea, but you must not make the full show' 
of thi.s, till you may do it without controlment. You 
have of late stood out against your brother, and he 
hath ta’en you newly into his grace ; wdierc it is 
impossible you should take true root, but by the fair 


111 

weather that you make yourself; it is needful that 
you frame the season for your own harvest. 

D, John. I had rather be a canker in a hedge, 
than a rose in his grace ; and it better fits my blood 
to be disdained of all, tlian to fasliion a carriage to 
rob love from any ; in this, though I cannot be said 
to be a flattering honest man, it must not be denied 
that 1 am a plain- dealing villain. 1 am trusted witli 
a muzzle, and enfranchised with a clog ; therefore I 
have decreed not to sing in my cage : If I bad my 
mouth, 1 would bite ; if I had my liberty, I would 
do my liking ; in the mean time, let me be that I 
am, and .seek not to alter me. 

Co7i. Can you make no use of your discontent ? 

D. John. I make all use of it, for I use it only. 
Who comes here ? What news, Boracliio ? 

Enter Borachio. 

Eora. I came yonder from a great supper ; the 
prince, your brother, is royally entertained by Leo- 
nato; and I can give you intelligence of an Intended 
marriage. 

D. John. Will it serve for any model to build 
mischief on ? What is he for a fool, tliat betrotlis 
himself to unquietness ? 

Jtora. Marry, it is your lirothcr’s right hand. 

D. John. Who? the most exquisite Claudio ? 

Tiora. Even he. 

D. John. A ])roper squire ! And who, and who? 
wliich way looks ho ? 

Itora. Marry, on Hero, the daughter and heir of 
lA^onato. 

D. John. A very forward March-chick ! How 
came you to this ? 

Eo7'a. Being entertained for a perfumer, as I was 
smoking a musty room, comes me the prince and 
Claudio, hand in hand, in sad conference : I whipt 
me behind the arras ; and there beard it agreed 
upon, that the prince should woo Hero for liirnself, 
and having obtained her, give her to count Claudio. 

D. John, Come, come, let us thitlier ; this may 
prove food to my displeasure; that young start-up 
liath all the glory of my overtluow ; if I can cross 
him any way, I bless myself every way ; You are 
both sure, and w ill assist me ? 

Con. To the death, my lord. 

D. John. I.et iis to the great supper ; their cheer 
is the greater, that 1 am subdued : ’Would the cook 
w'ere of my mind ! — Shall we go prove what’s to 
be done ? 

Dora. We’ll wait upon your lordship. [Exeunt, 


ACT II. 


SCENE I. — ^ ITaU in Lconato’# House, 

Enter Lkonato, Antonio, Hero, Beatrice, and 
others, 

Leon. Was not count John here at supper? 

Ant. I saw him not. 

Eeat. How tartly that gentleman looks ! I never 
.'an see him, but I am heart-burned an hour after. 
Hero. He is of a very melancholy disposition. 
Heat. He were an excellent man, that were made 
ust in the mid-way between him and Benedick : 
® Thickly-interwoven. J Flatter. 


the one is too like an image, and says nothing ; and 
the other, too like my lady’s eldest son, evermore 
tattling. 

J.eon. Tlien half signior Benedick’s tongue in 
count John’s mouth, and half count John’s mclan* 
choly in signior Benedick’s face, — 

Beat, With a good leg, and a good foot, uncle, 
and money enough in his purse, such a man W'ould 
win any woman in the world, — if he could get her 
good w'ill. 

Leon, By my troth, niece, thou wilt never get 
thee a husband, if thou be, so shrewd of thy tongue. 
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Ant» Well, niece, [To Hero.] I trust, you will 
be ruled by your father. 

Beat* Yes, it is my cousin’s duty to make courtesy, 
and say, Father, as it phase you : — but yet for all 
that, cousin, let him be a handsome fellow, or else 
make another courtesy, and say. Father, as it please 
me* 

Leon* Well, niece, I hope to see you one diiy 
fitted with a husbandi. 

Beat* Not till men are made of some other metal 
than earth. Would it not grieve a woman to be 
overmaster’d with a piece of valiant dust ? to make 
an account of her life to a clod of wayward marl ? 
No, uncle. I’ll none: Adam’s sons are my brethren ; 
and truly, I hold it a sin to match in my kindred. 

Leon* Daughter, remember what I told you : if' 
the prince do solicit you in that kind, you know 
your answer. 

Beat* The fault will be in the inusick, cousin, if 
you be not woo’d in good time : if the prince be 
too important 8 tell him, there is measure in every i 
thing, and so dance out the answer. For liear me. 
Hero ; Wooing, wedding, and repenting, is as a i 
Scotch jig, a measure, and a cinque-pace : the first 
suit is hot and hasty, like a Scotch jig, and full as 
fantastical ; the wedding, mannerly-modest, as a 
measure full of state and ancientry j and then 
comes repentance, and, with his bad legs, falls into 
the cinque-pace faster and faster, till he sink into 
his grave. 

Leon* Cousin, you apprehend passing shrew’dly. 

Beat* I have a good eye, uncle ; I can see a 
church by day-light. 

Leon* The revellers are entering j brother, make 
good room. 

Fnter Bon Pedro, Claudio, Benedick, Bal- 
thazar ; Bon John, Borachio, Margaret, 

Ursula, and others, masked* 

B. Pedro. Lady, will you walk about with your 
.iriend ? 

Hero* So you walk softly, and look sweetly, and 
say nothing, 1 am yours for the walk : and, espe- 
cially, when I walk away. 

B* Pedro* With me in your company ? 

Hero. 1 may say so, wlien I please. 

B* Pedro. And when please you to say so ? 

Hero. When I like your favour; for heaven 
forbid the lute should be like the case ! 

B* Pedro* My visor is Philemon’s roof ; within 
tlie house is Jove. 

Hero* Why, then your visor should be thatch’d. 

B* Pedro* Speak low, if you speak love. 

[ Takes her aside* 

XJrs* I know you well enough ; you are signior 
Antonio. 

Ant* At a word, I am not. 

Urs, I know you by the waggling of your head. 

Ayit* To tell you true, I counterfeit him. 

Urs. You could never do him so ill-well, unless 
you were the very man : Here’s his dry hand up and 
down ; you are he, you are he. 

Ant* At a word, I am not, 

Xfrs* Come, come ; do you think I do not know 
you by your excellent wit ? Can virtue hide itself? 
Go to, mum, you are he ; graces will appear, and 
there’s an end. 

Beat* Will you not tell me who told you so ? 

Bene* No, you shall pardon me, 

** Importunate. 


Beat. Nor will you not tell me who you are ? 

Be7ie. Not now. 

Beat* That I was disdainful, — and that I had my 
good wit out of the Hundred Merry Tales;-*-* Well, 
tliis was signior Benedick that said so. 

Bene, What’s he ? 

Beat. I am sure, you know him wx*ll enough. 

Bene* Not I, believe me. 

Beat* Did he never make you laugh ? 

Bene. 1 pray you, what is he ? 

Beat. Why, he is the prince’s jester : a very dull 
fool ; only his gift is in devising impossible slanders ; 
none but libertines delight in him ; and the com- 
mendation is not in his wit, but in his villainy ; for 
he both pleaseth men, and angers them, and then 
they laugh at him, and beat him. 

Bene* When I know the gentleman. I’ll tell him 
wdiat you say. 

Beat* Do, do ; he’ll but break a comparison or 
two on me ; which, peradventure, not marked, or 
not laughed at, strikes him into melancholy ; and 
tlien there’s a partridge’ wing saved, for the fool will 
eat no supper that night. [^Musick wUhin*'] We 
must follow the leaders. 

Bene* In every good thing. 

Beat. Nay, if they lead to any ill, I will leave 
them at the next turning. 

[Dance. Then exeunt all but Bon John, 
Borachio, aiid Claudio. 

B*John* Sure, my brother is amorous on Hero, and 
hath withdrawn her father to break with him about 
it : The ladies follow her, and but one visor remains. 

Bora* And that is Claudio ; I know him by his 
bearing. 9 

B* John* Are not you signior Benedick ? 

Claud* You know me well ; I am he. 

B* John, Signior, you aie very near my brothei 
in his love ; he is enamoured on Hero; I pray you, 
dissuade liim from her, she is no equal for his birth ; 
you may do the part of an honest man in it, 

Claud* How know you he loves her? 

B. John* I heard him swear his affection. 

Bora. So did I too ; and he swore he would marry 
her to night. 

B* John. Come, let us to the banquet. 

[Exeunt Bon John aiid Borachio. 

Claud, Thus answer I in name of Benedick, 

But hear these ill news with the ears of Claudio,— 
*Tis certain so ; — the prince wooes for himself. 
Friendship is constant in all other things. 

Save in the office and affairs of love : 

Therefore, all hearts in love use their own tongues ; 
Let every eye negotiate for itself, 

And trust no agent : for beauty is a witch. 

Against whose charms faith melteth into blood. * 
This is an accident of hourly proof, 

Which I mistrusted not; Farewell therefore. Hero! 

Re-enter Benedick. 

Bene. Count Claudio? 

Claud* Yea, the same. 

Bene. Come, will you go with me ? 

Claud, Whither? 

Bene. Even to the next willow, about your own 
business, count. What fashion will you wear the 
garland of? About your neck, like an usurer’s 
chain? or under your arm, like a lieutenant’s scarf? 
You must wear it one way, for the prince hath got 
your Hero. 

9 Carriage, demeanour » Passion. 
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Clmal. 1 wisli him joy of her. 

Jieiic. Why, that’s spoken like an honest drover, 
so they sell bullocks. But did you think, the prince 
would have served you thus. 

ClaucU I pray you, leave me. 

lienc. IIo ! now you strike like the blind man ; 
’tM'as the boy that stole your meat, and you’ll beat 
the post. 

Claud. If it will not be, I’ll leave you. [Kxd. 

lieue. Alas, poor hurt fowl ! Now will he creep 

into sedges. But, that my lady Beatrice sliould 

know me, and not know me ' The i)rince’s fool ! — 
I la, it may be, 1 go uiiiler that title, because I am 
merry. — Yea; but so; 1 am apt to do myself wrong: 
I am not so reputed : it is the base, tlie bitter dis- 
position of Beatrice, that puts the world into her 
person, and so gi\es me out. Well, I'll bo re- 
venged as 1 may. 

Hc-entcr J)ou Pkouo. 

/). Pedro. Now, sign ior, where’s the count? Did 
you see him ? 

Bene. Troth, my lord, I have played the part of 
lady Fame. 1 found him here as melancholy as a 
lodge in a warren ; I told him, and, I think, I told 
him true, that your grace had got the good will of 
this young lady ; and I oilered him my company to 
a willow-tree, either to make him a garland, as being 
forsaken, or to bind him up a rod, as being worthy 
to be whipped. 

1). Pedro. To be whipped ' What’s his fault ? 

Bene. The flat transgression of a school-boy; who, 
being overjoyed with finding a bird’s nest, shows it 
his companion, and he steals it. 

I) . Pedro. Wilt thou make a trust a transgression? 
The transgression is in the stealer. 

Bene. Yet it had not been amiss, the rod had been 
made, and the garland too; lor the garland he might 
have wmrn himself; and the rod he might have be- 
stow’d on you, who, as I take it, liave stol’n his 
bird’s nest. 

J) . Pedro. I will but teach them to sing, and re- 
store them to the owner. 

Bene. If their singing answ'er your saying, by my 
faith, you say honestly. 

D. Pedro. The lady Beatrice hath a quarrel to 
you ; the gentleman that danced witli her, told her, 
she is mucli wTonged by you. 

Bene. O, she misused me past the endurance of a 
block ; an oak, but with one green leaf on it, would 
have answered her ; my very visor began to assume 
life, and scold with her, Slie told me, not thinking 1 
had been myself, that 1 wsas the prince’s jester; that 
I W’as duller than a great thaw; huddling jest upon 
jest, with such impossible conveyance, upon me, 
that 1 stood like a man at a mark, with a whole anny 
shooting at me : She speilks poiiiards, and every 
word stabs: she would 'bavo made irercules have 
turned spit ; yea, and have cleft his club to make 
tJie fire too. Come, talk not of her, 

lie-enter Clauhio, Beatrice, Leonato, and Hero. 

J). Pedro. Look, here she comes. 

Bene. Will your grace command me any service 
to tlie world’s end? I will go on the slightest errand 
now to the Antipodes, that you can devise to send 
nie on : I will fetch you a toothpicker now from the 
farthest inch of Asia : bring you the length of Prester 
John’s foot ; fetch you a hair off the great Cham’s 
beard; do you any embassage to the Pigmies, rather 


than hold three words’ conference witli tliis harpy : 
You have no employment for me ? 

I). Pedro. None, but to desire your good company. 

Bene. () sir, here’s a dish 1 love not ; I cannot 
endure my lady 'fonguo. [Exit. 

1). Pedro. Come, lady, come ; you have lost the 
heart of signior Benedick. 

Beat. Indeed, my lord, he lent it me a while; and 
I give liim use ' for it, a d<iuble heart for his single 
one : marry, once before, he won it of me with false 
dice, therefore your grace may well say I have lost 
it. I have brought count Claudio, whom you sent 
me to seek. 

I). Pedro. Why, how now^, count? wherefore are 
you sad ? 

Claud. Not sad, my lord. 

JK Pedro. How then ? Sick ’ 

Claud. Neither, my lord. 

Beat. The count is neither sad, nor sick, nor 
merry, nor w'ell : but civil, count; civil as an 
orange, and something of that jealous complexion. 

1). Pedro, rfiilh, lady, I think your blazon to be 
true ; though. I’ll be sworn, if he he so, liis conceit 
is false. Here, Claudio, I liavc wooed in thy name, 
and fair Hero is won ; 1 have broke wdth her father, 
and his good will obtained, name tlie day of mar- 
riage, and God give thee joy ! 

Leon. Count, take of me my daughter, and walh 
her my fortunes : his grace hath made the match, 
and all grace say Amen to it ! 

Beat. Speak, count, ’tis yonr cue. 

(land Silence is the ])erfectest herald of joy ; I 

w'ere but little hap))y, if 1 could say how' inucli. 

Lady, as you are mine, I am yours; I give away 
myself for you, and dote upon the exchjyige. 

Beat. Speak, cousin ; or, if yon cannot, stop his 
mouth with a kiss, and let him not speak, neither. 

I). Pedro. In faith, lady, you have a merry lieart. 

Beat. Yea, my lord, I tliank it, poor f(»ol, it keeps 
on the w indy side of care : — My cousin tells liiin 
in his ear, that he is in her heart. 

Claud. And so she doth, cousin. 

Beat. Good lord, for alliance! — Thus goes every 
one to the wa>rld but I, and I am sun-burned ; I 
may sit in a corner, and cry, heigh ho ! for a hus- 
band. 

1). Pedro. Lady Beatrice, I will get you one. 

Beat. T I. rill your grace ne’er a brother like von ? 

T). Pedro. Will you have me, lady ? 

Beat. No, my loid, unless I might have another 
j for working days ; your grace is too costly to WT.ir 
j every day • — Ihit, I beseech your grace, jnirdon 
mo : I was horn to speak all mirth and no matter. 

I). Pedro. Your silence most olfends me, and to 
he merry best becomes you; for out of question, 
you W'ere born in a merry hour. 

Beat. No, sure, my lord, my mother cry’d ; hut 
then there was a shir danced, and under that was I 
bom. — Cousins, God give you joy I 

Leon. Niece, will you look to those things I told 
you of? 

Beat. I cry you mercy, uncle. — By your grace’s 
pardon. {ExU Beatrice. 

D. Pedro. By my troth, a pleasant-spirited lady. 

Leon. There’s little of the melancholy element 
in her, my lord ; she is never sad, but when she 
sleeps : and not ever sad then ; for I have heard 
my daughter say, she hath often dreamed of un- 
happiness, and M'aked herself with laughing. 

IiUcrrFt. 3 Turn : a phrase among the playera, 
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I}, Pedro. She cannot endure to hear tell of a 
husband. 

Leon. O, by no means ; she mocks all lier wooers 
out of suit. 

Pedro. She were an excellent wife for Be- 
nedick. 

Leon. O, my lord, if they were but a week mar- 
ried, they would talk themselves mad. 

D. Pedro. Count Claudio, when mean you lo go 
to church ? 

Claud. To-morrow, my lord . 'rime goes on 
crutches, till love have all his rites. 

Leon. Not till Monday, my dear son, which is 
hence a just seven-night; and a time too brief too, 
to have all things answer my mind. 

D. Pedro. Come, you shake the head at so long 
a breathing ; but, 1 warrant thee, Claudio, the time 
shall not go dully by us ; I will, in the interim, 
undertake one of Hercules’ labours ; which is, to 
bring signior Benedick and the lady Beatrice into 
a mountiiin of atfection, the one with the other. I 
would fain have it a match ; and 1 doubt not but 
to fashion it, if you three will but minister such as- 
sistance as I shall give you direction. 

Leon. IVIy lord, I am for you, thoiigli it cost me 
ten nights’ watchings. 

Claud. And I, my lord. 

D. Pedro. And you too, gentle Hero? 

Hei'O. I will do any modest office, my lord, to 
help my cousin to a good husband. 

J). Pedro. And Benedick is not the imhopefullest 
husband that I know ; thus far can I praise him ; 
he is of a noble strain^, of approved valour, and 
confirmed honesty. 1 will teach you bow to humour 
your cousin, tliat she shall tall in love with Bene- 
dick : — and I, witli your two helps, will so practise 
on Benedick, that, in despite of Ids (juick wit .and 
h\s queasy & stomach, he shall fall in love with Bea- 
trice. If we can do this, Cupid is no longer an 
archer ; l)is glory sliall be ours, for we arc the only 
love-gods. Go in with me, and 1 will tell you my 
drift. [Ere u lit. 

SCENE \l. ^ Another Room m T^connto's Iloufie. 

Enter Don John and Bouaciiio. 

D, John. It is so ; the count Claudio shall marry 
the daughter of Eeonato. 

Bora. Yea, my lord; but I can cross it. 

J). John. Any bar, any cross, any impediment 
will be medicinahle to me; I am sick in displeasure 
to him ; and whatsoever comes athwart his affection, 
ranges evenly with mine. How canst tliou cross 
this marriage ? 

Bora. Not honestly, my lord ; but so covertly 
that no dishonesty shall appear in me. 

D. John. Show me briefly bow. 

Bora. I think, I told your lordship, a year since, 
how much I am in the favour of Margaret, the 
waiting -gentlewoman to Hero. 

D. John. I remember. 

Bora. I can, at any unseasonable instant of the 
night, appoint her to look out at her lady’s chamber- 
window. 

D. John, What life is in that, to be the death of 
this marriage ? 

Bora. The poison of that lies in you to temper, 
00 you to the prince your brother ; spare not to tell 
him, that he hath wronged his honour in marrying 
* Lineage. * Fa»tidioM.4. 


the renowuied Claudio (whose estimation do you 
mightily hold up) to a contaminated person, such a 
one as Hero. 

7>. John. What proof shall I make of that ? 

Bora. Proof enough to misuse the prince, to vex 
Claudio, to undo Hero, and kill Lconato ; Look 
yon for any other issue ? 

I) . John* Only to despite them, I will endeavour 
any thing. 

Bora. Go then, find me a meet hour to draw don 
Pedro and the count Claudio, alone ; tell them, 
that you know that Hero loves me ; intend^ a kind 
of zeal both to the prince and Clauffio, as — in love 
of your brother's honour who hath made this match ; 
and his friend’s reputation, who is thus like to be 
cozened with the semblance of a maid, — that you 
have discovered thus. Tiiey will scarcely believe 
tins without trial : offer them instances; which shall 
hear no less likeliliood, than to see me at her cham- 
ber-window ; hear me call Margaret, Hero ; hear 
Margaret term me Borachio ; and bring them to 
see this, the very night before the intended wed- 
ding : for, in the mean time, I will so fashion the 
matter, that Hero shall be absent ; and there shall 
appear such seeming truth of Hero’s disloyalty, that 
jealousy shall be call’d assurance, and all the pre- 
paration overthrown. 

J) . .John. Grow this to what adverse issue it can, 
I will put it in ))ractice : Be cunning in the work- 
ing this, and thy fee is a tliousand ducats. 

Bora. Be you constant in the accusation, and iny 
cunning shall not shame me. 

D. John. I will presently go learn their day of 
marriage. [Exeunt. 

SCENE HI. — Lconato’i Garden. 

Enter Benedick and a Boy. 

Bene. Boy, — 

Boy. Signior. 

Bene. In my chamber-window lies a book ; bring 
it liither to me in tlie orchard. 

Boy. I am here already, sir. 

Berw. I know that ; — hut I would have thee 
hence, and here again. [Exit Boy.] — I do much 
wonder, lliat one man, seeing how much another 
man is a fool when he dedicates his behaviours to 
love, will, after ho hath laughed at such shallow 
follies in others, become the argument of his own 
scorn by falling in love : And such a man is Clau- 
dio. I have known, when there was no musick 
with him but the drum and fife ; and now had he 
ratlier hear the tabor and the pipe ; I have known, 
when he would liave walked ten mile afoot, to see 
a good armour; and now will he lie ten nights 
awake carving the fashion of a new doublet. He 
was wont to speak plain, and to the pur[)ose, like an 
honest man, and a soldier ; and now is he turn’d 
orthographer ; his words are a very fantastical ban- 
quet, just so many strange dishes. May I be so 
converted, and see with these eyes ? I cannot tell ; 
I think not : I will not be sworn, but love may 
transform me lo an oyster ; but I’ll take my oath 
on it, till he have made an oyster of me, he shall 
never make me such a fool. One woman is fair ; 
yet I am well ; another is wise ; yet I am well : 
another virtuous ; yet I am well : but till all graces 
be in one woman, one woman shall not come in my 
grace. Kich she shall be, that’s certain ; wise, or 
® Protend. 
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ril none ; virtuous, or 1*11 never cheapen her ; fair, 
or I’ll never look on lier ; mild, or come not near ; 
noble, or not I for an angel ; of good discourse, an 
excellent musician, and her hair shall be of what 
colour it pleases. Ha ! the prince and monsieur 
love ! I will hide me in the arbour. [JVUhdraws. 

Enter Don Pedro, Leonato, o/td Claudio. 

D. Pedro, Come, shall we hear this mu sick ? 
Claud, Yea, my good lord ; — How still the 
evening is. 

As hush’d on purpose to grace Imnao iiy ! 

D, Pedro, See vou where tlehedick hatlThid him- 
self? 

Claud, O, very well, my lord : the musick ended. 
We’ll fit the kid-fox with a penny-w'orth. 

Enter Balthazar unih musick, 

I), Pedro, Come, Balthazar, we’ll hear that song 
again. 

Palth. O good my lord, tax not so bad a voice 
To slander musick any moie than once. 

1), Pedro. It is the witness still of excellency. 

To put a strange face on liis ow n perfection : — 

1 pray thee, sing, and let me woo no more. 

Ealth. Because you talk of wooing, 1 will sing : 
Since many a wooer doth commence his suit 
'I'o her he thinks not worthy ; yet he wooes j 
Yet w ill he sw ear, he loves. 

D, Pedro, Nay, pray thee, come : 

Or, if thou wilt hold longer argument. 

Do it in notes. 

Tialtk, Note this before my notes. 

There’s not a note of mine that’s worth the noting. 
D, Pedro, Why these are very crotchets that he 
speaks ; 

Note, notes, forsooth, and noting ! [Masick, 

Ecne. Now, Divine airf now* is his soul ravish’d ! 
— Is it not strange, that sheep’s guts should hale 
souls out of men’s bodies ? — Well, a horn for my 
money, when all’s done. 

Balthazar sings. 

I. 

Balth. Sigh no more, ladies, sigh no more. 

Men ivere deceivers ever ; 

One foot in sea, and one on shore j 
To one thing constant never : 

Then sigh not so, 

But let them go, 

And be you blithe and bonny : 

Converting all your sounds of ivoe 
Into, Hey nonny, nonny, 

II. 

Sing no more ditties, sing no mot 
Of dumps so dull and heavy ; 

The fraud if men was ever so, 

Since summer frst was leavy. 

Then sigh not so, ^c, 

D, Pedro. By my troth, a good song. 

Eallh. And an ill singer, my lord. 

D, Pedro. Ha ? no ; no, faith ; thou singest well 
enough for a shift. 

Eeyie. \^Asule,'\ An he had been a dog, that 
should have howled thus, they would have hanged 
him; and, I pray heaven, his bad voice bode no 
mischief ! I had as lief have heard the night-raven, 
<^ome w hat plague could have come after it. 

7 More. 


D, Pedro. Yea, marry; [To Claudio.] — Dost 
thou hear, Balthazar ? I pray thee, get us some ex- 
cellent musick ; for to-morrow night we would have 
it at the lady Hero’s chamber-window, 

BaUh, The best I can, my lord. 

D. Pedro, Do so : farewell. [Exeunt Balthazar 
and musick,'] Come hither, Leonato : What was it 
you told me of to-day ? tliat your niece Beatrice 
was in love with signior Benedick ? 

Claud, O, ay ; — Stalk on, stalk on ; the fowl 
sits. [Aside to Pedro.] I did never think that 
lady w^ould have loved any man. 

Leon, No, nor I neither ; but most wonderful, 
that she should so dote on signior Benedick, whom 
she hath in all outward behaviours seemed ever to 
abhor. 

Bene, I s’t possible? Sits the wind in that comer ? 

[Adde. 

Leon, By my trotli, my lord, I cannot tell what to 
think of it ; but that she loves him with an enraged 
allcction, — it is past the infinite of thought. 

D. Pedro. May be, she doth but counterfeit. 

Claud, ’Faith, like enough. 

liCon. Counterfeit ! There never was counterfeit 
of passion came so near tlie life of passion, as she 
discovers it. 

D. Pedro. Why, what efrccts of passion shows she? 

Claud, Bait the hook well ; this fish will bite. 

[Aside. 

Leon. What effects, my lord ’ She will sit you — 
You heard my daughter tell } ou how. 

Claud. She did, indeed. 

D. Pedro. How, how, I pray you? You amaze 
me : I would have thought her spirit had been in- 
vincible against all assaults of uff'ection, 

Leon. I w ould have sworn it had, my lord ; es- 
pecially against Benedick. 

Bene. [A.side.] I should think this a gull, but 
that the w liite-bcardcd fellow speaks it: knavery 
cannot, sure, hide itself in such reverence, 

; Claud. He hath ta’eii the infection ; hold it up, 

[Aside. 

D. Pcdio. Hath she made her affection known 
to Benedick? 

Leon. No ; and swears she never will : that’s her 
torment. 

Claud. *Tis true, indeed ; so your daughter says : 
Shall I, says she, that have so vj't encounter* d him 
with scor 7 i, write to him that I love him ? 

Leon, This says she now wlieii she is beginning 
to write to him : for she’ll be up twenty times a 
night ; and there will she sit till she have writ a 
.sheet of paper : — my daughter tells us all. Then 
will she tear the letter into a thousand Ijalf-pence ; 
rail at herself, that she should write to one that she 
knew would flout her : I measure him, says she, by 
my own spiiit ; for I should flout him, if he writ to 
me i yea, though I love him, I should, 

Claud, Then down upon her knees she falls, 
weeps, sobs, beats her heart, tears her hair, and 
cries, 0 sweet Benedick ! ^ 

Leon, She doth, indeed ; my daughter says so : 
and the ecstasy hath so much overborne her, that 
my daughter is sometime afraid she will do a des- 
perate outrage to herself : It is very true. 

D, Pedro, It were good, that Benedick knew of 
it by some other, if she will not discover it. 

Claud* To what end? He w'ould but make a 
sport of it, and torment the poor lady worse. 

D. Pedro, An he should, it w ere an alms to hang 
I 2 
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lum ; She’s an excellent sweet lady ; and, out of all 
suspicion, she is virtuous. 

Claud, And she is exceeding wise. 

D. Pedro. In everything, but in loving Benedick. 

Lco7i. I am sorry for her, as I have just cause, 
being her uncle and her guardian. 

jD. Pedro. I would she had bestowed this dotage 
on me ; I would have daff’d ^ all other respects, 
and made her half myself : I pray you, tell Benedick 
of it, and hear what he will say. 

Leon. Were it good, think you ? 

Claud. Hero thinks surely, s-he will die : for she 
says, she will die if he love her not ; and she will 
die ere she makes her love known ; and she will die 
if he woo her, rather than she will bate one breath 
of her accustomed crossness. 

D. Pedro. She doth well : if she should make 
tender of her love, ’tis very possible he’ll scorn it ; 
for the man, as you know all, hath a contemptuous 
spirit. 

Claud. He is a very proper man. 

D. Pedro. He hath indeed a good outward hap- 
piness. 

Claud. And in my mind, very wise. 

D. Pedro. lie doth, indeed, show some sparks 
that are like wit 

Leon. And I take him to be valiant. 

D, Pedro. As Hector, I assure you : and in the 
managing of quarrels you may say he is wise ; for 
either he avoids them with great discretion, or un- 
dertakes. them with a most Christian-like fear. 

Leon. If he do fear God, he must necessarily keep 
peace ; if he break the peace, he ought to enter into 
a quarrel with fear and trembling. 

D. Pedro. And so Will he do ; for the man doth 
fear God. Well, I am sorry for your niece ; Shall 
we go see Benedick, and tell him of her love ? 

Claud. Never tell him, my lord ; let her wear it 
out with good counsel. 

Leon. Nay, that’s impossible ; she may wear her 
heart out first. 

J). Pedro. Well, we’ll hear further of it by your 
daughter ; let it cool the while. I love Benedick 
well ; and I could wisli he w^ould modestly examine 
himself, to see how much he is unworthy so good a 
lady. 

Leon. My lord, will you walk ? dinner is ready. 

Claud. If he do not dote on her upon this, I will 
never trust my expectation. 

D. Pedro. Let there be the same net spread for 
her ; and that must your daughter and her gentle- 
woman carry. The sport will be, when they hold 
one an opinion of another’s dotage, and no such 


matter ; tliat’s the scene that I would see, which 
will be merely a dumb show. I.et us send her to 
call him in to dinner. [^Aside. 

\^Exeu7it Don Pkdro, Claudio, and Lkonato. 

Benedick advances from the Arhour, 

Bene. 7'his can be no trick : The conference was 
sadly borne. I — They have tlie truth of this from 
Hero. They seem to pity the lady ; it seems, her 
affections have their full bent. Love me ! why, it 
must be requited. I hear how I am censured : they 
say, I will bear myself proudly, if I perceive the 
love come from her ; they say too, that she will ra- 
ther die than give any sign of affection. — I did 
never think to marry ; — I must not seem proud : 
— Happy are they that hear their detractions, and 
can put them to mending. They say, the lady is 
fair ; ’tis a truth I can bear them witness ; and vir- 
tuous ; — ’tis so, I cannot reprove it ; and wise, hut 
for loving me : — By my troth, it is no addition to 
her wit ; — nor no great argument of lier folly, for 
I will be horribly in love with her. — I may chance 
have some odd quirks and remnants of wit broken 
on me, because I have railed so long against mar- 
riage ; — But doth not the appetite alter? A man 
loves the meat in his youtli, that he cannot endure 
in his age : Shall quips, and sentences, and these 
paper^ bullets of the brain, awe a man from the 
career dr fiis liufnour f 'No : The world must b(‘ 
peopled. When I said, I would die a bachelor, I 
did not think I should live till I were married. — 
Here comes Beatrice ; By this day, she’s a fair lady • 
1 do spy some marks of love in her. 

Enter Beatrice. 

Beat. Against my will, I am sent to bid you come 
in to dinner. 

Bene. Fair Beatrice, I tliank you for your pains. 

Bent. I took no more ])ains for those thanks, than 
you take pains to tliank me ; if it had been painful 
I would not have come. 

Bene. You take pleasure in the message ? 

Peat. Yea, just so much as you may take upon a 
knife’s point, and choke a daw withal ; — You have 
no stomach, signior ; fare you w^ell. [EAl. 

Bene. Ha ! Against 7ny ivUl, I am sent to bid you 
come to dmner — there’s a double meaning in that, 
I took 770 more pains for those thanks, than you took 
pains to thank me— -that’s as much as to say, .\ny 
pains that I take for you is as easy as thanks : — If 
I do not take pity of her, I am a villain ; if I do not 
love her, I am a ,Tew ; I will go get her picture. 


ACT III. 


SCENE I. — Leonato’« Garden. 

Enter Hero, M/rgaret, and Ursula. 

Hero. Good Margaret, run thee into the parlour : 
There shalt thou find my cousin Beatrice 
Proposing® with the prfnce and Claudio : 

Whisper her car, and tell her, I and Ursula 
Walk in the orchard, and our whole discourse 
Is all of her ; say, that thou overheard’st us ; 

And bid her steal into the pleached bower, 

« Thrown off. ® Discoursing. 


Where honey-suckles, ripen’d by the sun, 

Forbid the sun to enter ; — like favourites, 

Made proud by princes, that advance their pride 
Against that power that bred it ; — there will she 
hide her, 

To listen our propose : This is thy office, 

Bear thee well in it, and leave us alone. 

Marg. I’ll make her come, I warrant you, pre- 
sently. [Exit. 

Hero. Now, Ursula, when Beatrice doth come, 

‘ Seriously carried on. 
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SCEKB I. 

As we do trace tliia alley up and down, 

Our talk must only be of Benedick : 

"When I do name him, let it be thy part 
To praise him more than ever man did merit : 

My talk to thee must be, how Benedick 
Is sick in love with Beatrice : Of this matter 
Is little Cujiid’s crafty arrow made, 

That only wounds by hearsay. Now begin; 

Enter BhATRicj:, behind. 

For look where Beatrice, like a lapwing, runs 
Close by the ground, to hear our conference. 

IJrs. The pleasaiit’st angling is to see the fish 
Cut with her golden oars the silver stream. 

And greedily devour the treacherous bait ; 

So angle we for Beatrice ; who even now 
Is couch’d in the woodbine coverture : 

Fear you not my part of the dialogue. 

Hero. Then go we near her, that her ear lose 
nothing 

Of the false sw'eet bait that we lay for it. — 

[ They advance to the bower. 
No, truly, Ursula, she is too disdainful ; 

1 know, her spirits are as coy and wild 
As haggards of the rock. - 

Urs. But are you sure, 

'Fhat Benedick loves Beatrice so entirely V 

Hero. So says the prince, and my new-trothed 
lord. 

Urs. And did they bid you tell her of it, madam? 
Hero, 'fhey did entreat me to acquaint her of it: 
But I persuaded them, if they loved Benedick, 

To wish him wrestle w'ith allection, 

And never to let Beatrice know of it. 

Urs. Why did you so ? Doth not the gentleman 
Deserve as full, as fortunate a bed, 

As ever Beatrice shall couch iqion ? 

Hero, O God ol’ love ! I know, he doth deserve 
As much as may be yielded to a man : 

But nature never Irain’d a woman’s heart 
Of prouder stulf than that of Beatrice : 

Disdain and scorn ride spaikling in her eyes, 
IVIisprising what they look on ; and her wit 
Values itself so highly, that to her 
All matter else seems w^eak : she cannot love. 

Nor take no shape nor project of affection. 

She is so self-endeared. 

Urs. Sure, I think so ; 

And therefore, certainly, it were not good 
She knew his love, lest she make sport at it. 

Hero, Why, you speak truth . I never yet saw man, 
How wise, how noble, young, how rarely featur’d. 
But she would spell him backward; if fair-faced. 
She’d swear, the gentleman should be her sister ; 

If black, why, nature, drawing of an antick. 

Made a foul blot : if tall, a lance ill-headed ; 

If low, an agate very vilely cut ; 

If speaking, why, a vane blown with all wind ; 

If silent, why, a block moved with none. 

So turns she every man the wrong side out ; 

And never gives to truth and virtue, that 
Which simpleness and merit purchaseth. 

Urs. Sure, sure, such carping is not commendable. 
Herq, No: not to be so odd, and from all fashions. 
As Beatrice is, cannot be commendable ; 

But who dare tell her so ? If I should speak, 

She’d mock me into air ; O, she would laugh me 
Out of myself, press me to death with wit. 
Therefore let Benedick, like cover’d fire, 

2 A species of hawks. 


Consume away in sighs, waste inwardly : 

It were a better death tlian die with mocks, 

Urs. Yet tell her of it ; hear what she will say. 
Hero. No ; rallies I will go to Benedick, 

And counsel him to fight against his passion : 

And, truly. I’ll devise some honest slanders 
To stain my cousin with : One dotli not know, 
How much an ill wwd may empoison liking. 

Urs. O, do not do your cousin such a wrong. 
She cannot be so much without true judgment, 
(Having so swift and excellent a wit. 

As she is priz’d to have,) as to refuse 
So rare a gentleman as signior Benedick. 

Hero. He is the only man of Italy, 

Always excepted my dear Claudio. 

Urs. I pray you, be not angry with me, madam, 
Sjjeaking my fancy ; signior Benedick, 

For shape, for bearing, argument, and valour, 

Goes foremost in report tlirough Italy. 

Hero. Indeed he hath an excellent good name, 
Urs. II w excellence did earn it, ere he had it. — 
When are you married, madam ? 

Hero. Why, every day ; — to-morrow ; Come 
go in ; 

I’ll show thee some attires ; and have thy counsel, 
W'^hich is the best to furnish me to-morrow. 

Urs, She’s lim’d, 1 warrant you ; we have caught 
her, madam. 

Hero. If it prove so, then loving goes by haps : 
Some Cupid kills wTth arrows, some with traps. 

\^Excunt Hero and Uusula, 

Beatrice advances. 

Beat. What fire is in mine ears? Can this be true ? 
Stand 1 condemn’d for pride and scorn so much? 
Contempt, farew'cll ! and maiden pride, adieu ! 

No glory lives behind the back of such. 

And, Benedick, love on, I will requite thee ; 

'I'aining my wild heart to thy loving Iiaud ; 

If thou dost love, my kindness shall incite tliee 
To bind our loves up in a holy band : 

For others say, thou dost deserve ; and I 
Believe it better than reportingly. \^ExU, 

SCENE II, — A Room in Leonato’s House, 

Enter Don I^edro, Claudio, Benedick, and 
Leo NATO. 

D. Pedro. I do but stay till your marriage be 
consummate, and then I go toward Arragon. 

Claud. I’ll bring you thither, my lord, if you’U 
vouchsafe me. 

D. Pedro. Nay, that would be as great a soil in 
the new gloss of your marriage, as to show' a child 
his new' coat, and forbid him to wear it. I w'ill only 
be bold w ith Benedick for his company ; for, from 
the crown of his head to the sole of his foot, he is 
all mirth ; he hath twice or thrice cut Cupid’s bow- 
string, and the little hangman dare not shoot at 
him : he hath a heart as sound as a bell, and his 
tongue is the clapper ; for what his heart thinks, 
his tongue speaks. 

Bene, Gallants, I am not as I have been. 

Eeon. So say I ; methinks you are sadder. 
Claud, I hope, he be in love. 

D* Pedro. Hang him, truant ; there’s no true 
drop of blood in him, to be truly touch’d with love : 
if he be sad, he wants money. 

Bene. I have the tooth-ach. 

1 D. Pedro. Draw' it. 

1 S 
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Bene. Hang it ! 

Claud. You must hang it first, and draw it after- 
wards. 

D. Pedro. What? sigh ft)r the tooth-ach ? 

Leon. When* is but a humour, or a worm ? 

Bene. Well, every one can master a grief, but 
he that has it. 

Claud. Yet say I, he is in love. 

1). Pedro. There is no appearance of fancy in 
him, unless it be a fancy that he hath to strange 
disguises ; as, to be a Dutchman to-day ; a French- 
man to-morrow ; or in the shai)e of tw o countries 
at once. Unless he ha\c a fancy to this foolery, 
as it appears he hath, he is no fool for fancy, as 
you would have it appear lie is. 

Claud. If he be not in love with some woman, 
there is no believing old signs : he brushes his hat 
o’ mornings ; What should that bode ? 

D. Pedro. Hath any man seen him at the barber’s ? 

Claud. No, but the barber’s man luitli been seen 
with him ; and the old ornament of his cheek hath 
already stuffed tennis-balls. 

Leon. Indeed, he looks younger than he did by 
the loss of a beard. 

D. Pedro. Nay, he rubs Iiimself with civet : Can 
you smell him out by that ? 

Claud. That’s as much as to say, The swx'Ot 
youth’s in love. 

D. Pedro. The greatest note of it is his melancholy. 

Claud. And wdieii was he w'ont to w^ash his face ? 

D. Pedro. Yea, or to paint himself? for the 
which, r hear w'hat they say of him. 

Claud. Nay, but his jesting spirit ; wliicli is now' 
crept into a lutestring, and now' governed by stops. 

D. Pedro. Indeed, that tells a heavy tale for him . 
Conclude, conclude, he is in love. 

Claud, Nay, but 1 know who loves him. 

D. Pedro. That would I know too ; 1 warrant , 
one that knows him not. 

Claud. Yes, and his ill conditions j and, in despite 
of all, dies for him. 

Bene. Yet is this no charm for the tooth-ach. — 
Old siguior, walk aside with me ; I have studied 
eight or nine wise w'ords to speak to you, which 
these hobby-horses must not liear, 

{^Exeunt Benedick and Leonato. 

Z>. Pedro. For my life, to break with him about 
Beatrice. 

Claud. ’Tis even so : Hero and Margaret have 
by this played their parts with Beatrice ; and then 
the two bears wdll not bite one another, when they 
meet. 

Enter Don John/ 

D. John. My lord and brother, God save you. 

1). Pedro. Good den, brother. 

D. John. If your leisure served, I would speak 
with you. 

D. Pedro. In private? 

D. Pedro. If it please you ; — yet count Claudio 
may hear ; for what I would speak of, concerns him, 

D. Pedro. What’s the matter? 

D. John. Means your lordship to be married to- 
morrow? [To Claudio. 

D. Pedro. You know, he does. 

D. John. I know not that, when he knows what 
I know. 

Claud. If there be any impediment, I pray you, 
discover it. 

D. John. You may think I love you not; let that 


ap])car hereafter, and aim better at me by that I 
now w'ill manifest : For my brother, I think he 
holds you w ell ; and in dearness of heart hath holi) 
to effect your ensuing marriage : surely, suit ill 
spent, and labour ill bestow ed ! 

D. Pedro, Why, w'hat’s tlie matter ? 

D. John. I came hither to tell you ; and, cir- 
cumstances shortened, (for she hath been too long 
a talking of,) the lady is disloyal. 

Claud. Who? Hero? 

1). John. Even she ; l/cunato’s Hero, your Hero, 
every man’s Hero. 

Claud. Disloyal ? 

1). John. The word is too good to paint out her 
w iekedness ; I could say, she were worse; think 
you of a w'orsc title, and I will lit her to it. Wonder 
not till further w'arrant; go but with me to-night, 
jou shall see her chamber- window' entered; even 
the night before her w'cdding-day : if you love her 
then, to-morrou' wed her ; hot it would better lit 
your lionour to change your mind, 

Claud. IVIay this be so ? 

I) . Pedro. I will not think it. 

D. .John. If you dare not trust that you see, con- 
fess not that you know'; if you will follow' me, I 
will show you enongli ; and when you have 
more and heard more, ])roceed accordingly. 

Claud. If I see any thing to night w'hy 1 should 
not marry her to-morrow ; in the congregation, 
where I should vied, there will I shame her. 

D. Pedro. And as I wooed for tliee to obtain 
her, I w ill join with thee to disgrace her. 

D. John. I W'ill disparage her no faitlier, till you 
are my witnesses: bear it coldly but till midniglit, 
and let the issue show itself. 

D. Pedro. O day untowardly turned ' 

Claud. O mischief strangely thwarliii^^ 

J) . John O plague right well prevented ! 

So will you say, when you have seen the sequel. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE III. — xl Street. 

Enter Dogbeiiry and Verges, uilhthe Watch. 

DofJ). Arc you good men, and true ? 

Verg. Yea, or else it were pity but they should 
suffer salvation. 

Dogb. Nay, that were a punishment too good for 
; them, if they should have any allegiance in them, 

' being chosen for the prince’s watch. 

Verg. Well, give them their charge, neighbour 
Dogberry. 

Dogb. First, w'ho think you the most disheartles.s 
man to be constable? 

1 Watch. Hugh Oatcake, sir, or George Seacoal ; 
for they can write and read. 

Dogb. Come hither, neighbour Seacoal. Heaven 
hath blcs.scd you w'ith a good name : to be a well- 
favoured man is the gift of fortune ; but to write 
and read comes by nature. 

2 Watch. Both which, master constable, 

Dogb. You have ; I knew it would be your an- 
swer. Well, for your favour, sir, make no boast of 
it ; and for your writing and reading, let that appear 
when there is no need of such vanity. You are 
thought here to be the most senseless and fit man for 
the constable of tlic watch ; therefore bear you the 
lantern : Tins is your charge ; You shall comprehend 
all vagrom men ; you are to bid any man stand, in 
the prince’s name. 

2 Watch. How, if he will not stand ? 
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Dojib. Why tlien, take no note of liim, but let 
him go ; and prescntl) call the rest of the watch to- 
gether, and tliank heaven you are rid of a knave. 

Verg. If he ^^ill not stand when he is bidden, he 
is none of the ])rincc’s subjects. 

Dogb. True, and they are to meddle with none 
but the prince’s subjects : — You shall also make no 
noise in the streets ; for, for the watch to babble and 
talk is most tolerable and not to be endured. 

2 Watch. We will rather sleep than talk ; we 
know what belongs to a watch. 

Dogb. Why, you speak like an ancient and most 
fjuiet watchman ; for I cannot see how sleeping 
shoidd otlend ; only, have a care that your bills ’ 
be not stolen : Well, you are to call at all the 

ale-houses, and bid those that are drunk get them to 
bed. 

2 Watch. I low, if they will not ? 

Dogb. Why then, let them alone till they arc 
sober; if they make you not then the better an- 
swer, you may say, they are not the men you took 
them for. 

2 Watch. Well, sir. 

Dogb. If you meet a thief, you may sus])ect him, 
by virtue of your office, to be no true man ; and, 
for such kind of men, the less you meddle or make 
with them, why, the more is for your honesty. 

2 Watch. If WT know' him to be a thief, sliall we 
not lay hands on him ? 

J)ogb. Truly, by your office, you may ; but, 1 
think, they that touch pitch will be deliled i the 
most peaceable w ay for you, if you do take a thief, 
is, to let Iiim show himself wdiat he is, and steal out 
of your company. 

Verg. You have been always called a merciful 
man, partner. 

Dogb. Truly, I w ouhl not hang a dog hy my will ; 
much more a man who hath any honesty in him. 

Vorg. If you hear a child cry in the night, you 
must call to the nurse, and hid her still it. 

2 Watch. How', if the nurse he asleep, and will 
not hear ns ? 

Dogb. W^hy, then depait in peace, and let the 
child w'ake her with crying ; for the ewe that will 
not hear her lamb when it haes, will never answer 
a calf when he bleats. 

Verg. ’Tis very true. 

Dogb. This is the end of tlie charge. You, con- 
stable, are to present the prince’s own person ; if 
you meet the prince in the night, you may stay liim. 

Verg. Nay by’r lady, tliat, I think, he cannot. 

Dogb. Five shillings to one on’t, with any man 
that knows the statues, he may stay him : marry, 
not without the prince be v/illing : for, indeed, the 
watch ought to offend no man ; and it is an offence 
to stay a man against his will. 

Verg. I3y*r lady, 1 think it be so. I 

Dogb. Ha, ha, ha ! Well, masters, good night ; 
an there be any matter of weight chances, call up j 
nie ; keep your fellows* counsels and your own, and 
good night. — ■ Come, neighbour. 

2 Watch. Well, masters, we hear our charge: let 
ns go sit here upon the church-bench till tw'o, and 
then all to-bed. 

Dogb. One word more, honest neighbours: I 
pray you, watch about signior Leonato’s door ; for 
Ihe wedding l>elng there to-morrow, there is a great 
coil lo-uight : Adieu, be vigitant, I beseech you. 

[Kteunt Dcgberhy and Vkhges. 

' VVc.apous of the watehinm 


Enter lloKAcmo and Conradk. 

Bora. What ! (Pomade, — 

Watch. Peace, stir not. {^Aside. 

Dora, (’onrade, I say ! 

Con. Here, man, I am at thy elbow. 

Dora. Stand thee close then under this pent- 
house, for it drizzles rain ; and I will, like a true 
drunkard, utter all to thee. 

! Watch [AsUte.^ Some treason, masters j yet 
stand close. 

Dora. Therefore know, 1 have earned of don 
John a thousand ducats. 

Con. Is it possible that any villainy should be so 
dear ? 

Dora. Thou shoiddst rather ask, if it were pos- 
sible any villainy should be so rich ; for when rich 
villains have need of ]>oor ones, poor ones may make 
what price they will. 

Con. I w'ondcr at it. 

Dora. That show's thou art Unconfirmed‘S : Thou 
knowest that the fashion of a doublet, or a hat, or a 
cloak, is nothing to a man. 

Con. Yes, it is apparel. 

Dora. I mean the fashion. 

Con. Yes, the fishion is tlie fashion. 

Dora. Tush ' 1 may as well .say, the fool’s the 
fool. But sec’st thou not what a deformed thief 
this fashion is? 

Watch. I know that Deformed; he has been a 
\ile thief this seven year ; he goes up and down like 
a gentleman : I remember his name. 

Dora. Didst thou not hear somebody ? 

Con. No ; *twas the vane on the house. 

Dora. Seest thou not, I siiy, what a deformed 
thief this fashion is ? how' giddily he turns about 
all the hot bloods, between fourteen and live-and- 
tliirty ? 

Con. All this I sec ; and see, that the fashion 
wears out more apparel than tlie man : But art not 
thou thyself gidily with the fashion too, that thou 
hast shifted out of thy talc into telling me of the 
fasliion ? 

Dora. Not so, neither hut know, that I ha\e 
to-night wooed Margaret, the lady Hero’s gentle- 
woman, by the name of Hero ; she leans me out at 
her mistress’ chamber- window', bids me a thousand 
times good niglit, — I fell this tale vilely : — I 
should hrsl tell thee, how the prince, Claudio, and 
my master, planted, and jjlaced, and possessed by 
my master don Jolin, saw afar off in the orchard 
this amiable encounter. 

Con. And thought they, Margaret was Hero? 

iiora. 'fwo of them did, the prince and Claudio ; 
hut the devil my master knew .she was Margaret ; 
and partly by his o.iths, which first possessed them, 
partly liy the dark night, W'hich did deceive them, 
hut chiefly by my \illainy, which did confirm any 
slander tliat don John had made, aw'ay wt'iit Claudio 
enraged ; sw ore lie w ould meet her as he was ap- 
pointed, next morning at the temple, and there, 
before the wliole congregation, shame her with what 
he saw' over-night, and send her liome again witlioiit 
a husband. 

1 Watch. We charge yon in the piince’s name, 
stand. 

2 Watch. Call up the right master constable : W'e 
have here recovered the most dangerous piece of 
lechery that ever was known in the commonwealth. 

^ Unpractised in the waAS of tlic world, 

r 4 
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1 Watch* And one Deformed is one of them ; I 
know liim, he wears a lock. 

Con. Masters, masters. 

2 Watch. You’ll be made bring Defonned forth, 
I warrant you. 

Con. Masters, — 

1 Watch. Never speak ; we charge you, let us 
obey you to go with us. 

JBora. We arc like to prove a goodly commodity, 
being taken up of these men’s bills. 

Con. A commodity in question, I warrant you. 
Come, we’ll obey you. [^Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. — A Boom in Leoniito’s* House. 

Enter Hero, Margaret, and Ursula. 

Hero. Good Ursula, wake my cousin Beatrice, 
and desire her to rise. 

Urs. I will, lady. 

Hero. And bid her come hither. 

Urs. Well. [EjlU Ursula. 

Jfarg. Troth, I think, your other rabato w'erc 
better. 

Hero. No, })ray thee, good Meg, I’ll wear this. 

Marg, By my troth, it’s not so good ; and I war- 
rant, your cousin will say so. 

Hero. My cousin’s a fool, and thou art another ; 
I’ll w^ear none but this. 

Marg. I like the new' tire within excellently, if 
the hair were a tliought browner : and your gown’s 
a most rare fashion. I saw the duchess of Milan’s 
gown, th^t they praise so. 

Hero. O that exceeds, they say. 

Marg. By my troth, its but a night-gown in re- 
spect of yours : Cloth of gold, and cuts, and laced 
with silver; set with pearls, down sleeves, side- 
sleeves, and skirts round, undei borne with a bluish 
tinsel : but for a fine, quaint, graceful, and excel- 
lent fashion, yours is worth ten on’t. 

Hero. God give me joy to wear it, for my heart 
is exceeding heavy 1 

Enter Beatrice. 

Hero. Good morrow, coz. 

Beat. Good morrow, sweet Hero. ’Tis almost 
five o’clock, cousin ; ’tis time you were ready. By 
iny troth, I am exceeding ill : — hey ho ! 

Marg. For a hawk, a horse, or a husband ? 

Beat. By my troth, I am sick. 

Marg. Get you some of this distilled Carduus 
Benedictus, and lay it to your heart ; it is the only 
thing for a qualm. 

Hero. There thou prick’st her with a thistle. 

Beat. Benedictus ! why Benedictus ? you have 
some moral in this Benedictus. 

Marg. Moral ! no, by my troth, I have no moral 
meaning ; I meant, jdain holy-thistle. You may 
think, perchance, that I think you are in love : nay, 
by’r lady, I am not such a fool to think w hat I Ii:,t ; 
nor I list not to think what I can ; nor, indeed, I 
cannot think, if I would think my heart out of 
thinking, that you are in love, or that you will be 
in love, or that you can be in love ; yet Benedick 
was such another, and now is he become a man : 
he swore he would never marry ; and yet now, in 
despite of his heart, he eats his meat without grudg- 
ing : and how you may be converted, I know not ; 
but, methinks, you look with your eyes as other 
women do. 

Beat. What pace is this that thy tongue keeps? 

Marg. Not a false gallop. 

^ A ku d of u»fi; 


Re-enter Ursula. 

Urs. Madam, withdraw ; the prince, the count, 
signior Benedick, don John, and all tlie gallants of 
the town, are come to fetch you to church. 

Hero. Help to dress me, good coz, good Meg, 
good Ursula. [Exeunt. 

SCENE V. — Another Room in Leonato’^ House. 

Elder Leonato, with Dogberry and Verges. 

I^eon. What would you with me, honest neigli- 
hour ? 

Hogb. Marry, sir, I would have some confidejice 
w ith you, that decerns you nearly. 

Leon. Brief, I pray you ; for you see, ’tis a busy 
time wdth me. 

Hogh. Marry, this it is, sir. 

Verg. Yes, in truth, it is, sir. 

Leon. What is it, my good friends ? 

JJogb. Goodman Verges, sir, speaks a little ofl’ 
the matter ; an old man, sir, and his wits are not so 
blunt, as I would desire they w'ere ; but, in faith, 
honest, as the skin between his brows. 

Verg. Yes, I thank God, I am as honest ns any 
man living, that is an old man, and no honester 
tlian I. 

Hogb. Comparisons arc odorous : palabras^ neigh- 
bour Verges. 

Leon. Neighbours, you arc tedious. 

Hogb. It pleases your worship to say so, but we 
are the poor duke’s oflicers ; but truly, for mine own 
part, if I were as tedious as a king, I could find in 
my heart lo bestow' it all of your w orship. 

Leon. All thy tediousness on me ! ha ! 

Hogb. Yea, and ’twerc a thousand times more 
than ’tis : for I hear as good exclamation on your 
w'orship, as of any man in the city ; and though I 
he hut a poor man, I am glad to hear it. 

Verg. And so am I. 

Leon. I W'ould fain know what you have to say. 

Verg. Marry, sir, our watch to-night, excepting 
your worship’s presence, have ta’en a couple of as 
arrant knaves as any in Messina. 

Hogb. A good old man, sir; he will be talking ; 
as they say, Vlien the age is in, the wit is out : it 
is a world to see ! ^ — Well said, i’faith, neigbour 
Verges : — well, an two men ride of a horse, one 
must ride behind ; — An honest soul, i’faith, sir ; 
by my troth he is, as ever broke bread ; but, all 
men are not alike ; alas, good neighbour ! 

Leon. Indeed, neighbour, he comes too sliort of 
you ; but I must leave you. 

Hogb. One w’ord, sir ; our watch, sir, have, in- 
deed, comprehended two aspicious persons, and 
we would have them tliis morning examined before 
your worship. 

Leon. Take tlieir examination yourself, and bring 
it me ; I am now in great haste, as it may appear 
unto you. 

Hogb. It sliall be suffigance. 

Leon. Drink some wine ere you go; fare you w ell. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord, they stay for you to give your 
daughter to her husband. 

Lco 71 . I will wait upon them ; I am ready. 

[Exeunt Leonato and Messenger. 

Hogb. Go, good partner, go, get you to Francis 


/ r It is wonderful to see. 
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Seacoal, bid him bring his pen and ink horn to the 
<raol ; we are now to examination these men. 

Verg. And we must do it wisely. 

Dogbo We will spare for no wit, 1 warrant you ; 


here’s that [Touching his forehead.] shall drive some 
of tliem to a non com : only get Uie learned writer 
to set down our excommunication, and meet me at 
tlie gaol. [Exeunt, 


ACT IV. 


SCENE I. — Tfie Inside of a Church. 

JEnter Eon Pedro, Eon John, Leonato, Friar, 
Claudio, Benedick, Hero, and Beatrice, tjr. 

J.con. Come, friar Francis, be brief ; only to the 
plain form of marriage, and you shall recount their 
particular duties afterwards. 

Friar. You come hither, my lord, to marry tliis lady ? 
Claud. No. 

Leon. To be married to her, friar ; you come to 
marry her. 

Fnar. Lady, you come hitlier to be married to 
this count ? 

}{ cro. I do. 

Friar. If either of you know any inward impe- 
diment why you slioiild not be conjoined, I charge 
you, on your souls, to utter it. 

Claud. Know you any, Hero? 

Hero. None, my lord. 

Fnar. Know you any, count ? 

Leon. I dare make his answer, none. 

Claud. O, wdiat men dare do ! what men may do ! 
\\hat men daily do I not knowing w hat they do ! ! 

Jtoie. How now' • Interjections ? Wliy, then some 
be of laughing, as, ha ! lia ! he ! 

Claud. Stand thee by, friar ; — Father, by your leave ! 
Will you w'ith free and unconstrained soul 
Clive me this maid, your daughter? 

Leon, As freely, son, as Ciod did gi\c her me. 
Claud. And what have I to give you back, whose 
worth 

May counterpoise this ricli and precious gift ? 

1), Pedro. Nothing, unless you render her again. 
Claud. Sweet prince, you learn me noble thank- 
fulness. — 

'I'here, Leonato, take her back again ; 

Civc not tins rotten orange to your friend ; 

She’s but the sign and semblance of her honour : — 
Behold, how like a maid she blushes here : 

O, what authority and show of truth 
Can cunning sin cover itself witlial ! 

Comes not that blood, as modest evidence. 

To witness simple virtue? Would you not swear, 
All you that see her, that she were a maid, 

By ^ese exterior shows ? But she is none : 

Her blush is guiltiness, not modesty. 

Leon. What do you mean, my lord ? 

Claud. Not to be married. 

Not knit my soul to an approved wanton. 

Leon. Dear my lord, if you in your own proof 
Have vanquish’d the resistance of her youth, 

And made defeat of her virginity, 

Claud. I know what you would say ; if I have 
known her, 

You’ll say, she did embrace me as a husband, 

And so extenuate the ’forehand sin ; 

No, Leonato, 

I never tempted her with W'ord too large 7 ; 


But, as a brother to his sister, show’d 
Bashful sincerity, and comely love. 

Hero. And seem’d 1 ever otherwise to you ? 
Claud, Out on thy seeming ! I will write against it : 
You seem to me as Dian in her orb ; 

As chaste as is the bud ere it be blown ; 

But you arc more intemperate in your blood * 
Than Venus, or those pamper’d animals 
That rage in savage sensuality. 

Hei'o, Is my lord well, that he doth speak so wide? s 
Leon. Sweet prince, why speak not you ? 

E. Pedro. What should I speak ? 

I stand dishonour’d, that have gone about 
To link ray dear friend to a common stale. 

Leon. Arc these things spoken? or do I but dream? 
E. John. Sir, they are spoken, and these things 
are true. 

JRene. This looks not like a nuptial. 

Hero. True ? O God ! 

Claud. Leonato, stand I here ? 

Is this the prince ? Is this the prince’s brother ? 

Is this face Hero’s ? Are our eyes our own ? 

Leon. All this is so ; But what of this, my lord? 
Claud. lA‘t me but move one question to your 
daughter : 

And, by that fatherly and kindly power 
That you have in her, bid her answer truly. 

Leon. I charge thee do so, as thou art my child. 
Hero. O God defend me ! how am I beset ! — 
What kind of catechising call you this ? 

Claud. To make you answer truly to your name. 
Hero. Is it not Hero? Who can blot that name 
Witli any just reproach ? 

Claud. IMarry, that can Hero ; 

Hero itself can blot out Hero’s virtue. 

What man was he talk’d with you yesternight 
Out at your window, betwixt twelve and one ? 
Now', if you are a maid, answer to this. 

Hero. 1 talk’d with no man at that hour, my lord, 
E, Pedro. Why, then are you nomiiiden, — Leonato, 
I am sorry you must hear; Upon mine honour, 
Myscllj my brother, and this grieved count, 

Did sec her, hear her, at that Jiour last night, 

Talk with a ruCtian at her chamber-window ; 

Who hatli, indeed, most like a liberal 9 villain, 
Confess’d the vile encounters tliey have had 
A thousand times in secret. 

E. John. Fye, fye ! tliey are 

Not to be nam’d, my lord, not to be spoke of; 
There is not chastity enough in language, 

Without oftence to utter them ; I’hus, jiretty lady, 
I am sorry for thy much niisgoveniment. 

Claud. O Hero ! what a Hero hadst thou been, 
If half thy outw^ard graces had been placed 
About tliy thoughts, and counsels of thy heart ! 
But, fare thee well, most foul, most fair ! farewell, 
Thou pure impiety, and impious purity ! 

For tliee I’ll lock up all the gates of love. 


’ Licentious. 


8 Wildly. 


Too free of tongue. 
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And on my eyelids shall conjecture hang, 

To turn all beauty into thoughts of hann, 

And never shall it more be gracious. 

Zeo?i* Hath no man’s dagger here a point for me? 

[Hkko swoons. 

Beat. Why, how now, cousin? wherefore sink 
you down ? 

D. John. Come, let us go ; these things, come 
thus to light, 

Smother her spirits up, 

[Exeunt Don Pedro, Don John, and Claudio. 
Bene, How doth tlie lady ? 

Beat. Dead, 1 tliink j — help, uncle ; — 

Hero! why, Hero ! — Uncle 1 — Signior Benedick ! 
friar ! 

Leon. O fate, take not away thy heavy hand ! 
Death is the fairest cover for her shame. 

That may be wish’d for. 

Beat. How now, cousin Hero? 

Friar, Have comfort, lady. 

Leon. Dost thou look up ? 

Friar* Yea ; wherefore should she not ? 

Leon. Wherefore ? Why, doth not every earthly 
thing 

Cry shame upon her? Could she here deny 
The story that is printed in her blood ? 

Do not live. Hero : do not ope thine eyes : 

For did I think thou w'ouldst not quickly die, 
'Hiought I thy spirits were stronger than thy shames. 
Myself w'ould, on the rearward of reproaches, 

Strike at thy life. Griev’d I, I had but one ? 

Chid I for that at frugal nature’s frame, * 

O, one too much by thee ! Why had I one ? 

Why ever wast thou lovely in my eyes? 

Why had I not, with charitable hand, 

Took up a beggar’s issue at my gates ; 

Who smirched * thus, and mir’d with infamy, 

I might have sfiid, JVo part of it is wu/c. 

This shame derives itself from unknown loins 9 
But mine, and mine 1 lov’d, and mine I prais’d, 
And mine that I was proud on ; mine so much. 
That I myself w'as to myself not mine. 

Valuing of her ; why, she — O, she is fallen 
Into a pit of ink ! that the wide sea 
Hath drops too few to w^ash her clean again. 

Bene. Sir, sir, be patient : 

For my part, I am s<j attir’d in w'onder, 

I know not what to say. 

Beat* O, on my soul, my cousin is belied ! 

Bene* Lady, were you her bedfellow last night ? 
Beat. No, truly, not ; although, until last night, 
I have this twelvemontli been her bedfellow. 

Leon. Confirm’d, confirm’d ! O, that is stronger 
made, 

Which was before barr’d up writh ribs of iron ! 
Would the two princes lie? and Claudio lie? 

Who lov’d her so, that, speaking of her foulness, 
Wash’d it with tears? Hence from her ; let her die. 

Friar, Hear me a little ; 

For I have only been silent so long, 

And given way unto this course of fortune, 

By noting of the lady : I have mark’d 
A thousand blushing apparitions start 
Into her face ; a thousand innocent shames 
In angel whiteness bear away those blushes ; 

And in her eye there hatli appear’d a fire, 

To burn the errors that these princes hold 
Against her maiden truth : — Call me a fool ; 

1 ]>hpoj!ition of things. 2 sullied 


Trust not my reading, nor my observations, 

Wliicli with experimental seal doth warrant 
Tlic teriour of my hook ; trust not my age, 

My reverence, calling, nor divinity, 

If this sw'eet lady lie not guiltless here 
Under some biting error. 

Leon. Friar, it cannot be : 

Thou seest, that all the grace that she hath loft, 

Is, that she will not add unlo her guilt 
A sin of perjury ; she not denies it : 

Wliy seek’st thou then to cover with excuse 
That which appoiirs in proper nakedness? 

Friar. Lady, what man is he you are accus’d of ? 
Hero. They know, that do accuse me ; I know none . 
If I know more of any man alive. 

Than that wliich maiden modesty doth warrant, 

I.«et all my sins lack mercy 1 — O my father, 

Prove you that any man with me convers’d 
At hours unmeet, or that I yesternight 
Maintain’d the change of w ords with any creature, 
Refuse me, hate me, torture me to death. 

Friar. There is some strange misprision 3 in the 
^princes. 

Bene. Two of them have the very bent of honour ; 
And if their wisdoms be misled in this, 

The practice of it lives in John the bastard, 

Whose spirits toil in frame of villainies. 

Leon. I know not ; If they speak but truth of her ; 
These hands shall tear her; if they wrong her honour, 
The proudest of them shall well hear of it. 

Time hath not yet so dried this blood of mine, 

Nor age so eat up my invention, 

Nor fortune made such havock of my means, 

Nor my had life reft me so much of friends, 

But they shall hnd, awak’d in such a kind, 

Both strength of limb, and policy of mind, 

Ability in means, and clioice of friends, 

To quit me of them throughly. 

Friar. Pause a while, 

And let my counsel sway you in this case. 

Your daughter here the princes left for dead ; 

Ijct her a while be secretly kept in, 

And publish it, that she is dead indeed : 

Maintain a mourning ostentation : 

And on your family’s old monument 
Hang mournful e])itaphs, and do all rites 
That appertain unto a burial. 

Leon. What shall become of this ? What will this 
do? 

Friar. Marry, this, w^ell carried, shall on her behalf 
Change slander to remorse ; that is some good : 

But not for that, dream I on tliis strange course, 
But on this travail look for greater birth. 

She dying, as it must be so maintain’d, 

Upon the instant that she w^as accus’d, 

Shall be lamented, pitied and excus’d, 

Of every hearer : For it so falls out. 

That what we have we prize not to the worth, \ 
Whiles we enjoy it ; but being lack’d and lost, \ 
Why, then we rack ** the value ; then we find ! 
Hie virtue, that possession would not show us | 
Whiles it was ours : — So will it fare with Claudio. 
When he shall bear she died upon his words, 

The idea of her life shall sweetly creep 
Into his study of imagination ; 

And every lovely organ of her life 

Shall come api^areU’d in more precious liabit, 

More moving-delicate, and full of life, 

I 3 MisconcpptioH. Over-rate. 
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Into the eye and prospect of his soul, 

Tlmn when she liv’d indeed: — then shall he mourn, 
And wish he had not so accus’d lier ; 

No, though he thought his accusation true. 

Let this be so, and doubt not but success 
Will fashion the event in better shape 
'Fhan I can lay it down in likelihood. 

Hut if all aim but this be levell’d false, 

The supposition of the lady’s death 
Will quench the wonder of her infamy : 

And, if it sort not well, you may conceal her 
(As best befits her wounded reputation) 

In some reclusive and religious life. 

Out of all eyes, tongues, minds, and injuries. 

Bene, Signior Leonato, let the fiiar advise you : 
And though, you know, my inwardness * and 
love 

Is very much unto the prince and Claudio, 

Yet, by mine honour, I will deal in this 
As secretly, and justly, us your soul 
Should with your body. 

Leon. Being that 1 jflow in grief, 

The smallest twine may lead me. 

Friar, ’Tis well consented ; presently away ; 

Tor to strange sores strangely they strain the 
cure : — 

Come, lady, die to live : this wedding day, 

Perhaps, is but prolong’d ; have patience, and 
endure. 

{Ex'antt Triar, IIeko, and Leonato. 
lienc. Lady Beatrice, have you wept all thi*^ 
while ? 

Beat, Yea, and I will weep a while longer. 

Bene. I w'ill not desire that. 

Beat* You have no reason, I do it freely. 

Bene, Surely, I do believe your fair cousin is 
wrong’d. 

Beat. Ah, how' much might the man deserve of 
me, that w'ould right her ! 

Bcnc. Is there any way to show such friendsliip ? 
Beat, A very even way, but no such friend. 

Bene, May a man do it ? 

Beat. It is a man’s office, but not yours. 

Bene. T do love nothing in the w'orld so well as 
you : Is not that strange? 

Beat. As strange as the thing I know not ; It 
were as ])o$sible for me to say, I loved nothing so 
well as you : but believe me n<jt ; and yet I lie not; 
I confess nothing, nor, I deny nothing: — lam sorry 
for my cousin. 

Bene. By my sw'ord, Beatrice, thou lovest me. 
Beat, Do not sw ear by it, and cat it. 

Bene. I will swear by it, that you love me ; and 
I will make him eat it, that says I love not you. 
Beat. Will you not eat your w ord ? 

Bene. With no sauce that can be devised to it : 
I protest, I love thee. 

Beat, Why then, heaven forgive mo ! 

Bene, What offence, sweet Beatrice. 

Beat, You have staid me in a happy hour ; 1 w as 
about to protest, I loved you. 

Bene. And do it with all thy heart. 

Beat, I love you with so much of my heart, that 
none is left to protest. 

Bene. Come, bid me do any thing for tliee. 

Beat. Kill Claudio. 

Bene. Ha ! not for the w ide world. 

Beat. You kill me to deny it : Farewell. 

Bene, Tarry, sw’eet Beatrice. 

■' Intimru'v 


Beat. I am gone, though I am here . — iiiere is 
no love in you : Nay, I pray you, let me go. 

Bene. Beatrice, — 

Beat. In faith, I will go. 

Bene. Weil be friends first. 

Beat. You dare easier be friends with me, than 
tight with mine enemy. 

Bene. Is Claudio thine enemy? 

Beat. Is he not approved in the height a villain, 
that hath slandered, scorned, dishonoured my kins> 
woman? — O, that I were a man ! — What ! bear 
her in hand until they come to take hands ; and 
then with public accusation, uncovered slander, un- 
mitigated rancour, — (), that I w'creaman ! I would 
eat bis heart in the market-place. 

Bene. Hear me, Beatrice ; — 

Beat. Talk with a man out at a window? — a 
proper saying ! 

Bene. Nay, but, Beatrice ; — 

Beal. Sweet Hero ! — she is wronged, she is 
slandered, she is undone. 

Bene. Beat — 

Beat. Princes and counties ! Surely, a princely 
testimony, a goodly count-confect 7 • a sweet gal- 
lant, surely ! O, that I were a man for his sake ! or 
that I had any friend w'ould be a man for my sake ! 
But manhood is melted into courtesies, valour into 
coinplinient, and men are only turned into tongue, 
aiul trim ones too ; he is now' as valiant as Hercu- 
les, that only tells a lie, and swears it : I cannot 

be a man with wishing, therefore I will die a woman 
with grieving. 

Bene, I'arry, good Beatrice : By this hand, I love 
thee. 

Beat. Use it for my love some other way than 
sw'cariug by it. 

Be7u\ Think you in your soul the count Claudio 
hath wronged Hero? 

Beal. Yea, as sure as I have a thought, or a 
soul. 

Bcnc. Knough, I am engaged, I will challenge 
him ; I will kiss your hand, and so leave you : By 
this hand. Claudio shall render me a dear account : 
As you liear of me, so think of me. Go, conifo't 
your cousin : 1 must say, she is dead ; and so, fare- 
well. l^Exemit. 

SCENE 11. — A Prison. 

Enter Dogberry, Verges, and Sexton, in goums ; 

arid the W'atch, with Conrade and Borachio. 

J)ogb. Is our whole dissembly appeared ? 

Verg. O, a stool and a cushion for the sexton ! 

Sextan. Which be the malefactors ? 

Eogb. Marry, that am I and my partner. 

Verg. Nay, tiiat’s certain ; wc liaV# the exhibition 
to examine. 

Sexton. Blit which arc the offenders that arc to be 
examined? let them come before master constable, 

Dogh. Yea, marry, let them come before me. — - 
What is your name, friend? 

Bora. Borachio. 

Dogh. Pray write down — Borachio.— Yours, 
sirrah ? 

Con. I am a gentleman, sir, and my name is 
Conrade. 

Dogb, "Write down — master gentleman Conrade. 
— Masters, it is proved already that you arc little 
better thraii false knaves j and it will go near to be 

® Noblemen. ^ A nobleman matle out of hugar 
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thought so shortly. How answer you for your- 
selves ? 

Con. Marry, sir, we say wc are none. 

Dogb. A marvellous witty fellow, I assure you ; 
but I will go about with him, — Come you hither, 
sirrali ; a word in your ear, sir ; I say to you, it is 
thought you are false knaves. 

J]ora. Sir, I say to you, we are none. 

Dogb. Well, stand aside. — They are both in a 
tale : Have you writ down — that they are none ? 

Sexton. Master constable, you go not the way to 
examine : you must call forth the watch that arc 
their accusers. 

Dogb. Yea, marry, that’s the cftcst way : — Let 
the watch come forth — Masters, 1 charge you, in 
the prince’s name, accuse these men. 

1 Watch. This man said, sir, that Don John, the 
prince’s brother, was a villain. 

Dogb. Write dowm — prince John a \illaiu : — 
Why this is Hat pcgury, to call a prince’s brother — 
villain. 

Bora. Master constable, — • 

Dogb. Pray thee, fellow, peace; I do not like 
thy look, 1 promise thee. 

Sexton. \Vhat heard you him say else ? 

2 Watch. Marry, that he had leceived a thousand 
ducats of Don John, for accusing the lady Hero 
wrongfully. 

JDogb. Flat burglary, as ever was committed. 

Verg. Ytia, by tlie mass, that it is. 

Sexton. What else, fellow ? 

1 Watch. And that count Claudio did mean upon 
his words, to disgrace Hero before the whole as- 
sembly, and not marry her. 


Act V. 

JDogb. O villain ! thou wilt be condemned into 
everlasting redemption for this. 

Sexton. What else ? 

2 Watch. This is all. 

Sexton. And this is more, masters, than you can 
deny. Prince John is this morning secretly stolen 
away ; Hero was in this maimer accused, in this very 
manner refused, and upon the grief of this, suddenly 

died Master constable, let these men be bounil, 

and Imnight to Leonato’s ; T will go before, au<l 
show him their examination. [Exit. 

JJogb. Come, let them be opinioned. 

Verg. Let them be in band. 

Con. Oir, coxcomb. 

Dogb. Where’s the sexton ; let him w rite down 
— the prince’s officer, coxcomb. — Come, bind 
them : Thou naughty \ arlet ! 

Con. Away ! you are an ass, you are an ass. 

Dogb. Dost thou not suspect my place? Dost 
thou not suspect my years? — O that he were here 
to wiite me down — an ass! — but, masters, remem- 
ber, that 1 am an ass; though it lie not wTitten down, 
yet forget not that I am an ass ; — No, thou villain, 
thou art full of piety, as sliall be ]>roved upon thee 
by good witness. 1 am a wise fellow ; and, which 
is more, an oflicer ; and, w hich is more, a house- 
holder ; and, w liich is more, as pretty a piece of flesh 
as any is in Messina ; and one that know's the law', 
go to ; and a rich fellow enough, go to ; and a fel- 
low that hath had losses ; and one that hath two 
gowns, and every thing handsome about him : — 
llring him away. O, that I had been writ down — 
an ass. [Exeunt. 


ACT V. 


SCENE I. — Before Leonato’s House. 

Enter Leonato and Antonio. 

Jnt. If you go on thus, you will kill yourself; 
And ’tis not wisdom, thus to second grief 
Against yourself. 

Eeon. I pray thee, cease thy counsel, 

Which falls into mine ears as profitless 
As water in a sieve : give not me counsel ; 

Nor let no comforter delight mine car, 

But such a one whose wrongs do suit with mine. 
Bring me a father, that so lov’d his child, 

Whose joy of her is overwhelm’d like mine, 

And bid him speak of patience ; 

Measure his wibe the length and breadth of mine, 
And let it answer every strain for strain ; 

As thus for thus, and such a grief for such, 

In every lineament, branch, shape, and form : 

If such a one will smile, and stroke his beard : 

Cry — sorrow, wag! and hem, when he should groan; 
Patch grief with proverbs, make misfortune drunk 
Willi candle-wasters ; bring him yet to me. 

And I of him will gather patience. 

But there is no such man : For, brother, men 
Can counsel, and speak comfort to that grief 
Which they themselves not feel ; but tasting it. 
Their counsel turns to passion, which before 
Would give preceptial medicine to rage, 

Fetter strong madness in a silken thread, 

Charm ach with air, and agony with words : 


No, no : ’tis all men’s office to speak paticnct* 

To those that wring under the load of sorrow, 

But no man’s virtue, nor sufficiency, 

To be so moral, when he shall endure 

The like himself ; therefore give me no counsel ' 

My griefs cry louder than advertisement. ^ 

yl/it. Therein do men from children nothing ditfei . 
Leo?t. I pray thee, peace : 1 will be Hesh and blood; 
For there was never yet philosojjher^^^ 

That could endure, tlia4o,oth-ach patie ntly ; 
However they have writ ttie style 'bf gSiL/ 

And made a pish at chance and suffierance. 

Yet bend not all the harm upon yourself ; 
Make those, tliat do offend you, sillier too. 

Zeo9i. Tiiere thou speak’st reason : nay, I will 
do so : 

My soul doth tell me. Hero is belied ; 

And that shall Claudio know, so shall the prince, 
And all of them, that thus dishonour her. 

Enter Don Pedro and Claudio. 

Ant. Here comes the prince, and Claudio, hastily. 
D. Pedro. Good den, good den. 

Claud. Good day to both of you. 

Leon. Hear you, my lords, — 

D. Pedro. We have some haste, Leonato. 

Leon. Some haste, my lord ! — well, fare you well, 
my lord ; — 

Are you so hasty now? — well, all is one, 
.\dmoiution. 
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/?. Pedro» Nay, do not quarrel witli us, good old 
man. 

Aid. If he coidd right himself with (jiiarrclling, 
Some of us would lie low, 

Claud. Who wrongs liim ? 

Leon. Marry, 

Thou, thou dost wrong me; thou dissembler, thou: — 
Nay, never lay thy hand upon thy sword, 

I fear thee not. 

Claud. Marry, beshrew my liand. 

If it should give your age sueli cause of fear ; 

In faith, my hand meant nothing to mysw'ord. 

Leon. Tush, tush, man, never fleer and jest at me ; 
I speak not like a dotard, nor a fool ; 

As, under privilege of age, to brag 

What I have done being young, or Avhat would do, 

Were 1 not old ; Know, Claiulio, to thy head, 

Tliou hast so wrong’d mine innocent chihl and me. 
That I am forc’d to lay my reverence by ; 

And, with grey liairs, and bruise of many days, 

Do challenge thee to trial of a man. 

I say, thou hast belied mine innocent child ; 

Thy slander hath gone through and through her 
heart, 

And she lies buried with her ancestors ; 

O ! ill a tomb Avhere never scaiulal slept. 

Save this of hers fram’d by thy villainy ! 

Claud. My villainy! 

Leon. Thine, Claudio ; thine, I say. 

/). Pedro. You say not right, old man. 

Lco7}. My lord, my lord, 

I’ll prove it on Ins body, if he dare ; 

Despite his nice fence, and his active practice, 

ITis May of youth, and bloom of lustyhood. 

Claud. Away, I will not have to do with you. 
J.con. Canst thou so da AT me ? Thou hast kill’d 
my child ; 

If thou kiirsl me, hoy, thou shalt kill a man. 

Ant. lie shall kill two of us, and men indeed : 
But that’s no matter ; let iiim kill one first ; — 

Win me and wear me, — let him answer me, — 
Come, follow me, boy ; come, boy, follow me : 

Sir boy, I’ll whip you from your foining fence ; 
Nay, as I am a gentleman, I will. 

J.con. Brother, — 

Ant. Content yourself. God knows, I lov’d my 
niece j 

And she is dead, slander’d to death by villains ; 
That dare as well answer a man, indeed, 

As 1 dare take a serpent by the tongue : 

Boys, apes, braggarts, Jacks, milksops I — 

Leon. Brother Antony, — 

Ant. Hold you content ; What, man ! I know 
them, yea, 

And what they weigh, even to the utmost scruple : 
Scambling, out-facing, fashion-mong’ring boys, 
That lie, and cog, and flout, de])rave and slander. 
Go antickly, and show outward hideousness, 

And speak off* half a dozen dangerous words, 

How they might hurt their enemies, if they dui st, 
And this is all. 

I.eon. But, brother Antony, — 

Ant. Come, ’tis no matter ; 

Do not you meddle, let me deal in this. 

L). Pedro. Gentlemen both, we will not wake 
your patience. 

My heart is sorry for your daughter’s death j 
But, on my honour, she was charg’d with nothing 
But what was tnie, and very full of proof. 

9 Thrusting, 


I,eon. My lord, my lord, — 

D, Pedro. I will not hoar you. 

L.eon, No ? 

Brother, away : — I will be beard ; — 

Ant. And shall, 

Or some of us will .smart for it. 

[Pxeunt Leonato and Antonio. 

Enter Benfiuck. 

D Pedro. See, see ; hero comes the man we went 
to seek. 

Claud. Now, signior ! what news ? 

Bene. Good day, my lord. 

D. Pedro. Welcome, signior; You are almost 
come to part almost a fray. 

Claud. We had like to have liad our tAvo noses 
snapped oil' Avith two old men without teeth. 

D. Pedro. Leonato and his brother ; What 
think’st thou ? Had we fought, I doubt w e should 
have been too young for them. 

Bene. In a false quarrel there is no true valour. 
I came to seek you both. 

Claud, We have been up and down to seek thee ; 
for we are high-proof melancholy, and Avonld fain 
have it beaten away : Wilt thou use thy Avit? 

Bene. It is in my scabbard ; shall I draw it ? 

I). Pedro. Dost thou wear thy Avit by thy side ? 

Claud. Never any did so, though very many have 
been beside their wit. — I will bicl tluH* draw, as wo 
do the minstrels ; draw, to pleasure us. 

1). I*edro. As I am an honest man, he looks 
pale ; — Art thou sick, or angry ? 

Claud. What ! courage, man I What though care 
killed a cat, thou hast mettle enough in thee to kill 
care. 

Bene. Sir, I shall meet your wit in the career, 
an you charge it against me : — I pray yon, choose 
another stibject. 

Claud. Nay, then give him another staff; this 
last was broke cross. 

D. Pedro. By this light, he changes more and 
more ; I think, he be angry indeed. 

Claud. If he be, he knoAvs how to turn l)is girdle. 

Bene. Shall I speak a word in your ear? 

Claud. Heaven bless me from a challenge I 

Bene. You are a villain ; — I jest not : — I will 
make it good how yon dare, witli what 5011 dare, 
and Avheii you dare * — Do me right, or I aaiU l>ro- 
test your coAvardIce. You have killed a sweet lady, 
and her death shall fall heavy on you : Let me bear 
from yoti. 

Claud. Well, I will meet you, so I may have good 
cheer. 

7). Pedro. What, a feast ? a feast ? 

Claud, rfaith, I thank him ; he hath bid me to 
a calf ’s head and a capon ; the which if I do not 
carve most curiously, say, my knife’s naught. — 
Shall I not find a woodcock too ? 

Bene. Sir, your wit ambles well ; it goes easily. 

D. Pedro, I’ll tell thee how Beatrice praised thy 
wit the other day : I said, thou hadst a fine wit : 
TVue, says she, a Jine little one : No, said I, a great 
wk : Right, says she, a great gross OTie : Nai/, said I, 
a good wit i Just, said she, it hurts nobody: Nay, 
said I, the gentleman is wise; Certain, said she, a 
udse gentleman : Nay, said X, he hath the tongues ; 
That I believe, said she, for he swore a thing to me 
on Monday night, which he forswore on Ihiesday 
morning ; there* $ n double tongue ; there* s two tongues. 
Thus did she, an hour together, trans- shape thy par- 
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ticular virtues ; yet, at last, she concluded with a 
sigh, thou wast tiie properest man in Italy. 

Claud. For the which she w^ept heartily, and said, 
she cared not. 

I) . Pedro. Yea, that she did ; but yet for all that, 
an if she did not hate him deadly, she would love 
him dearly : the old man’s daughter told us all. 

Claud. All, all. 

D. Pedro. But when shall wc set the savage bull’s 
horns on the sensible Benedick’s head ? 

Claud. Yea, and text underneath, Here dwells 
Penedick the married man ? 

Pene. Fare you well, boy ; you know» my mind ; 
I will leave you now to your gossip-like humour : 
you break jests as braggarts do their blades, which 
hurt not. — My lord, for your many courtesies, 1 
thank you : I must discontinue your company : 
your brother, the bashird, is fled from Messina : you 
have, among you, killed a sweet and innocent lady : 
For my lord lack-beard, there, he and I sliall meet ; 
and till then, peace be with him. \_Ent Benedick. 

D. Pedro. He is in earnest. 

Claud. In most ju'ofound earnest ; and, I’ll war- 
rant you, for the love of Beatrice. 

D. Pedro. And hath challenged thee. 

Claud. Most sincerely. 

J) . Pedro. What a pretty thing man is, when he 
goes in his doublet and hose, and leaves off his wit! 

Enter Dogberry, Verges, and the fPatch, with 
CoNRADK and Boraohio. 

Claud. He is then a giant to an ape : but then is 
an ape a doctor to such a man. 

D. Pedro. But, soft you, let be ; pluck up, my 
heart, and be sad I ^ Did lie not say, my brother was 
fled? 

Dogb. Come, you, sir ; if justice cannot tame you, 
she shall ne’er weigh more reasons in her balance : 
nay, an you be a cursing hypocrite once, you must 
be looked to. 

P. Pedro. How now, two of my brother’s men 
bound ! Borachio, one ! 

Claud. Hearken after their offence, my lord 1 

P. Pedro. Officei’s, what oflence have these men 
done? 

Pogb. Marry, sir, they have committed false re- 
port ; moreover, they have spoken untruths ; se- 
condarily, they are slanders ; sixth and lastly, they 
have belied a lady j thirdly, they have verified un- 
just things ; and, to conclude, they arc lying knaves. 

D. Pedro. First, I ask thee wliat they have done; 
thirdly, I ask thee what’s their offence ; sixth and 
lastly, why they are committed ; and, to conclude, 
what you lay to their charge? 

Claud. Rightly reasoned, and in his own division ; 
and, by my troth, tliere’s one meaning w^ell suited. 

P. Pedro. Whom have you offended, masters, 
that you are thus bound to your answer ? this learned 
constable is too cunning to be understood : What’s 
your offence ? 

Pora. Sweet prince, let me go no further to mine 
answer ; do you hear me, and let this count kill me. 
I have deceived even your very eyes ; what your 
wisdoms could not discover, these shallow fools 
have brought to light; who, in the night, over- 
ficard me confessing to this man, how don John 
your brother incensed'^ me to slander the lady 
Hero ; how you were brought into the orchard, and 


saw me court Margaret in Hero’s garment; how 
you disgraced her, when you should marry her : 
my villainy they have upon record; w^hich I had 
rather seal with my death, than repeat over to my 
shame : the lady is dead upon mine and my master’s 
false accusation ; and, briefly, I desire nothing but 
the reward of a villain. 

P. Pedro. Runs not this speech like iron through 
your blood? 

Claud. I have drunk poison, whiles he utter’d it. 

P. Pedro. But did my brotlier set tliee on to this? 

Pora. Yea, and paid me richly for the practice 
of it. 

P. Pedro. He is compos’d and fram’d of trea- 
chery ; — 

And fled he is upon this villainy. 

Claud. Sweet Hero ! now thy image dotli appear 
In the rare semblance that I loved it first. 

Pogb. Come, bring away the plaintifls ; by this 
time our sexton liath reformed signior Leonato of 
the matter : Aiul, mastei-s, do not forget to specify, 
when time and place shall serve, that I am an ass. 

Verg. Here, here comes master signior Leonato, 
and the sexton too. 

Reenter Leonato and Antonio, with the Sexton. 

Leon. Which is the villain ? Let me sec his eyes; 
ITiat when I note another man like him, 

1 may avoid him : Which of these is he ? 

Pora. If you would know your wronger, look 
on me. 

Ijcon. Art thou the slave, that with thy breath 
hast kill’d 

Mine innocent child ? 

Poia. Yea, even I alone. 

J^eon, No, not so, villain ; tliou hely’st thyself; 
Here stand a pair of honourable men, 

A third is fled, that had a hand in it , — 

I thank you, ))nnces, for my daughter’s death ; 
Record it with your high and worthy deeds ; 

’Twas bravely done, if you bethink you of it. 

Claud. I know not how to j>ray your patience, 
Yet I must speak : Choose your revenge your«-elf ; 
Impose me to what penance your invention 
Can lay upon my sin : yet siim’d I not, 

But in mistaking. 

/>. Pedro. By my soul, nor I ; 

And yet, to satisfy this good old man, 

I would bend under any heavy weight 
That he’ll enjoin me to. 

Leon. I cannot bid you bid my daughter live. 
That were impossible : but, I pray you both, 
Possess * the people in Messina here 
How innocent she died ; and, if your love 
Can labour aught in sad invention, 

Hang her an epitaph upon her tomb, 

And sing it to her bones ; sing it to-night : — 
To-morrow morning come you to my house ; 

And since you could not be my son-in-law, 

Be yet my nephew ; my brother hath a daughter. 
Almost the copy of my child that’s dead. 

And she alone is heir to both of us ; 

Give her the right you should have given her cousin. 
And so dies my revenge. 

Claud. O, nol)lc sir, 

Your over-kindness doth wring tears from 
I do embrace your offer ; and dispose 
For henceforth of poor Claudio. 


1 Setioui. 


« Incited. 


^ Acquaint. 
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Leon. To-morrow then I will expect your coming; 
To-night I take iny leave. — This naughty man 
Shall face to face be brought to Margaret, 

Who, I believe, was pack’d in all this wrong, 
Hir’d to it by your brother. 

Bora. No, by my soul, she was not ; 

Nor knew not what she did, when she si)oke to me ; 
But always hath been just and virtuous, 

In any thing that I do know' by her. 

I) ogb. Moreover, sir, (which, indeed, is not under 
white and black,) this plaintiff here, the offender, 
(lid call me ass : 1 beseech you, let it be remembered 
in his punishment : And also tlie watch heard them 
talk of one Deformed : they say, he wears a key in 
his ear, and a lock hanging by it; and borrow's mo- 
ney ; the which he hath used so long, and never 
paid, that now men grow hard-hearted, and will 
lend nothing : Pray you, examine him upon that 
j)()itit. 

Leon. I thank thee for thy care and honest pains. 

J) ogb. Your worship speaks like a most thankful 
and reverend youtli. 

Leon. There’s for thy pains. Go, I discharge 
thee of thy prisoner, and I thank thte. 

Dogb. I leave an arrant knave with your worship ; 
which, I beseech your w'orship, to correct yourself, 
for the example of others. 1 wish your worship 
well : I humbly give you leave to depart. — Come, 
neighbour. IfCjcennt Du(j«kiiuv, Vkkgks, awd Watch* 

Leon. Until to morrow-morning, lords, farewell. 

Ant. P.irewell, my lords ; we look for you to- 
morrow. 

7). Pedro. We W’ill not fail. 

Claud. To-night I’ll mourn with Hero. 

[^Exeunt Don Pkbko and Claudio. 

I.eo7i. Bring you these fellows on ; we’ll talk witli 
Margaret, 

How her acquaintance grew with this lewtU fellow. 

\_Exeiint. 

SCENE 11. — Leonato’s Garden. 

Enter Benedick and IMargarkt, jneeting. 

Benjc. Pray thee, sweet mistress Margaret, de- 
serve well at my liands, by helping me to the speecli 
of Beatrice. 

Marg. Will you then write me a sonnet in praise 
of my beauty ? 

lienc. In so higli a style, Margaret, tliat no man 
living shall come over it ; for in most comely truth, 
thou deservest it. 

Marg. Well, I will call Beatrice to you. 

^ Exit Margaret. 

Bene. \_Siiiging.^ 

The god of love. 

That sits above, 

And knows nie, and knows nic, 

How pitiful I deserve, — 

I mean, in singing : but in loving. — Leander the 
good swimmer, Troilus the first employer of pan- 
dars, and a whole book full of these quondam car- 
pet-mongers, whose names yet run smoothly in the 
even road of a blank verse, why, they were never so 
truly turned over and over as iny poor self, in love : 
Marry, I cannot show it in rhyme ; I have tried ; I 
can find out no rhyme to ladi/ but babp, an innocent 
rhyme ; for scorn, horn, a hard rhyme ; for school, 
fool, a babbling rhyme ; very ominous endings : 
No, I was not born under a rliyming planet, nor I 
cannot woo in festival terms. 

* CombirxHl. 


Enter Beatrice. 

Sweet Beatrice, wouldst thou come wlien I called - 
thee ? 

Beat. Yea, signior, and depart when you bid me. 

Bene. O, stay but till then ! 

Beat. Then, is spoken ; fare you well now : — 
iiid yet, ere I go, let me go with that I came for, 
which is, with knowing what hath passed between 
you and Claudio. 

Bene. Only foul words ; and thereupon I will 
kiss thee. 

Beat. Foul words are but foul breath, and foul 
breiitli is noisome; therefore I will depart unkissed. 

Bene. I'hou hast frighted the word out of his 
riglit sense, so forcible is thy wdt . But I must tell 
thee plainly, Claudio undergoes my challenge; 
and either J must sliortly hear from him, or I will 
subscribe him a cow'ard. And, 1 pray thee now, 
tell me, for which of my bad parts didst thou fii*st 
fall in love witli me? 

Beat. For them altogether; which maintained so 
politick a state of evil, that they will not admit any 
good part to intermingle with them. But for which 
of' iny good parts did you first siifT’er love for me ? 

Bene. Sn^er love ; a good epithet! I do suffer 
love, indeed, for 1 love thee against my will. 

Beal. In sjute of your Iieart, I think ; alas ! poor 
heart ! If you spite it for my sake, I wdll spite it for 
yours ; for I will never love that which my friend 
hates. 

Be/te. Thou and I are too w ise to w oo peaceably. 

Bent. It appears not in this confession : there’s 
not one wise man among twenty that will praise 
himself. 

Bene. An old, an old instance, Beatrice, that 
lived ill the time of good neighbours : if a man do 
not erect in this age his own tomb ere he dies, he 
shall live no longer in monunicMit than the bell rings, 
and the widow weeps. 

Beal. And how long is that, think you ? 

Bene. Question ? — Why, an hour in clamour, 
and a quarter iti rheum : 'I'lierefore it is most ex- 
pedient for the wise, (if don W’orm his conscience 
find no impediirieiit to the contrary,) to be the 
trumpet of his owm virtues, as I am to myself : So 
much for praising myself, (who, I myself will bear 
witness, is praise- w'orthy,) and now tell me. How 
doth your cousin ? 

Beat. Very ill. 

Be?ic. And how do you ? 

Beat. Very ill too. 

Bene. Serve God, love me, and mend: there 
will 1 leave you too, for here comes one in haste. 

Enter Ursula. 

(/ 9 ‘s. Madam, you must come to your uncle ; 
yonder’s old coil 6 at home : it is proved, my lady 
Hero hath been falsely accused, the prince and 
Claudio mightily abused; and don John is the 
author of all, who is fled and gone : will you come 
presently ? 

Beat. Will you go hear this new's, signior ? 

Bene. I will live in thy heart, be buried in thy 
eyes, and will go with thee to thy uncle’s, [Exeunt. 

SCENE HI. — The InsUle of a Church. 
Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, and Attendants, with 
musick and tapers. 

Claud. Is this the monument of LeOnato? 


s Wicked, 


8 Stir, 
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Atten. It is, my lord. 

Claud. [Jitfadif from a 5 cro//.] 

Done to death bi/ slanderous tonguesi 
Jf^as the Hero that here lies : 

Death in guerdon 7 of her wrongs. 

Gives her fame which never dies : 

So the life, that died with shame. 

Lives in death wUh glonoiis fame. 

Hang thou there upon the tomb, [Affixing it. 
Praising her when I am. dumb, — 

Now, musick, sound, and sing your solemn hymn. 

SONG. 

Pardon, goddess of the night. 

Those that slew thy virgin knight, 

Por the which, with songs of woe, 

Pound about her tomb they go. 

Midnight, assist our moan • 

Help us to sigh and groati, 

Heavdy, heauUy : 

Graves yawn, and yield your dead. 

Till death be uttered. 

Heavily, heavily, 

Claud, Now, unto thy bones good niglit ! 

Yearly will 1 do this rite. 

D, Pedro. Good morrow, masters; put your 
torches out : 

The wolves have prey’d ; and look, the gentle day, 
Before the wlieels of Bh<ebus, round about 
Dapples the drowsy cast w'ith spots of grey * 
Thanks to you all, aud leave us ; fare you well. 
Claud, Good morrow, masters; each his several 
way; 

D, Pedro. Come, let us hence, and put on other 
weeds ; 

And then to Lconato’s we will go. 

Claud. And, Hymen, now with luckier issue 
speeds, 

Than this, for whom we render’d up this woe ! 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. A lioom in Leonato ’5 House. 

Enter Leonato, Antonio, Benedick, Beatrice, 
Ursula, Friar, and Hero. 

Friar. Did I not tell you she was innocent ? 
Leon, So arc the prince and Claudio, who ac- 
cus’d her, 

Upon the error that you heard debated : 

But Margaret was in some fault for this ; 

Although against her will, as it ai)pears 
In the true course of all the question. 

Ant. Well, I am glad that all things sort so well. 
Jlene, And so am I, being else by faith enforc’d 
To call young Claudio to a reckoning for it. 

Leon, Well, daughter, and you gentlewomen all, 
Withdraw into a chamber by yourselves ; 

And, when I send for you, come hither mask’d ; 
The prince and Claudio promis’d by this hour 
To visit me : — You know your office, brother ; 
You must be father to your brother’s daughter. 

And give her to young Claudio. [Exeunt Ladies, 
Ant, Which I will do with confirm’d countenance. 
Bene, Friar, I must entreat your pains, I think. 
Friar, To do what, signior? 

Bene, To bind me, or undo me, one of them. — 
Signior Leonato, truth it is good signior, 

Your niece regards me with an eye of favour. 

7 Reward. 


Act V 

Leon. That eye my daughter lent iier ; ’Tis most 
true, 

Bene, And I do with an eye of love requite her. 
Leon. The sight whereof, 1 think, you had from 
me. 

From Claudio and tlie prince ; But what’s your will ? 

Bene. Your answer, sir, is enigmatical : 

But, for ray will, my will is, your good will 
May stand with ours, this day to be conjoin’d 
In the estate of lioiiourable marriage ; — 

In which, good friar, I shall desire your help. 

Leon, My heart is with your liking. 

Friar. And nly help. 

Here comes tlie prince, and Claudio. 

Enter Don Pedro and Claudio, with Attendants, 

D, Pedro, Good morrow to this fair assembly. 
Leon. Good morrow, prince ; good morrow, 
Claudio ; 

Wo here attend yon ; aie you yet determin’d 
To-day to marry witli my brotlier’s daughter? 
Claud. I’ll hold my mind, wore she an Ethiope. 
Lcoyi. Call her forth, brother, here’s the friar 
ready. [Exit Antonio. 

D. Pedro. Good morrow, Benedick : Why, what’s 
the matter, 

That you have such a February ^ace, 

So full of frost, of storm, and cloudiness? 

Claud. I think, he thinks upon the savage !)un : — 
Tush, fear not, man, we’ll tip thy liorns with gold. 

Re-enter Antonio, with the Ladies masked. 

For this I owe }ou : here come other reckonings. 
Which is the lady I must seize upon? 

Aut, This same is slie, and I do give you her, 
Claud. Why, then sJic s mine: Sweet, let me see 
your face. 

T con. Nt), that you shall not, till you take her 
hand, 

Before tliis friar, and swear to marry her, 

Claud. Give me yonr hand before this lioly friar; 
I am your hut»baiid, if you like of nas 

Hero. And when I lived, I was your other wife : 

[ Unmasking. 

And when you loved, yon were my other husband. 
Claud. Another Hero? 

Hero, Nothing certainer . 

One Hero died defam’d ; but I do li\e, 

And, surely as I live, I am a maid. 

D. Pedro. The former Hero ! Hero that is dead. 
Leon. She died, my lord, but whiles her slander 
lived. 

Friar. All this amazement can I qualify ; 

When, after that tlie holy rites are ended, 

I’ll tell you largely of fair Hero’s death ; 

Mean time, let wonder seem familiar, 

And to the chapel let us presently. 

Bene. Soft and fair, friar. — Which is Beatrice ? 
Beat* I answer to that name; [Unmasking."] 
What is yonr will ? 

Bcrte. Do not you love me ? 

Beat. No, no more than reason. 

Bene, Why, then your uncle, and the prince, 
and Claudio, 

Have been deceived ; for they swore you did. 

Beat. Do you not love me ? 

Bene, No, no more than reason. 

Beat, Why, then my cousi.*, Margaret, and Ursula, 
Are much deceiv’d ; for they did swear you did. 


MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 
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Scene IV, 


Bene. They swore t^iat you wore almost sick for me. 

Beat, I'hey swore that you were well-nigh dead 
for me. 

Bene. ’Tis such matter : — Then yoti do not 
love me ? 

Beat. No, truly, but in friendly recompense. 

hcon. Come, cousin, I am sure you love the 
gentleman. 

Claud. And I’ll be sworn upon*t, that he loves her; 
For here’s a pa-jier, Avritten in his lifind, 

A halting sonnet of his own pure brain, 

Faslhon’d to Beatrice. 

Ifcro. And here’s another, 

Writ in iny cousin’s hand, stolen from her pocket. 
Containing her affection unto Benedick. 

Bene. A miracle ! here’s our own hands against 
our hearts ! — (k)ine, I will have thee ; but, by this 
light, I take thee for pity. 

Beat. 1 would not deny you ; but, by this good 
day, I yield upon great })erMia<'ion ; and, partly to 
save your life ; for I was told you were in a con- 
sumption. 

Bene. I’eace, I will stop your mouth. — 

[Kiasin^ her. 

J). Pedro. How dost thou, Benedick the married 
man ? 

Bene. I’ll tell thee wliat, prince ; a college of wit- 
crackers cannot flout me out of my humour : Dost 
tliou tliink, I care for a satire, or an epigram ? No : 
If a man will be beaten with brains, he sliall Avear 


notliing handsome about him : In brief, since I do 
propose to marry, I will think nothing to any pur- 
pose that the world can say against it ; and therefore 
never flout at me for what I have said against it ; 
for man is a giddy thing, and this is my conclusion. — 
For thy part, Claiulio, I di<l think to have beaten 
Ihee ; but in that® thou art like to be my kinsman, 
live unbruised, and love my cousin. 

Claud. I had well hoj)ed, thou wouldst have 
denied Beatrice, that I might have cudgelled thee 
out of thy single life, to make thee a double dealer ; 
which, out of question, thou Avilt be, if my cousin 
do not look exceeding narroAAdy to thee. 

Bene. Come, come, we arc friends : — lei’s have 
a dance, ere w^c arc married, that w^e might lighten 
‘ our ow'n Iiearts and our wives’ heels. 

Peon. We’ll have dancing after Avards. 

Bene. First, o’my word ; thereforCj^play, musick. 
— Prince, thou art sad ; get thee a wife, get thee a 
Avife : there is no stafi* more reverend than one 
tipped with horn. 

Enter a Messenger. 

My lord, your brother John is ta’en in 
flight, 

And brought with armed men back to IMessina. 

Bene. 'Fliink not on him till to-morroAA'^ ; I’ll 
devise thee brave punishments for him. — Strike up, 
pipers. [Dance. — Exeunt. 

p Because. 
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MIDSUMMER-NIGHT’S DREAM 


PERSONS REPRESENTED. 


Theseus, Duke of Athens. 

Egeus, Father to Herniia. 

Lysander, I Ilermia. 

XyCM£THlUSy j 

Philostratk, Master of the Revels to Theseus. 
Quince, the Carpenter* 

Snug, the Joiner. 

Bottom, the IVcaver. 

Flute, the Rellows-niender. 

Snout, the Tinker. 

Starveling, the Tailor. 

Hippolyta, Queen of the Amazons, betrothed to 
Theseus. 

IIermia, Daughter to Egeus, m love with Lysander. 
Helena, in love with Demetrius. 


Oblron, King of the Fairies. 

Titania, Queen of the Fairies. 

Puck, or Robin-goodfellow, a Fairy. 
Peas-blossom, 

Cobweb, 

Moth, 

Mustaru-seed, 

Pyram ust 
Thisbcj 
Wall, 

Moonshine, 

Lion, 


Fairies. 


I CVmrrtc/crs in the Interlude per* 
formed by the Clowns. 


Other Fairies atteridmg their King and Queen. 
Attendants on Theseus and HippoJyU. 


SCENE, Athens ; and a Wood not far from it. 


ACT 1. 


SCENE I. — Atliens. A Room in the Palace <f i 
Theseus. ' 

Enter Theseus, Hippolyta, Piiii.ostrate, and 
Attendants. 

Now, fair Hippolyta, our nuptial hour 
Draws on apace ; four happy days bring in 
Another moon ; but, oli, methinks, how slow 
This old moon wanes ! she lingers my desires. 

Like to a step-dame, or a dowager, 

Long withering out a young man’s revenue. 

Hip. Four days will quickly steep themselves in 
nights ; 

ji Four nights will quickly dream away the time ; 

; And then the moon, like to a silver bow 
;New bent in heaven, shall behold the night 
Of our solemnities. 

The. Go, Philostrate, 

Stir up the Athenian youth to merriments ; 

Awake the pert and nimble spirit of mirth ; 

Turn melancholy forth to funerals, 

The pale companion is not for our pomp. 

{^Exit Philostrate. 

Hippolyta, I woo’d thee with my sword, 

And won thy love, doing thee injuries ; 

But I will wed thee in another key, 

With pomp, with triumph, and with revelling. 


Enter Egeus, FIermia, Lysander, and Demetrius. 
Ege. Happy be Theseus, our renowned duke ! 
The. Thanks, good Egeus : What’s the news with 
thee ? 

Ege. Full of vexation come I, with complaint 
Against my child, my daughter IIermia. — 

Stand forth, Demetrius ; My noble lord, 

This man hath my consent to marry her : — 

Stjind forth, Lysander ; — and, my gracious duke, 
Tliis hath betwich’d the bosom of my child : 

Thou, thou, Lysander, thou hast given her rhymes, 
And interchang’d love-tokens with my child : 

Thou hast by moon-light at her window sung, 
With feigning voice, verses of feigning love ; 

And stol’n the impression of her fantasy 
With bracelets of thy hair, rings, gauds, conceits, 
Knacks, triHes, nosegays, sweet-meats ; messengers 
Of strong prevailment in unharden’d youth : 

With cunning hast tliou filch’d my daughter’s heart ; 
Turn’d her obedience, which is due to me, 

To stubborn harshness : — And, my gracious duke. 
Be it so she will not here before your grace 
Consent to marry with Demetrius, 

I beg the ancient privilege of Athens ; 

As she is mine, I may dispose of her : 

Which shall be cither to this gentleman, 
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Act I. Scene I. 

Or to lier death ; according to our law. 
Immediately provided in that case. 

The. What say you, Herniia? be advis’d, fair maid : 
To you your fatlier should be as a god ; 

One that compos’d your beauties ; yea, and one 
To whom you are but as a form in wax, 

By him imprinted, and within his power 
To leave the figure, or disfiguie it. 

Demetrius is a worthy gentleman. 

Her. So is Lysander. 

The. In himself he is : 

But, in this kind, wanting your father’s voice. 

The other must be held the worthier. 

Her. I would, my father look’d but w’ith my eye.s. 
The, Bather your eyes must wdtli his judgment 
• look. 

Her. I do entreat your grace to ])ar<lon me. 

I know' not by what power 1 am made bold ; 

Nor how it may concern my modesty. 

In such a presence here, to plead iny thoughts : 

But I beseech your grace that I may know 
The worst that may befal me in this case. 

If 1 refuse to wed Demetrius. 

The. Either to die the death, or to abjure 
For ever the society of men. 

'I'herefore, fair Hermia, question your desires, 
Whether, if you yield not to your father’s choice, 
You can endure the livery of a nun ; 

For aye to be in shady cloister mew’d, 

To live a barren sister all your life, 

Chanting faint hymns to the cold fruitless moon. 
Thrice blessed they, that master so their blood. 

To undergo such maiden pilgrimage • 

But earthlier happy is the rose distill’d, 

Than that, which, withering on the virgin thorn. 
Grows, lives, and dies in single blessedness. 

Her. So will I grow, so live, so die, my lord, 
Ere I will yield my virgin patent up 
Unto his lordship, whose unwished yoke 
My soul consents not to give sovereignty. 

27/6’. Take time to pause ; and, by the next new 
moon, 

(The sealing-day betwixt my love and me, 

For everlasting bond of fellowship,) 

Upon that day either prepare to die. 

For disobedience to your father’s will ; 

Or else, to wed Demetrius, as he would ; 

Or on Diana’s altar to protest, 

For aye, austerity and single life. 

Hem. Relent, sweet Hermia ; — And, Lysander, 
yield 

Thy crazed title to my certain right. 

Tys. You have her father’s love, Demetrius ; 

Let me have Hermia’s : do you marry him. 

■Egc. Scornful Lysander > true, he hath my love j 
And what is mine my love shall render him ; 

And she is mine ; and all my right of her 
I do estate unto Demetrius. 

Lys. I am, my lord, as well deriv’d as he, 

As w’ell possess’d ; my love is more than his ; 

My fortunes every way as fairly rank’d. 

If not with vantage, as Demetrius’ ; 

And, which is more than all these boasts can be, 

I am belov’d of beauteous Hermia : 

Why should not I then prosecute my right ? 
Demetrius, I’ll avouch it to his head, 

Made love to Nedar’s daughter, Helena, 

And won her soul ; and she, sweet lady, dotes 
Upon this spotted > and inconstant man. 

» Wu keil 


The. 1 must confess, tliat I have heard so much» 
And with Demetrius thought to have spoke tliercof » 
But, being over-full of self-aflairs, 

My mind did lose it. — But, Demetrius, come ; 
And come, Egeus ; you shall go with me ; 

I have some private schooling for you bolli. — 

For you, fair Ilennia, look you arm yourself 
Tt> fit your fancies to your fatlier’s will ; 

Dr else the law of Athens yields you up 
(Which by no means we may e-vtenuate,) 

To death, or to a vow of single life. — 

Come, my Hippolyta ; What cheer, my love? — 
Demetrius, and Egeus, go along • 

I must employ you in some business 
Against our nuptial ; and confer with you 
Of something nearly that concerns yourselves, 

Lgc. With duty, and desire, we follow^ you. 

[TJrettnl Thes. Hip. E(;e. Dem a7id train, 
hys. How now, ray love? Whyisyoiirchecksopale? 
How chance the roses there do fade so fast ? 

Her. Belike, for want of rain ; which I could well 
Beteem them from the tempest of mine eyes. 

Lys. Ah me ! for aught that ever I could read, 
Could ever hear by tale or history, 

The course of true love never did run smooth : 

But, either it was difTerent m tjlood ; 

Or else misgrafled, in respect of years ; 

Or else it stood upon the choice of friends : 

Or, if there were a sympathy in choice, 

War, death, or sickness did lay siege to it ; 

Making it momentany » as a sound, 

Swift as a shadtiw, short as any dream ; 

Brief as the lightning in the collied ^ night. 

That, in a spleen, unfolds both heaven and earth, ; 
And ere a man hath power to say, — Behold ! 

The jaws of darkness do devour it up : 

So quick bright things come to confusion. 

Her. If then true lovers have been ever cross’d, 
It stands as an edict in destiny : 

Then let us teach our trial patience, 

Because it is a customary cross ; 

As due to love, as thoughts, and dreams, and sighs, 
Wihlies, and tears, poor fancy’s ^ followers. 

Lys. A good persuasion ; tlierefore, hear me, 
H ermia. 

I have a widow aunt, a dowager 
Of great revenue, and she hath no child : 

From Athens is Iier house remote seven leagues ; 
And she respects me as her only son. 

There, gentle Hermia, may I marry tliee ; 

And to that place the sharj) Athenian law 
Cannot pursue us : If thou lov’st me then, 

Steal forth thy father’s house to-morrow night ; 

And in the wood, a league without the town, 
Where I did meet thee once with Helena, 

To do observ'ance to a morn of May, 

There will I stay for thee. 

Her. My good Lysander ! 

I swear to thee by Cupid’s strongest bow ; 

By his best arrow with the golden head ; 

By the simplicity of Venus’ doves ; 

By that which knitteth souls, and prospers loves ; 
And by that fire which burn’d the Carthage queen, 
When the false Trojan under sail was seen ; 

By all the vows that ever men have broke. 

In number more than ever women spoke ; — 

In that same place thou hast appointed me, 
To-morrow truly will I meet with thee. 

* Give. iHJStow. * Momentary. 

< Black * Love’i. 

K 2 
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Lys. Keep promise, love ; Look, here comes 
Helena. 

Efiter Helena. 

Ner, God speed fair Helena ! Whither away ? 
Hel. Call you me fair? tliat fair again unsay. 
Demetrius loves you fair : O happy fair ! 

Your eyes are lode-stars and your tongue’s sweet air 
More tuneable than lark to shepherd’s ear, 

When wheat is green, when hawthorn buds appear. 
Sickness is catching ; O, were favour 7 su ' 

Yours would I catcli, fair Hennia, ere I go ; 

My ear should catcli your voice, my eye your eye. 
My tongue should catch your tongue’s sweet melody. 
Were tlie world mine, Demetrius being bated, 

The rest I’ll give to be to )ou translated. 

O, teach me liow you look ; and with wJiat art 
You swjiy the motion of Demetrius’ heart. 

Her. I frown uiion liim, yet he loves me still. 
HeL O, that your frowns ivould teach my smiles 
such skill ' 

Her, The more I hate, the more he follows me. 
Hel. The more I love, the more he hateth me. 
Her, His folly, Helena, is no fault of mine. 

Hel, None, but }our beauty ; ’Would that fault 
w'ere mine ! 

Her. Take comfort ; he no more shall see my face, 
I^ysander and myself will Hy this place*. — 

Helen, to you our minds we will unfold : 
To-morrow night when l^lwUc doth behold 
Her silver visage in the wat’ry glass, 

[Decking with liquid pearl the bladed grass, 

(A time that lovers’ flights doth still conceal,) 
Through Athens’ gates have wc de\is’d to steal. 

Her. And in the wood, where often you and I 
Upon faint primrose-heds wer^* wont to lie. 
Emptying our bosoms of their counsel sweet; 
There my Lysander and myself shall meet . 

And thence, from Atliens, turn away our eyes, 

To seek new friends anil stranger companies. 
Farewell, sw'eet play-fellow ; j)ray thou for us. 
And good luck grant thee thy Demetrius ! 

Keep word, Lysander ; w'e must starve our sight 
From lovers’ food, till morrow' deep midnighi. 

[Exit IIfrm. 

Lys. I will, my Hermia. — Ilelemi, adieu : 

As you on him, Demetrius liote on you ! [Exit Lys. 

Hd, How happy some, o’er other some can be ! 
Through Athens 1 am thought as fair as she. 

But what of that ? Demetrius thinks not so; 

He will not know what all but he do know. 

And as he errs, doting on llermia’s eyes, 

So I, admiring of his qualities. 

Things base and vile, holding no quantity, 

I^ove can transpose to form and dignity. 

Love looks not with the eyes, but with the mind; 
And therefore is winged Cupid painted blind. 
kNdr hath love* s mind of any judgment taste ; 
Wings, and no eyes, figure uiihcedy haste ; 

And therefore is love said to be a child, 

Because in choice he is so oft beguil’d. 

As waggish boys in game » themselves forswear, 

So the boy love is peijur’d every where : 

For ere Demetrius look’d on Ilennia’s eyne^. 

He hail’d down oaths, that he was only mine ; 

X will go tell him of fair Hermia’s flight ; 

Tlien to the wood will he, to-morrow night, 
Pursue her; and for this intelligence 
If I have tlianks, it is a dear expence : 

» Pole stars. f Countenance. 

* Sport. > Eyes. 


But herein mean I to enrich my pain, 

To have his sight thither, and back again. [Exit. 

SCENE 11. — The same. A Hoorn in a Cottage. 

Enter Snug, Bottom, Flute, Snout, Quince, and 
Starveling. 

duin. Is all our company here ? 

Jiot* You were best to call them generally, man 
by man, according to the scrip. 

Qidyi. Here is the scroll of every man’s name, 
which is thought fit, through all Athens, to play in 
our interlude before the duke and duchess, on his 
w^edding-day at night. 

Hot. First, good Peter Quince, say w'hat the 
play treats on ; then read the names of the actors ; 
and so grow to a point. 

Quin. Marry, our play is — Tlie most lamentable 
comedy, and most cruel death of Pyramus and 
Thishy. 

Hot. A very good }jiece of work, I assure you, 
and a merry. — Now, good Peter Quince, call forth 
your actors by the scrol 1 ; Masters, spread yourselves. 

Quin. Answ'cr, as I call you. — Nick Bolton;, 
the weaver. 

Hot. Ready. Name what part I am for, and 
proceed. 

Qmw. You, Nick Bottom, are set down for Pyramus. 

Hot. What is Pyramus? a lo\er, or a tyiaiit. 

Quin. A lover, that kills himself most gallantly 
for love. 

Itot. That will ask some teais in the true per- 
forming of it ; If 1 do it, let the antlience look to 
their eyes; I will move storms, I will eoiidolc in 
some measure. To the rest . — ’i'et my chief hu- 
mour is for a tyrant : I could play Ercles rarely, 
or a part to tear a cat in, to make all split. 

1 The raging rocks, 

I “ Witli shivering shocks, 

Shall break the locks 
“ Of prison gates ; 

** And Phibbns’ car 
“ Shall shine from far, 

“ And make and mar 
“ The foolish fates.” 

This w'as lofty ! — Now name the rest of the players, 
— This is Ercles’ vein, a tyrant’s vein ; a lover is 
more condoling. 

Quin. Francis Flute, the bellows-mender. 

Flu. Here, Peter Quince. 

Quin. A"ou must take Tlilsby on you. 

E'lu. What is Thisby? a wandering knight? 

Quin. It is the lady that Pyramus must love. 

Flu. Nay, faitli, let me not play a w oman ; I 
have a beard coming. 

Quin. That’s all one ; you shall play it in a mask, 
and you may speak as small as you wdll. 

Hot. An I may hide my face, let mo play, Thisby 
too : I’ll speak in a monstrous little voice ; — ThisnCy 
Thime, — Alt, Pyramus, my lover dear; thy Thisby 
dear : and lady dear ! 

Quin. No, no ; you must play Pyramus, and, 
Flute, you Thisby. 

Hot. Well, proceed. 

Quin. Robin Starveling, the tailor. 

Starv. Here, I’eter Quince. 

Quin. Robin Starveling, you must play Tliisby’s 
mother. — Tom Snout, the tinker. 

Snout. Here, Peter Quince. 
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Quiji, You, Pyramus’s father; myself Thisby’s 
father ; — Snug, the joiner, you, the lion’s part : — 
and, I hope‘s here is a play titled. 

Sriuff. Have you the lion’s part written? pray 
you, if it be, give it me, for I am slow of study. 

Quin. You may do it extempore, for it is nothing 
but roaring. 

Hot. Let me play the lion too : I will roar, that 
I will do any man’s heart good to hear me; I wall 
roar, that 1 will make the duke say, Lei him roar 
agaiUi Let hvti roar a"ain. 

Qum. An you should do it too terribly, you would 
fright the duchess and the ladies, that they w'ould 
shriek : and that were enough to liang us all. 

All. That would hang us every mother’s son. 

Hot. I grant you, friends, if that you should 
fright the ladies out of their wits, they would have 
no more discretion but to hang us: but 1 will ag- 
gravate my voice so, that I will roar you as gently 
as any sucking dove; I will roar you an’ ’tw'cre 
any nightingale. 

Quin. You can play no part but Pyramus ; for 
Pyramus is a sw'cet-faced man ; a proper man, as 


one shall see in a summer’s day : a most lovely, 
gentleman-like man ; therefore you must needs 
play l*yramus. 

Hot. Well, I will undertake it. What beard were 
I best to play it in V 

Quin. Why, wdiat you w ill. 

Hot. I will discharge it in either your straw- 
coloured beard, your orange-tawny beard, your 
purple-ill-grain beard, or your perfect yellow. 

Quin. Masters, here are your paits. and I am 
to entreat you, request you, and desire you, to con 
them by to-morrow night ; and meet me in the 
palace wood, a mile without the town, by moon- 
light; there will w^e rehearse ; for if we meet in 
the city, we shall be dog’d with company, and our 
devices known. In the mean time, I will draw a 
bill of properties 6, such as our play w ants. 1 pray 
you, fail me not. 

Hot. We will meet; and there we may rehearse 
courageously, lake pains; be perfect; adieu. 

Qnin. At the duke’s oak we meet. 

Hot. Enough : Hold, or cut bow -strings. 7 

\^Exeunt. 


ACT II. 


SCENE A ILood near Athens. 

Enter a Fairy at one door, and Puck at another. 

Park. How' now', spirit' whither wander you? 
Eui. Over hill, over dale, 

Thorough bush, thoiough briar, 

Over park, over pule, 

Thorough flood, thorough fire, 

1 do wander every where, 

Swifter than the moones sphere ; 

And 1 serve the fairy queen. 

To dew her orbs upon the green : 

The cowslips tall her pensioners be; 

In their gold coats spots you see ; 

^rbosc be rubies, fairy favours, 

In those freckles live their savours ; 

I must go seek some dew'-drops here. 

And hang a pearl in every cow^slip’s ear. 

Farewell, thou lob^ of spirits, I’.H be gone; 

Our queen and all her elves come here anon, 

I^uck. The king doth keep his revels here to-night; 
Take heed, the queen come not within his sight, 
For Oheron is passing fell and wrath, 

Because that she, as her attendant, hath 
A lovely boy, stol’n from an Indian king ; 

She never had so sweet a changeling ; 

And jealous Oheron would have the child 
Knight of his train, to trace the forests wild : 

But she, perforce, withholds the loved boy. 

Crowns him with flowers, and makes him all her joy : 
And now they never meet in grove, or green, 

By fountain clear, or spangled star-light sheen % 
But tlicy do square ^ ; that all their elves, for fear, 
Creep into acorn cups, and hide them there. 

E ai. F^ither 1 mistake your shape and making quite, 
Or else you are that shrewd and knavish sprite. 
Call’d Robin Goodfellow : are you not be, 

I hat fright the maidens of the villagery ; 

1 As if. 2 Circlos. 3 A term of contempt 

* binning. # Quarrel. 


Skim milk ; and sometimes labour in the quern 8, 
And bootless make the breathless housewife churn; 
And sometimes make the drink to bear no barm ^ ; 
Mislead night -wanderers, laughing at their harm ? 
’Fhose that Hobgoblin call you, and sw'eet Puck, 
You do tlieir work, and they shall have good luck : 
Are not you he ? 

Puck. Thou speak ’ht aright ; 

I am that merry wanderer of the niglit. 

I jest to Oheron, and make him smile, 

When I a fat and bean-fed horse beguile, ) 
Neighing in likeness of a silly foal ; ' 

And sometime luik I in a gossip’s bowl, 

In very likeness of a roasted crab ' ; 

And, w hen she drinks, against her lips I bob, 

And on her wither’d dew -lap pour the ale. 

The wisest aunt, telling the saddest tale, 

Sometime for three-foot stool mistaketh me ; 

Then slip I from her, and dowm topples she, 

And tailor cries, and falls into a cough ; 

And then the whole quire hold their hips, and Ioffe ; 
And waxen in their mirth, and neeze, and sw'ear 
A merrier hour was never w'asted there. — - 
But room, F’airy, here comes Oheron. 

Eau And here my mistress : -—’Would that he 
were gone ! 

SCENE II. 

Enter Obkron, at one door^ with his train, and 
Titania, at another, with hers. 

Obe. Til met by moonlight, proud Titania. 

TUa. What, jealous Oberon ? Fairy, skip hence ; 
I have forsworn his bed and company. 

Ohe. Tarry, rash wanton : Am not I thy lord? 
TUa. Then I must be thy lady ; But I know 
When thou hast stol’n away from fairy land, 

And in the shape of Corin sat all day, 

® Articles required in performing a play. 

' At all events. Mill. 

» Yeast. - Wild apple. 
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Playing on pipes of com, and versing love 
To amorous Pliillida. Why art thou here, 

Come from the farthest steep of India ? 

But that, forsooth, the bouncing Amazon, 

Your buskin’d mistress, and your warrior love. 

To Theseus must be wedded ; and you come 
To give their bed joy and prosperity. 

Obe, How canst thou thus, for shame, Titania, 
Glance at my credit with Hippolyta, 

Knowing I know thy love to Theseus? 

Didst thou not lead him through the glimmering 
night, 

And make him wnth fair iEgle break his faith, 

With Ariadne, and Antiopa? 

Tita* These are tlie forgeries of jealousy : 

And never since the middle sninnier’s spring, 

Met we on hill, in dale, forest, or mead. 

By paved fountain, or by rushy brook, 

Or on tlie beached margcnt of the sea. 

To dance our ringlets to the whistling wind, 

But witii thy hrawls thou hast disturb’d our sport. 
Therefore the winds, piping to us in vain, 

As in revenge, Iiave suck’d up from the sea 
Contagious fogs ; which falling in the land, 

Have every pelting ^ livcr made so proud, 

That they have overborne their continents ; 

The ox bath therefore stretch’d bis yoke in vain, 

The ploughman lost his sweat ; and the green corn 
Hath rotted ere his youth attain’d a beard : 

The fold stands emi)ty in the drowned field. 

And crows arc fatted with the murrain flock ; 

The nine men’s morris is flll’d up with mud ; 

And the quaint mazes in the wanton green, 

For lack of tread, are undistinguishabh* : 

The human mortals want their winter here ; 

No night is now with hymn or carol blest : — 
Therefore the moon, the governess of floods, 

Pale in her anger, washes all the air, 

That rheuinatick diseases do abound : 

And thorough this distemperature, we see 
The seasons alter ; hoary«headcd frosts 
Fall in the fresh lap of the ciimson rose ; 

And on old Hyem’s chin, and icy crown. 

An odorous chaplet of sweet summer buds 
Is, as in mockery, set : The siiring, the summer, 
The childing ^ autumn, angry winter, change 
Their wonted liveries ; and the ’mazed world. 

By their increase, now knows not which is which : 
And this same progeny of evils comes 
From our debate, from our dissension ; 

We are their parents and original. 

Ode. Do you amend it then ; it lies in you : 

Why should Titania cross her Oberon ? 

I do but beg a little changeling boy, 

To be my henchman. 6 

Tiia. Set your heart at rest, 

Tlie fairy land buys not the cliild of me. 

His mother was a vot’ress of my order : 

And, in tiie spiced Indian air, by night, 

Full often hath she gossip’d by my side ; 

And sat with me on Neptune’s yellow sands, 
Marking the embarked traders on the flood ; 

But she, being mortal, of that boy did die ; 

And, for her sake, I do rear up her boy ; 

And, for her sake, I will not part with him. 

Ode. How long within this wood intend you stay ? 
Perchance, till after Theseus* wedding-day. 

^ Petty. Banks which rontam them, 

* Holes matle for a game played by boys 
® Autumn producing flowers unseaMiuably. Page 


If you will patiently dance in our round, 

And see our moonlight revels, go with us; 

If not, shim me, and I will spare your haunts. 

Ode. Give me that boy, and I will go with thee. 
7'tta. Not for tliy kingdom. — Faries, away : 

We shall chide downright, if I longer stay. 

[L'jreunt Titania, anfJ her train. 
Ode. Well, go thy way : thou shalt not from this 
grove, 

Till I torment thee for this injury. — 

]My gentle Fuck, come hither ; Thou reinember’st 
Since once I sat upon a promontory, 

And heard a mermaid on a dolpliiu’s back, 

Uttering such dulcet and harmonious breath, 

That the rude sea grew civil at her sung ; 

And certain stars shot madly from their spheres, 

To hear the sea-maid’s musick. 

Puck. 1 remember. 

Ode. Tliat very time I saw, but thou coiild'st not. 
Flying between the cold moon ami the earth, 

Cupid all arm’d: A certain aim he took 
At a fair vestal, throned by the west ; 

And loos’d his love-shaft smartly from his bow, 

As it should pierce a hundred thousand Ijearts : 

Hut I might see young Cupid’s fiery shaft 
Q,uench’d in the cliaste beams of the wat’ry moon j 
And the imperi.al vot’ress passed on. 

In maiden meditation, fan cy -free. 

Yet mark’d I where the bolt oT Cupid fell : 

It fell upon a little western flower, — 

Before, milk-white ; nowpurple with love’s wound — - 
And maidens call it love-in-idleness. 

Fetch me tliat flower ; the herb I show’d tliee once : 
'fhe juice of it on sk'ei>ing eye-lids laitl. 

Will make or man or woman madly dote 
Upon the next live creature that it sees. 

Fetch me this herb : and be thou here again, 

Ere the Leviathan can swim a league. 

Puck. I’ll put a girdle round about the earth 
In forty minutes. [Exit Fuck. 

Ode. Having once this juice. 

I’ll watch Titania when she is asleep. 

And droji the liquor of it in her eyes : 

The next thing tlien she waking looks upon, 

( Be it on lion, bear, or wolf, or bidl, 

On meddling monkey, or on busy ape,') 

She sJiall pursue it with the soul of love. 

And ere 1 take this charm off from her sight, 

(As I can take it with another lierb,) 

I’ll make her render up her page to me. 

But w ho comes here ? I am invisible ; 

And 1 w^ill over-hear their conference. 

Enter Demetrius, Helena following hint. 
Dem. I love thee not, therefore pursue me not. 
Where is Lysander, and fair Hermia? 

The one I’ll slay, the other slayetli me. 

Thou told’st me they were stolen into this wood. 
And here am I, and wood 7 within this wood, 
Because I cannot meet with Hermia. 

Hence, gettheegoiie, and follow me no more. 

lleL You draw me, you hard-hearted adamant ; 
But yet you draw not iron, for my heart 
Is true as steek Leave you your power to draw, 
And I shall have no power to follow you. 

Bern. Do 1 entice you ? Do I spetik you fair ? 
Or rather, do I not in plainest truth 
Tell you — I do not, nor I cannot love you ? 

7 Raving mad. 
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Hel, And even for that do I love you the more, 

1 am your spaniel ; and, Demetrius, 

The more you boat me, I will fawn on you ; 

Use me but as your spaniel, spurn me, strike me, 
Neglect me, lose me ; only give me leave, 
Unworthy as I am, to follow you. 

What worser place can 1 beg in your love, 

( A.nd yet a place of high respect with me,) 

Than to be used as you use your (log 

Dem. Tempt not' too inuch tlie Hatred of my 
spirit ; 

For T am sick, when 1 do look on thee. 

JIcL And 1 am sick, when I look not on you. 
Dcrn. You do impeach ^ your modesty too much. 
To leave the city, and commit yourself 
Into the hands of one that loves you not. 

Hel. Your virtue is my })rivilege for that. 

It is not night, when I do see your face, 

' Therefore I think I am not in the night : 

' Nor <loth this wood lack worlds of company ; 

' For you, in my respect, are all the world: 

I Then how can it be said, I am alone, 

*When all the world is here to look on me? 

J)crn. Fll run from thee, and hide me in the 
brakes, 

And leave thee to the mercy of wild l)easts. 

Ht'f. The wdldest hath not such a heart as you. 
Run when you will, the story shall be chang’d ; 
Apollo dies, and Daphne holds the chase ; 

The dove pursues the gridin ; the mild hind 
IVIakes speed to catch the tiger : Rootless speed ! 
When cowardice pursues, and \alour dies. 

JJem. I w ill not stay thy questions : let me go : 
Or, if thou follow me, do not Ijclleve 
Rut I shall do thee mischief in the wood. 

JJel. Ay, in the temple, in the tow'n, the field. 
You do me mischief. Fye, Demetrius ! 

Your wrongs do set a scandal on my sex ! 

We cannot light for love, as men may do ; 

We should be woo’d, and were not made to woo. 
I’ll follow thee, and make a heaven of hell, 

To die upon ^ the hand I love so well. 

[Hreunl Dkm. a7ul IIel. 
Obe. Fare thee well, nymph : ere he do leave this 
grove. 

Thou shalt fly him, and he shall seek thy love. — 
Jie-entcr Pltck. 

Hast thou the flower there ? Welcome, w'anderer. 
Puck. Ay, there it Is, 

Obe. I pray thee, give it me. 

1 know a bank whereon the wild thyme blows, 
Where ox-lips' and the nodding violet grows ; 
Quite over-canopied with lush woodbine, 

With sweet musk-roses, and with eglantine : 

There sleeps Titania, some time of the night. 
Lull’d in these flowers with dances and delight; 
And there the snake throws her enamell’d slun, 
Weed wdde enough to wrap a fairy in : 

And with the juice of this I’ll streak her eyes, 

And make her full of hateful fantasies. 

Take thou some of it, and seek through this grove : 

A sweet Athenian lady is in love 

With a disdainful youth ; anoint his eyes ; 

But do it, when the next tiring he espies 
^ May be the lady : I'liou shalt know tire man 
By the Athenian garments he hath on. 

Eflect it with some care ; that he may prove 

^ Rung «n quontion. ** Ry. 

‘ Tire greater cowblip. * V igorous 


More fond on her, than she upon her love ; 

And look thou meet me ere the first cock crow. 
Puck. Fear not, my lord, your servant shall do so. 

[Bxeunt. 

SCENE III. — Another part of the Wood* 

Enter Titania, with her train. 

Tita. Come, now a roundel and a fairy song ; 
Then, for the third part of a minute, hence; 

Some, to kill cankers in the rnusk-robc buds ; 

Sonro, war with rear-mice'* for their leathern wings, 
'Fo make my small elves coats ; and some, keep back 
The clamorous owl, that nightly hoots, and wonders 
At our quaint spirits ^ : Sing me now asleep ; 

Then to your offices, and let me rest. 

SONG. 

1 Fai. You spotted snakes^ with double tongue^ 

Thornp liedge-hngSi be not seen ; 

Newls^'. and blind- vuwni'f 7, do rio wrongs 
Come not 7iear our fairy queen: 

Chorus. Philomel^ with 7neludy, 

Sing in our sweet lullaby ; 

Ltilla, lul/af lullnhy ; litlla, litUay lullaby: 
AWer barmy 7\or spclly nor charniy 
Come our lovely lady nigh ; 

Soj good night) with lullaby. 

II. 

2 Fai fl'eaving spidersy come not here ; 

llenccy you long-leggd spinnersy hence ; 
Jh'elles blacky approach not near; 
tyorniy nor snaily do no offence. 

CnoHi’s. Philomely with nielodijy 

1 Fai. Hence, aw'ay ; now all is well : 

One, aloof, stand sentinel. 

\_Exeunt Fairies. Titania sleeps. 

Enter Oberon, 

Ohe. What thou seest, nlien thou dost wake, 

{Squeezes the /lower 07i Titania’^ eye lids. 
Do it for thy true love take ; 

Love, and languish for his sake : 

Be it ounce % or cat, or bear, 

Pard, or boar with bristled hair, 

In tliy eye that shall api)car 
When thou wak’st, it is thy dear ; 

Wake, when some vile thing is near. [Exit, 

Elder Lysander and Hermia. 

Lys. Fair love, you faint with wandering in the 
wood ; 

And to speak troth, I have forgot our way ; 
We’ll rest us, Hermia, if you think it good, 

And tarry for the comfort of the day. 

Her, Be it so, Lysander ; find you out a bed, 
For I upon this bank will rest my head. 

Such separation, as, may well be said, 

Becomes a virtuous bachelor and a maid : 

So far be distant ; and good night sweet friend : 
Illy love ne’er alter, till thy sweet life end ! 

Lys. Amen, amen, to that fair prayer, say I ; 
And then end life, when I end loyalty ! 

Here is my bed : sleep give thee all his rest ! 

Her. With half that wish the wisher’s eyes be 
press’d ! [They sleep, 

^ A kind of dance ^ Bats. Sports. 

Bits. 7 siow-worms. " 'I'he small tiger 
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Eater Puck. 

Puck, 'niroiigh the forest have T gone, 

But Athenian found 1 none. 

On whose eyes I might approve 
This flower’s force in stirring love. 

Night and silence ! who is here? 

Weeds of Athens he doth wear : 

This is he my master said, 

Despis’d the Athenian maid ; 

And here the maiden, sleeping sound, 

On the dank and dirty ground. 

Pretty soul ! slie durst not lie 
Near this lack-love, kill-courtesy. 

Churl, upon thy eyes I throw 
All the power this charm doth owc^ : 
When thou wak’st let love forbid 
Sleep his seat on thy eye-lid. 

So awake, when I am gone ; 

For I must now to Oberon. [^Exit* 

Enter Demetrius and Helena, running. 

Hel. Stay, though thou kill me, sweet Demetrius. 
JUem. 1 charge thee, lienee, and do not haunt me 
thus. 

HeU O, wilt thou daiklingJ leave me? do not 
so. 

Dem. Stay, on thy peril ; I alone will go. 

l^Exit Dfmftkius. 

JtTel. O, I am out of breath in this fond chase ! 
Die more my prayer, the lesser is my grace. 

Happy is Hermia, whereso’er she lies; 

For she hath blessed and attractive eyes. 

How' came her eyes so bright? Not wdth salt 
tears : 

If so, my eyes are oftencr wash’d than hers. 

No, no, I am as ugly as a bear ; 

For beasts that meet me, run a>vay for fear : 
Therefore, no marvel, though Demetrius 
Do, as a monster, fly my presence thus . 

What wicked and dissembling glass of mine 
Made me compare with Ilermia’s sphery eyne? — 
But wlio is here ? — Lysander ! on the ground ! 
Dead ? or asleep ? I see no blood, no wound : — - 
Lysander, if you live, good sir, awake. 

Lys. And run through Are I will, for thy sw^eet 
sake. [ IValdng. 

Transparent Helena ! Nature here shows art. 

That through thy bosom makes me see thy heart. 
Where is Demetrius ? O, hoiv fit a word 
Is that vile name to perish on my sw'ord ! 


Jlel. Do not say so, Lysander ; say not so : 

What though he love your Hennia? O, what though? 
Yet Hermia still loves you : then be content. 

J 4 ys. Content wdth Hermia? No; I do repent 
Tlie tedious minutes I with her have spent. 

Not Hermia, but Helena I love : 

Who will not change a raven for a dove ? 

The will of man is by his reason sway’d ; 

And reason siiys you tire the worthier maid. 

Things growing are not ripe until their season ; 

So I, being young, till now ripe not to reason ; 
And touching now the point of human skill, 
Ileason becomes the marshal to my will. 

And leads me to your eyes ; where 1 o’erlook 
Love’s stories written in love’s richest book. 

Hel. Wlierefore was I to this keen mockery born? 
When, at your iiands, did I deserve this scorn? 

Is’t not enough, is't not enough, young in.iii 
Thai I did never, no, nor never can, 

Deserve a sweet look from Demetrius’ eye, 

But you must flout my iiisnfticieiicy ? 

Good trotl), you do me wrong, good sooth, jou do, 
In such disdainful manner me to woo. 

But fare )ou well : perforce I must confess, 

T tlioiiglit you lord of more true gentleness. 

O, that a lady, of one man refus'd, 

Should, of another, therefore be abus’d ! [Exit. 
I.ys. She sees not Ilemiia : — Hermia, sleep thou 
there ; 

And never may’st thou come J.ysander near * 

For, as a surfeit of the sweetest things 
'I’he deepest loathing to the stomach brings 
Or, as the heresies, that men do leave, 

Arc hated most of those they did deceive ; 

So thou, my surfeit, and my heresy. 

Of all be hated ; but the most of me ! 

And all my powers, address your love and might, 
To honour Helen, and to be lier knight ' [Exit. 
Her. [Start i7ig.] Help me, Lysander, help me ! 
do thy best. 

To pluck this crawling serpent from my breast ! 

Ah me, far pity ! — w hat a dream was here ? 
Lysander, look, how I do quake with fear ! 
Methought a serpent eat my heart away, 

And you sat smiling at his cruel jirey ; — 

Lysander ! what, removed ? Lysander ' lord ! 
What, out of hearing? gone? no sound, no word? 
Alack, where are you? speak, an if you hear; 
Speak, of all loves ; I swoon almost with fear. 

No ? — then 1 well perceive you are not nigh : 
Either death, or you, I’ll find immediately. [Exit. 


ACT III. 


SCENE I, — The same. The Queeji of Fairies 
lying asleep. 

Enter Quince, Snug, Bottom, Flute, Snout, and 
Starveling. 

Pot. Are we all met ? 

^ Quin. Pat, pat ; and here’s a marvellous conve- 
nient place for our rehearsal ; 'J’his green plot shall 
be our stage, this hawthorn brake our tyring-housc ; 
and we will do it in action, as we will do it before 
the duke. 

Pot. Peter Quince, — 


Quin. What say’st thou, bully Bottom ? 

Pot. There are things in this comedy of Pyramus 
and Thisbyt that will never please. First, Pyramus 
must draw a sword to kill himself; which the ladies 
cannot abide. How answer you that? 

Snout, By’rlakin % a parlous fear. 

Star. I believe, we must leave the killing out, 
when all is done. 

Pot. Not a whit; I have a device to make all 
well. Write me a prologue : and let the prologue 
seem to say, we will do no harm with our swords ; 


9 Pot&est. 


* In the dark. 


3 By all that is dear. 


By our ladykm. 
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and that Pyrainus is not killed indeed : and for the 
more better assurance, tell them, that I Pyrainus 
am not Pynunus, but Bottom the weaver; This 
will put them out of fear. 

Quill. Well, we will have such a prologue ; and 
it shall be wiitten in eight and six. — 

Uot. No, make it two more ; h t it be written in 
eight and eiglit. 

Snout. Will not tlie ladies be afeard of the lion? 

Star. I fear it, I promise you. 

Jiut. Masters, you ought to consider with your- 
selves ; to bring in a lion among ladies, is a most 
dreadful thing ; tor there is not a more fearful wild- 
fowl than jour lion, living ; and we ought to look 
to it. 

Snout. Therefore, another pr6l<»gue must tell, he 
is not a lion. 

Jiol. Nay, you must name his name, and half his 
face must be seen through the lion’s neck ; and he 
iiimself must si)eak through, saying thus, or to the 
same defect, — J^a(h'es, or fair ladies, I would wish 
jam, or, I would request you, or, 1 would entreat 
jou, not to fear, not to tremble ; my life for yours, 
jf you think I come hither as a lion, it were pity 
of mj life; No, I am no such thing; I am a man 
as other men are ; — and there, indeed, let him 
name his name ; and tell them plainly, he is Snug 
the joiuer. 

Qutn. Well, it shall be so. But there is two hard 
things ; that is, to bring the moon-light into a cham- 
ber : for you know, Pyrainus and Thisby meet by 
moon-light. 

Snn<^. Doth the moon shine, that night wc play 
our play ? 

Jiot. A calendar, a calendar ! look in the alma- 
nack ; find out moon-shine, find out moon-shine. 

Quin. Yes, it doth shine that niglit. 

Jiot. Why, then you may leave a casement of the 
great clianiber wimiow, where wo play, open ; and 
the moon may shine in at the casement. 

Qinn. Ay ; or else one must come in with a biisli 
of thorns and a lantiiorn, and say, he comes to dis- 
figure, or to present, the j)erson of moon-shine. 
U'hen, there is another thing : we must have a wall 
in the great chamber ; for Pyrainus and Thisby, saj's 
the story, did talk through the chinks of a wall. 

Snu;^. You never can bring in a w'all. — What 
say you, Bottom? 

Hot. Some man or other must present w^all : and 
let him have some plaster, or some lome, or some 
rough-cast about him, to signify w'all ; or let him 
hold his fingers tlius, and through that cranny shall 
Pyramus and Thisby whisper. 

Quin. If that may be, then all is w ell. Come, sit 
down, every mother’s son, and reliearsc your parts. 
Pyramus, you begin : when you have spoken j^our 
speech, enter into that brake ^ ; and so every one 
according to his cue. 

Enter Puc k behind. 

Puck. What hempen home-spuns have wc swag- 
gering here. 

So near the cradle of the fairy queen ? 

What, a play toward? I’ll be an auditor ; 

An actor too, perhaps, if I see cause. 

Quin, Speak, Pyramus ; — Thisby, stand forth. 

Pyr. Thisby, the flowers of odious savours sweet, — 

Q.uin. Odours, odours. 


Pyr. odours savours sweet : 

So doth thy breath, my dearest Thisby dear, — 

Jiut, hark, a voice ! stay thou but here awhile, 

Jnd by and by I wiil to thee appear. [Exit. 

Puck. A stranger Pyramus than e’er play’d here ! 

[Abide. — Exit. 

This. Must I speak now ? 

Quin. Ay, marry, must you : for you must under- 
stand, he goes but to see a noise that he heard, and 
is to come again. 

This. Most radiant Pyramus, most lily-white of hue, 

Of colour like the led rose on tnumphant brier, 

Most brisky Juvenal and eke most lovely Jew, 

As true as truest horse, that yet would never tire, 
Ell meet thee, l^y ramus, at Ninny’s tomb. 

Quin, Ninus’ tomb, man ; Why you must not 
speak that yet; that you answer to Pyiamus ; you 
speak all jour part at once, cues ® and all. — Pyra- 
mus, enter ; your cue is past ; it is, never tire. 

Jie-onter Puck, and Bottom uith an Ass's head. 

This. O, — As true as truest horse, that yet would 
7ievcr tire. 

Pyr. ]f 1 were fair, Thisby. I were only thine : — 

Quin. () monstrous ! O strange ! we are haunted. 
Praj’, masters ! fly, masters ! help ! 

[Exeunt Clowns. 

Ihirk. I’ll follow you, I'll lead j-^ou about a round, 

! Througlj bog, through bush, through brake, 
through brier ; 

Sometime a horse I’ll be, sometime a hound, 

A Iiog, a headless hear, sometime a fire ; 

And neigh, and baik, and grunt, and roar, and burn, 
Like hoise, hound, hog, bear, fire, at every turn. 

[Exit. 

Eat. Why do they run aw'ay ? this is a knavery 
of them, to make me afeard. 

Ec-entcr Snout. 

Snout. O Bottom, thou art changed ! what do I 
see on thee? [AYi/. 

Eot. M'hat do you see ? you sec an ass’s head of 
your ow n ; Do you ? 

Ec'cnter Quince. 

Quin. Bless thee. Bottom ! bless thee ! thou art 

translated. [Exit. 

Jiot. I see their knaverj' : this is to make an ass 
of me; to flight me, if they could. But I will not 
stir from this place, do w^hat they can ; 1 will walk 
up and down here, and I w ill sing, that they shall 
hear I am not afraid, [Sings, 

The ousel cock, so black of hue, 

With orange-tawny bill, 

The throstle with his note so true, 

The wren with little quill. 

TUa. W^hat angel wakes me from my flow'eiy bed ? 

[ Waking. 

Bot. The finch, the sparrow, and the lark, 

Tim plain-song cuckoo grey, 

Whose note full many a man doth mark, 

And dares not answer, nay ; — 
or, indeed, who would set his wit to so foolish a 
bird ? who w^ould give a bird the lie, though he cry, 
cuckoo, never so ? 

TUa. I pray tliee, gentle mortal, sing again : 
Mine ear is much enamour’d of thy note, 

* Young man, 

® The last words of the preceding sjiecch, w'hich serve as a 
hint to him who is to speak next. 


* Thicket. 
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So is mine eye enthralled to thy sliape ; 

And tliy lair virtue’s force perforce doth move me, 
On the first view, to say, to swear, I love thee, 

JSot, Methinks, mistress, you should have little 
reason for that ; And yet, to say the truth, reason 
and love keep little comiiany together now-a-day.s : 
The more the pity, that some honest neighbours 
will not make them friends. Nay, I can gloek 7 upon 
occasion. 

Tita* Thou art as wise as thou art beautiful. 

JSot. Not so, neither : but if I had wit enough to 
t get out of this wood, 1 have enough to serve mine 
own turn. 

Tita. Out of tliis wood do not desire to go ; 

Thou shalt remain here, whether thou wilt or no. 

I am a spirit of no common rate : 

The summer still doth tend upon my state. 

And I do love thee : therefore, go with me ; 

I’ll give thee fairies to attend on thee ; 

And they shall fetch thee jewels from the deep, 

And sing, while thou on pressed flowers dost sleep ; 
And I will purge tliy mortal grossness so, 

That thou shalt like an airy spirit go. — 
Peas-blossom ! Cobweb! Moth! and Mustard-seed ! 1 

IJnterfmr Fairies. 

1 Fau Ready. 

2 Fui. And I. 

3 Fui. And I, 

4 Fai. Where shall wc go ? 

Fitn. Be kind and courteous to this gentleman ; 

Hop in his w’alks, and gambol in his eyes ; 

Feed him with apricocks and dewberries, 

Witli purple grape^5, green figs, and mulberries ; 

The honey bags steal from the hurable-ljces, 

And, for night-tapers, crop their waxen thighs, 

; And light them at the fiery glow-w'onn’s eyes, 

, To have my love to bed, and to arise ; 

I And pluck tlie wings from jiainted butterflies, 
f To fan the moon- beams from his sleeping eyes : 

I Nod to him, elves, and do him courtesies. 

1 FaL Hail, mortal ! 

2 Fai. Hail! 

3 Fai. Hail ! 

4 Fai. Hail ! 

Hot. 1 cry your worship’s mercy, heartily. — I 
beseech, your worship’s name ? 

Coh. Cobweb. 

Bot, I shall desire you of more acquaintance, 
good master Cobweb : If I cut my finger, I shall make 
bold with you, — Your name, honest gentleman? 
Feas. Peas-blossom. 

Hot. I pray you, commend me to mistress Squash, 
your mother, and to master Peascod, your father. 
Good master Peas-blossom, I shall desire you of more 
acquaintance too. — Your name, I beseech you, sir, 
Mils. Musttvrd-seed. 

JSot. Good master Mustard-seed, I know your 
patience well : that same cowardly, giant-like ox- 
beef hath devoured many a gentleman of your 
house ; I promise you, your kindred hatli made my 
eyes water ere now'. I desire you more acquaint- 
ance, good master Mustard-seed. 

TUa. Come wait upon him ; lead him to my bower. 
The moon, methinks, looks with a watery eye ; 
And when she weeps, weeps every little flower, 
Lamenting some enforced chastity. 

Tie up my love’s tongue, bring him silently. 

[^Exeunt. 


SCENE 11. ^ Another part of the Wood, 
Enter Oberon. 

Obe. I wonder, if Titania be awak’d ; 

Tlien, what it w'as that next came in her eye. 

Which she must dote on in extremity. 

Enter Puck. 

Here comes my messenger. — How now, mad spirit? 
What night-rule now aliout this haunted grove ? 

Puck. My mistress w ith a monster is in love. 
Near to her close and consecrated bower, 

While she wa** in lier dull and sleeping hour, 

A crew of patches rude mechanicals, 

That w'ork for bread upon Athenian stalls, 

Were met together to rehearse a play, 

Intended for great Tlieseus’ nuptial day. 

The shallowest thick-skin of tliat biurren sort. 

Who Pymtnus presented, in their sport 
Forsook his scene, and enter’d in a biake: 

When I did him at this advantiige take, 

An ass’s now l 1 fixed on his head ; 

Anon, his 'i’hishe must be answered, 

And fbrtli iny miinick comes: When they him spy, 
As wild geOhC that the creeping fowler eye. 

Or riibset-pated choughs, many in sort, 

Rising ami cawing at the gun’s report 
Sever tliemselves, and madly sweep the sky ; 

So, at liis sight, away his fellows fly ; 

And, at our stamp, here o’er and o’er one falls ; 

He murder cries, and help from Athens calls. 

Their sense, thus weak, lost witli their fears, tlius 
strong, 

Made senseless things begin to do them wTong : 

For briers and thorns at their apparel snatch ; 

Some, sleeves ; some, hats : from yielders all things 
catcli. 

I led them on in this distracted fear, 

And left sweet Py ramus translated there : 

When in that moment (so it came to pass,) 

Titania wak’d, and straightway lov’d an ass. 

Obe. This falls out better than I could devise. 
But hast thou yet latch’d the Athenian’s eyes 
With the love-juice, as I did bid thee do? 

Puck. I took him sleeping, — that is finish’d too, — 
And the Athenian woman by his side ; 

That, when he wak’d, of force she must be ey’d. 

Enter Demetrius and Hermia. 

Ohc. Stand close ; this is the same Athenian. 
Puck. I'his is the woman, but not this the man. 

I Dem. O, why rebuke you him that loves you so? 
Lay breath so bitter on your bitter foe. 

JAer. Now I but chide, but I should use tliee worse ; 
For thou, I fear, hast given me cause to curse. 

If tliou hast slain Lysander in liis sleep, 

Being o’er shoes in blood, plunge in the deep, 

And kill me too. 

The sun was not so true unto the day, 

As he to me : Would he have stol’n away 
From sleeping Hermia ? I’ll believe as soon, 

Diis w'hole earth may be bor’d ; and that the moon 
May through the centre creep, and so displease 
Her brother’s noon-tide with the Antipodes. 

It cannot be, but thou hast murder’d him ; 

So should a murderer look ; so dead, so grim. 

Dem. Soshouldtliemurder’dlook; and so should I, 
Pierc’d through the heart with your stern cruelty ; 
Yet you, tlie murderer, look as bright, as clear, 

As yonder Venus in her glimmering sphere. 

“ Simple fellows, 0 Infected. 
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Her. What’s tliis to my Lysander ? where is he ? 
Ah, good Demetrius, wilt thou give him me? 

])cm. I had rather give his carcase to my hounds. 
Her. Out, dog ! out, cur ! tliou driv’st me past 
the bounds 

Of maiden’s patience. Hast thou slain him tlien ? 
Henceforth be never number’d among men ! 

0 ! once tell true, tell true, even for iny sake ; 
Durst thou have look’d upon him, being awake, 
And hast thou kill’d him sleeping ? O brave touch ! 
Could not a worm, an adder, do so much ? 

An adder did it; for with doubler tongue 
Than thine, thou serpent, never adder stung. 

J)vm. You si}end your passion on a mispris’d * 
mood : 

1 am not guilty of Lysander’s blood ; 

Nor is ho dead, for aught that 1 can tell. 

IFer. I pray thee, tell me then, that he is well. 
Dem. And if I could, what should 1 get therefore? 
Her. A privilege, never to see me more. — 

And fiom thy hated presence part 1 so : 

See me no more, m hether he be dead or no. 

Hern. There is no following her in this fierce vein: 
Here, therefore, for a while 1 will remain. 

So sorrow’s heaviness aotli lii'avicr grow 

Tor debt that bankrupt slee^) doth sorrow owe ; 

Which now^, in some sliglit measure it will pay, 

If for his tender here 1 make some stay. [I ies domi. 

Ohe. What hast thou done? thou hast mistaken quite. 
And laid the love-juice on some tiue love’s sight : 
Of thy misprision must perforce ensue 
Some true-love turn’d, and not a false turn’d true. 
Pucf:. 'Then fate o’er-rules ; tliat, one man hold- 
ing troth, 

A million fail, confounding oath on oath. 

Obc. About the wood go swifter than the wind. 
And Helena of Athens look thou find : 

All faney-siek - she is, and pale of cheer 3, 

With sighs of love, that cost tlie fresh blood dear : 
Hy some illusion see thou bring her here ; 

I’ll cliarin bis eyes, against she do apjiear. 

Puck. I go, I go ; look how I go ; 

Swifter than arrow from the Tartar’s l)ow. [^ExU. 
Obc. Flower of this purple die, 

Hit with Cupid’s archery. 

Sink in apple of his eye ! 

Wlien liis love he doth espy. 

Let her shine as gloriously 
As the Venus of the sky. — 

When thou wak’st, if she be by, 

Beg of her for remedy. 

lie-eutcr Puck. 

Pidck. Captain of our fairy band, 

Helena is here at hand ; 

And the youth, mistook by me, 

Pleading for a lover’s fee ; 

Shall we their fond j)agcant see ? 

O, what fools these mortals be ! 

Obe. Stand aside : the noise they make, 
Will cause Demetrius to awake. 

Puck. Then will two at once, woo one; 
Tliat must needs be sport alone ; 

And those things do best please me, 

That befal preposterously. 

Enter Lysanhek and Helena. 

L^s. Why should you think, that I should woo 
in scorn ? 

Scorn and derision never come in tears : 

‘ Mjintaken. * Tove.sick. ^ Countenance 


Look, when I vow, I weep ; and vows so born, 

In their nativity all truth appears. 

How can these things in me j:eem scorn to you. 
Bearing the badge of faidi, to prove them true ? 

Hel. You <lo advance your running more and 
more. 

When truth kills truth, O matchless holy fray ! 
These vows are Hermia’s : Will you give her o’er? 

Weigh oath with oath, and you will nothing weigh; 
Your vows, to her and rne, put in two scales, 

Will even weigh ; and both as light as tales. 

Pi/s. I had no judgment, when to her I swore. 
Hit. Nor none, in my mind, now you give her 
o’er. 

Lt/s. Demetrius loves her, and he loves not 
you. 

Hem. [awaking>'\ O Helen, goddess, nymph, 
perfect, divine ! 

To what, my love, shall I compare thine eyne? 
Crystal is muddy. O, how ripe in show 
Thy lips, those kissing cherries, tempting grow 
That puje congealed white, high Taurus’ snow, 
Fann’d with tlic eastern wind, turns to a crow, 
When thou hold’st up thy hand : O let me kiss 
'riiis princess of pure white, tliis seal of bliss ! 

Hel. O cruel spite ! I see you all are bent 
To set against me, for your merriment. 

If you were civil, and knew courtesy, 

You w^ould not do me thus much injury. 

Can you not hate me, as I know' you do. 

But you must join, in souls to mock me too ? 

If you w'ere men, as men you are in sliow. 

You would not use a gentle lady so ; 

To vow, and swear, and superpraise my paits. 
When, I am sure, you hate me with your hearts. 
You both are rivals, and love Hennia ; 

And now both rivals, to mock Helena: 

A trim exploit, a manly enterprize, 

To conjure tears up in a poor maid’s eyes, 

With your derision ! none, of noble sort, 

I Would so offend a virgin ; and extort 
A poor soul’s jiatience, all to make you sport. 

Et/s. You are unkind, Demetrius : be not so ; 
F'or you love Hermia; this, you know, I know" ; 
And licie, with all good will, with all my heart. 

In Ilennia’s love I yield you up my part ; 

And yours of Helena to me be<[ucath. 

Whom I do love, and will do to my death. 

Hel. Never did mockers waste more idle breath. 
Hem. Lysander, keep thy Hermia ; I will none ; 
If e’er I lov’d her, all that love is gone. 

My heart with lier but, as guest-wise, sojourn’d ; 
And now to Helen is it home return’d. 

There to remain. 

Lys. Helen, it is not so. 

Hem. Disparage not the faith thou dost not know". 
Lest, to thy peril, thou aby it dear. ^ — 

Look, where thy love comes ; yonder is thy dear. 

Enter Hermia. 

Her. Dark night, that from the eye his function 
takes. 

The ear more quick of apprehension makes 
Wherein it doth impair the seeing sense. 

It pays the hearing double recompense : — 

Thou art not by mine eye, Lysander, found ; 

Mine ear, I thank it, brought me to thy sound. 

But why unkindly didst thou leave me so ? 

< Heartily, ^ Pay deaily for it. 
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Xys. Why should he stay, whom love doth press 
to go? 

Her, What love could press Lysander from my 
side ? 

I,y$. Ly Sander’s love, that Avould not let him bide, 
Fair Helena : who more engiUls the night 
Than all yon fiery oes and eyes of liglit. 

Why seek’st thou me ? could not this make ihcc 
know, 

The hate 1 bare thee made me leave thee so? 

Her, You speak not as you think ; it cannot be. 
Hel, liO, she is one of ti\is confederacy ! 

Now I perceive they have conjoin’d, ail Uiree, 

To fashion this false sport, in spite of me. 

Injurious Ilermia: most ungiateful maid ! 

Have yon consjnr’d, have you with these contriv’d 
To bait me with this foul derision ? 

Is all the counsel that we two have shar’d, 

The sisters’ vow’S, the hours that we have spent. 
When we have chid the hasty-footed time 
For i)arting us, — O, and is all forgot? 

All school-days’ friendship, childliood innocence ? 
We, Ilermia, like tw o aillfieial 7 gods, 

Have with our ncelds created both one flower, 
Roth on one sampler sitting on one cushion. 

Both warbling of one song, both in one key ; 

As if our hands, our sides, voices, and minds, 

Had been incorporate. ISo we grew' together, 

' Like to a double cherry, seeming parted ; 

, But yet a union in partition, 
j Two lovely berries moulded on one stem : 

I So W'ith two seeming bodies, but one heart j 
Two of the first, like coats in heraldry, 

Due but to one, and crowned witli one crest. 

And will you rent our ancient love asunder, 

To join witli men in scorning your poor friend ? 

It is not friendly, ’tis not maidenly ; 

Our sex as well as I, may chide you for it; 
Though I alone do feel the injuiy. 

Her. I am amazed at your passionate w'ords : 

I scorn you not ; it seems tliat you scorn me. 

Hel, Have you not set Lysander, as in scorn, 
To follow me, and praise my eyes and fiicc ? 

And made your other love, Demetrius, 

(WJio even but now did spurn me with liis foot,) 
To call me goddess, nymph, divine, and rare, 
Precious, celestial ? Wherefore speaks he this 
To her he hates ? and wherefore doth Lysander 
Deny your love, so rich within his soul. 

And tender me, forsooth, affection ; 

But by your setting on, by your consent ? 

What though I be not so in grace as you, 

So hung upon with love, so fortunate ; 

But miserable most, to love unlov’d ? 

This you should pity, rather than despise. 

Her, I understand not what you mean by this. 
Hel, Ay, do, perstWer, counterfeit sad looks, 
Make mows 9 upon me when I turn ray back ; 
Wink at each other ; hold the sweet jest up ; 

This sport, w'ell carried, shall be chronicled. 

If you have any pity, grace, or manners, 

You would not make me such an argument. 

But fare ye well : ’tis partly mine owm fault ; 
Which death, or absence, soon shall remedy, 

J.y$, Stay, gentle Helena ; hear my excuse ; 

My love, my life, my soul, fair Helena ! 

Hel, O excellent ! 

Her, Sw eet, do not scorn her so. 


• Circles, 

* Needles. 


' Ingenious. 
® Wry faces. 


Hem, If she cannot entreat, I can compel. 

Lijs, Tiiou canst compel no more tlian she en- 
treat ; 

Thy threats have no more strength than her weak 
prayers. — 

Helen, I love thee ; by my life, I do ; 

I swear by that which I will lose for thee, 

To prove Iiiin false, that says I love tliee not. 

Hem. 1 say, I love thee more limn he can do. 
l.ys. If thou say so, withdraw, and prove it too. 
Hem, Quick, come, — 

Her. T.ysander, whereto tends all this. 

l.ys. Away, you Ethiop ! 

Hem, No, no, sir ; — he will 

Seem to break loose; take on, as you w'^ould follow ; 
But jet come not : you are a tame man, go ! 
l.ys. Hang of!’, lliou cat, thou burr ; vile thing, 
let loose ; 

Or I w'ill shake thee from me, like a serpent. 

Her. Why are you grown so rude ? w hat change 
is this, 

Sw'cet love ? 

l.yi. Thy love ? out, taw'iiy Tartar, out ! 

Her. Do you not jest ? 

Hel. Yes, ’sooth ; and so do you. 

l.ys. Demetrius, I will keep my word with thee. 
Hem. I would, I had your bond ; for, I perceive, 
A weak bond holds you ; I’ll not trust your word. 
l.ys. What, should I hmt her, strike her, kill her 
dead ? 

Although I liate her, I’ll not hamn her so. 

Her, What, can you do me greater harm, than 
hate ? 

Hate me ! wherefore? O me * what new's, my love? 
.\m not I Ilermia? Are not you Lysander? 

I am as fair now', as I was crewhile. 

Since night, you lov’d me ; yet, since night you left 
me : 

WTiy, tlien you left me, — O, the gods forbid ! — 
In earnest shall I say? 

l.ys. Ay, by my life ; 

And never did desire to see thee more. 

Therefore, be out of hope, of question, doubt, 

Be certain, nothing truer ; ’tis no jest. 

That I do hate thee, and love Helena. 

Her. O me ! you juggler! you canker blossom I • 
You thief of love ! what, have you come by night. 
And stol’n my love’s lieart from him ? 

Hel, Fine, i’faith I 

Have you no modesty, no maiden shame, 

No touch of baslifuhiess ? What, w ill you tear 
Impatient answ'ers from my gentle tongue ? 

Fie, fie ! you counterfeit, you puppet you ! 

Her, Puppet ! why so ? Ay, that w ay goes tlie 
game. 

Now I j)erceive that she liatii made compare 
Between our statures, she hath urg’d her height ; 
And with her personage, her tall personage. 

Her height, forsooth, slie hath prevail’d with him. — 
And are you grown so high in his esteem, 

Because I am so dwarfisli, and so low ? » 

How low am I, tliou painted maypole ? speak ; I 
How low am I? I am not yet so low, 

But that my nails can reach unto thine eyes. 

Hel. I pray you, though you mock me, gentlemen, 
Let her not hurt me ; I was never curst ; 

I have no gift at all in shrewisliness ; 

I am a right maid for my cowardice ; 

» A worm that preys on buds of flowers, 

3 Shrewish or mischievous. 
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I,et her not strike me : You, perhaps, may think, 
Because she’s something lower than myself, 

'Chat I can match her. 

Her. Lower ! hark, again. 

JM, Good Ilcrmia, do not be so bitter with me. 

I evermore did love you, Ilermia, 

J)id ever keep your counsels, never wrong’d you ; 
Save, that, in love unto Demetrius, 

1 told him of your stealth unto this wood : 

He follow’d you ; for love, I follow’d him : 

But he hath chid me hence ; and tin eaten ’d me 
To strike me, spurn me, nay, to kill me too : 

And now, so you will let me (juiet go. 

To Athens will 1 bear my folly back, 

And follow you no further: Let me go : 

You see how simple and how fond 1 am. 

He?'. Why, get you gone ; Who is’t that hinders 
you ? 

He/. A foolish heart, that I leave here behind. 
Her. What, with Lysander? 

He/. With Demetrius. 

Xys. Be not afraid ; she shall not harm thee, 
Helena. 

Hern. No, sir ; she shall not, though you hike ' 
her part. j 

He/. O, when slie’s angry, she is keen and shrewd : 
She vvas a vixen, wdien she went to school ; 

And, though she be but little, she is fierce. 

Her Little again ? nothing but low' and little ? — 
Why will you sutler lier to flout me tiius? 

Let me come to her, 

Lt/s. Get you gone, you dwarf; 

You minimus, of hind’ring knot-grass made; 

You bead, you acorn. 

JJe??i. You arc too ofliciotis, 

In her behalf tliat scorns your services. 

Let her alone ; sjieak not of Helena ; 

'fake not her jiart : for if thou dost intend 
Never so little show of love to her, 

I'Jiou shall aby it. 

L 7 /S. Now', slie holds mo not ; 

Now follow', if thou dar’st, to try whose right. 

Or thine or mine, is most in Helena. 

Hem. Follow' ? nay, I’ll go with thee, cheek by 
jolc. '[Hxevnt Lys. and Dexi. 

//<’?•. You, mistress, all this coil is ’long of you : 
Nay, go not back. 

He/. 1 will not trust you, I ; 

Nor longer stay in your curst compain. 

Your hands, than mine, are quicker for a fray ; 
iVIy legs are longer thoiigli, to run away. [^Exit. 
Her. I am amaz’d, and know not what to say. 

[^Exity pursuing Helena. 
0/}e. Tills is thy negligence : still thou mistak’st. 
Or else commit’st tliy knaveries wilfully. 

Puc/c. Believe me, king of shadows, I mistook. 
Did not you tell me, 1 shouhl know the man 
By the Athenian garments he had on ? 

And so far blameless proves my enterjirize, 

That I have ’nointed an Athenian’s eyes : 

And so far am I glad it so did sort, 

As this their jangling I esteem a sport. 

Obe. Thou seest, these lovers seek a place to fight : 
Hie, therefore, Robin, overcast the night ; 

The starry welkin cover thou anon 
With drooping fog, as black as Acheron ; 

And lead these testy rivals so astray, 

As one come not within another’s way. 

* Foolish. 

^ Anciently knot-grass was believed to prevent the growth 
of children. * Pretend. 


Like to Lysander sometime frame thy tongue. 

Then stir Demetrius up with bitter wrong; 

And sometime rail thou like Demetrius; 

And from each other look thou lead them tlius, 

Till o’er their brows death-counterfeiting sleep 
With leaden legs and batty wings doth creep : 

Then a-iish this herb into Lysaiider’s eye ; 

Whose liquor hath this virtuous property. 

To take from thence all error, with liis might, 

And make liis eye-balls roll with w'onted sight. 
When they next wake, all this derision 
Shall seem a dream, and fruitless vision ; 

And back to Athens shall the lovers w'end^, 

With league, whose date till death shall never end. 
Whiles I in this allair do thee employ, 
ril to my queen, and beg her Indian boy ; 

And then I will her charmed eye release 

Fiom monster’s view', and all things shall be peace. 

Puc/c. My fairy lord, this must be done w ith haste; 
For night’s swift dragons cut the clouds full fast, 
And yonder shines Aurora’*- harbinger; 

At whose approach, ghosts, wanderingherc and there, 
Troop home to chureh-yards : and the spirits all, 
I’liat in cross-w'ays and floods have burial, 

Already to their w't)rmy beds are gone ; 

For fear lest day should look their shames upon, 
They wilfully themselves exile from light, 

And must for aye consort with black-brow’d night. 

(H)e. But we are spirits of another sort : 

I w'ith the Morning’s Love? have oft made sport; 
And, like a forester, the groves may tread. 

Even till the eastern gate, all fiery red, 

Opening on Nei)tune with fair blessed beams, 
Turns into yellow gold his salt-green streams. 

But, notwithstanding, haste ; make no delay : 

We may eflect this business yet ere day. [^Erit Ob. 
Puc/c. Up and down, uj) and down ; 

I will lead them up and dow'ii ; 

I am fear’d in field and town ; 

Goblin, lead them up and down. 

Here conies one. 

Euler Lysanueu. 

I. ys. Where art thou, proud Demetrius? speak 

thou now'. 

Puc/c Here, villain ; drawn and ready. Where 
ait thou ? 

J. ys. I will be with thee straight. 

Puc/c. Follow' me then 

To plainer ground. 

[Exit Lysander as fo/lowing t/ie voice . 

Enter Demetrius. 

Hem. Lysander ! speak again. 

Thou runaway, thou coward, art thou fled ? 

Speak. In some bush? Where dost ^thou hide thy 
head ? 

Puc/c. Thou cow ard, art thou bragging to the stars, 
Telling the bushes that thou look’st for wars, 

And w'ilt not come ? Come, recreant ; come, thou 
child ; 

I’ll w'hip thee with a rod ; He is defil’d. 

That draws a sword on thee. 

Hem. Yea ; art thou there ? 

Puc/c. Follow my voice; w'e’ll try no manhood 
here. [Exeunt. 

Re-enter Lysander. 

Lys. He goes before me, and still dares me on ; 
When I come w’here he calls, then he is gone. 

1 fl Go. ? CephaluB, the paramour of Aurora. 
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The villain is much lighter heel’d than I ; 

I follow’d fast, but faster he did fly ; 

That fallen am I in dark uneven way, 

And here will rest me. Come, thou gentle day ! 

[/./cs down* 

For if but once thou show me thy grey light, 

Til find Demetrius, and revenge this spite. {Sleeps, 

Re-etiter Puck and Demetrius. 

Puch Ho, ho! ho, ho! Coward, why corn’st thou not? 
Dem, Abide me, if thou dar’st ; for well I wot, 
Thou runn’st before me, shifting every place ; 

And dar’st not stand, nor look me in the face. 
Where art tliou ? 

Puck, Come hither ; I am here. 

Dem. Nay, then thou mock’st me. Thou shalt 
buy this dear, 

If ever I thy face by daylight see : 

Now, go thy way. Faintness constraineth me 
To measure out my length on tliis cold bed. — 

By day’s approach look to be visited. 

{Lies down and sleeps. 
Enter Helena. 

Hel, O weary night, O long and tedious night, 
Abate thy hours ; shine, comforts, from the east ; 
That I may back to Athens, by day-light. 

From these that my poor company detest : — 
And, sleep, that sometimes shuts up sorrow’s eye. 
Steal me awhile from mine own company. {Sleeps. 
Puck. Yet but three ? Come one more ; 

Two of both kinds makes up four. 


ACT 

SCENE I. — The same. 

Enter Titania and Bottom, Fairies attending ; 

Oberon behind unseen, 

Tita, Come, sit thee down upon this flowery bed. 
While I thy amiable cheeks do coy *, 

And stick musk-roses in thy sleek smooth head. 

And kiss thy fair large ears, my gentle joy. 

Pot, Where’s Peas-blossom ? 

Peas, Ready. 

Pot, Scratch my head, Peas-blossom. — Where’s 
monsieur Cobweb? 

Cob, Ready, 

Pot, Monsieur Cobweb ; good monsieur, get your 
weapons in your hand, and kill me a red-hipped 
humble-bee on the top of a thistle ; and, good mon- 
sieur, bring me the honey-bag. Do not fret your- 
self too much in the action, monsieur j and, good 
monsieur, have a care the honey-bag break not : I 
w'ould l>c loath to have you overflown with a honcy- 
bag, sigiiior. — Where’s monsieur Mustard-seed ? 

Must, Ready. 

Pot, Give me your nief 9, monsieur Mustard-seed. 
Pray you, leave your courtesy, good monsieur. 

Must, What’s your will? 

Pot, Nothing, good monsieur, but to help cavalero 
Cobweb to scratch. I must to the barber’s, mon- 
sieur ; for, methinks, I am marvellous hairy about 
the face : and I am such a tender ass, if my hair do 
but tickle me, I must scratch. 

TiUh What, wilt thou hear some musick, my 
sweet love? 

,8 Stroke. » Fist. 


Here she comes, curst and sad : — 

Cupid is a knavish lad, 

Thus to make poor females mad. 

Enter IIermia. 

Her. Never so weary, never so in woe, 

Bedabbled with the clew, and torn with briers ; 
1 can no further crawl, no further go ; 

My legs can keep no pace with my desires. 
Here will I rest me, till the break of day. 

Heavens sliield Lysander, if they mean a fray ! 

{Lies down. 

Puck. On the ground 
Sleep sound : 

I’ll apply 
To your eye, 

Gentle lover, remedy. 

{Squeezing the juice on LysANDER’j,' ei/e. 
When thou vvak’st. 

Thou tak’st 
Tiue delight 
In the sight 

Of thy former lady’s eye : 

And the country proverb known, 

That every man sliould take his ow'ii, 

In your waking shall be shown ; 

Jack shall have Jill ; 

Nought shall go ill ; 

The man shiill have his mare again, and all shall be 
well. 

[Exit Puck. — Dem. II el. sleep. 


Pot. I have a reasonable good ear in musick . 
let us have the tongs and the bones. 

Tita. Or, say, sweet love, what thou desir’st to eat. 
Pot. Truly, a peck of provender ; I could munch 
your good dry oats, Methinks, 1 have a great desire 
to a bottle of hay ; good liay, sweet hay, liath no 
fellow. 

Tita. I have a venturous fairy that shall seek 
The squirrel’s hoard, and fetch thee new nuts. 

Pot. I had rather liaNe a handful, or two, of dried 
peas. But, I pray you, let none of your people stir 
me : I have an exposition of sleep come upon me. 

Tita. Sleep thou, and I will wind thee in my arms. 
Fairies, begone, and be all ways away. 

{Ereuril Fairies. 

So doth tlie woodbine, the sweet honeysuckle, 
Gently entwist, — the female ivy so 
Enrings the barky fingers of the elm. 

O, how I love thee ! how I dote on thee ! 

[ Thep sleep, 

Oberon advances. Enter Puck. 

Obe, Welcome, good Robin. Sec’st thou this 
sweet sight ? 

Her dotage now I do begin to pity. 

For meeting her of late, behind the wood, 

Seeking sweet savours for this hateful fool, 

I did upbraid her, and fall out with her : 

For she his hairy temples then had rounded 
With coronet of fresh and fragrant flowers j 
And that same dew, which sometime on the buds 
Was wont to swell, like round and orient pearls, 
Stood now within the pretty flowrets’ eyes, 



MIDSUMMER-NIGHT’S DREAM. 


14-3 


Scene I. 


iJke tears, that did their own disgrace bewail. 
When I had, at my pleasure, taunted her, 

And she, in mild terms, begg’d ray patience, 

1 then did ask of her her changeling child ; 

Which straight she gave me, and her fairy sent 
To bear him to my bower in fairy land. 

And now I have tlie boy, I will undo 
This hateful imperfection of her eyes. 

And, gentle Puck, take this transfonned scalp 
From off the head of this Athenian swain ; 

That he awaking w hen the others do, 

May all to Athens back again repair ; 

And think no more of this night’s accidents, 

But as the fierce vexation of a dream. 

But first I will release the fairy queen. 

Be, as thou wast wont to be ; 

[ Toiichin» her eyes with an herb. 
See, as thou wast wmnt to see : 

Dian’s bud o’er Cupid’s flower 
Hath such force and blessed pow er. 

Now, my Titania ; wake you, my sweet queen. 

Tila. My Oberon ! what visions have I seen ! 
Metliought, I was enamour’d of an ass. 

Ohe. There lies your love. 

Tita. How came these things to pass? 

O, how mine eyes do loath his visage now ! 

Obe. Silence, a while. — Robin, take ofi tliis head. 
Titania, musick call ; and strike more dead 
Than common sleep, of all these five the sense. 

TUa. Musick, ho ! musick, such as charmeth 
sleep. 

PucL Now, when thou wak’st, with thine owm 
fool’s eyes peep. 

Ohe. Sound, musick. [Still music/c.'] Come, my 
queen, take hands with me. 

And rock the ground whereon these sleepers be. 
Now thou and 1 arc new in amity ; 

And will, to-morrow midnight, solemnly. 

Dance in duke Theseus’ liouse triumphantly, 

And bless it to all fair posterity : 

There shall the pairs of faithful lovers be 
Wedded, with Theseus, all in jolity. 

Puck. Fairy king, attend and mark , 

I do hear the morning lark. 

Obe. Then, my queen, in silence sad. 

Trip we after the night’s shade : 

We the globe can comjiass soon, 

Swifter than the wand’ring moon. 

TUa. Come, my lord ; and in our flight. 
Tell me how' it came this night, 

That I sleeping here was found, 

With these mortals, on the ground. [Exeunt. 

[lloriis sound within. 

Enter Theseus, Hipcolyta, Egeus, and train. 

The. Go, one of you, find out the forrester ; — 
For now our observation is perform’d ; 

And since we have the vaw'ard ' of the day. 

My love shall hear the musick of my hounds. — 
Uncouple in the western valley ; go : — 

Despatch, I say, and find the forester. — 

We will, fair queen, up to the mountain’s top, 
And mark the musical confusion 
Of hounds and echo in conjunction. 

I was with Hercules, and Cadmus, once, 
When in a wood of Crete they bay’d the bear 
With hounds of Sparta : never did I hear 
Such gallant chiding ; for, besides the groves, 

Fhe skies, the fountains, every region near 

" Forepart. 


Seem’d all one rnutuai cry : I never heard 
So musical a discord, such sweet thunder. 

The. My hounds are bred out of the Spartan kind. 
So flew’d so sanded ; and their heads are hung 
With ears that sweej) aw ay the morning dew ; 
Crook-knee’d, and dew'-lap’d like ’Fhessalian bulls ; 
Slow in pursuit, but match’d in mouth like bells, 
F^ach under each. A cry more tuneable 
Was never holla’d to, nor cheer’d w ith horn, 

In Crete, in Sparta, nor in Thessaly : 

Judge, when you hear. — But, soft ; wdiat, nymphs 
are these ? 

Ege. My lord, this is my daughter here asleep ; 
And this, Lysandcr ; this Demetrius is j 
Tliis Helena, old Nedar’s Helena. 

I wonder of their being here together, 

2%c. No doubt, they rose up early, to observe 
The rite of May ; and, hearing our intent, 

Came here in grace of our solemnity. — 

But, speak, Egeus ; is not this the day 
That Herinia should give answer of her choice ? 
Ege. It is, my lord. 

The. Go, bid the huntsmen wake them with their 
horns. 

Homs, and shouts within. Demetrius, Lysanukr, 
Hermia, and Helena, wake and start up. 

The. Good-morrow, friends. Saint Valentine is 
past; 

Begin these wood-birds but to couple now' ? 
l.ys. Pardon, my lord. 

[He and the rest kneel to Theseus. 
The. I pray you all, stand up. 

I know, you are tw'o rival enemies ; 

How conies this gentle concord in the world, 

That hatred is so far from jealousy. 

To sleep by hate, and fear no enmity ? 

J.ys. My lord, I shall reply amazedly, 

Half ’sleep, half w'aking : But as yet, 1 swear 
1 cannot truly say how 1 came here ; 

But, as I think, (for truly would I speak, — 

And now 1 do bethink me, so it is ;) 

I came with Hermia hither : our intent 

Was, to be gone from Athens, where we might be 

Without the peril of the Athenian law. 

Ege. Enough, enough, my lord; you have 
enough : 

I beg the law-, the law, upon his head. — 

They would have stol’n away, they would, Demetrius, 
'fhereby to have defeated you and me : 

You, of your wife ; and me, of my consent ; 

Of my consent that she should be your wife. 

Hem. My lord, fair Helen told me of their stealtli, 
Of this their purpose hither to this w'Ood ; 

And I in fury hither follow’d them ; 

Fair Helena in fancy ^ following me. 

But, my good lord, 1 wot not by what pow'cr, 

(But by some power it is,) my love to Hemiia, 
Melted as doth the snow, seems to me now 
As the remembrance of an idle gawd, 

Which in my childhood I did dote upon : 

And all the faith, the virtue of iny heart, 

The object, and the pleasure of mine eye, 

Is only Helena. To her, my lord, 

Was I betroth’d ere I saw Hermia : 

But, like in sickness, did I loath this food ; 

But, as in health, come to my natural taste, 

Now do 1 wish it, love it, long for it, 

And will for evermore be true to it. 

2 The flews are the large chaps of a hound. 


* Love. 
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The, Fmr lovers, you are fortunately met : 

Of this discourse we more will hear anon. — 
Egcus, I will overbear your will ; 

For in the temple, by and by with us. 

These couples shall eternally be knit. 

And, for the morning now is something worn. 

Our purpos’d hunting shall be set aside. — 

Away, with us, to Athens : Three and three, 

We’ll hold a feast in great solemnity. — 

Come, Hippolyta. 

{^Exeunt The. Hip. Ege. and train, 
J)em, These things seem small and undistin- 
guishable, 

Like far-off mountains turned into clouds. 

Her, Metliinks, I sec tliesc things with parted 
eye 

When every thing seems double. 

Hel, So metliinks : 

And 1 have found Demetrius like a jewel, 

Mine own, imd not mine own. 

Hem. Tt seems to me. 

That yet we sleej), we dream. — Do not you tliink. 
The duke was here, and bid us follow him ? 

Her, Yea ; and my fatlier. 

Hcl. And Hippolyta. 

And he did bid us follow to the temple. 
Heyn. Why then, we are awake : let’s follow 
him ; 

And, by the way, let us recount our dreams. 

As they go out) Bottom awakes, 

BoU When my cue comes, call me, and I will 
answer : — my next is, Most fair Pyramvs, —•Hey, 
ho ! — Peter Quince ! Flute, the bcllow's-memler ! 
Snout, the tinker! Starve ling! Odd’s iny life! 
stolen hence, and' left me asleep! I have had a 
most rare vision. I have had a dream, — past the 
wit of man to say what dream it was; Man is but 
an ass, if he go about to expound this dream. 
Methought I was — there is no man can tell what. 
Methought I was, and methought I had, — But 
man is but a patched fool, if he will offer to say 
what methought 1 had. 1 will get Peter Quince 
to write a ballad of this dream ; it shall be called 
Bottom’s Dream, because it hath no bottom ; and 
I will sing it in the latter end of tlie play, before 
tile duke ! Peradventure, to make it the more gra- 
cious, I shall sing it at her deatli. {Exit. 


Act V. 

SCENE 1 1. — Athens, A Room vi Quincc’A* House, 

Enter Quince, Flutf, Snout, and Starveiing. 

Q,uin. Have you sent to Bottom’s house? is lie 
come home yet? 

Star. He cannot be heard of. Out of doubt, he 
is transported, 

E'lu. If he come not, then the play is marred ; 
It goes not forward, doth it? 

Quin. It is not possible ; you have not a man in 
all Athens, able to discharge Pyrarnus, but he. 

Fill. No ; he hath simjily tiie best wit of any 
handycraft man in Athens. 

Quin. Yea, and the best person too ; and he is a 
very p.iratnour, for a sweet voice. 

Flu. You must say, paragon; a paramour i:. a 
thing of nought. 

Euler Snug. 

Snug. Masters, the <luke is coming from the 
temple, and there is two or three lords and ladies 
more married ; if our sport had gone forward, we 
liad all been made men. 

Fin. O sweet bully Buttom ! Thus hatli he lost 
sixpence a day during his life ; he could not have 
’scaped sixpence a-day ; an the duke had not given 
him sixpence a-day for playing Pyrarnus, I’ll be 
hanged ; he would have (leserved it : sixpence 
a-day, in Pyrarnus, or nothing. 

Enter Bottom. 

Bol. Where are these lads ? where arc tlicse hearts? 

Quin, Bottom ! — O most courageous day 1 O 
most happy hour ! 

Bot, Masters, I am to discourse wonders ; but ask 
me not what ; for, if I tell you, I am no true Athe- 
nian. I will tell yon every thing, right as it fell out. 

Quin. Let us hear, sweet Bottom, 

Bot, Not a word of me. All that I will till you, 
is, that the duke hath dined : Get your ajiparel to- 
gether; good strings to your beards, new ribbons 
to your pumps ; meet presently at the palace ; 
every man look o'er his part; for, the short and 
the long is, our play is preferred. In any case, let 
Thisby have clean linen ; and let not him, that 
plays the lion jiarc his nails, for they shall hang 
out for the lion’s claws. And, most dear actors, 
eat no onions, nor garlick, for we are to utter sweet 
breath ; and 1 do not doubt, but to hear them say, 
it is a sweet comedy. No more words ; away ; go, 
away. {Exeunt, 


ACT V. 


SCEN E An Apartment in the palace ^Theseus, 

Enter Theseus, Hippolyta, Philostuate, I.ords 
and Attendants, 

Hip, *Tis strange, my Theseus, that these lovers 
speak of. 

The, More strange than true. I never may believe 
These antique fables nor these fairy toys. 

Lovers, and madmen, have such seething brains, 
Such shaping fantasies, that apprehend 
More than cool reason ever cornpreliends. 
Tjj^iqnatick,^ lover, and the poet, 

Are of imagination all compact 


< Compacted, made- 


One sees more devils than vast hell can hold ; 

That is, the madman ; the lover, all as frantick, '' 
Sees Helen’s beauty in a brow of Egypt ; / . . 
The poet’s eye, in a fine frenzy rolling, 

Doth glance from heaven to earth, from earth to 

heaven, 

And, as imagination bodies forth ^ 

The forms of things unknown, the poet's pen v. 
Turns them to shapes, and gives to airy nothing \ 
A local habitation, and a name. ,/ 

Such tricks hath strong imagination ; " 

That, if it would hut apprehend some joy, 

It comprehends some bringcr of that joy ; , 

Or, in the night, imagining some fear, 

How easy is a bush suppos’d a hear? ! 
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flip. But all the story of the nijrht told over, 

And all their minds transfigur’d so together, 

More witnesscth than faiu*y’s images, 

And grows to something of great constancy ; 

But, howsoever, strange and admirable. 

Euler Lysander, Demetrius, IIekmia, and 
Helena. 

The. Here come the lovers, full of joy and mirth, — 
Joy, gentle friends ! joy, and fresh days of love, 
Accompany your hearts ! 

Eps. More than to ns 

Wait on your royal walks, your board, your bed ' 
The, Come now ; what masks, what dances shall 
we have, 

To wear away this long age of three hours, 

Between our after-supper, and bed-time? 

Where is our usual manager of mirth ? 

What revels are in hand? Is there no play. 

To case the anguish of a torturing hour? 

Call Bhilostrate. 

PhUast. Here, mighty Theseus. 

The. Say what abridgment ^ have you for this 
evening ? 

What mask? whatmusick? How shall we beguile 
The lazy time, if not with some delight? 

Philo.if. There is a brief 6, how many sports are ripe; 
IMuke choice of which your highness ^^ill sec first. 

[dirin^ a 2>aper. 

Tlie. [Wca^Av.] 'The battle with the Centaurs, to he 
sung, 

Tip an Alhenian songster to the harp, 

We’ll none of that : that have I told my love, 

In glory of my kinsman Hercules. 

The riot of the tipsp llaechnnah. 

Tearing the Thracian singer in their rage. 

That is an old device ; and it was play’d 
When I from 'riiebes came last a conqueror. 

The thrice three muses mourning for the death 
Of learning, late deceas'd in beggari/. 

That is some satire, keen, and critical. 

Not sorting with a nuptial ceremony. 

A tedious brief scene of young Pyramus, 

And his love Thisbe ; very tragical mirth. 

Merry and tragical ? Tedious and brief? 

That is, hot ice, and wonderous strange snow. 

How shall we find the concord of this discord ? 
Philost, A jjlay there is, my lord, some ten m ords 
long ; 

Which is as brief as I have known a play ; 

But by ten words, my lord, it is too long ; 

Which makes it tedious ; for in all tlie jday 
TJiere is not one w ord apt, one player fitted. 

And tragical, my noble lord, it is ; 

For Py ramus therein doth kill himself. 

Which, when I saw rehears’d, I must conft'ss, 
Made mine eyes water ; but more merry tears 
The passion of loud laughter never shed. 

The, What are tliey, that do play it ? 

Philost, Hard-handed men, that work in Athens 
here, 

Wliich never labour’d in their minds till now' ; 

And now have toil’d tlieir unbreath’d memories 
With this same play, against your nuptial. 

The. And we w'ill hear it. 

Philost, No, my noble lord, 

It is not for you ; I have heard it over. 

And it is nothing, nothing in tlie world ; 

Dnless you can find sport in their intents, 

^ Pastime, ® Short account. 


Extremely stretch’d, and conn’d wdth cruel pain, 

To do you service. 

The. I will hear that play ; 

For never any thing can bo amiss, 

When simpleness and duty tender it. 

Go, bring them in ; — and take your places, ladies. 

[Exit Philostrate. 
Hip. I love not to see w'rctchedness o’ercharg’tl, 
And duty in his service perishing. 

The. Why, gentle sweet, you shall sec no such thing. 
Hip. He says, they can do nothing in this kind. 
The. The ki nder we, to gi ve them tliai i k s for u r>tl li n g . 
Our sport shall be, to take what they mistake : 

And what poor duty can do, 

Noble respect takes it in might, not merit. 

Where I have come, great clerks have purposed 
To greet me wdth premeditated w elcomes ; 

Where I have seen them shiver and look ])ale, 

Make periods in the midst of sentences. 

Throttle their practis’d accent in their fears, 

And, in conclusion, dumbly have broke off, 

Not paying me a welcome : Trust me, sw eet, 

Out of this silence, yet, 1 ]>ick’d a welcome ; 

And in the modesty of fearful duty 
I read as much, as from the rattling tongue 
Of sawey and audacious eloquence. 

Love, therefore, and tongue-tied simplicity. 

In least, speak most, to my capacity. 

Enter I^iulostrate. 

Philost. So please your grace, the jnologue is 
addrest.7 

IVic. Let him approach. [Flourish of trumpets. 
Enter Prologue. 

Ih'ol. If we iffend, it is with our good-will. 

T'hai you should think, we come not to offend. 

Hut with good-wdl. To show our simple skill, 

That is the tnic beginning of our end. 

Consider then, wc come but in despite. 

J/V do not come os minding to content you. 

Our true intent is. All for your delight. 

We are not here. That you should litre repent you. 
'The actors aie at hand ; and, by their show. 

You shall know all, that you are like to know. 

The. This fellow dotli not stand upon points. 
Jps. He hath rid his jirologue, like a rough colt ; 
he know s not the stop. A good moral, my lord : 
It is not enough to speak, but to speak true. 

Hip. Indeed be hath played on this prologue, 
like a child on a recorder a sound, but not in 
government. 

7'he. His speech was like a tangled chain ; no- 
thing impaired, but all disordered, VV’lio is next? 

Enter Pyramus and Tiusbk, Wall, Moonshine, 
and Lion, as in dumb show. 

Prol. “ Gentles, perchance, you w’ondcr at tin's 
show ; 

“ But wonder on, till trutli make all things plain. 
“ This man is Pyramus, if you w'ould know ; 

“ This beauteous lady Thisby is, certain. 

This man, with lime and rough-cast, doth present 
“ Wall, that vile w^all which did these lovers 
sunder ; 

“ And through wall’s chink, poor souls, they are 
content 

“ To whisper; art the wliich let no man wonder, 
7 Roftdy. ** A musical instiumciit. 
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“ This man, with lantern, tlog, and busli of thorn, 

“ Presenteth moon-sliine : for, if you will know, 
** By moon-shine did these lovers think no scorn 
“ To meet at Niiius’ toinh, there, there to w't>o. 

** This grisly heast, which hy name lion hight 
The trusty Tliishy, coming first hy night, 

“ Did scare away, or rather did alfright ; 

‘‘ And, as she fled, her mantle she did fall ; 

Which lion vile with bloody mouth did stain : 

** Anon comes Pyrainus, sweet youth, and tall, 

“ And finds his trusty Thishy’s mantle slain : 
Whereat with blade, with bloody blameful Idade, 
“ lie bravely broach’d his boiling bloody breast ; 
And, Tliisby birrying in mulberry shade, 

His dagger drew, and died. For all the rest, 
“ Let lion, inoonshine, wall, and lovers twain. 

At large discourse, wliile here the) do remain.” 
\^Exeunt Prol. Pyr. 'J'jiisbe, Lion, aini Moonsliine. 
The, I wonder if the lion be to speak. 

J)em. No wonder, my lord ; one lion may, w hen 
many asses do. 

Wall. In this same interlude, it dotli befall. 
That I, one Snout by name, ])iescnt a wall : 

And such a wall, as J ivould have you think, 

“ That had in it a cranny’d hole, or chink, 

“ Through which the lovers, Pyiaiuus and Tliishy, 
“ Did whisper often veiy secretly. 

“ This loam, this rough-cast, and this stone, doth 
show 

** That I am tliat same w^all ; the tnitli is so . 

And this the cranny is, right and sinistei. 
Through which the feaiful lovers are to w^hisper.” 
The. Would you desire lime and liair to speak 
better ? 

Dem, It is tlie wittiest partition that ever I heard 
discourse, my lord. 

Thc^ Pyrainus draws near tlic* ^vall : silence ! 
Enter Pyramus. 

Pyr. “ O grim-look’d night ! O night with hue 
so black ! 

“ O night, wdiich ever art, when day is not ! 

“ O night, O night, alack, alack, alack, 

I fear iny Tliishy’s promise is forgot ! — 

“ And thou, O W'all, O sweet, () lovely wall, 

** That stand’st between her father’s ground and 
mine ! 

Thou wall, O wall, O sweet and lovely ivall, 

“ Show me thy chink, to blink through with mine 
eyrie. [Wall holds vp his finf^ers. 

“ Thanks, courteous wall : Jove shield tliee well for 
this ! 

“ But what sec I ? No Thisby do I see. 

“ O wicked w'all, through whom I see no bliss ; 

“ Curst be thy stones for thus deceiving me ! ” 

The. llie wall, methinks, being sensible, should 
curse again. 

Ppr, No, in truth, sir, he should not. Deceiving 
mC) is Thisby’s cue : she is to enter now, and I am 
to spy her through the w'all. You shall see, it will 
fall pat as I told you : — Yonder slie comes. 

Enter Thisbe. 

This* “ O wall, full often hast thou heard my moans, 
** For parting my fair Pyrainus and me : 

** My cherry lips have often kiss’d thy stones ; 

€( Yhy stones with lime and hair knit up in Uiee.” 
Ppr* “ I see a voice : now will I to the chink, 

** To spy an I can hear my Thisby’s face. 

“ Thisby ! ” 

9 CaUed. 


This. “ My love, thou art my love, I think.” 
Pyr “ Think wdiat thou wilt, 1 am thy lover’s grace ; 
“ And like Limander am I trusty still.” 

'This. “ And I like Helen, till the fates me kill.” 
Pyr. “ Not Shsifalus to Procrus w^as so true,” 
This. “ As Sliafalus to Procrus, I to you.” 
7-*yr.“(),kissmetliroughtIiehoIeof this vile wall.” 
7 his. ** 1 kiss the wall’s hole, not your lips at all.” 
Pyr. Wilt thou at Ninny’s tomb meet me 
straightway ? ” 

This. “ Tidelife,tide death, T comcwitlioul delay. ’ 
Wall. ** Thus have I, wall, my part discharged so;” 
“ And, being done, thus wall away doth go.” 

Exeunt Wall, Pvramits, and Tiiisbe. 
2'he. Now is the mural ilow'ii between tlic two 
neighbours. 

l>rm. No remedy, my lord, when walls are so 
w'ilful to Jicar 'without warning. 

Jhp. This is the silliest stiifi’that ever 1 heard. 
'The. The best in this kind are hut shadow's ; and 
the worst are no w'orse, if imagination ameiul them. 

liip. It must be your imagination tlien, and not 
theirs. 

'The. If we imagine no worse of tliem, than they 
of themselves, lliey may pass for I'xcellent men. 
Here come two nolde beasts in, a moon and a lion. 

Enter Lion and Moonshine. 

[Aon. You, ladies, you, whosegentleheartsdofeai 
‘‘ The smallest monstrous mouse that creeps on 
floor, 

iMay now, perchance, both quake and tremble here, 
“ When lion rougirin wildest rage dotli roar. 
Then know', that I, one Snug the joiner, am 
“ A lion fell, nor else no lion's dam; 

For if 1 should as lion come in strife 
“ Into this place, ’twere pity on my life.” 

'[he. A very gentle heast and of a good conscience. 
Dem. I'iic very best at a heast, my lord, tiiat e’er 1 
saw. 

Lys. This lion is a very fox for his valour. 

'The. True ; and a goose for his discretion. 

J)em. Not so, my lord ; for his valour cannot 
carry his discretion ; and tlie fox carries the goose. 

The. His discretion, I am sure, cannot carry liis 
valour; for the goose carries not the fox. Tt is 
well : leave it to his discretion, and let us listen to 
the moon. 

Moon. “ This lantern doth the Iiorncd moon 
present : — ” 

Dem. He should Iiave w^orn the horns on his head. 
'The. He is no crescent, and his horns are invisible 
within tlie circumference. 

Moon. ‘‘Thislanterndoth thehornedmoon present; 
“ Myself the man i*the moon do seem to be.” 

'The. This is the greatest error of all the rest ; the 
man should be put into the lantern ; How is it else 
the man i’the moon ? 

Dem* He dares not come there for the- candle : 
for, you see, it is already in snuff. * 

Hip. I am aw'cary of this Ihoou : Would, he 
would change ! 

The. It a})pears, hy his small light of discretion, 
that he is in the wane ; but yet, in courtesy, in all 
reason, we must stay the time. 

Lys. Proceed, moon. 

Moon. All that I have to say, is, to tell you, tliat 
the lantern is the moon ; I, the man in the moon ; this 
thorn-bush, my thorn-bush ; and this dog, my dog. 

1 In anger j a quibble. 



Scene I. 

J)rm. Why, all these should be in the hintern ; for 
they arein tliemoon. 15ut, silence; here comes Thisbe. 

Enter Tiiisbe. 

y/ii-s. “ This is old Ninny’s tomb. Where is my 
love ? ” 

Iaoiu “ Oh. — ” 

f The Lion roars. — Tuisjie mens off'. 
Bern. Well roared, lion. 

The. Well run, Thisbe. 

}fip. Wc*ll shone, moon. — Truly, the moon 
shines with a pfood grace. 

The. Well moused, lion. 

[7'he Lion tears 'rnisBE\s niautfe, and exit. 
T)ein And so comes Pyrauius. 

7 ifs. And so the lion vanish’d. 

Enter Pyuami s. 

Pyr. “ Swee* moon, I tJ».ink tliee for thy sunny 
beams ; 

‘‘ I thank thee, moon, for shilling now so luiglit; 

“ For, by thy gracious, golden, glittiiing streams, 

“ 1 trust to taste of truest 'i'hishy’s sight. 

“ Put stay ; — O s[)ite ! 

‘‘ Hut mark ; — Poor kniglil, 

“ What dreatlful dole is here? 

“ Eyes, do you see ? 

“ How can it be ? 

** 0 dainty duck ! O dear ’ 

“ 'riiy mantle good, 

“ What, stain’d with blood? 

“ Apjiroach, ye furies fell ! 

“ O fates ! come, come ; 

“ Cut thread and thrum ; - 
“ Quail, crush, conclude, and quell ! *’ 

'The. This passion, and the death of a dear friend, 
would go near to make a man look sjul. | 

Jiij). Beshrew my heart, but 1 pity the man. | 
7*yr. O, wherefore, natuie,didhf thou lionsframe? 

Since lion vile hath here dellour’d my dear . 
Which is ■— no, no — wJiich was the fairest dame, 

“ That liv’d, that lov’d, that likM, that look’d with 
“ cheer. 3 

“ Come, tears, confound ; 

“ Out, sw'ord, and w^ound 
The pap of Pyramus : 

“Ay, that left pap, 

“ AVherc heart dotli hoj) : 

“ Thus die I, thus, thus, thus. 

“ Now am 1 dead, 

“ Now am I fled ; 

“ My soul is in the sky : 

“ Tongue, loose thy liglit ! 

“ Moon, take thy flight ! 

“ Now die, die, die, (lie, die.” 

I" yju.s. — Exit Moonshine. 
Bern. No die, but an ace, for him ; for he is but one. 
Lys. Less than an ace, man ; (‘or he is dead ; he 
is nothing. 

The. With the help of a surgeon, he might yet 
recover, and prove an ass. 

Bip. How chance moonshine is gone, before 
Hnsbe comes back and finds her lover ? 

The. She will find him by star-light.- — Here she 
romes ; and her passion ends the play. 

Enter Thisbe. 

Methinks, she should not use a long one, 
fnr such a Pyramus : \ hope, she will be brief. 

Co.tr^c yarn. ’’ Countenanre 


If? 

J)cm. A mote will turn the balance, which Pj- 
ramus, which 'J'hisbc, is the better. 

Lys. She hath spied him already with those sw^eet 
eyes. 

Deni. And thus she moans, videlicet. — 

This. “ Asleep, my love ? 

“ What, dead, my dove ? 

“ O Pyramus, ari ie, 

“ Speak, speak (iuite dumb ? 

“ Dead, dead? A tomh 
“ Must cover thy sweet eyes. 

“ These lily brows, 

“ Tills cherry nose, 

“ ’^riicse yellow* cowslip eheek^-, 

“ Are gone, are gone : 

“ Lovers, make moan * 

“ IJis eyes w'^ere green as leeks. 

O sisters three, 

I “ Come, come, to me, 

“ VVh'tli hands as jiale as milk , 

“ Lay them in gore, 

“ Since you have shore 
“ With shears his thread of silk, 

“ Tongue, not a word . — 

“ C’omc, trusty sword ; 

“ Come, blade, my breast imbrue . 

“ And farev\ell, friends; — 

“ Thus Thisbe ends 
“ Adieu, adieu, adieu.” 

The. Moonshine and lion are left to bury llie dead. 
Deni. Ay, and wall too. 

Pol. No, J assure you ; the wall is down that 
parted their fathers. Will it please jou to see the 
epilogue, or to hear a Bergomask dunce, between 
two of our company ? 

The. No e])ilogue, 1 pray yon ; for youv ])lay 
needs no excuse. Never excuse ; for wlien the 
pl.iyers aie all dead, there need none to be blamed. 
Marry, if be tJiat writ it, bad play’d Pyramus and 
banged himself in Thisbe’s garter, it would have 
been a fine tragedy : and so it is, truly ; and very 
notably discharged. But come, your Bergomask 
let your epilogue alone. 

[Here a dance of Clowns. 
The iron tongue of midnight hath told twelve ; — 
Lovers, to bed ; ’tis almost fairy time. 

1 fear we shall outsleep the coming morn. 

As much as we this night have overwatch’d. 

This palpable gross play Iiath well beguil’d 

The heavy gait of night. — Sweet friends, to bed. — 

A fortnight hold w^e this solemnity, 

In nightly revels, and new jollity. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 

Enter Puck. 

Puck. Now the hungry lion roars, 

And the wolf behowls the moon ; 

Whilst the heavy ploughman snores, 

All w'ith wa'ary task fordone.'* 

Now the wasted brands do glow. 

Whilst the seritch-owl, scritching loud, 
Puts the wretch, that lies in w'oe, 

In remembrance of a shroud. 

Now it is the time of night, 

That the graves, all gaping wide, 

J^very one lets forth his sprite, 

In the chiirch-way paths to glide : 

-* Overcome 
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And wc fairies, that do run 
By the triple Hecat’s team, 

From the presence of the sun, 

Following darkness like a dream. 

Now are frolick ; not a mouse 
Shall disturb this hallow’d house ; 

I am sent, with broom, before. 

To sweep the dust behind the door. 

Enter Oberon and Titania, with their Train. 

Obe. Through this house give glimmering light, 
By the dead and drowsy fire : 

Every elf, and fairy sprite, 

Hop as light as bird from brier ; 

And his ditty, after me, 

Sing, and dance it trippingly. 

2'ita. First, rehearse this song by rote : 

To each word a warliling note, 

Hand in liand, with lUiry grace, 

^^’ill wc sing, and bless this place. 

SONG, AND DANCE. 

Obe. Now, until the break of day, 

Tlnough this house each fairy stray. 

To the best bride-bed w ill we. 

Which by us shall blessed be ; 

So shall all the couples three 
Ever true in loving be ; 

And the blots of nature’s hand 
Shall not in their issue stand ; 


Never mole, hare-lip, nor scar, 

Nor mark prodigious such as are 
Despised in nativity, 

Shall upon their children be. — 

With this field-dew consecrate, 

Every fairy take his gait ; 

And each several chamber bless. 

Through this palace with sw'cet peace: 

E’er shall it in safety rest, 

And the owner of it blest, 

Ti ip away ; 

Make no stay; 

Meet me all by bieak of day. 

l^Excunt Orfron, Titania, and Train. 
Puck. If we shadows have offended^ 

Think but this, {and all is mended,) 

That you have hut slumber d here, 

While these visions did appear, 

And thu weak and idle theme. 

No more yieldin’!; hut a dream, 

Gent/ts, do not ri prebend ; 

If you pardon, tee wUL mend. 

And, as lam honest Puck, 

If we have unearned luck 

Now to 'scape the serpent's tongue. 

We will make amends, ere long: 

Else the Puck a liar coll. 

So, good night unto you all. 

Give me your hands, if we be fi tends, 

And liobin shall restore amends. [Exit. 
5 Portentous. e Way. 
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M i< RCA DE, J F ranee. 

Don vVduiano de Armado, a fantastical Spaniaul. 
Sir Nathaniel, a Curate. 
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Princess of France, 
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Maria, j- laidies attending oft the Princess. 
Katharinf, j 

Jaqitenf.tta, a Country Girl. 

Djficcrs and otherSf attendants on the King and 
Princess, 


SCENE, Navarre. 


ACT 1. 


SCENE T. — Navarre. A Park, with a Palace in tl. 

Enter the King, Biron, Longaviixe, and Dumain. 

King. Let fame, that all Imnt after in tlieir lives, 
Live register’d upon our brazen tombs, 

And tlien grace us in the disgrace of death ; 

Wlien, spite of cormorant devouring time, 

The endeavour of this present breath may buy 
That honour, whicli shall bate his scythe’s keen 
edge, 

And make us heirs of all eternity. 

Therefore, brave conquerors : — for so you are, 
That war against your own affections, 

And the huge army of tlie world’s desires, — 

Our late edict shall strongly stand in force ; 
Navarre shall be the wonder of the world j 
Our court shall be a little Academe, 

Still and contemplative in living art. 

You three, Biron, Dumain, and Longaville, 

Have sworn for three years’ term to live with me, 
My fellow-scholars, and to keep those statutes, 
riifit are recorded in this schedule here; 

Your oatlis are past, and now subscribe your names ; 
That his own hand may strike his honour down, 
That violates the smallest branch herein ; 

If you are arm’d to do, as sworn to do. 

Subscribe to your deep oatli, and keep it too. 

Long. I am resolv’d : ’tis but a three years* fast ; 
The mind, shall bai\que4. though the body pine : 

Eat paunches have lean pates ; aiid dainty bits 
Make rich the-iibs, FuThattlC’fout quite tlie wits. 
Eum. My loving lord, Dumain is mortified ; 


The grosser manner of these world’s delights 
lie throws upon the gross world’s baser slaves: 

To love, to wealth, to pomp, I pine and die ; 

With all these living in philosophy. 

Biron. I cun but say their protestation over. 

So much, dear liege, j have already sworn, 

That is, To live and study here three years. 

But there are other strict observances : 

As, not to see a woman in tliat term ; 

Which, 1 hope well, is not enrolled tlicre : 

And, one day in a week to touch no food ; 

And but one meal on every day beside ; 

The which, I hope, is not enrolled there : 

And then, to sleep but three hour* in the night, 
And not be seen to wink of all the day ; 

(When I was wont to think no harm all night. 

And make a dark night too of half the day ;.J 
Which, 1 liopc well, is not enrolled there : 

O, these are barren tasks, too bard to keep ; 

Not to see ladies, study, fast, not sleep. 

King. Your oatli is pass’d to pass away from these. 
Biron. Let me say no, my liege, an if you please ? 
I only swore, to study with your grace, 

And stay here in your court for three years’ space. 
Long. You swore to that, Biron, arid to the rest. 
Biron. By yea and nay, sir, then I swore in jest. — 
What is the end of study ? let me know. 

King. Why, that to know, which else we should 
not know. 

Biron. Things hid and barr’d, you mean, from 
common sense? 

King. Ay, that is study’s god-like recompense. 
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Biron. Come on then, I will swear to study so, 
To know the thing I am forbid to know : 

As thus — To study where I well may dine, 

When I to feast expressly am forbid ; 

Or, study where to meet some mistress fine, 

When mistresses from common sense are hid ; 

Or, having sworn too liard-a-keeping oath, 

Study to break it, and not break my troth. 

If study’s gain be thus, and this be so. 

Study knows that, which yet it doth not know : 
Swear me to this, and I will ne’er say, no. 

Xing. These be the stops that liinder study quite, 
And train our intellects to vain delight. 

Biron. Why, all delights are vain ; but that most 
vain, 

Which, with pain purchas’d, doth inherit pain ; 

As, painfully to pore upon a book, 

To seek the light of truth ; while truth the while 
Doth falsely blind the eyesight of his look ; 

Light, seeking light, doth light of light beguile : 
So, ere you find where light in darkness lies, 

Your light grows dark by losing of your eyes. 

Study me how to please the eye indeed, 

By fixing it upon a fairer eye ; 

Who dazzling so, that eye shall be his heed, 

And give him light that was it blinded by. 

Study is like the heaven’s glorious sun, 

That will not be deeii-seareh’d with saucy looks ; 
Small have continual plodders ever won, 

Save base authority from others’ books. 

These earthly godfathers of heaven’s lights, 

Diat give a name to every fixed star, 

I Have no more jirofit of their shining nights, 

' Than those that walk, and wot not what they arc. 

’ Too much to know, is, to know nought but fame ; 
And every godfather can give a name. 

Xing. How well he’s read, to reason against 
reading ! 

Dum, Proceeded well, to stop all good proceeding ’ 
hong. He weeds the corn, and still let’s grow 
the weeding. 

Biron* The sj)ring is near, when green geese arc 
a breeding. 

Dum. How follows that? 

Biron. Fit in his place and time. 

Dunu In reason nothing. 

Biron. Sometliing then in rhyme. 

l.ang. Biron is like an envious sneaping • frost, 
That bites the first-born infants of the spring. 

Biron. Well, say I am ; why should proud 
summer boast. 

Before the birds have any cause to sing? 

Why should 1 jo> in an abortive birth ? 

At Christmas I no more desire a rose 

Than wish a snow in May’s new-fangled shows ; 

But like of each thing, that in season grows. 

So you, to study now it is too late. 

Climb o’er the house t* unlock the little gate. 

Xing, Well, sit you out: go homo, Biron ; adieu! 
Biron. No, my good lord ; I have sworn to stay 
with you ; 

And, though 1 have for barbarism spoke more. 
Than for that angel knowledge you can say, 

Yet confident I’ll keep what I have swore, 

And bide the penance of each three years’ day. 
Give me the paper, let me read the same ; 

And to the strict’st decrees I’ll write my name. 
Xing. How well this yielding rescues thee from 
shame I 


Biron. \^Beads ] Item, That no woman shall come 
within a mile oj my court. — 

And hath this been proclaim’d ? 

Long. Four days ago. 

Biron. Let s see the penalty. 

[Beads.^ — On pain of losing her tongue. — 

Who devis’d this ? 

I.ong. Marry, that did I. 

Biron. Sweet lord, and why ? 

Long. To fright them hence with that dread pe- 
nalty, 

Biron. A dangerous law against gentility. 
[Reads.^ Item, If any man be seen to talk with a 
woman within the term of three years f he shall endure 
such publick shame as the rest if the court can possibly 
devise — 

This article, my liege, yourself must break ; 

For, well you know, here comes in embassy 
The French king’s daughter, with yourself to speak, — 
A maid of grace, and complete majesty, — 

About surrender-up of Aquitain 

To her decrepit, sick, and bed-rid father : 
Therefore this article is niaile in vain, 

Or vainly comes the admired princess hither. 
King. W hat say you, lords ? why, this was quite 
forgot. 

Biron. So study evermore is overshoot ; 

While it doth study to have what it woultl, 

It doth forget to do the thing it should : 

And when it hath the thing it hunteth most, 

’Tis won, as towns with fire ; so won, so lost. 

King. Wc must, of force, dispense with this decree; 
She must be here on mere necessity. 

Biron. If I break faith, this word shall si)eak for 
me, 

I am forsworn on mere necessity. — 

So to tlie laws at large I wiite iny name ; 

[Subscribes. 

\ And he, that breaks tliem in the least degree, 
Stands in attainder of perpetual shame : 

Suggestions are to others, as to me j 
But, 1 believe, although I seem so loth, 

I am the last that will last keep his oath. 

But is there no ijuick recreation granted ? 

K^ing. Ay, that there is: our court, jou know, i*, 
haunted 

With a refined traveller of Spain ; 

A man in all the world’s new fashion planted, 

That hath a mint of phrases in his brain : 

One, whom the musick of his own vain tongue 
Doth ravish, like enchanting harmony ; 

A man of comjiliments, whom right and wrong 
Have chose as umpire of their mutiny : 

This child of fancy, tliat Armado hight 3, 

For interim to our studies, shall relate, 

In high-born words, the w orth of many a knight 
From tawny Spain, lost in the world’s debate. 
How you delight, my lords, I know not, I ; 

But, I protest, I love to hear him lie, 

And 1 will use him for my minstrelsy. 

Biron. Armado is a most illustrious wight, 

A man of fire-new words, fashion’s own knight. 
Long. Costard tlie swain, and he, shall be our 
sport ; 

And, so to study, three years is but short. 

King. Then go we, lords, to put in practice that 
Which each to other Iiath so strongly sworn. — 
[Ejscmit King, Longaville, and Dumain. 


‘ Nipping. 
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Jitron. I’ll lay my head to any {rood man’s hat, I Amu Sweet invocation of a child ; most pretty, 


These oaths and laws will prove an idle scorn. 

\_ExU^ 

SCENE II. — Armado’jf House, 

Enter Arm ado and Moth 

Arm. Boy, what sign is it wlicn a man of great 
spirit grows melancholy ? 

Moth. A great sigti, sir, tluxt he will look sad. 

Arm. Why, sadness is one and the self-same 
thing, dear imp. 

Moth. No, no, sir, no. 

Arm. How canst thon part sadness .and melan- 
choly, my tender juvenal ? 

Moth. By a familiar demonstration of the work- 
ing, my tough senior. 

Arm. Why tough senior ? why tough senior ? j 

Moth. Why tender juvenal ? why tender juvenal ? 

Arm. I spoke it, tender juvenal, as a congruent 
epitheton, appertaining to thy young days, which 
we may nominate tender. 

Moth. And I, tough senior, as an appeitinent title 
to your old time, which we may name tough. 

Arm. Pretty and a})t. 

]\foth. How mean you, sir? 1 pretty, and my 
saying apt ? or, I apt, and my saying pretty ? 

Ar}n. Thou pretty, because little. 

Moth. Little ])retty, because little : Wherefore apt? 

Ar?n. And therefore apt, because quick. 

MiUh. Sj)eak you this in my praise, master? 

Arm. In thy condign praise. 

Moth. T will praise an eel with the same praise. 

Arm. What? that an eel is ingenious? 

Moth, That an eel is (juiek. 

Arm. I do say, thou art quick in answers : Thou 
heatest my blood. 

Moth. I am answered, sir. 

Arm. I love not to be crossed. 

Moth. He speaks the mere contmry, crosses ^ love 
r\ot him. [Aside. 

Arm. I have promised to study three years with j 
the duke. 

Moth. You may do it in an hour, sir. 

Arm. Impossible. 

Moth. 11 ow' many is one thrice told? 

Arm. 1 am ill at reckoning, it fitteth the spirit 
of a tapster. 

Moth. You arc a gentleman, and a gamester, sir. 

Arm. I confess both ; they are both the varnish 
of a cornjdcte in.'in. 

Moth. Then, I .am sure you know how much the 
gloss sum of deuce-ace amounts to. 

Arm. It doth amount to one more th.an two. 

Moth. Which the base vulgar do call three, 

Ann. True. 

Moth. Why, sir, is this such a piece of stiidy? 
Now here is three studied, ere you’ll thrice wink: 
and how easy it is to put years to the w’ord three, 
and study three years in two words, the dancing 
horse will tell you. 

Arm. A most fine figure ! 

Moth. To prove you a cipher. ^ [Aside. 

Arm. I will hereupon confess, I am in love ; and 
my love is most immaculate white and red. 

Moth. Most maculate thoughts, master, are 
masked under such colours. 

Arm. Define, define, well-educated inlant. 

Math. My father’s wit, and my mother’s tongue 
assist me ! 

^ V'oung man * 'f he name of a coin once current 


and pathetical ! 

Moth. If she be made of white and red, 

Her faults will ne’er be known ; 

For blushing cheeks by faults arc bred. 

And fears by pale white shown : 

Tlien, if she fear, or be to blame, 

By this you shall not know ; 

For still her cheeks possess the same, 

Whicli native she doth owe.^ 

A dangerous rhyme, master, against the reason of 
white and red. 

Arm. Is there not a ballad, boy, of the King and 
the Beggar? 

Moth. The w orld was very guilty of such a ballad 
some three ages since : but, I think, now ’tis not to 
be found; or, if it were, it nould neither serve for 
the writing nor the tune. 

Arm. I will liavc the subject newly wTit o’er, 
tliat I may example my digression by some mighty 
precedent. Boy, I do love that country girl, that 
I took in the park with the rational hind. Costard ; 
she deserves well. 

Moth. To be whipped ; and yet a better love 
than my master. [Aside. 

Arm. Sing, boy ; my spirit grows heavy in love. 

Moth. And that’s great marvel, loving a light 
woman. 

Arm. I say sing. 

Moth. Forbear till this company be past, 

Enter Dull, Costard, and Jaquki^etta. 

Dull. Sir, the duke’s pleasure is, that you keep 
Costard safe : and you must h‘t him take no delight, 
nor no penance ; but a’ must f.ist three days a-wcek : 
For this damsel, I must keep her at the park ; she 
is allowed for the day-w oman. ? Fare you well. 

Arm. I do betnay myself with blushing. — Maid. 

.7«y. IVIan. 

Arm. I will visit thee at the lodge. 

Jaq. That’s hereby. 

Arm. I know where it is situiite. 

Ja<j How %vise you are ! 

Arm. I will tell thee wonders. 

J(uj. With that face ? 

Arm. I love thee. 

Jaq, So I heard you say. 

Arm. And so fiirewell. 

Jaq. F.iir we.ather after you ' 

Dull. Come, .laquenetta, away. 

[Exeunt Dull and Jaquenetta. 

Arm. Villain, thou shalt fast for thy oHbiices, ere 
thou be i)ardoned. 

Cost. Well, sir, I hope, when I do it, I shall do 
it on a full stomach. 

Arm. Thou shalt be heavily punished. 

Cost. 1 am more bound to you, than your fellows, 
for they are but lightly rew.arded. 

Arm. Take away this villain ; sliut Iiim up. 

Moth. Come, you transgressing slave ; away. 

Cost. Let me not be pent up, sir; I will fast, 
being loose. 

Moth. No, sir, that were fast and loose: tlioii 
shalt to prison. 

Cost. Well, if ever I do see the merry days of 
desolation that I Iiave seen, some shall s^e — 

Moth. What shall some see ? 

Cost, Nay, nothing, master Moth, but w'hat tlicy 
look upon. It is not for prisoners to be too silent 

0 Of winch bhc is naturally possessed. ^ Dairy.woman. 

I. 4 
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Act II. 


in their words ; and, therefore, I will say nothing : 
I have as little patience as another man ; and there- 
fore I can be quiet. [Exeunt Moth and Costard. 

Artn. I do affect^ the very ground, which is base, 
where Iter shoe, which is baser, guided by her foot, 
which is basest, doth tread. I shall be forsworn, 
(which is a great argument of falsehood,) if I love : 
And how can that be true love, which is falsely 
attempted? Cupid’s butt -shaft 9 is too hard for 
Hercules’ club, and therefore too much odds for a 


Spaniard’s rapier. The first and second cause will 
not serve my turn ; the passado he respects not, tlie 
duello he regards not : his disgrace is to be called 
hoy ; but his glory is to subdue men. Adieu, va- 
lour! rust, rapier ! be still, drum ! for your manager 
is in love ; ye.a, he loveth. Assist me, some extem- 
poral god of rhyme, for, I am sure, I shall turn 
sonneteer. Devise, wit ; write, pen ; for I am for 
whole volumes in folio. 

[Exit. 


ACT 11. 


SCENE A PavilioUi and Tents at a distance. 

Enter the Princess of Er\nce, Rosaline, Maria, 
Katharine, Royet, Lords, and other Attendants. 
Boyet. Now, madam, summon up your dearest 
spirits : 

Consider who the king your father sends ; 

To whom he sends ; and what’s his einbassy : 
Yoin-self, held precious in the world esteem ; 

To parley with the sole inheritor 
Of all perfections that a man may owe, 

Matchless Navarre ; the plea of no less weight 
Than Aquitain ; a dowry for a queen. 

Be now as proihgal of all dear grace, 

As nature was in making graces dear. 

When she did starve the general world beside. 

And prodigally gave them all to you. 

Prhx. Good lord Boyet, my beauty, though hut 
mean, 

Needs not the painted flourish of your praise ; 
Beauty is bought by judgment of the eye. 

Not utter’d by base sale of chapmen’s tongues 
I am less proud to hear you tell my worth, 

Than you mucli willing to be counted wise 
In spending your wit in tlie praise of mine. 

But now to task the tasker. — Good Boyet, 

You are not ignorant, all-telling fame 
Doth noise abroad Navarre hath made a vow, 

Till painful study shall out-wear three years. 

No woman may approacli his silent court : 

Therefore to us seemeth it a needful course, 

Before we enter his forbidden gates, 

To know his pleasure ; and, in that bclialf. 

Bold of your worthiness, wx* single you 
As our best-moving fair solicitor : 

Tell him, the daughter of the king of Prance, 

On serious business, craving quick despatch, 
Impdrtunes personal conference with his grace. 
Haste, signify so much ; while w^e attend, 

Like humbly- visag’d suitor<^, his high will, 

Boyet* Proud of employment, wdllingly I go. 

[Eiit. 

Prin. All pride is willing pride, and yours is so. — 
Who are the votaries, my loving lords, 

That are vow-fellows with this virtuous duke? 

1 Lord. Longaville is one. 

Prin* Know you the man ? 

Mar, I know him, madam ; at a marriage feast, 
Between lord Perigort and the beauteous heir 
Of Jaques Palconbridgc solemnized, 

In Normandy saw I tliis Longaville : 

A man of sovereign parts he is esteem’d j 
Well fitted ill the arts, glorious in arms ; 

^ Love. ® Arrow to shoot at butts with. 


Nothing becomes him ill, tliat he would well. 

The only soil of Iiis fair virtue’s gloss, 

(If virtue’s gloss will stiiin with any soil,) 

Is a sharp wit match’d with too blunt a will ; 

Whose edge hath power to cut, whose will still wills 
It should none spare that come witliin his power. 
Prill. Some merry mocking lord, belike ; is’t so? 
Mar. They say so most, tliat most his Iminours 
know. 

Prin. Such short-liv’d w its do w'ither as tliey grow. 
Who are the rest ? 

Kiith. The young Dumain, a well-accomplisird 
youth, 

Of all that virtue love for virtue lov’d : 

Most power to do most harm, least knowing ill ; 

For ho hath wit to make an ill shape good, 

And sliape to win grace though lie had no wit. 

I saw him at the duke Alengon’s once ; 

And much too little of tliat good I saw, 

Is my report, to his great w orthiness. 

Eos. Anotlicr of these students at that time 
Was there with him : if 1 have heard a truth, 

Biron they call him; hut a merrier man. 

Within the limit of becoming mirth, 

I never .spent an hour’s talk withal : 

His eye begets occasion for his wit; 

For every object that the one doth catch, 

The other turns to a mirth-moving jest ; 

Which his fair tongue (conceit’s expositor) 

Delivers in such apt and gracious w ords. 

That aged ears play truant at his tales, 

And younger hearings are quite ravislied ; 

So swxet and voluble is his discourse. 

Prin. Heaven bless my ladies! are they all in love; 
That every one her own hath garnished 
With such bedecking ornaments of praise ? 

Mar. Here comes Boyet. 

Re-enter Boyet. 

Prin. Now^, what admittance, loid ? 

Boyet. Navarre had' notice of your fair approach ; 
And he, and his competitors * in oath, 

Were all address’d to meet you, gentle lady, 
Before I came. Marry, thus much I have learnt, 
He rather means to lodge you in the field, 

(Like one that comes here to Ixisicge his court,) 
Than seek a dispensation for his oath, 

To let you enter his unpeopled house. 

Here comes Navarre. [The Ladies mask. 

Enter King, Longaville, Dumain, Biron, and 
Attendants* 

King* l^air princess, welcome to the court of 
Navarre. 

* Confederates. * Prepared. 
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Pnn. Fair, I give you back again ; and, welcome 
1 liavc not yet : tJie roof of tin's court is too high to 
be yours ; and welcome to the wild fields too base 
to be mine. 

King. You shall be welcome, madam, to my court. 
JVui. I will be welcome then ; conduct me 
thither. 

King. Hear me, dear lady ; I have sworn an oath. 
Prin. Our lady help my lord ! he’ll be forsworn. 
King. Not for the world, fair madam, by my will. 
Pnn, Why, will shall break it ; will, and notliing 
else. 

King. Your ladyship is ignorant what it is. 

Prill. Were my lord so, liis ignorance were wise, 
Where now his knowledge must prove ignorance. 

J hear, your grace hath sworn-out house-keeping : 
’Tis deadly sin to keep that oath, my lord, 

And sin to break it ; 

l?ut pardon me, I am too sudden-bold ; 

To teach a teacher ill beseemeth me. 

Vouchsafe to read the purpose of my coming, 

And suddenly resolve me in my suit. [ Gives a paper. 
King. Miidam, I will, if suddenly I may. 

Prin. You will the sooner, that I were away ; 
For you’ll j>rove ])eTjur’d, if you make me stay. 
liiron. Did not I dance with you in Urabant once? 
Pob. Did not I dance with you in Brabant once? 
Biron. I know you did. 

Pos. How needless was it then 

'^I’o ask the question ! 

Piron. You must not be so quick. 

Pos. ’Tis ’long of you that spur me with such 
questions. 

JHron. Your w it’s too hot, it speeds too fast, ’tw ill 
tire. 

Pos. Not till it leave the rider in the mire. 

Piron. What time o’ day ? 

Pos. The hour tliat fools shall ask, 

Piron. Now fair befall your mask ! 

Pos. b’air fall the face it covers * 

Piron. And send you many lovers ' 

Pos. Amen, so you be none. 

Piron. Nay, then will I be gone. 

King. Madam, your father hero dotii intimate 
'Fhc payment of a hundred thousand crow ns ; 

Being but the one half of an entire sum, 

Disbursed by my father in his w ars. 

But say, that he, or we, (as neither have,) 

Receiv’d that sum ; yet there remains unpaid 
A hundred thousand more; in surety of the which. 
One part of Aquitain is bound to us, 

Although not valued to the money’s worth. 

If then the king your father will restore 
But that one half which is unsatisfied. 

We will give up our right in Aquitain, 

And hold fair friendship with his majesty. 

But that, it seems, he little purposeth, 

For here he doth demand to have repaid 
An hundred thousand crowns; and not demands, 
On payment of a hundred thousand crowns, 

To have his title live in Aquitain ; 

Which we much rather had depart 3 withal. 

And have the money by our father lent, 

'i'han Aquitain tlivided as it is. 

Dear princess, were not his requests so far 
From reason’s yielding, your fair self should make 
A yielding, ’gainst some reason, in my breast. 

And go well satisfied to France again. 

Prin. You do the king my father too much wrong. 


And wrong the reputation of your name, 

In so unseeming to confess receipt 
Of that which hath so faithfully been paid. 

King. I do protest, I never heard of it ; 

And, if you i>rovc it. I’ll repay it back. 

Or yield up Aquitain. 

Prin. We arrest your word : — • 

Boyet, you can produce acquittances. 

For such a sum, from special officers 
Of Charles bis father. 

King. Satisfy me so. 

Poyet. So please your grace, the packet is not 
come, 

Where that and other specialties are bound ; 
To-morrow you shall have a siglit of them. 

King. It shall suffice me : at which interview, 
All liberal reason I will yield unto. 

Mean time, receive such welcome at my hand, 

As honour, without breach of honour, may 
Make tender of to thy true w'orthiness : 

You may not come, fair princess, in my gates ; 

But here without, you shall be so receiv’d, 

As you shall deem yourself lodg’d in my heart. 
Though so denied fair harbour in my house. 

Your own good thoughts excuse me, and farewell : 
To-morrow shall wc visit you again. 

Prin. Sweet health and fair desires consort your 
grace ! 

King. Thy own w ish wisli I thee in every place ! 

[Exeunt King and his Train. 
Piron. Lady, I will commend you to my own 
heart. 

Pos. ’Pray you, do my commendations ; I would 
be glad to see it. 

Piron. I w ould, you lieard it groan. 

Pos. Is the fool sick ? 

Piron. Sick at heart. 

Pos. Alack, let it blood. 

Piron. Would that do it good ? 

Pos. IMy pliysick says, T. 

Piron. Will you prick’t with yoiir eye? 

Pos. No poi/nt with njy knife. 

Piro-**. Now, heaven save tliy life ! 

Pos. And yours from long living ! 

Piron. I cannot stay thanksgiving. [Pcliiing. 
JDum. Sir, I pray you, a w ord : What lady is tliat 
same ? 

Poyct. The heir of Alen9on, Rosaline her name. 
2)um. A gallant lady ! Monsieur, fare you w ell. 

[Exit. 

Long. I beseech you a word ; What is she in the 
white ? 

Boyet. A woman sometimes, an you saw her in 
the light. 

Long. Pray you, sir, whose daughter? 

Poyet. Her mother’s, 1 have heard. 

Long. Heaven’s blessing on your beard ! 

Poyct. Good sir, be not oflended : 

She is an heir of Falconbridge. 

Long, Nay, my choler is ended. 

She is a most sweet lady. 

Poyct. Not unlike, sir ; tliat may be. [Exit Long. 
Piron, What’s her name in the cap? 

Poyet. Katharine, by good hap. 

Piron. Is she wedded or no ? 

Poyet. To her will, sir, or so. 

Piron. You are welcome, sir; adieu ! 

Boyet. Farewell to me, sir, and welcome to you. 

\^Exit Biiion. — Ladies wimask* 
^ A French particle of negation. 


^ Ay, yes. 
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Mar* That last is Biron, the merry mad-caji lord ; 
Not a word with him but a jest. 

Boyet. And every jest but a word. 

If my observation, (which very seldom lies,) 

By the heart’s still rhelorick, disclosed with eyes, 
Deceive me not now, Navarre is infected. 

Prin, With what? 

Jioyet* With that which we lovers entitle, allected. 
Prin* Your reason? 

Tioyct* Why all his behaviours did make their retire 
To tlie court of his eye, peeping thorough desire • 
His heart, like an agate, with your print impressed, 
Proud with his form, in liis eye i)ride expressed : 
His tongue, all impatient to speak and not see. 

Did stumble with haste in his eye siglit to be ; 

All senses to that sense did make tlieir repair. 

To feel only looking on lairest of fair : 

Methought, all his senses were lock’d in his eye, 

As jewels in crystal for some prince to buy ; 

Who, tend’ring their own worth, from wlieie they 
were glass’d, 

Did point you to buy them, along as you pass’ll. 


ACT 


SCENE 1.-— The Parky near the Palace* 
Enter Armauo and Motji. 

Arm. Warble, child ; make passionate my sense 
of hearing. 

Moth. Concolincl •— [Singinf;. 

Arm. Sweet air ! — Go, tenderness of years ; take 
this key, give enlargement to the swain, bring him 
festinately ^ hither j 1 must employ him in a letter 
to my love. 

Moth. Master, wall you w'in your love wdth a 
French brawl ? ^ 

Arm. How mean’st thou ? brawling in French? 

Moth. No, my complete master: but to jig off 
a tune at the tongue’s end, canary to it with your 
feet, humour it with turning up your eye-lids j sigh 
a note, and sing a note ; sometime through the 
throat, as if you swallowed love with singing love ; 
sometime through the nose, as if you snuffed u[> 
love by smelhhig love ; with your hat penthouse- 
like, o’er the shop of your eyes ; w ith your anns 
crossed on your thin doiddet, like a rabbit on a 
spit ; or your hands in your pocket, like a man after 
the ohl painting ; and keep not too long in one 
tunc, but a snip and away. 

Arm. How hast lliou purchased this experience? 

Moth. Ily my penny of observation. 

Arfri. But O, — but O, — 

Moth. — the hobby-horse is forgot. 

Arm. Callest thou my love, hobby-horse ? 

Moth. No, master ; the hobby-horse is but a colt, 
and your love, perhaps, a hackney. But have you 
forgot your love ? 

Arm. Almost I had. 

Moth. Negligent student ! learn her by heart. 

Arm. By heart, and in heait, boy. 

Moth. And out of heart, master : all those three 
1 will prove. 

Arm. What will tliat prove? 

® Hastily. ? A kind of dance. 

** Canary was the name of a simgliUy dance. 


His dice’s own margent did quote such amazes. 
That all eyes saw his eyes enchanted with gazes : 
I’ll give you Aqiiitain, and all that is his, 

An you give him for my sake but one loving kiss. 
Pnn. Come, to our pavilion : Boyet is dispos’d — 
Boyet. But to speak that in words, which his eye 
hath disclos’d : 

I only have made a mouth of his eye, 

By adding a tongue which I know will not lie. 
Bos. Thou art an old love-monger, and speak ’st 
skilfully. 

Mar. He is cupid’s grandfather, and learns news 
of him. 

Bos. Then was Venus like lier motner ; for her 
father is but grim. 

Boyet. Do you hear, my mad gills? 

Mar. No. 

Boyet. Wbat then, do you see ? 

Bos. Ay, our way to he gone. 

Boyet. You are too hard for me. 

[ Exeunt. 


III. 


Afoth. A man, if T live ; and this, hy, in, and 
without, upon the instant : By heart yon love her, 
because your heart cannot come by her : in heart 
you love her, because your heart is in love with 
her : and out of Iicart you love her, being out of 
heart that you cumiot have her. 

Amn. I am all these three. 

Moth. And three limes as much more, and yet 
nothing at all. 

Arm. Fetch hither Uie swain ; he must carry me 
a letter. 

Moth. A message w ell sympathised ; a Iiorse to 
be embassador for an ass ! 

Arm. Ha, ha ! what sayest thou ? 

Moth. Marry, sir, you must send the ass upon the 
horse, for he is very slow gaited/. But 1 go. 

Arm. The way is but sliort ; aw^ay. 

Moth. As swift as lead, sir. 

Arm, Tliy meaning, pretty ingenious? 

Is not lead a metal heavy, dull, and slow^ ? 

Moth. MininUy honest master ; or rather, master 
no. 

Arm. I say, lead is slow. 

Moth. You are too swift, sir, to say so : 

Is that lead slow wliich is fired fioin a gun ? 

Arm, Sweet smoke of rhetorick : 

He reputes me a cannon ; and the bullet, that’s he : — 
1 shoot thee at the swain. 

Moth, Thump then, and I flee. 

[Exit. 

Arm. A most acute jiivenal ; voluble and free of 
grace ! 

By tliy favour, sweet welkin, I must sigh in thy face : 
Most rude melancholy, valour gives thee place. 

My herald is return’d. 

Be-cnter Moth and Costard. 

Moth. A wonder, iiiaster ; here’s a costard 
broken in a shin. 

[ 9 A head 
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Jrm. Some cnigjna, some riddle : come, — tliy 
Veniuu/ ’ ; — begin. 

Cost. No egma, no riddle, no V envoi/ ; no salve 
in the mail, sir: (), sir, plantain, a plain plantain ; 
no Cenvoi/i no V envoys no salve, sir, but a plantain ! 

Arm. 15y virtue, thou enforcest laughter; thy 
silly thought, my spleen; the heaving of my lungs 
provokes me to ridiculous smilijig : (), pardon me, 
my stars! Doth the inconsiderate take salve for 
renvoi/, and tlie word, C envoi/, for a salve? 

Moth. Do the wise tliink them other? is not 
('envoi/ a salve ? 

Ann. No, page : it is an epilogue or discourse 
to make plain 

Some obscure ])recedence that hath tofore been sjiin. 

I will example it : 

'fhe fox, the ai)e, and the humble-bee. 

Were still at odils, being but three. 

I'here’s the moral ; Now the Vcnvoi/. 

Moth. I will a<hl the /Vvico/y ; Say the moral again. 
Arm. The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee, 
Were still at oihls, being but three : 

Moth. Until the goose came out of door. 

And stay’d the odds by adding four. 

Now will I begin your moral, and do you follow 
with my C envoi/. 

The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee, 

Were still at odds, being but three : 

Arm. Until the goose came out of door, 

Staying the odds by adding four. 

Moth. A good Vcnvoi/, ending in the goose ; 
Would you desire more ? 

Cost. The boy hath sold him a bargain, a goose, 
tliat’s flat : — 

Sir, your pennyworth is good, an your goose he fat — 
'fo sell a bargain well, is as cunning as fast and loose : 
iA‘t me see a fat V envoi/ ; ay, that’s a fat goose. 
Arm. Come hither, come hither ; How did this 
argument begin ? 

Moth, lly saying that a Costard was broken in a shin. 
TIkmi call’d you for the Vcnvoi/. 

Cost. True, and I for a plantain : Thus came 
your argument in ; 

Then the buy’s fat Vcnvoi/, the goose that you bouglit ; 
Ajid he ended the market. 

Ann. But tell me ; how was there a Costard 
broken in a shin ? 

Mftlh. J will tell you sensibly. 

Cost. Thou hast no feeling of it, Moth; I will 
speak tliat V envoi/ : 

I, (’ostard, running out, that was safely witliin, 
hell over the thresht)ld, and broke my shin. 

Arm. We will talk no more of tliis matter. 

Cost. Till tliere be more matter in the siiin. 

Ann. Sirrah Costard, I will enfranchise thee. 
Cost. O, marry me to one Frances ; — 1 smell 
some Vcnvoi/, some goose, in this. 

Arm. I tnean, setting thee at liberty, enfreedom- 
ing thy person ; thou wert immured, restrained, 
captivated, bound. 

Cost. True, true ; and now you will let me loose. 
Arm. I give thee thy liberty, set thee from dur- 
ance ; and, in lieu thereof, impose on thee nothing 
hut this ; Bear tliis significant to die country maid 
Jatjuenetta : there is remuneration ; [ Giving him 
monct/.'] for tfie best ward of mine honour, is re- 
warding my dependents. Motli, follow. \_Kxit, 

, ‘ All old French term for concluding versos, which served 
cither to convey the moral, or to address the poem to some 
person. 


Moth. Like the sequel, I. — Signior Costard, 
adieu. [Exit Moth. 

Cost. Now w'ill I look to his remuneration. Re- 
muneration ! O, that’s the Latin word for three 
farthings; three farthings — remuneration — WhaVs 
the price of this inkle F a pcnrii/ : — Mo, VU give you 
a remuneration : why, it carries it. — Remuneration ! 

Enter Biron. 

Biron. O, my good knave Costard ! exceedingly 
well met. 

Cost. Pray you, sir, how much carnation ribbon 
may a man buy for a remuneration ? 

Jiirnn. What is a remuneration ? 

Cost. Marry, sir, half-penny farthing. 

Biron. O, why then, thrce-fannings-worth of silk. 
Cost. I thank your worship: Heaven be wiih you! 
Biron. O, stay, slave ; I must employ thee : 

As thou wilt win my favour, good my knave. 

Do one thing for me that I shall entreat. 

Cost. When w'ould you have it done, sir ? 

Jitron. O, tliis afternoon. 

Cost. Well, I will do it, sir : Fare you well. 
Biron. O, thou know^cst not what it is. 

Cod. I shall know, sir, wlien I have done it. 
Biron. Why, villain, thou must know first. 

Cost. I will come to your w'orship to-morrow 
morning. 

Biron. It must be done this afternoon. Hark, 
slave, it is but this ; — 

The princess comes to hunt here in the park, 

And in her train there is a gentle lady ; 

When tongues speak sweetly, then tliey name her 
name, 

And Rosaline they call her : ask for her ; 

And to her white liand see thou do commend 
This seal’d up counsel. There’s thy guerdon 2 • 
go. [ Gives him money. 

Cost. Guerdon, — O sweet guerdon ! better than 
remuneration ; eleven-pence farthing better ; Most 
sweet guerdon ! — I w ill do it, sir, in print. ’ — Guer- 
don — lemuneration. [Exit. 

Biron. O! — And I, forsooth, in love! I, that 
have been love’s whip ; 

A very beadle to a liumourous sigh ; 

A critick ; nay, a niglit-w'^atch constable ; 

A domineering pedant o’er the boy, 

^J’han whom no mortal so magniliceiit ! 

Tliis wliimpled ', vvliining, purblind, wayward boy; 
This senior-junior, giant-ilwarf, Dan Cupid ; 
Regent of love-rhymes, lord of folded arms, 

The anointed sovereign of sighs and groans, 

Idege of all loiterers and malcontents. 

And 1 to be a corporal of his Held, 

And w'ear his colours like a tumbler’s hoop ! 

What ? I ! 1 love ! I sue ! I seek a wife ! 

A woman, that is like a German clock. 

Still a repairing ; ever out of frame ; 

And never going aright, being a watch, 

But being watch'd that it may still go right? 

Nay, to be perjur’d, wdiich is worst of all ; 

And, among three, to love the worst of all ; 

And 1 to sigh for her ! to w^atch for her ! 

To pray for her ! Go to ; it is a plague 
That Cupid will impose for my neglect 
Of his most mighty dreadful little might. 

Well, I will love, write, sigh, pray, sue, and groan ; 
Some men must love my lady, and some Joan, 

[Exit. 

2 Reward. 3 With the utmo6i cxactnoas. 

Hooded, veiled, * 
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ACT IV. 


SCENE I. — A Pavilion in the Park. 

Enter the Princess, Rosaline, Maria, Katharine, 
Boyet, Lords, Attendants, and a Forester. 

Prill. Was that the king, that spurred his horse 
so hard 

Against tlie steep uprising of the hill ? 

Poyet. I know not ; but 1 think, it was not he. 
Prin. Whoe’er he was, he show’d a mounting 
mind. 

Well, lords, to-day we shall have our despatch ; 

On Saturday we will return to France. — 

Then, forester, my friend, where is tlie bush, 

That we must stand and play the murderer in ? 

jFor. Here by, upon the edge of yonder coppice ; 
A stand, where you may make the fairest shoot. 

Pnn. I thank my beauty, I am fair that shoot. 
And thereupon thou speak’st, the fairest shoot. 

For. Pardon me, madam, for 1 meant not so. 
Pnn. What, what? first praise me, and again 
say, no? 

O short-Iiv’d pride ' Not fair ? alack for woe • 

For. Yes, madam, fair. 

Pnn. Nay, never paint me now^ ; 

Where fair is not, praise cannot mend the brow’. 
Here, good my glass, take this for telling true ; 

{^Giving him money. 

Fair payment for foul words is more than due. 

For. Nothing but fair is that which you inherit. 
Prin. See, see, my beauty w’ill bo sav’d by merit. 
O heresy in fair, fit for these days ! 

A giving hand, though foul, shall have fair praise.— 
But come, the bow ; — Now mercy goes to kill, 
And shooting well is then accounted ill. 

Thus will I save my creilit in the shoot : 

Not wounding, pity would not let me do’t j 
If w’ounding, then it w’as to show my skill, 

That more for praise, than purpose, meant to kill. 
And, out of (jiiestion, so it is sometimes; 

Glory grows guilty of detested crimes ; 

When, for fiune’s sake, for praise, an outward part, 
We bend to that the working of the heart ; 

As I, for praise alone, now seek to spill 
The poor deer’s blood, that my heart means no ill. 
Poyet. l)o not curst wives hold that self-so\e- 
reignty 

Only for praise’ sake, when they strive to be 
Lords o’er their lords ? 

Prin. Only for praise : and praise wc may afford 
To any lady that subdues a lord. 

Enter ('losTARD. 

Prin. Here comes a member of the common- 
wealth. 

Cost. Pray you, wliich is the head lady ? 

Prin. Thou shalt know her, fellow’, by tlie rest 
that have no heads. 

Cost. Which is the greatest lady, the highest ? 
Prin. The thickest, and the tallest. 

Cost. The thickest, and the tallest! it is so; truth 
is trutli. 

Are not you the chief woman ? you are the thick- 
est here. 

Prin. What’s your will, sir ? wdiat’s your will ? 
Cost. I have a letter from monsieur Biron, to one 
«. lady Rosaline. 


Prin. O, thy letter, thy letter ; he’s a good friend 
of mine : 

Stand aside, good bearer Boyet, you can carve ; 

Break up this capon. 

Poyet. I am bound to serve. — 

This letter is mistook, it importeth none here ; 

It is writ to Jaquenetta. 

Prin. We will read it, I swear : 

Break the neck of the wax, and every one give ear. 

Poyct. [Reads.] Py heacen-, that than art fair, is 
most infallible; true, that thou art beauteous; truth 
Itself, that thou art lovely : More fairer than fair, 
beautiful than beauteous: truer than truth itself, have 
commiseration on thy heroieal vassal ! The magnan- 
imous and most illustrate king Cophetiia set eye upon 
the pernicious and indubitate beggar Zenelophon; 
and he it was that might rightly say, veiii, vidi, \ici ; 
which to anatomize in the vulgar, {Obase and obscure 
vulgar !) videlicet, he came, saw, and overcame : he 
came, one ; saw, two ; overcame, three. Who came? 
the king : Why did he come ^ to see : lilt y did he sec? 
to overcome : 'To whom came he ? to the beggar : 
What Saul he? the beggar: Who overcame he ? the 
beggar: the conclusion is victory; On whose side? the 
king's : The captive is enriched; On whose side ? the 
beggar's: 'The catastrophe is a niqitial ; On whose 
side ? the king's ? — no, on both in one, or one in both, 
I am the king ; for so stands the comparison : thou 
the beggar ; for so witnessiili thy lowliness. Shall f 
command thy love ? I may : Shall T enf on e thy love? 
I could : Shall I entreat thy love ? I will. What 
shalt thou exchange for rags? robes; For tittles, 
titles ; Far thyself, me. Thus, expecting thy reply, 
T profane my lips on thy fool, my eyes on thy jjiclure, 
aiul my heart on thee. 

'Thine, in the dearest design of industry, 

Don Adriano de Arm ado. 
Thus dost thou hear the Neniean lion roar 

'Gainst thee, thou lamb, that standest as his prey ; 
Submissive fall his princely feet before, 

And he from forage will incline to play ; 

But if thou strive, poor soul, what art thou tlien ? 
Food for his rage, repasture for his den. 

Prin. What plume of feathers is he, that indited 
this letter? 

What vane ? what weathercock ? did you ever hear 
better ? 

Jioyct. I am much deceived, but I remember the 
style. 

Prin. Else your memory is bad, going o’er it cre- 
while. ’’ 

Boyet. This Armado is a Spaniard, that keeps 
here in court ; 

A phantasm, a Monarcho, and one that makes sport 
To the prince, and his book-mates. 

Prin. Tliou, fellow, a word ; 

Who gave thee this letter ? 

Cost. I told yon ; my lord. 

Prin, To whom should’st thou give it ? 

Cost. From my lord to my lady. 

Prin. From which lord, to w’liich lady ? 

Cost. From my lord Biron, a good master of 
mine. 

To a lady of France, that he call’d Rosaline, 
i 5 Just now. 
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hCENE IL 


Prin, Thou hast mistaken his letter. Come, 
lords, away. 

Here, sweet, put up this ; ’twill be tliiiie another diiy. 

[ Exeunt. 

SCENE II. — 7'hc same. 

Enter IIolofeknes, Sir Natiianii-.l, and Dui.l. 
A^ath. Very reverent sport, truly ; and done in 
the testimony {)f a good conscience. 

Uol. The deer was, as you know, in sanguisy — 
blood; ripe as a i)ome water who m)w hangeth 
like a jewel in the earol’ca7o, — the sky, the welkin, 
the heaven ; and anon falleth like a crab, on the 
face of terra, — the soil, the land, the eaith. 

A\ilh. Truly, master Ilolofernes, the epithets are 
sweetly varied, like a scholar at the least : But, sir, 
I assure ye, it was a buck of the first head. 7 
JIol. Sir Nathaniel, hand credo. 

Dull. ’Twas not a hand credo, ’twas a jiricket. 
Dol. INlost barbarous intimation ! yet a kind of 
insinuation, as it were, in via, in nay, of exjdica- 
tion ; faccre, as it weie, replication, or, rather, 
oslontare, to show, as it were, his inclination, — after 
his undressed, unpolished, uneducated, unpruned, 
untrained, or rather unlettered, or, ratherest, un- 
confirmed fashion, — to insert again my hand credo 
lor a deer. 

Dull. I said, the deer was not a hand credo ; ’tv\as 
a pricket. 

Jfol. Twice sod simjdieity, his coctus! — O thou 
monster ignorance, how defoi med dost thou look ' 
iS «//o Sir, he hath never fed of tlie dainties that 
are bred in a book ; he hath not eat paper, as it 
he hath not drunk ink: his intellect is not 
replenished; he is only an animal, only sensible in 
the duller parts ; 

And such barren plants are set before as, that we 
thankful should be 

(Which we of taste and feeling are) for those parts 
that do fructify in us more than he. 

Eor as it would ill become me to be vain, indiscreet, 
or a fool. 

So, were there a patch ^ set on learning, to see him 
in a school ; 

But, omne bene, say I ; being of an old father’s mind, 
Many can brook the weather, that love not the wind. 
Dull. You two are bookmen . Can you tell by 
your wit. 

What was a month old at Cain’s birth, that’s not live 
weeks old as yet ? 

Hoi. Dictynna, good man Dull ; Dictymia, good 
man Dull. 

Dull. What is Dictymia ? 

A^ath, A title to Pha'be, to Luna, to the moon. 
Hoi, The moon was a month old, w’hen Adam 
was no more ; 

And raijght not to live wrecks, when he came to 
fivescore. 

The allusion holds in the exchange. 

Dull. ’Tis true indeed; the collusion holds in 
the exchange. 

Hoi. Heaven comfort thy capacity ! I say, the 
allusion holds in the exchange. 


A species of apple, _ . * 

7 To render some of the allusions in this scene intelligible to 
persons who are not acquainted with the language ot park- 
keepers and foresters, it may be necessary to mention, tliat a 
fawn, when it is a year old, is called by them a pricket ; when 
it is two years old, it is a sorel j when it is three years |dd, it 
is a sore ; when it is four years, it is a buck of the first head ; 
at five years, it is an old buck. 

® A low fellow. ® Reached. 


Dull. And I say the ])ollution Iiolds in the ox- 
cliangc ; for the moon is never hut a month old ; 
and 1 say beside, that ’twas a pricket that the prin- 
cess kiU’tl. 

JIol. Sir Nathaniel, will you licar an ex temporal 
epitaph on the deatJi of the deer? and, to humour 
the ignorant, I have call’d the deer the princess 
kill’d a pricket, 

Kat/i. Per^e, good master Ilolofernes, jicrge ; 
so it shall please you to abrogate scurrility. 

Hoi. I will something aflect the letter; for it 
argues facility. 

The jn'aiscfnl princess pierc'd and prick'd a pretty 
pleasing pneket ; 

Some say a sore ; but not a sore, till now made sore 
with shooting. 

The dogs did yell ; put L to sore, then sorel jumps 
from thicket; 

Or jiricket, sore, or else sorel ; the jjcojdc fall a 
hooting. 

If sore be sore, then /> to sore makes ffty sores ; 0 
sore Ij ! 

Of one sore I an hundred make, by adding but one 
7norc Jj. 

Nalh. A rare talent ! 

Dull. If a talent be a claw, look how" he claws 
him with a talent. 

Tiol. This is a gift that I have, simjile, simple ; 
a foolish extravagant spirit, full of forms, figures, 
shapes, objects, ide.e, apprehensions, motions, revo- 
lutions : But the gift is good in those in whom it is 
acute, and I am tliankfulfor it. 

Nalh. Sir, I praise heaven for you ; and so may 
my parishioners; for their sons are well tutor’d by 
you, and their daughters profit very greatly uniler 
you : >ou are a good member of the commonwealth. 

Hoi, il/eAm7c, if their sons be ingenious, they 
shall w'ant no instruction : if their daughters be ca- 
])able, I will put it to them: But, mr sapit, qui 
pauca loquitur : a soul feminine saluteth us. 

! Enter jAauENETXA and Costakij. 

Jaq. Good morrow, master person. 

JIol. IVIastcr person, — quasi pers-on. And if one 
should be pierced, which is the one ? 

Cost. Marry, master schoolmaster, he that is likest 
to a hogshead. 

JJol. Of piercing a hogshead ! a good lustre of 
conceit in a turf of earth ; fire enough for a flint : 
*tis pretty ; it is w ell. 

Jaq. Good master parson, be so good as read me 
this letter ; it was given me by Costard, anti sent 
me from Don Armatho : I beseech you, read it. 
Hoi. Fauste, precor gelidd quando pecus omne sub 
umbra 

Ruminal, — and so forth. Ah, good old Mantuan ; 
I may speak of thee as tlic traveller doth of Venice ! 

— — Vinegia, Vinegia, 

Chi non le vede, ei non te pregia. 

Old Mantuan ! old Mantuan ! Who understandeth 
thee not, loves thee not. — Ul, re, sol, la, mi, fa. — 
Under pardon, sir, what are the contents ? or, rather, 
as Horace says in his — What, my soul, verses ? 
Nath. Ay, sir, and very learned. 

Hoi. Let me hear a stall’, a stanza, a verse ; Lege, 
domine. 

Nath. [Reads.] J/* love make me forsworn, how 
shall I swear to love F 

Ah, never faith could hold, if not to beauty vowed I 
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Though to m}/se[f forsworn, to thee VU faithful prove ; 

Those thoughts to me were oaks, to thee like osiers 
bowed. 

Study his bias leaves, and makes hishook thine eyes; 

Where all those pleasures Uoe,that art would com- 
jyrehcnd : 

If knowledge be the mark, to know thee shall suffice; 

Well learned is that tongue, that well can thee 
commcml : 

All ignoranl that soul, that sees thee without wonder ; 

( Which is to me some jmiibe, that 1 lh\j parts ad- 
mire ;) 

Thy eye Jove's lightning bears, thy voice his dreadful 
thu7uier. 

Which not to anger bent, is ?nnsH'k, and sweet f re. 
Celestial, ns thou art, oh pardon, love, this wrong. 

That sings heaven s praise wUh such an earthly 
tongue / 

Hoi. You find not the apostroplies, and so miss 
the accent: let me snpenisc the canzonet. Here 
are only numbers ratified ; but for the elegancy, 
facility, and fijoldeii cadence ol‘ poesy, caret. Ovidius 
Naso was the man : and wliy, indeetl, Naso ; but 
for smelling out the odoriferous flowers of fancy, 
the jerks of invention ? Imitnri, is notliing : so doth 
tlie bound bis master, the ape bis keeper, the tired ’ 
horse bis rider. But damosella virgin, was this 
directed to you ? 

Jaq, Ay, sir, from one Monsieur Biron, one of 
the strange queen’s lords. 

Hoi. 1 will overglance the snpcrseri])t. To the 
snow-white hand of the tnosf beauteous Lady Jiosalnie. 

I will look again on the intellect of the letter, for 
the nomination of the party writing to llie person 
written nnto : 

Your Ladyship's in all dcJred employment, Biron. 

Sir Nathaniel, this Biron is one of tlie votaries witli 
the king ; and here he hath framed a letter to a 
sequent of the stranger queen’s, which, accidentally, 
or by the way of progression, hath miscarried. — 
Trip and go, my sweet; deliver this pajier into the 
royal hand of the king ; it may concern much ; Stay 
not thy compliment ; I forgive thy duty ; adieu. 

Jaq. Good Costard, go with me. 

Cost. Have with thee, my girl. I 

[Exeunt Cost, and .Taq. 

Nath, Sir, you have done tliis very religiously ; 
and, as a certain father saith 

Hoi, Sir, tell not me of the father, I do fear co- 
lourable colours. But, to return to the verses ; Did 
they please you, Sir Nathaniel? 

Nath, Marvellous well for the pen. 

Hoi. I do dine to-day at the father’s of a certain 
pupil of mine ; where if, before repast, it shall please 
you to gratify the table with a grace, I will, on my 
privilege I have with the parents of the foresaid 
child or pupil, undertake your ben vcnulo ; where 
I will prove those verses to be very unlearned, 
neither savouring of poetry, wit, nor invention : I 
beseech your society. 

Nath, And ihank you too : for society, (saith 
Uie text,) is the happiness of life. 

Hoi. And, certes % the text most infallibly con- 
cludes it. — Sir, [2b Dull.] I do invite you too ; 
you shall not say me, nay : pauca verba. Away ; 
the gentles are at their gmne, and we will to our 
recreation. [Exeunt, 

^ In truth. 


SCENE HI. — Another part of the Park. 

Enter Biron, with a paper, 

Biron. The king he is hunting the deer ; I am 
coursing myself. Well, Set thee down, sorrow ! for 
so, they say, the fool said, and so say I, and I the 
fool. Well proved, wit! This love is as mad as 
Ajax : it kills sheep; it kills me, T a sheep ; Well 
proved again on iny side ! I will not love : if I do, 
hang me ; i’faith, 1 will not. (), hut her eye, — by 
this light, hut for her eye, I would not love her ; 
yes, for her two eyes. Well, 1 do nothing in the 
world hut lie, and lie in my throat. By heaven, 1 
do love: and it hath taught me to rhyme, and to be 
melancholy; and here is part of my rhyme, and 
here my inelaneholy. Well, she hath one o’ my son- 
nets already ; the clown bore it, the fool sent it, and 
the lady halli it : sweet clown, sweeter fool, sweetest 
lady • By the world, 1 would not care a pin if the 
other three were in : Here comes one witli apajier. 

[Ce/5 up into a tree. 

Enter the King, with a paper. 

Alng. Ah me ! 

Biron. [Aside.] Shot, by heaven ! — Proceed, 
sweet Cupid ; thou hast thump’d him with ihy bird- 
holt under the left jiaji : — 

h'lng. [Heads.] So sweet a kiss the golden sun 
gives not 

To those fresh morning drops upon the rose 
As thy eye-beams, when their fresh ray\ hare smaft 
'The night (f dew that on my chcels doirn fnws • 
Nor shines the silver moon one half so bright 
Through the transparent bosom of the deep, 

As doth ihy face through tears of mine give light ; 

Thou shin'sf in every tear that 1 do weep : 

No drop, but as a coach doth cany thee, 

So ridcst thou triumphing in my woe ; 

Ho but behold the tears that swell in ine. 

And they thy glory through my gruf wdl shoiv . 

But do not love thyself; then thou ivdt keep 
My tears for glasses, and still make me weep. 

() queen of queens, how far dost thou excel! 

No thought can think, nor tongue of mortal tell. — 

How shall she know ray griefs ? I’ll dro}> the paper ; 
Sweet leaves sliade folly. Who is he comes here ? 

[sups aside. 

Enter Longa ville, 'with a paper. 

What Longaville 1 and reading I listen, ear. 

Biron, Now, in tliy likeness, one more fool, aji* 
pear ! [Aside. 

Long. Ah me ! I am forsworn. 

Biron. Why, he comes in like a perjure, wearing 
papers. [Amle. 

j King. In love, I hope : Sweet fellowship in 
shame 1 [Aside. 

Biron, One drunkard loves another of the name. 

[Aside. 

Long. Am I the first that have been perjured so ? 
Biron. [Aside.] I could put thee in comfort ; not 
by two, that I know ; 

Thou mak’st the triumviry, the corner-cap of society, 
The shape of love’s Tyburn that hangs up simplicity. 
Long. I fear, these stubborn lines lack power to 
move ; 

O sweet Maria, empress of my love ! 

These numbers will I tear, and write in prose. 


Attired, caparisoned. 
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lUron. \^Ad(le,'] O, rhymes rue guards on wanton 
Cupid’s liose : 

Disfigure not his slop. 

Tills same sli.ill go. — 

[i/e 7'eods the sonnet. 
J)id not the keavenb/ rhetorick of thine eye 

C Gainst whom the uujrld cannot hold argument) 
Persuade my hcai't to this false perjury ? 

VowSi for thee brokcy deserve not punishment. 

A woman I forswore ; hut, T tv ill prove, 

Thou, bring n goddess, I forswore not thee : 

Ml/ tow teas earthly, thou a heavenly love ; 

Thy graee being gmnd, cures nil disgrace in rnc. 
Vows arc but breath, and h'cnih a vapour is : 

Then thou, fair sun, which on my earth doth 
shine, 

pxIiaVsl this vapour vow ; in thee it is : 

If broken, then, it is no fault of mine : 

If by me broke : IV hat fool is not so wise. 

To lose an oath to win a paradise ? 

Enter Domain, leith a pmper. 

J.ong. By whom shall I send this ? — Company ! 

stay. [Ste/jping nsuh'. 

Biion. [Aside.^ All hid, all hid, an old infant 
play : 

lake a demi-god hero sit I in tlie sky, 

And wretched fools’ secrets Iiocdfully o’or-eye. 

More sacks to the mill ! O heavens, 1 have my 
wish ; 

Diimain tiansfonn’d ; four woodcocks in a dish ' 
Dam. () most divine Kate ! 

Biron. O most prophane coxcomb ! 

[ Aside. 

Ihim* As fair as day. 

liirun. Ay, as some days ; but then no sun must 
shine. [Aside. 

Dam. O that I had my wish ! 

Tong. And 1 had mine* 

[Aside. 

King. And I mine too, good lord ! [Aside. 

Jhron. Amen, so I had mine : Is not that a good 
word? [Aside. 

Dinn. I would forget her ; but a fever sljc 
Reigns in my blood, and will remember’d be. 

liiron. A fewer in your l>lood, why tlien incision 
Would let her out in saucers ; Sweet misprision ! 

[AsUk. 

Dum. Once more I’ll read the ode that 1 have 
writ. 

Biron, Once more I’ll mark how love can vary 

wit. [Aside. 

Dum. On a day, {alaek the day !] 

Iwve, whose month is ever May, 

Spied a blossom, passing fair. 

Playing in ike wanton air ; 

Through the velvet leaves the wind. 

All unseen, 'gan passage find ; 

That the lover, sick to death, 

WislCd himself the heaven s breath. 

Air, quoth he, thy cheeks may blow ; 

Air, would I might triumph so t 
But, alack, my hand is sworn, 

Neer to pluck thee from thy thorn : 

Vow, alack, for youth unmeet ; 

Youth so apt to pliiek a sweet. 

J)o not call it sin in me, 

That lam forsimrn for thee : 

Thou for whom even Jove would swear, 
Juno but an Elhiop were / 


And deny himself for Jove, 

Turning mortal for thy love. — 

This will I send ; and something else more plain, 
7'liat shall express my true love’s fasting piiin. 

0 would the King, Biron, and Longaville^, 

Were lovers too ! Ill to example ill, 

Would from my forehead wipe a perjur’d note; 

For none oHend, wliere all alike clo dote. 

Long. Diimain, [Advancing.^ tJiy love is far from 
charity, 

That in love’s grief desir’st society : 

You may look pale, but I should blush, I know, 
To be o’erheard, and taken napping so. 

King. Come, sir, [Advancing.] you blusb ; as 
bis your case is such ; 

You chide at him, offending tw ice as much ; 

You do not love Maria; Longaville 
Did never sonnet for her sake compile ; 

Nor never lay his wreathed arms athwart 
Ills loving bosom, to keep dowm his heart. 

J have been closely shrouded in this hush, 

And mark’d you both, and for you both diil blush. 

1 heard your guilty rhymes, observ’d your fashion ; 
Saw sighs reek from you, noted well your jiassion : 
Ah me ' says one ; O Jove ! the other cries ; 

One, her hairs were gold, crystal the other’s eves : 
You w'ould for parailise break faith and troth ; 

[fTo Lono. 

And Jove, for your love, would infringe an oath. 

[/’() Diimain. 

What will Biron say, when that he shall hear 
A faith infring’d, which such a zeal did swear ? 
How will he scorn? how will he spend his wit? 
How will he triumpli, leap, and laiigli at it ? 

For all the wealth tliat ever I did see, 

I w’ould not have him know so much by me. 

Biron. Now step I forth to whip hypocrisy. — 
Ah, good my liege, I pray thee jiaidon me : 

[Descends fiom the tree. 

Good heart, w hat grace hast thou, thus to repro\e 
These worms for loving, that art most in love ? 
Y^our eyes do make no coaches ; in your tears, 
'J’here is no ccrbiin princess that appears : 

You’ll not be perjur’d, ’tis a hateful thing; 

Tush, none but minstrels like of sonneting. 

But are you not asham’d ? nay, are you not. 

All three of you, to be thus much o’ershot ? 

O what a scene of foolery I have seen, 

Of sighs, of groans, of sorrow, and of teen ! 3 

0 me, witli what strict patience have I sat, 

To see a king transformed to a gnat ! 

And Nestor play at jiush-pin with the boys, 

And critick Timon laugh at idle toys ! 

Where lies thy grief, O tell me, good Dumain ? 
And, gentle Longaville, where lies thy pain ? 

And where my liege’s ? all about the breast : — 

A caudle, ho ! 

Alng. Too bitter is thy jest. 

Are we betray’d thus to thy over- view ? 

Biron. Not you by me, but I betray’d to you ; 

I, that am honest ; I, that hold it sin 
To break the vow I am engaged in ? 

1 am betray’d, by keeping company 

With moon-like men of strange inconstancy. 

When shall you see me write a thing in rhyme ? 

Or groan for Joan ? or spend a minute’s time 
In pruning ^ me ? When sliall you hear that I 
Will praise a hand, a foot, a face, an eye ? 


3 Grief. 


* Cynic. 


5 In trimming myself. 
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Entci' Jaquenktta and Coktaud. 

Jaq, God bless the king ! 

King* What present hast thou there ? 

Cost* Some certain treason. 

King* Wliat makes treason here? 

Cost, Nay, it makes nothing, sir. 

King. If it mar nothing neither, 

The treason, and you, go in peace away together. 

Jaq* I beseech your grace, let this letter be read. 
Our parson misdoubts it ; *twas treason, he said. 
King* Biron, read it over. 

[Giving him the letter* 

Where hadst thou it ? 

Jaq. Of Costard. 

King* Where hadst thou it ? 

Cost* Of Dun Adrainadio, Dun Adramadio. 
King, How now ! what is in you ? wliy dost thou 
tear it ? 

Biron* A toy, my liege, a toy ; your grace needs 
not fear it. 

Long* It did move him to passion, and therefore 
let’s hear it. 

Dum. It is Biron’s writing, and here is his name. 

[Pick's up the pieces* 
Biron* Ah, you loggerhead, [To Costa you 
were born to do mo shame. — 

Guilty, my lord, guilty ; I confess, I confess. 

King* What ? 

Biron* That you three fools lack’d me fool to 
make up the mess ; > 

He, he, and you, my liege, and I, 

Are pick -purses in love, and we deserve to die. 

O, dismiss this audience, and 1 shall tell you more. 
Bum. Now the number is even. 

Biron* True, true ; we arc four : — 

Will these turtles be gone ? 1 

King. Hence, sirs j aw'ay. 

Cost* Walk aside the true folk, and let the traitors 
stay. [Eieant Cost, and Jaq. 

King, What, did these rent lines show some love 
of thine ? 

Biron. Did they, quoth you ? Who sees the 
heavenly Rosaline, 

That, like a rude and savage man of Indc, 

At the first opening of the gorgeous east, 

Bows not his vassd head ; and, strucken blind. 
Kisses the base ground with obedient breast ? 
What peremptory eagle-sighted eye 

Dares look upon the heaven of her brow. 

That is not blinded by her majesty ? 

King* What zeal, what fury hath inspired thee now? 
My love, her mistress, is a gracious moon ; 

She, an attending star, scarce seen a light. 
Biron, My eyes are then no eyes, nor I Biron : 
O, but for my love, day would turn to night ! 
Of all complexions llie cull’d sovereignty 

Do meet, as at a fair, in her fair cheek ; 
Where several worthies make one dignity ; 

Where nothing wants, that . h seek. 

Lend me the flourish of all gentle tong««5 — 

Fye, painted rhetorick ! O, she needs it not ; 
To things of sale a seller’s praise belongs ; 

She passes praise ; then praise too short doth blot. 
A wither’d hermit, five-score winters worn, 

Might shake off fifty, looking in her eye : 
Beauty doth varnish age, as if new-born. 

And gives the crutch the cradle’s infancy. 

O, ’tis the sun, that maketh all things shine ! 

King. By heaven, thy love is black as ebony. 


Biron. Is ebony like her ? O wood divine ! 

A wife of such wood were felicity. 

O, who can give an oath ? where is a book ? 

That I may swear, beauty dotli beauty lack, 

If that she learn not of her eye to look : 

No face is fair, that is not full so black. 

O, if in black my lady’s brows be deckt, 

It mourns, that painting, and usurping hair, 
Should ravish doters with a false aspi'^ct ; 

And therefore is slie bom to make black fair. 
Tier favour turns the fashion of the days ; 

For native blood is counted painting now ; 
And therefore red, that would avoid dispraise, 
Paints itself black, to imitate her brow. 

King. But what of this ? Are we not all in love ? 
Biron. Nothing so sure; and thereby all forsworn. 
King* Tlien leave this chat: and, good Biron, 
now' prove 

Our loving lawful, and our faith not torn. 

Bum. Ay, marry, there, — some flattery for this 
evil. 

Long* O, some authority how to i)roceed ; 

Some tricks, some quillets^, how to cheat the devil. 
Bum. Some salve for perjury. 

Biron* O, ’tis more than need ! — 

Have at you then, affection’s men at arms ; 
Consider, what you first did swear unto ; — 

To fast, — to study, — and to see no woman ; — 
Flat treason ’gainst the kingly state of youth. 

Say, can you fast ? your stomachs are too young 
And abstinence engenders maladies. 

And where thai you have vow’d to study, lords, 

In that each of you hath forsw^orn liis book : 

Can you still drefiin, and pore, and thereon look ? 
For wJreu w'ould you, my lord, or you, or you. 
Have found the ground of study’s excellence, 
Witlrout the beauty of a woman’s face? 

From women’s eyes tliis doctrine I derive : 

They are the ground, the books, the academes, 
From whence doth spring the true Promethean fire. 
Why, universal plodding prisons up 
The nimble spirits in the arteries ; 

As motion, and long-during action, tires 
j The sinewy vigour of the traveller. 

Now, for not looking on a woman’s face. 

You have in that forsworn the use of eyes ; 

And study too, the causer of your vow ; 

For where is any autlior in die world, 

Teaches such beauty as a woman’s eye ? 

Learning is but an adjunct to ourself, 

And where we are, our learning likewise is. 

Then, when ourselves we see in ladies’ eyes, 

Do we not likewise see our learning there ? 

O, we have made a vow to study, lords ; 

And in that vow we have forsworn our books ; 

For when would you, my liege, or you, or you, 

In leaden contemplation, have found out 
Such fiery numbers, as the prompting eyes 
Of beauteous tutors have enrich’d you with ? 

Otlier slow arts entirely keep the brain ; 

And therefore finding barren practisers, 

Scarce show a harvest of their heavy toil : 

But love, first learned in a lady’s eyes, 

Lives not alone immured in the brain ; 

But with the motion of all elements. 

Courses as swift as thought in every power ; 

And gives to every power a double power, 

Above their functions and their offices. 


« Law-chicane, 



Act V. Scene I. 

It adds a precious seeing to the eye j 

A 1o\xt’« ej5J.§ .:?y|lLgaze an eagle Jdiiuii, 

A Inverts ear will ht^ar the Xowest s ound^,^ 

Wheii the"su«picu)us head of thelTis stopp’d ; 
Love’s feeling is more soft, and sensible, 

I'han are the tender horns of cockled snails ; 
liovc’s tongue proves dainty ilacchus gross in taste : 
For valour, is not love a Hercules, 

Still climbing trees in the Hesperides ? 

Subtle as sphinx ; as sweet, and musical. 

As bright Apollo’s lute, strung with his hair; 

And, when Ipve speaks, the voice of uH the gods 
Makes heaven drowsy, with tlie harmony,^ 

Never durst poet t ouch a pen to w^ritc. 

Until his ink were temper d~m^lo^s sighsj;, 

O, then ItisTlncs would ravisTi savage cars,'* ** 

And plant in tyrants mild humility. 

From women’s eyes this doctrine I derive : 

TJiey sparkle still the right Promethean fire ; 

They arc the books, the arts, the academes, 

That show, contain, and nourish all the world ; 
Else none at all in aught proves excellent: 

Then fools you were these women to forsw^ear ; 

Or, keeping what is sworn, you will prove fools. 
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For wisdom’s sake, a word that ail men love ; 

Or for love’s sake, a word that loves all men ; 

Let us once lose our oaths, to find ourselves, 

Or else we lose ourselves to keep our oaths : 

It is religion to be tlius forsworn ; 

For charity itself fulfils the law ; 

And who can sever love from charity ? 

Alng. Saint Cupid, then ! and, soldiers, to the 
field ! 

Long. Shall we resolve to woo these girls of 
France ? 

Xing. And win tlicni too: therefore let us devise 
Some entertainment for them in their tents. 

JSiron. First, from the park let us conduct them 
thither j 

Then, homeward, every man attach the hand 
Of his fair mistress : in the afternoon 
We w'ill with some strange pastime solace tliem, 
Such as the shortness of the time can shape ; 

For revels, dances, masks, and merry hours, 
Fore-run fair Love, strewing her way wdth flowers. 

A'lng^ Away, away ! no time shall be omitted, 
That wdll be time, and may by us be fitted. 

[Exeunt. 


LOVE’S LABOUR’S LOST. 


ACT V. 


SCENE I. — ji Street. 

Enter IIoLOFERNEs, Sir Nathaniel, and Dull. 

Hoi. Satis quod suf/icit. 

Nath. Sir, your reasons 7 at dinner have been 
sharp and sententious ; pleasant without scurrility, 
witty without affection % audacious without impu- 
dency, learned without opinion, and strange without 
heresy. I did converse this quondam day with a 
companion of the king’s, w'ho is intituled, nominated, 
or called, Don Adriano de Annado. 

Hoi. Novihomiticni tanquam te : His humour is 
lofty, his discourse iierenijitory, his tongue filed, his 
eye ambitious, his gait majestical, and his general 
behaviour vain, ridiculous, and thrasonical. 9 He 
is too picked ', too spruce, too affected, too odd, as 
it were, too perigrlnate, as I may call it. 

Nath. A most singular and choice epithet. 

[ Takes out his lablc’^hook. 

Ilol, He draweth out tlie thread of his verbosity 
finer than the staple of hrs argument. I abhor such 
fanatical phantasms, such insociable and point-de- 
vise companions ; such rackers of orthography, as 
to speak, dout, fine, when he sliould say, doubt; 
det, when he should pronounce, debt ; d, e, b, t ; 
tiot, d, e, t : he clepetli a calf, cauf ; half, hauf ; 
neighboiiir, vacatur, nebtmr, neigh, abbreviated, ne : 
This is abhominable, (which he would call abomin- 
able,) it insinuateth me of insanie ; Nc intcUigis 
do mine ? to make frantick, lunatick. 

Nath. Laus deo, horn intelligo. 

Hoi. Bone ? bone, for bene : Friscian a little 

scratch’d ; ’twill serve. 

Enter Arm a no, Moth, and Costa ru. 

Nath. Videsne quis venit ? 

Hoi. Video, et gaudeo. 

Arm. Chirra ! [ To Moth. 

* Discoursci. AffecUtion. Boastful. 

* Over-dressed. ^ Finical exactness. 


Ilol. Qunre Chirra, not sirrah? 

Arm. Men of peace well encounter’d. 

JTol. Most military sir, salutation. 

Moth. They have been at a great feast of lan- 
guages, and stolen the scraps. [7’n Costard «i!/V/c. 

Cost. O, they have lived long in the alms-basket 
of words ! I marvel, thy master hath not eaten thee 
for a word ; for thou art not so long by the head as 
honoiificnhVituduntatthus : thou art easier sw’allowed 
than a flap-dragon. 3 

Aloth. l^cace ; the peal begins. 

Arm. Monsieur, [To Hoi..] are you not letter’d ? 

Moth. Yes, yes ; he teaches boys the horn-lxwk : 
— What is a, b, spelt backward with a liorn on Ids 
head ? 

JTol. Ba, jmeritia, with a horn added. 

Moth. Ba, most silly sheep, with a horn ; — You 
hear his learning. 

Hoi. Quis, quis, thou consonant? 

Moth. The third of the five vowels, if you repeat 
them ; or the fifth, if I. 

I/ol. I will repeat them, a, e, i. — 

Afoth. The slieep : the other two concludes it ; 
o, u. 

Arm. Now, by the salt w^avc of the Mediterra- 
neum, a sweet touch, a quick venew of wit : snij), 
snap, quick and home ; it rejoiceth my intellect ; 
true wdt. 

AiWi. Offer’d by a child to an old man. 

I had but one penny in the world, thou 
shouldstiBcve it to buy gingerbread ; hold, there is 
the very remuneration I had of thy master, thou 
halfpenny purse of wit, thou pigeon-egg of discretion. 

Arm. Arts-man, praamhUa ; we will be singled 
from die barbarous. Do you not educate youth at 
the charge-house ^ on the top of the mountain ? 

IJol. Or, monji, the hill. 

Arm. At your sweet pleasure, for the mountain. 

3 A small inflammable substance, swallowed in a glass of 
wine. 4 Free-school. 

M 
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Act. V. 


LOVE’S LABOUR’S LOST. 


Hoi* I do, sans question. 

Arm. Sir, the king is a noble gentleman ; and my 
familiar, I do assure you, very good friend : — For 
what is inward bcween us, let it pass ; ^ I do be- 
seech thee, remember thy courtesy ; — I beseech 
tliec, apparel thy head ; — and among other im- 
portunate and most serious designs, — and of great 
import indeed, too ; — but let that pass : — for I 
must tell thee, it will please his grace (by the world) 
sometime to lean upon my poor shoulder ; but sweet 
heart, let that pass. By the world, I recount no 
fable ; some certain special honours it pleaseth his 
greatness to impart to Armado, a soldier, a man of 
travel, that hath seen the world : but let that pass. 
— Tlie very all of all is, — but, sweet heart, I do 
implore secrecy, — that the king would have me 
present the princess, sweet chuck, with some de- 
lightfid ostentation, or show, or pageant, or antick, 
or fire-work. Now, understanding tliat the curate 
and your sweet self, are good at such eruptions, 
and sudden breaking out of mirth, as it were, I have 
acquainted you withal, to the end to crave your 
assistance. 

Hoi. Sir, you shall present before her the nine 
w'orthies, — Sir Nathaniel, as concerning some en- 
tertainment of time, to be rendered by our assist- 
ance, — the king’s command, and this most gallant, 
illustrate, and learned gentleman, — before the 
princess; I say, none so tit as to present the nine 
wortliies. 

Naih. Where will you find men worthy enough 
to present them ? 

Hoi. Yourself ; myself, or this gallant gentle- 
man ; this swain, because of his great limb or joint, 
shall pass Pompoy the great; the page, Hercules. 

Arm. Pardon, sir, error ; he is not (juantity enough 
for that worthy’s thumb : he is not so big as the 
end of his club. 

Hoi. Shall I have audience? he shall present 
Hercules in minority : his enter and exit shall be 
strangling a snake ; and 1 will have an apology for 
that purpose. 

Moth. An excellent device ! so, if any of the 
audience hiss, you may cry, Ifell done^ Hercules ! 
now thou crushest the snake! that is the w^ay to 
make an offence gracious ; though few have the 
grace to do it. 

Arm, For the rest of the worthies ? — 

HoU I will play three myself. 

Moth. Thrice-worthy gentleman ! 

Ann. Shall I tell you a thing ? 

Hoi. We attend. 

Arm. We will have, if this fadge ^ not, an antick. 
I beseech you follow. 

Hoi. Via goodman Dull ! thou hast spoken no 
word all this while. 

Hull. Nor understood none neither, sir. 

IIol. Allons / we will employ thee. 

Hull. I’ll make one in a dance, or so ; or I will 
play on the tabor to the worthies, and let ^em dance 
the hay. 

Hoi. Most dull, honest Dull, to our sport, away. 

{Exeunt. 

SCENE II. — Before the Princess’s Pavilion. 

Enter the Princess, Katharine, Rosaline, and 
Maria. 

Prhi. Sweet hearts, we shall be rich ere we depart, 
If fairings come thus plentifully in : 

» Suit * Courage. 


A lady wall’d about with diamonds ! — 

Look you, what I have from the loving king. 
lios. Madam, came nothing else along with that ? 
Pfin. Nothing but this? yes, as much love in 
rhyme. 

As would be cramm’d uj) in a sheet of paper, 

Writ on both sides the leaf, margent and all ; 

That he was fain to seal on Cupid’s name. 

Bos. That was the way to make his god-head 
wax 7 ; 

For he hath been five thousand years a boy. 

A"ath. Ay, and a shrewd unhappy gallows too. 
Bos. Y^ou’ll ne’er be friends with him ; he kill’d 
your sister. 

Hath. He made her melancholy, sad, and heavy ; 
And so she died : had she been light, like you. 

Of such a merry, nimble, stirring spirit, 

She might have been a gratidam ere she died ; 

And so may you ; for a light heart lives long. 

Bos. What’s your dark meaning, mouse of this 
light word ? 

ITaih. A light condition in a beauty dark. 

Bos. We need more light to find your meaning 
out. 

Eath. You’ll mar the light, by taking it in snuft'‘> ; 
Therefore, I’ll darkly end the argument. 

Bos. Look, wliat you do, you do it still i’ the 
dark. 

Hath. So do not you ; for you are a light girl. 
Bos. Indeed, I weigh not you ; and therefore light. 
Aath. You weigh me not — O, that’s you care 
not for me. 

Bos. Great reason ; for. Past cure is still past care. 
Pf-in. Well bandied both ; a set of wit well play’d. 
But, Rosaline, you have a favour too : 

Who sent it ? and what is it ? 

Bo.^. I would, you knew : 

All if iny face were but as fair as yours. 

My favour wore as great ; be witness this. 

Nay, I have verses too, I thank Biron ; 

The numbers true ; and, were the numb’ring too, 

I were tlie fairest goddess on the ground : 

I am compar’d to twenty thousand fairs. 

O, he hath drawn my picture in his letter ! 

Prin. Any thing like ? 

Bos. Much, in the letters : nothing in the praise. 
Prin. Beauteous as ink ; a good conclusion. 
Hath. Fair as a text B in a copy-book. 

Bos. ’Ware pencils ! How ? let me not die your 
debtor. 

My red dominical, my golden letter : 

O, that your face were not so full of O’s ! 

Eath. A plague of that jest ! and beshrew all 
shrows ! 

Prin. But what was sent to you from falrDumain ? 
Eath. Madam, this glove. 

Prin. Did he not send you twain ? 

Eath. Yes, madam ; and moreover. 

Some thousand verses of a faithful lover : 

A huge translation of hypocrisy. 

Vilely compil’d, profound simplicity. 

Mar. nus, and tliese pearls, to me sent Lon- 
gaville ; 

The letter is too long by half a mile. 

Prin. I think no less ; Dost thou not wisli in heart, 
The chain were longer, and the letter short ? 

Mar. Ay, or I would these hands might never 
part. 

I 7 «row. Formerly a term of endearment. 

I ^ In anger. 
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Scene 1L 

Frin* We are wise girls to mock, our lovei-s so. 
Ros. They are worse fools to purchase mocking so. 
That same Biron I’ll torture ere I go, 

O, that I knew he were but in by tlie week ! 

How I would make him fawn, and beg, and seek ; 
And wiiit the season, and observe the times. 

And spend his prodigal wits in bootless rhymes ; 
Anti shape his service wholly to my behests ; 

And make him proud to make me proud that jests! 
So portent-like would I o’ersway his state. 

That he should be my fool, and I his fate. 

Frin. None are so surely caught, when they are 
catch’d. 

As wit turn’d fool : folly, in wisdom hatch’d. 

Hath wisdom’s warrant, and the helj) of school ; 
And wit’s own grace to grace a learned fool. 

Mar. Folly in fools bears not so strong a note. 
As foolery in the wise, when wit doth dote ; 

Since all the power thereof it doth apply. 

To prove, by wit, worth in simplicity. 

Enter Boyet. 

Frin. Here comes Boyet, and mirth is in his face. 
Boyet. O, I am stabb’d with laughter ! Where’s 
her grace ? 

Frin. Thy news, Boyet ? 

Boyet. Prepare, madam, prepare ! — 

Ann, my girls, arm ! encounters mounted are 
Against your peace . Love doth approach disguis’d. 
Armed in arguments ; you’ll be surpris’d ; 

Muster your wits ; stand in your own defence ; 

Or hide your heads like cowards, and fly hence. 

Fnn. Saint Dennis, to saint Cupid ! What are they, 
That charge their breath against us? say, scout, say. 

Boyd. Under the cool shade of a sycamore, 

T thought to close mine eyes some half an hour : 
When, lo! to interrupt my purpos’d lest, 

*1 oward that shade I might behold addrest 
The king and his companions: warily 
1 stole into a neighbour thicket by, 

And overheard wdiat you shall overhear ; 
lliat, by and by, disguis’d they will be here. 

Their herald is a pretty knavisli page, 

Tliat well by heart hath conn’d his embassage ; 
Action, and accent, did they teach him there ; 

Thus must thou speak, and thus thy body bear : 

And ever and anon they made a (Wibt, 

Presence majestical would jnit him out ; 

For, quoth the king, an angel skalt thou see; 

Yet fear not thou, but speak audaciously. 

TJie l)oy rcply’d, An angel w not evil,; 
i should haw fear d her, had she been a devil. 

With that all laugli’d, and clapp’d him on the 
shoulder ; 

Making the bold wag by their praises bolder. 

One rubb’d his elbow, thus ; and fleer’d, and sw'ore, 
A better speech was never spoke before : 

Another with his finger and his thumb, 

Cry’d, Vic! we will do't, come what will come : 

The third he caper’d, and cried, All goes well : 
fhe fourth turn’d on the toe, and down he fell, 
With that they all did tumble on the ground. 

With such a zealous laughter, so profound, 

Phat in this spleen ridiculous appears, 

To check their folly, passion’s solemn tears. 

Frin, But what, but what, come they to visit us ? 
Boyet. They do, they do j and are apparePd 
tlms, — 

Pike Muscovites, or Russians; as I guess, 

Pheir purpose is, to parle, to court, and dance : 


And every one his love-feat will advance 
Unto his several mistress ; which they’ll know 
By favours several, which they did bestow. 

Frin. And will they so? the gallants shall be 
task’d ; — 

For, ladies, we will every one be mask’d ; 

And not a man of them shall have the grace, 
Despite of suit, to sec a lady’s face. — 

Hold, Rosaline, this favour thou shalt wear ; 

And then the king will court thee for his dear ; 
Hold, take thou tins, my sweet, and give me thine ; 
No shall Biron take me for Rosaline. — 

And change your favours too ; so shall your loves 
Woo contrary, deceiv’d by these removes. 

Bos. Come on then ; wear tlic favours most in sight. 
JYath. But, in this changing, what is your intent? 
Frin. The effect of my intent is, to cross theirs ; 
They do it but in mocking merriment ; 

And mock for mock is only my intent. 

Their several counsels they unbosom shall 
To loves mistook ; and so be mock’d withal. 

Upon the next occasion that we meet, 

W’ith visages display’d, to talk, and greet. 

Bos. But shall we dance, if they desire us to’t? 
Frin. No: to the death, we will not move a foot, 
Nor to their penn’d speech render we no grace ; 
But, w'hile ’tis spoke, each turn away her face. 
Boyet. Why, that contempt will kill the speaker's 
heart, 

And quite divorce his memory from his part. 

Fnn. ’J'herefore I do it ; and 1 make no doubt 
The rest will ne’er come in, if he be out. 

There’s no such sport, as s}jort by sport o’erthrown ; 
To make theirs ours, and ours none but our own ; 
So shall we stay, mocking intended game ; 

And they, well mock’d, depart aw'ay with shame. 

\frrumpets sound within. 
Boyet. The trumpet sounds ; be mask’d, the 
maskers come. [The Ladies mask. 

Enter the King, Bihon, Longaville, and Do- 
main, in Russian habits, and masked. Moth, 
Musicians, and Attendants. 

Moth. AU hail, the richest beauties on the earth ! 
Boyet. Beauties no richer than rich taflata. 

Moth. A holy parcel of the fairest dames, 

[The Ladies turn their backs to him, 
Thai ever turn'd their — backs — to mortal views! 
Biron. Their eyes, villain, their eyes. 

Moth. That ever turned their eyes to mortal views / 
Ont^ 

Boyet. True ; out, indeed. 

Moth. Out of your favours, heavenly spirits^ 
vouchsafe, 

Kot to behold — 

Biron. Once to behold, rogue. 

Moth. Once to behold with your sun-beamed eyes, 

with your sun-beamed eyes — 

Boyet. They will not answer to that epithet ; 
You were best call it, daughter-beamed eyes. 

Moth. They do not mark me, and that brings me 
out. 

Biron. Is this your perfectness? begone, you rogue. 
Bos. What would these strangers? know their 
minds, Boyet; 

If they do speak our language, ’tis our will 
That some plain man recount tlieir purposes ; 
Know what they would. 

Boyet. What would you with the princess ? ^ 
Biron* Notliing but peace and gentle visitation. 
M 9 , 



]64 


LOVFS LABOUR’S LOST. 


Ros, What would they, say they ? 

JUoi/eL Nothing but peace, and gentle visitation. 
Ros. Why, that they have ; and bid thoin so be gone. 
Roi/et. She says, you have it, and you may be gone. 
JCing, Say to her, we have measur’d many miles 
To tread a measure with her on this grass. 

Boyet. They say that they have measur’d many a 
mile, 

To tread a measure with you on this grass. 

ltos» It is not so : ask them how m'lny inches 
Is in one mile ; if they liave measur’d many, 

The measure tlicn of one is easily told. 

Boyet* If, to come hither you have measur’d miles. 
And many miles ; the princess bids you tell, 

How many inches do fill up one mile, 

Biroti, Tell her, we measure them by weary steps. 
Boyet. She hears herself. 

Ros* How many weary steps. 

Of many weary miles you have o’ergone. 

Are number’d in the travel of one mile ? 

Biron. We number nothing that we spend for you ; 
Our duty is so rich, so infinite. 

That we may do it still without accoinpt. 

Vouchsafe to show the sunshine of your face. 

That we, like savages, may worship it. 

Ros. My face is biit a moon, and clouded too. 
JTing. Blessed are clouds, to do as such clouds do ! 
Vouchsafe, bright moon, and these thy sbirs, to shine 
(Those clouds remov’d,) upon our wat’ry eyne. 

Ros. O vain petitioner ! beg a greater matter ; 
Thou now request’st but moonshine in the water. 
Alng.' Then, in our measure do but vouchsafe 
one change ; 

Thou bid’st me beg ; this begging is not strange. 
Ros. Play, musick , then : nay, you must do it 
soon. [Musick plays. 

Not yet; — no dance; —thus change I like the moon. 
King, Will you not dance ? How come you thus 
estrang’d ? 

Ros. You took the moon at full ; but now she’s 
chang’d. 

King. Yet still she is the moon, and I the man. 
The musick plays; vouchsafe some motion to it. 
Ros. Our ears vouchsafe it. 

King, But your legs should do it. 

Ros. Since you are strangers, and come here by 
chance, 

We’ll not be nice : take hands ; — we will not dance. 
King. Why take we hands then ? 

Ros, Only to part friends : — 

Court’sy, sweet hearts ; and so the measure ends. 
King. More measure of this measure; be not nice. 
Ros, We can afford no more at such a price. 
King. Prize you yourselves; What buys your 
company ? 

Ros. Your absence only. 

King. That can never be. 

Ros. Tlien cannot we be bought ; and so adieu ; 
Twice to your visor, and half once to you ! 

King. If you deny to dance, let’s hold more chat. 
Ros. In private tlien. 

King, I am best pleas’d with that. 

[They converse apart. 
Biron. White-handed mistress, one sweet word 
with thee. 

Prin. Honey, and milk, and sugar ; there is three, 
Biron. Nay then, two treys, (an if you grow so 
nice,) 

Metheglin, wort, and malmsey j — Well run, dice. 
There’s lialf a dozen sweets. 


Act V. 

Prin. Seventh sweet, adieu ! 

Since you can cog S I’ll play no more with you. 
Biron. One word in secret. 

Prin. it not be sw'cct. 

Biron. Thou griev’st my gall. 

Prin. Oall ? bitter. 

Biron. Therefore meet. 

[ They converse apirl. 
Bum. Will you vouchsafe wdth rac to change a 
word ? 

Mar, Name it. 

Bum. Fair lady, — 

Mar. Say you so ? Fair lord, — 

Take that for your fair lady. 

Bum. Please it you, 

As much in private, and I’ll bid adieu. 

[They converse apart. 
Kath. What, was your visor made without a 
tongue ? 

Lmig. I know the reason, lady, why you ask. 
Kaih. O, for your reason ! quickly, sir ; I long. 
Long. You have a double tongue within your mask, 
And would afford my speechless visor half. 

Kath. Veal, quoth the Dutchman ; — Is not veal 
a calf? 

Long. A calf, fair lady ? 

K^ath. No, a fair lord calf. 

Long. Let’s part the word. 

Kath. No, ril not be your half. 

Long. One word in private with you, ere I die. 
Kath. Bleat softly then, the butcher hears you 
cry. [They cotwerse apart. 

Boyet. The tongues of mocking damsels arc as keen 
As is the razor’s edge invisible. 

Cutting a smaller bsiir than may be seen ; 

Above the sense of sense : so sensible 
Seemeth their conference; their conceits have wings. 
Fleeter than arrows, bullets, wind, thought, swifter 
things. 

Ros. Not one word more, my maids ; break off, 
break off, 

Biron. By heaven, all dry-beaten wdth pure scoff ! 
King. Fare well, mad damsels ; you have simple wits. 
[Exeunt King, Lords, Motji, Musick^ and 
Attendants. 

Prin. Twenty adieus, my frozen Muscovites. — 
Will they not, think you, hang themselves to-night ? 

Or ever, but in visors, show their faces ? 

This pert Biron was out of countenance quite. 

Ros. O ! they were all in lamentable cases ! 

The king was weeping-ripe for a good word. 

Prin. Bir6n did swear himself out of all suit. 
Mar. Dumain was at my service, and his sword : 
No point’^y quoth I ; my servant straight was mute. 

Kath. Lord Longaville said, I came o’er his heart ; 
And trow you, what he call’d me ? 

Prin. Qualm, perhaps. 

Kaih. Yes, in good faith. 

Prin. Go, sickness as thou art ! 

Ros. Well, better wits have worn plain statute- 
caps, 3 

But will you hear ? the king is my love sworn. 
Prin. And quick Biron hath plighted faith to me, 
Kath, And Longaville was for ray service born. 
Mar. Dumain is mine, as sure as bark on tree. 
Boyet. Madam, and pretty mistresses, give ear ; 
Immediately tliey will again be here 

1 Falsify dice, lie 

2 A quibble on tlic French adverb of negation. 

3 Better wits may be found among citizens. 
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In their own sliapcs ; for it can never be, 

They will digest this harsh indignity. 

Pnn. Will they return ? 

Bui/et. They will, they will, heaven knows ; 
And leap for joy, though they are lame with blows ; 
Therefore, change favours ^ ; and, when they repair, 
Blow like sweet roses in this summer air, 

2*rin. How blow ? how blow ? speak to be un- 
derstood. 

Fair ladies, mask’d, arc roses in their bud : 
DisinaskM, their damask sweet commixture shown, 
Are angels vailing clouds, or roses blown. 

Pnn, Avaunt, perplexity ! What shall we do, 

If tliey return in their own shapes to woo ? 

lios- Good madam, if by me you’ll be advis’d. 
Let’s mock them still, as well known, as disguis’d : 
J^et us complain to them what fools were here. 
Disguis’d like Muscovites, in shapeless gear; 

And wonder, what they were; and to what end 
Their shallow shows, aiul prologue vilely penn’d. 
And their rough carriage so ridiculous, 

Should be presented at our tent to us. 

Jtoijet. Ladies, witlidraw ; tlie gallants are at band. 
Prm. Whip to our tents, as roes run over land. 
[^Exeu7U Phincfss, llos. Kath. awd Maria. 

Evter the King, Biron, I.ongavii,le, ami Dumain 
in their proper habits. 

A'ing» Fair sir, heaven save you ! Where is the 
princess ? 

Jlot/et. Gone to her tent ; Please it your majesty, 
Command me any service to her thither? 

King. That she vouchsafe me audience for one 
word. 

Boyel. I will ; and so wall she, I know, my lord. 

[Exit, 

Biron, This fellow picks up wit, as pigeons peas ; 
And litters it again when .love doth please : 

He is wit’s pedler ; and retails Ins wares 
At w^akes, and wassels^, meetings, markets, fairs; 
He can carve too, and lisp : Wliy, this is he, 

That kiss’d away his hand in courtesy ; 

This is tile ape of form, monsieur the nice, 

That, wiien he plays at tables, chides the dice 
In honourable terms ; nay, he can sing 
A mean ^ most meanly ; and, in ushering, 

Mend him who can : the ladies call him, sweet ; 
I'lie stairs, as he treads on them, kiss his feet : 

This is the flower that smiles on every one, 

To show his teeth as white as whales’ bone 7 ; 

And consciences, that wdll not die in debt, 
l*ay liim tlie due of honey-tongued Boyet. 

JCmg. A blister on his sweet longue, with my 
heart, 

That put Armado’s page out of his part ! 

Enter the Princess, ushered by Boyet ; Hosaline, 
Maria, Katharine, and Attendants. 

Biron. See where it comes ! — Behaviour, what 
wert thou, 

Till this man show’d thee ? and what art thou now ? 
Jimg. All hail, sweet madam, and fair time of day ! 
Pnn. Fair, in all hail, is foul as I conceive. 
Eing. Construe my speeches better, if you may. 
Brin. Then wish me bctu»r, I will give you leave. 
Eing, We came to visit you ; and purpose now 
To lead you to our court ; vouchsafe it then. 

^ Features, countenances. 

" Rustic inerry..ineetings. •* The tenor in musiCK- 
' 'i’he tooth of tlie liorse-whale 


Brin, This field shall hold me ; and so hold yoiii* 
vow : 

Nor heaven, nor I, delight in perjur’d men. 
King. Rebuke me not for that which you provoke ; 

The virtue of your eye must break my oath. 
Brin. You nick-name virtue: vice you should 
have spoke ; 

For virtue’s office never breaks men’s troth. 
Now by my maiden honour, yet as pure 
As the unsullied lily, I protest, 

A world of torments though I should endure, 

I would not yield to be your house’s guest : 

So much I hate a breaking-cause to be 
Of heavenly oaths, vow’d wdth integrity. 

A mg. O, you have liv’d in desolation here. 
Unseen, un visited, much to our shame. 

Brin, Not so, my lord ; it is not so, I swear ; 

We have had pastimes here, and pleasant game ; 
A mess of Russians left u.s but of late. 

King, How, madam? Russians? 

Brin. Ay, in truth, my lord 

Trim gallants, full of courtship, and of state. 

Bos. Madam, speak true : — It is not so, my lord ; 
My lady, (to the manner of the days s,) 

111 courtesy, gives undeserving praise. 

We four indeed, confronted liere with four 
In Russian habit : here they stay'd an hour, 

And talk’d apace ; and in that hour, my lord, 

They did not bless us with one happy word. 

I dare not call them fools ; but this I think, 

When they are thirsty, fools would fain have drink. 
Biron. This jest is dry to me — Fair, gentle, 
sweet, 

Your wit makes wise things foolish ; when we greet 
With eyes liest seeing heaven’s fiery eye, 

By light we lose light : Your capacity 
Is of that nature, that to your huge store 
Wise things seem foolish, and rich things but poor. 
B.OS* This proves you wise and rich ; for in my 
eye, — 

Biron. I am a fool, and full of poverty. 

Bos. But that you take wdiat doth to you lielong, 
It were a fault to snatch words from rny tongue, 
Biron. O, I am yours, and all that I possess. 

Bos. All the fool mine ? 

Biron. I cannot give you less. 

Bos. Which of the visors was it, that you wore ? 
Biron, Where ? when ? what vizor ? why demand 
you this ? 

Bos. There, then, that vizor ; that superfluous 
case, 

That hid the w'orse, and show’d the better face. 
King. Wa are descried ; they’ll mock us now 
downright. 

J)um. Let us confess, and turn it to a jest. 

Pnn. Amaz’d, my lord? Why looks your high- 
ness sad ? 

Bos. Help, hold his brows ! he'll swoon ! Why 
look you pale ? — 

Sea-sick, 1 think, coming from Muscovy. 

Biron. Thus pour the stars down plagues for 
perjury. 

Can any face of brass hold longer out ? — 
Here stand I, lady ; dart thy skill at me ; 

Bruise me with scorn, confound me with a 
flout; 

Thrust thy sharp wit quite through my ignorance ; 
Cut me to pieces with thy keen conceit ; 

» After the fashion of the times, 
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And I will wish thee never more to dance, 

Nor never more in Russian habit wait. 

0 ! never will I trust to speeches penn’d, 

Nor to the motion of a school-boy’s tongue ; 

Nor never come in visor to my friend ; 

Nor woo in rhyme, like a blind harper’s song : 
Taffata phrases, silken terms precise, 

Three-pil’d hyperboles, spruce affectation, 
Figures pedantical ; these summer-flies 

Have blown me full of maggot ostentation : 

1 do forswear them : and 1 here protest, 

By this white glove, (how white the hand, 
lieaven knows ! ) 

Henceforth my wooing mind shall be express’d 
In russet yeas, and honest kersey nocs ; 

And, to begin, girl, — so heaven help me, la ! — 
My love to thee is sound, sans crack or flaw. 

Ros, Sans sans, I i)ray you. 

Biron. Yet I have a trick 

Of the old rage : — bear with me, I am sick ; 

I’ll leave it by degrees. Soft, let us see ; — 

Write, heaven have mercy on ns, on tliosc three ; 
They are infected, in their hearts it lies ; I 

TJiey have the plague, and caught it of your eyes : 
These lords are visited ; you are not free, 

For tJie Lord’s tokens on you do I see. 

Prm. No, they arefree, that gave these tokens to us. 
Biron* Our states are forfeit, seek not to undo us. 
Ros* It is not so : For how can this be true, 

That you stand forfeit, being those that sue ? 

Biron* Peace ; for I will not have to do with you. 
Ros, Nor shall not, if I do as I intend. 

Biron* Speak for yourselves, my wit is at an end. 
liing* Teach us, sweet madam, for our rude 
transgression 
Some fair excuse. 

Prin* The fairest is confession. 

Were you not here, but even now, disguis’d ? 

Jung. Madam, 1 was. 

Prin* And were you well advis’d ? 

ITing* I w'as, fair madam. 

Prin. When you then were here, 

What did you whisper in your lady’s ear ? 

Jung. That more than all the world I di d respect her. 
Prin* When she shall challenge this, you will 
reject her. 

ITing* Upon mine honour, no. 

Prin. Peace, peace, forbear ; 

Your oath once broke, you force ^ not to forswear. 
ITing, Despise me, when I break this oath of mine. 
Prin. I will ; and therefore keep it : — Rosaline, 
What did the Russian whisper in your ear ? 

Ros, Madam, he swore, that he did hold me dear 
As precious eye-sight ; and did value me 
Above this world ; adding thereto, moreover, 

That he would wed me, or else die my lover. 

Prin. Heaven give thee joy of him ! the noble lord 
Most honourably doth uphold his word. 

King. What mean you, madam? by my life, my 
troth, 

I never swore this lady such an oath. 

Ros. By heaven you did ; and to confirm it plain 
You gave me this : but take it, sir, again. 

JCing. My faith, and this, tlie princess I did give ; 
I knew her by this jewel on her sleeve. 

Ptin. Pardon me, sir, this jewel did she wear ; 
And lord Bir6n, I thank him, is my dear t — 

What ; will you have me, or your pearl {^gain ? 
Biron. Neitlier of either ; I remit both twain.— 
® Make no difficulty. 


I see the trick on’t ; — Here was a consent >, 
(Knowing aforehand of our merriment,) 

To dash it like a Christmas comedy : 

Some carry-tale, some please-man, some slight zany ‘ , 
Some mumble-news, some trencher-knight, some 
Dick, — 

That smiles his cheek in years ; and knows the trick 
To make my lady laugh, when she’s dispos’d, — 
Told our intents before : which once disclos’d. 

The ladies did change favours ; and tlien we, 
Following tlie signs, woo’d but tlie sign of she. 
Now, to our perjury to add more terror, 

We are again forsworn j in will, and error. 

Much upon this it is; — And might not you, 

[7b Boyet. 

Forestal our sport, to make us thus untrue ? 

Do not you know my lady’s foot by the squire " 
And laugh upon the apple of her eye ? 

And stand between her back, sir, and the fire. 
Holding a trencher, jesting merrily ? 

You leer upon me, do you ? there’s an eye. 

Wounds like a leaden sword. 

Boyet Full merrily 

Hath tills brave manage, this career, been run. 
Biron. Lo, he is tilting straight ! Peace ; T have 
done. 

Enter Costard. 

Welcome, pure wit ! thou partest a fair fray. 

Cost, O, sir, they would know, 

Whether the three worthies shall come in, or no. 
Biron. What, are there but three ? 

Cost. No, sir ; but it is vara fine, 

For every one pursents three. 

Biron. And three times tlirice is nim*. 

Cost. Not so, sir; under correction, sir; 1 hope, 
it is not so ; 

You cannot beg us, sir, I can assure you, sir ; we 
know what we know : 

I hope, sir, three times thrice, sir, — 

Biron. Is not nine. 

Cost. Under correction, sir, we know whereuntil 
it doth amount. 

Biron. By Jove, I always took three threes for 
nine. 

Cost. O, sir, it wore pity you should get your 
living by reckoning, sir. 

Biron. How much is it ? 

Cost. O, sir, the parties themselves, the actors, 
sir, will show whereuntil it doth amount : for my 
own part, I am, as they say, but to parfect one 
man, — e’en one poor man ; I’ompion the great, sir. 
Biron. Art thou one of the worthies ? 

Cost, It pleased them, to think me worthy of 
Pompion the great : for mine own part, I know not 
the degree of the worthy : but I am to stand for him. 
Biron. Go, bid them prepare, 

Cost. We will turn it finely off, sir ; we will take 
some care. \ExiJb Costard. 

JRng. Bir6n, tliey will shame us, let them not 
approach. 

Biron. We are shame-proof, my lord ; and ’tis 
some policy 

To have one show worse than the king’s and his 
company. 

JSung. I say, tiiey shall not come. 

Prin. Nay, my good lord, let me o’er-rule you 
now ; 

That sport best pleases, that doth least know how ; 

* ron«!i)iracy. BufToon 3 Square, rule. 
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Scene IL 

Where zeal strives to content, and the contents 
Pie in tlie zeal of them which it presents, 

Their form confounded makes most form in mirth ; 
When great things labouring perish in their birth, 
Biron» A right description of our sport, my lord. 

Enter Arm ado. 

Arm. Anointed, I imi)lore so much expence of 
thy royal sweet breath, as will utter a brace of words. 
[Armado converses with the King, and 
livers him a paper. 

That’s all one, my fair, sweet, honey raonarcii : 
for, 1 protest, the schoolmaster is exceeding fantas- 
tical ; too, too vain ; too, too vain : But we will 
put it, as they say, to fortuna della g,uerra. I wish 
you the peace of mind, most royal couplement ! 

[AxiV Armado. 

King. Here is like to be a good presence of w'or- 
tides: He presents Hector of 'IVoy; the swain, 
Pompey the great ; the parish curate, Alexander ; 
Armado s page, Hercules ; the pedant, Judas JMa- 
chabceus. 

And if these four w'orthies in their first show thrive, 
These four will change habits, and present the other 
five, 

Biron. There is five in the first show. 

King. You are deceiv’d, ’tis not so. 

Bit'on. The pedant, the braggart, the hedge- 
priest, the fool, and the boy : — 

Abate a throw at novum •* ; and the whole world 
again. 

Cannot pick out five such, take each one in his vein. 
King. The ship is under sail, and hero she comes 
amain. 

brought for the King, Princess, 
Pageant of the Nine Worthies. 

Enter Costard arm'd for Pompey. 

Cost. I Pompey am, 

Boyet. Yon lie, you are not he. 

Cost. / Pompey anif 

Boyet. With libbard’s head on knee. 

Biron. Well said, old mocker; 1 must needs be 
friends with thee. 

Cost. J Pompey am, Pompey surnam'd the big,—~ 
Dum. The great. 

Cost. It is great, sir ; — Pompey sumam'd the 
great ; 

That oft in field, with targe and shield, did make my 
foe to sweat : 

And, travelling along this coast, I here am come by 
chance ; 

And lay my arms bfore the feet of this sweet lass of 
France. 

If your ladysliip would say. Thanks, Pompey, I had 
done. 

Prin. Great thanks, great Pompey. 

Cost. ’Tis not so much worth ; but, I hope, I was 
perfect : I made a little fault in great. 

Biron. My hat to a halfpenny, Pompey proves 
the best worthy. 

Enter Nathanied arm'd, for Alexander. 

Nath. When in the world I liv'd, J was the world* s 
commander, 

Ey east, west, north, and south, I spread my conquer- 
ing might : 


My 'scutcheon plain declares, that I a?n Alisander. 
Boyet. Your nose says, no, you are not ; for it 
stands too right. 

Prin. Tlie conqueror is dismay’d . Proceed, good 
Alexander. 

Natli. When in the world I liv'd, I was the world's 
commander ; — 

Boyet. Most true, ’tis right ; you were so, Ali- 
sander. 

Biron. Pompey the great, 

Cost. Your servant, and Costard. 

Biron. Take away the conqueror, take away Ali- 
sander. 

Cost. O, sir, l^To Nath.] you have overthrown 
Alisander the conqueror ! You will be scraped out 
of the painted cloth for this. A conqueror, and 
afeard to speak ! run away for shame, Alisander. 
[Nath. retires.~\ There, an’t shall please you ; a 
foolish mild man ; an honest man, look you, and 
soon dash’d ! He is a marvellous good neighbour, 
insooth ; and a very good bowler : but, for Alisan- 
der, alas, you see, how ’tis ; — a little o’erparted : 
— But there are worthies a coming will speak their 
mind in some other sort. 

Prin. Stand aside, good Pompey. 

Enter Holofernes arm'd, and Mom arm'd, for 
Hercules. 

Hol. Great Hercules is presented by this imp, 
Whose club kill'd Cerberus, that three 'headed 
canus ; 

And when he was a babe, a child, a shrimp. 

Thus did he strangle serpents in his manus 
Q.uoniam, he seemeth in minority ; 

Ergo, I come with this apology. — 

Keep some state in thy exit, and vanish. 

Moth. 

Hol. Judas I am, ycleped Machabacus. 

Hum. Judas Machabacus dipt, is plain Judas. 
Hol. I will not be put out of countenance. 
Biron. Because thou hast no face. 

Hol. What is this? 

Boyet. A cittern head. 

Dum. The head of a bodkin. 

Biron. A deatli’s face in a ring. 

I Long, The face of an old Roman coin, scarce seen. 
Boyet. The pummel of Caesar’s faiiJchion. 

Dum. The carv’d-bone face on a fiask. 

Birori. St. George’s half-cheek in a brooch. 
Dum. Ay, in a brooch of lead. 

Biron. Ay, and worn in the cap of a tooth- 
drawer : 

And now, forward; for we have put thee in coun- 
tenance. 

Hol. You have put me out of countenance, 
Biron. False ; we have given thee faces. 

Hd. But you have out-fac’d them all. 

Biron. An thou wert a lion, we would do so, 
Boyet. Therefore, as he is, an ass, let him go. 

[Exit Holofernks, 

Enter Armado arm'd, for Hector. 

Biron. Hide thy head, Achilles; here comes 
Hector in arms. 

Dum. Though my mocks come home by me, I 
I will now be merry. 

King. Hector was but a Trojan in respect of this, 

' Boyet. But is this Hector ? 

Dum. I think, Hector was not so clean-timber’d. 
Long. His leg is too big for Hector. 

M 4 
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Z)um. More calf, certain. 

Boyet* No ; he is best indued in the small. 
Biron* 'Hiis cannot be Hector. 

J)um» He’s a painter ; for he makes faces. 

Arm. IVte armipoient MarSt of lances the mighty^ 
Gave Hector a gifl, — 

Hum, A gilt nutmeg. 

Biron, A lemon. 

Long, Stuck with cloves. 

Hum. No, cloven. 
vlrm. Peace! 

The armijmtent Mars^ of lances the mighlyt 
Gave Hector a gjfli the heir of Him ; 

A man so breath'd, that certain he would fight, yea 
From morn till night, out of his pavilion, 

I am that flower, — 

Hum* That mint. 

Long, That columbine. 

Arm, Sweet lord Longaville, rein thy tongue. 
Iwng. I must rather give it the rein ; for it runs 
against Hector. 

Hum. Ay, ajid Hector’s a greyhound. 

Arm, The swxet war-man is dead ; sweet chucks, 
beat not the bones of the buried : when he breath’d, 
he was a man. — But 1 will forward with my device; 
Sweet royalty, \_To the Princess,] bestow on me the 
sense of hearing. [Biron whispers Costard. 

Brin, Speak, brave Hector; we are much de- 
lighted. 

Arm. I do adore thy sweet grace’s slipper. 

Boyet. Loves her by the foot. 

Arm. This Hector far surmimnled Hannibal, — 
Cost, The party is gone, fellow Hector, she is gone. 
Arm. Dost thou infainonize me among poten- 
tates? thou shall die. 

Cost, Then shall Hector be hanged, for Poinpey 
that is dead by him. 

Hum, Most rare Pompey I 
Boyet, Benowned Pompey! 

Biron, Greater than great, great, great, great 
Pompey ! Pompey the huge ! 

Hum, Hector trembles. 

Biron, Pompey is mov’d ; — More Ates^, more 
Ates ; stir them on I stir them on ! 

Hum, Hector will challenge him. 

Biron. Ay, if he have no more man’s blood in 
him tlmn will sup a dea. 

Arm. By the north pole, I do challenge thee. 
Cost. I will not df^t with a pole, like a northern 
man ; I’ll slash ; I’ll do it by the sword ; — I pray 
you, let me borrow my arms again. 

Hum, Room for the incensed worthies. 

Enter Mercade. 

Mer, Heaven save you, madam ! 

Brin, Welcome, Mercade ; 

But that thou intemipt’st our merriment. 

Mer, I am sorry, madam ; for the news I bring. 
Is heavy in my tongue. The king your fatlier — 
Brin, Dead, for my life. 

Mer. Even so ; ray tale is told. 

Biron, Worthies, away ; the scene begins to 
cloud. 

Arm, For mine own part, I breathe free breath ; 
I have seen the day of wrong through the little hole 
of discretion, and I will right myself like a soldier. 

[^Exeuvl Worthies. 
King, How fares your majesty ? 

Brin, Boyet, prepare ; I w ill away to-night. 

'* At.' was tliejjodiloM oftiisoord. 


King, Madam, not so ; I do beseech you, stay. 
Brin, Pre])arc, I siiy. — I tliank you, gracious 
lords, 

For all your fair endeavours ; and entreat, 

Out of a new-sad soul, that you vouchsafe 
In your rich wisdom, to excuse or hide, 

The liberal ® opposition of our spirits : 

If over-boldly we have borne ourselves 
In the converse of breath, your gentleness 
Was guilty of it. — Farewell, worthy lord ! 

A heavy heart bears not an humble tongue : 

Excuse me so, coming so short of thanks 
For my great suit so easily obtain’d. 

King, The extreme parts of time extremely forr 
All causes to the purpose of his speed ; 

And often, at his very loose, decides 
That whicli long process could not arbitrate : 

And tliough the morning brow of progeny 
Forbid the smiling courtesy of love, 

The holy suit which fain it w^ould convince ; 

Yet, since love’s argument was first on foot. 

Let not the cloud of sorrow justie it 

From what it purpos’d ; since, to w'ail friends lost. 

Is not by much so wholesome, profitable. 

As to rejoice at friends but newly found. 

Bnn. I understand you not ; my griefs are double. 
Biron. Honest plain words best pierce the ear of 
grief ; — 

And by tliese badges understand the king. 

For your fair sakes have we neglected time, 

Play’d foul play with our oaths ; your beauty, ladies, 
Hath much deform’d us, fashioning our humours 
Even to the opposed end of our intents ; 

And w'hat in us hath seem’d ridiculous, — 

As love is full of unbefitting strains ; 

All wanton as a child, skipping, and vain ; 

Form’d by the eye, and, tlierefore, like the eye 
Full of strange shapes, of habits, and of forms, 
Varying in subjects as tlie eye doth roll 
To every varied object in his glance : 

Which party-coated presence of loose love 
Put on by us, if, in your heavenly eyes. 

Have misbeconi’d our oaths and gravities, 

Those heavenly eyes, that look into these faults. 
Suggested us to make : Therefore, ladies, 

Our love being yours, the error that love makes 
Is likewise yours : w^e to ourselves prove false, 

By being once false for ever to be true 
To those tliat make us both, — fair ladies, you ; 
And even that falsehood, in itself a sin, 

Thus purifies itself, and turns to grace. 

Brin. We have receiv'd your letters, full of love ; 
Your favours, the embassadors of love ; 

And, in our maiden council, rated them 
At courtship, pleasant jest, and courtesy, 

As bombast, and as lining to the time ; 

But more devout than this, in our respects, 

Have we not been ; and therefore met your loves 
In their own fashion, like a merriment. 

Hum, Our letters, madam, show’d much more 
than jest. 

Long. So did our looks. 

Bos. We did not quote 7 them so. 

King, Now, at the latest minute of the hour, 
Grant us your loves. 

Brin. A time, methinks, too short 

To make a world-without-end bargain in ; 

No, no, my lord, your grace is perjur’d much, 


Free to excess 


7 Regal il. 
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Scene IL 

I'ull of dear guiltiness ; and tlierefore this, — 

[f for my love (as there is no such cause) 

You will do aught, this shall you do for me ; 

Your oath 1 will not trust ; but go with speed 
^IV) some forlorn and naked hennitage, 

Remote from all the pleasures of the world ; 

'i'herc stay, until the twelve celestial signs 
Have brought about their annual reckoning ; 

this austere insociable life 
Change not your offer made in heat of blood ; 

If frosts, and fasts, hard lodging, and thin weeds 8, 
Nip not the gaudy blossoms of your love, 

Rut that it bear this trial, and List love ; 

I’hen, at the expiration of the year, 

Come challenge, challenge me by these deserts, 

And, by this virgin palm, now kissing thine, 

I will be thine; and, till tluit instant, shut 
My woeful self iij) in a mourning house ; 

Raining the tears of lamentation, 
f or the remembrance of my father’s death. 

If this thou do deny, let our hands part; 

Neither Iiititled in the other’s heart. 

Kiuf'. If this, or more than this, I would deny. 
To Hatter up these powers of mine with rest, 

The sudden hand of death close up mine eye ! 
Hence ever then my heart is in thy breast. 

Birotu And what to me, my love? and what to 
me ? 

7?o.s. You must be purged too, your sins arc rank ; 
You are attaint with faults and perjury ; 

'I'herefore, if you my favour mean to get, 

A twelvemonth shall you spend, and never rest, 

Rut seek the weary beds of peoi)Ie sick. 

Dum, Rut what to me, my love ? but wliat to mo? 
JCatli, A wife! — A beard, fair health, and ho- 
nesty ; 

With three-fold love I wish you all these three. 
Dum. O, shall I say, I thank you, gentle wife ? 
Kath. Not so, my lord ; — a twelvemonth and a day 
I’ll mark no words that smooth-fac’d wooers say : 
(’ome when the king doth to my hwly come. 

Then, if I have much love. I’ll give you some. 
Dum. I’ll serve thee true and faithfully till then. 
JCath. Yet swear not, lest you be forsworn again. 
Long. What says Maria ? 

Mar. At the twelvemonth’s end, 

I’ll change my black gow'ii for a faithful friend. 
Xo/ig. i’ll stay with patience ; but the time is long. 
Mar, The liker you ; few taller are so young. 
JBiron. Studies my lady ? mistress, look on me. 
Behold the window of my heart, mine eye, 

Wliat humble suit a^ttends thy answ-^er there ; 

Impose some service on me for thy love. 

lios. Oft have I lieard of you, my lord Bir6n, 
Before I saw you : and the world’s large tongue 
Proclaims you for a man replete with mocks ; 

Pull of comparisons and wounding flouts ; 

Which you on all estates will execute, 

Tliat lie within the mercy of your wit : 

To weed this wormw^ood from your fruitful brain ; 
And, therewithal, to win me, if you please, 
(Without the which I am not to be won,) 

You shall this twelvemonth term from day to day 
Visit the speechless sick, and still converse 
With groaning wretches ; and your task shall be, 
With all the fierce endeavour of your wit, 

To enforce the pained impotent to smile. 

Biron, To move wild laughter in the throat of 
death ? 

' Clothing. 


It cannot be ; it is impossible : 

Mirth cannot move a soul in agony. 

Bos. Why, that’s the way to choke a gibing spirit. 
Whose influence is begot of that loose grace. 

Which shallow laughing hearers give to fools ; 

A jest’s prosperity lies in the ear 
Of him that hears it, never in tlie tongue 
Of him that makes it ; then, if sickly ears, 

Deaf’d with the clamours of their own dear 
groans, 

Will hear your idle scorns, continue then, 

And I will have you, and that fault withal ; 

But, if they will not, throw away that spirit. 

And I shall find you empty of that fault, 

Right joyful of your reformation. 

Biron, A twelvemonth? well, befal what will 
befal, 

I’ll jest a twelvemonth in an hospital. 

Prin. Ay, sweet my lord : and so I take my 
leave. [7b the King, 

King, No, madam : we will bring you on your 
way. 

Biron. Our wooing doth not end like an old play; 
Jack hatli not Jill : these ladies’ courtesy 
Might well have made our sport a comedy. 

King. Come, sir, it wants a twelvemonth and a day, 
And then ’twill end. 

Biron. That’s too long for a play. 

Enter Armado. 

j4rm. Sweet majesty, vouchsafe me, — 

Frin. Was not that Hector ? 

Durn, Tlie worthy knight of Troy. 

Arm. I will kiss thy royal finger and take leave: 
I am a votary ; 1 have vowed to Jaquenetta to hold 
the plough for her sweet love three years. But, 
most esteemed greatness, will you hear the dialogue 
that the two learned men have compiled, in praise 
of the owl and the cuckoo? it should have followed 
in the end of our show. 

King. Call them forth quickly, we will do so. 
Arm, Holla! approach. 

Enter IIolofernes, Nathaniel, Moth, Costard, 
and others. 

This side is Hieras, winter ; this Ver, the spring ; 
the one maintain’d by the owl, the other by the 
cuckoo. Ver, begin. 

SONG. 

I. 

Spring. When daisies pied, and violets hluCy 
And lad^-smocks all silver-'white. 

And cMckoo^buds of yellow huey 
Do paint the meadows with delighty 
The cuchoo then, on ei^ry trccy 
Mocks married wen, for thus sings hty 
Cuckoo 1 

CuckoO) cuckooy — 0 word of fear, 

I Vn pleasing to a married ear I 

IL 

When shepherds pipe on oaten straws, 

And merry larks are ploughmen's clocks. 
When turtles tread, ami rooks, and daws, 

And maidens bleach their summer smocks, 
The cuckoo then, on every tree, 

Mocks married men, for thus sings he, 

Cuckoo ; 
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Cuchoof cuckoo — 0 word of fear, 
Unpleasing to a married ear ! 

III. 

Winter. IVTien icicles hang by the wall. 

And Dick the shepherd blows his nail, 
And Tom bears logs into the hall. 

And milk comes frozen home in pail. 
When Wood is nipped, and ways be foul. 
Then nightly sings the staring owl, 
To-who ; 

Tu-whit, to'^who, a merry note. 

While greasy Joan doth keel ^ the pot. 

s Scum. 


IV. 

When all aloud the wind doth blow. 

And coughing drowns the personas saw, 
And birds sit brooding in the snow. 

And Marian's nose looks red and raw, 
When roasted crahs ’ hiss in the bowl, 

Then nightly sings the staring owl, 

To-.who / 

Tu-whit, to-who, a merry note. 

While greasy Joan doth keel the pot. 

Arm. The words of Mercury are harsh after the 
songs of Apollo. You, that way j we, this M ay, 

[KxcHnt. 

^ Wild apples. 
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SCENF, partly al Venice, and partly at Belmont, the Seat of Portia, on the Continent. 


ACT 1. 


SCENE I. — Venice. A Street. 

Enter Antonio, Salarino, and Salanio. 

Ant. In sooth, I know not why I am so sad ; 

It wearies me ; you say it wearies you ; 

But how' I caught it, found it, or came by it. 

What stuff ’tis made of, whereof it is born, 

I am to learn ; 

And such a want- wit sadness makes of me, 

That I have much ado to Imiow myself. 

Solar. Your mind is tossing on the ocean ; 
There, where your argosies > with portly sail, — 
Like signiurs and rich burghers of the flood, 

Or, as it were, the i)ageants of the sea, — 

Do overpeer die petty traffickers, 

That curt’sy to them, do them reverence. 

As they fly by them with their w^oven wings. 

Solan. Believe me, sir, had I such venture forth. 
The better part of my aflTections would 
Be with my hopes abroad. I should be still 
Plucking the grass, to know where sits the wind ; 
Peering in maps, for ports, and piers, and roads ; 
And every object, that might make me fear 
Misfortune to my ventures, out of doubt. 

Would make me sad. 

Solar. My wind, cooling my broth. 

Would blow me to an ague, when I thought 
What harm a wind too great might do at sea. 

I should not see the sandy hour-glass run, 

^ Ships of large burden. 


But I should think of shallows and of flats ; 

And see my wealthy Andrew dock’d in sand, 
Vailing* her high-top lower than her ribs, 

To kis:» her burial. Should I go to church, 

And see the holy edifice of stone, 

And not bethink me straight of dangerous rocks ? 
Which touching but my gentle vessel’s side, 

Would scatter all her spices on the stream ; 

Enrobe the roaring waters with iny silks ; 

And, in a w^ord, but even now worth this, 

And now worth notliiiig ! Shall I have the thought 
To think on this ; and shall I lack the thought, 
That such a thing, bechanc’d, would make me sad? 
But, tell not me ; I know, Antonio 
Is sad to think upon his merchandize. 

Ant. Believe me, no : I thank my fortune for it. 
My ventures arc not in one bottom trusted. 

Nor to one place ; nor is my whole estate 
Upon the fortune of this present year ; 

Therefore, my merchandize makes me not sad. 
Solan. Why then you are in love. 

Ant. Fye, fye ! 

Solan. Not in love neither? Then let’s say, you 
are sad. 

Because you are not merry ; and ’twere as easy 
For you, to laugh, and leap, and say, you are merry, 
Because you are not sad. Now, by two-headed Janus, 
Nature hath fram’d strange fellows in her time : 
Some that will evermore peep through their eyes. 
And laugh, like parrots, at a bag-piper ; 

2 Lowering. 
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And otlier of ?ucli vinegar aspiH't, 

That they’ll not show their teeth in way of smile. 
Though Nestor swear the jest be laughable. 

Enter Bassanio, Lorenzo, and Gratiano. 
Solan, Here comes Bassanio, your most noble 
kinsman, 

Gratiano, and Lorenzo : Fare you well ; 

We letive you now with better company. 

Solar, I would have staid till 1 had made you merry. 
If worthier friends had not prevented me. 

AnU Your wortli is very dear in my regard. 

I take it, your own business calls on you, 

And you embrace the occasion to depart. 

Sulor, Good morrow, my good lords. 

Bass, Good signiors both, when shall we laugh ? 
Say, when ? 

You grow exceeding strange : Must it be so ? 
Solar, We’ll make our leisures to attend on yours. 

[Exeunt Salarino and Salanio. 
Lor, My lord Bassanio, since you have found 
Antonio, 

We two will leave you : but, at dinner-time, 

I pray you, have in mind where we must meet. 
Hass, I will not fail you. 

Gra, You look not well, signior Antonio ; 

You have too much respect upon the world ; 

They lose it, that do buy it with much care. 

Believe me, you are marvellously chang’d. 

Ant, 1 hold the world but as the world, Gratiano ; 
A stage, where every man must play a part, 

And 'mine a sad one. 

Gra. Let me play the Fool : 

With mirtli and laughter let old wrinkles come ; 
Anil let my liver rather heat with wine, 

Tlian my heart cool with mortifying groans. 

Why should a man, whose blood is warm within, 
Sit like his grandsire cut in alabaster ? 

Sleep w^hen he wakes? and creep into the jaimdiee 
By being peevish ? 1 tell thee what, Antonio, — 

I love thee, and it is my love that speaks ; 
lliere are a sort of men, wliose visages 
Do cream and mantle, like a standing pond ; 

And do a wilful stillness 3 entertain. 

With purpose to be dress’d in an opinion 
Of wisdom, gravity, profound conceit ; 

As who should say, T am sir Oracle^ 

And, when I ope my lips, let no dog bark f 
O, my Antonio, I do know of these, 

That therefore only are reputed wise, 

For saying nothing ; who, I am very sure, 

If they should speak, would almost dam those ears, 
Which, hearing them, would call their brothers, fools. 
I’ll tell thee more of this another time : 

But fish not, with this melancholy bait. 

For this fool’s gudgeon, this opinion. — 

Come, good Lorenzo : — Fare ye well, a wliile ; 

I’ll end my exhortation after dinner. 

Lor, Well, we will leave you then till dinner-time ; 
I must be one of these same dumb wise men, 

For Gratiano never lets me speak. 

Gra, Well, keep me company but two years more, 
Thou shalt not know the sound of thine own tongue, 
ArU, Farewell : I’ll grow a talker for this gear. 

[Exeunt Gratiano and Lorenzo. 
Bass. Gratiano speaks an infinite deal of nothing, 
more than any man in all Venice ; His reasons are 
as two grains of wheat hid in two bushels of chafiT; 


you shall seek all day ere you find them : and, when 
you have them, they are not worth the search. 

Ant. Well ; tell mo now, what lady is this same 
To whom you swore a secret pilgrimage, 

That you to-day promis’d to tell me of? 

Bass. *Tis not unknown to you, Antonio, 

How much I have disabled mine estate. 

By something showing a more swelling port 
Than my fiiint means would grant continuance ; 
Nor do I now make moan to be abridg’d 
From such a noble rate ; but my chief care 
Is, to come fairly ofl’from the great debts, 

Wherein my time, something too prodigal, 

Hath left me gag’d ; To you, Antonio, 

I owe the most, in money, and in love ; 

And from your love I have a warranty 
To unburihen all my plots, and purposes, 

How to get clear of all the debts 1 owe. 

Ant, I pray you, good Bassanio, let me know »t ; 
And, if it stand, as you yourself still do, 

Within the eye of honour, be assured. 

My purse, my person, rny extreinest means. 

Lie all unlock’d to your occasions. 

Bass. In my school-days, when I had lost one shaft 
I shot his fellow of the self-same flight 
The self-same w.ny, with more advised watch, 

To find the other forth ; and by advent 'ring both, 

I oft found both : I urge this childhood proof, 
Because what follows is pure innocence. 

I owe you much ; and, like a wilful youth, 

That which I owe is lost : but if you please 
I’o shoot another arrow that self w'ay 
Which you did shoot the first, I do not doubt. 

As I will watch the aim, or to find both, 

Or bring your latter hazard back again, 

And tlianic fully rest debtor for the first. 

Ant. You know me well ; and herein spend but 
time, 

To M'ind about my love with circumstance; 

And, out of doubt, you do me now more wrong, 

In making ipiestion of my uttennost, 

Than if you had made waste of all I have : 

Then do but say to me what 1 should do. 

That in your knowledge may by me be done. 

And I am prest^ unto it ; therefore, speak, 

Bass. In Belmont is a lady richly left, 

And she is fair, and, fairer than that word, 

Of wond’rous virtues ; sometimes^ from her eyes 
I did receive fair speechli^ mess ages ; 

Her name is Portia ; notmng unSrvalued 
To Cato’s daughter, Brutus’ Portia. 

Nor is the wide world ignorant of her worth ; 

For the four winds blow in from every coast 
Renowned suitors ; and her sunny locks 
Hang on her temples like a golden fleece ; 

Which makes her seat of Belmont, Colchos* strand, 
And many Jasons come in quest of her, 

0 my Antonio, had I but the means 
To hold a rival place with one of them, 

1 have a mind presages me such thrift, 

That I should questionless be fortunate. 

Ant. Thou know’st, that all my fortunes are at sea; 
Nor have I money, nor commodity 
To raise a present sum ; therefore go fortli, 

Try what my credit can in Venice do ; 

That shall be rack’d, even to the uttermost, 

To furnish thee to Belmont, to fair Portia. 

Go presently inquire, and so will I, 


Obstinate silence. 


Ready, 


Fomierly. 
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Scene II. 

Where money is ; and 1 no question make, 

To have it of my trust, or for iny sake. \^Exeunl» 

SCENE 11. — Belmont. ARoominVoY\XQ.*sHousc. 

Enter Portia and Nerissa. 

Por, By iny troth, Nerissa, my little body is 
a-weary of tins great world. 

Ner. You would be, sweet madam, if your mi- 
series were in the same abundance as your good 
fortunes are : And yet, for aught I see, they are as 
sick, that surfeit with too much, as they that starve 
with nothing; It is no mean happiness, therefore, 
to be seated in the mean ; superfluity comes soQaof 
by wlutei\airs, but competency lives . 

Por. Good sentences, and well pronounced. 

J^er. They would be better, if well followed. 

Por, If to do were as easy a^ to know what vyere 
good to doji^jpJiajpels had lieen churches, and jioor 
men’s cottages, prin(;es’ palacqs. It is a good divine 
tbatfollaw:s.hiajDiim iu&tructioiois.: I can easier teach 
twenty what were good to be done, than be one of 
the twenty to follow mine own teaching. But this 
reasoning is not in the fashion to choose me a hus- 
band : — () me, the word choose ! I may neither 
choose whom 1 would, nor refuse whom 1 dislike ; 
so is the will of a living daughter curb’d by tlie will 
of a dead father ; — Is it not hard, Nerissa, that I 
cannot choose one, nor refuse none ? 

iVtr. Your father was ever virtuous; and holy 
men, at their death, have good inspirations ; there- 
fore, the lottery, that he hath devised in these three 
chests, of gold, silver, and lead, (whereof who 
chooses his meaning, cliooses you,) will, no doubt, 
never be chosen by any rightly, but one who you 
shall rightly love. But what warmth is there in 
your affection towards any of these princely suitors 
that are already come ? 

Por, T pray thee, over-name them ; and as thou 
namest them, 1 w ill describe them ; and, according 
to my description, level at my aflection. 

Ncr, First, there is the Neapolitan prince. 

Par. Ay, that’s a colt, indeed, for he doth nothing 
but talk of his horse ; and he makes it a great ap- 
propriation to his own good parts, that he can shoe 
him himself, 

Ncr, Tlien, is there the county ® Palatine. 

Por, He doth nothing but frown ; as w ho should 
say. An if yov uHl not have me, choose ; he hears 
merry tales, and smiles not ; I fear he will prove 
the weeping ])hilosophcr when lie grow s old, being 
so full of unmannerly sadness in his youth. I had 
rather be married to a death’s liead with a bone in 
his mouth, than to eitlier of these. Heaven defend 
me from these two ! 

Ncr. How say you by the l^rench lord, monsieur 
Le Bon? 

Por, Heaven made him, and therefore let him 
pass for a man. In truth, I know it is a sin to be a 
mocker ; But, he ! why, he hath a horse better than 
the Neapolitan’s; a better bad habit of frowning 
than the count Palatine : he is every man in no man: 
if a throstle sing, he falls straight a capering ; he 
w ill fence with his own shadow : If I should marry 
him, I should marry twenty husbands : If he w'ould 
des})ise me, I would forgive him ; for if he love me 
to madness, I shall never requite him. 

Ner, What say you then to Faulconbridgc, the 
young baron of England ? 

Count 
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Por, You know, 1 say notliing to him ; for bo 
understands not me, nor I liirn : he liath neither 
Eatin, Frencli, nor Italian ; and you will come into 
the court and swear, that I have a poor penny W'orth 
in the English. He is a proper man’s picture ; But, 
alas ! who can converse witfi a dumb show ? How 
oddly he is suited ! I think he bought his doublet 
in Italy, his round hose in France, his bonnet in 
Germany, and his bcliaviour every where. 

Ner, What think you of the Scottish lord, his 
neighbour ? 

Por. That he hath a neighbourly charity in him ; 
for he borrowed a box of the ear of the Englishman, 
and swore he would pay him again, when he was 
able ; I think, the Frenchman became his surety, 
and sealed under for another. 

Ner. How like you the young German, the duke 
of Saxony’s nephew ? 

Por. Very vilely in the morning, when lie is 
sober ; and most vilely in the afternoon, when he is 
drunk : when he is best, he is a little worse than a 
man ; and when he is worst, he is little better than 
a beast : an the worst fall that ever fell, I hope, I 
shall make shift to go without him. 

Ner. If he should otter to choose, and choose tlie 
right casket, you should refuse to perform your 
father’s will, if you should refuse to accept him. 

Por. Therefore, for fear of the worst, 1 pray thee, 
set a deep glass of Rhenish wine on the contiTiry 
casket ; for, if the devil he within, and that tempt- 
ation without, I know he will choose it. 1 will do 
any thing, Nerissa, ere I will be married to a spunge. 

Ner, You need not fear, lady, the having any of 
these lords; they have anjuainted me with their 
determinations : w hich is indeed, to return to their 
home, and to trouble you w ith no more suit ; unless 
you may be won by some other sort than your fa- 
ther’s imposition, depending on the caskets, 

Por. if 1 live to be as old as Sibylla, I will die 
as chaste as Diana, unless T be obtained by the man- 
ner of my father’s will : I am glad this parcel of 
wooers are so reasonable ; for there is not one among 
them hut 1 dote on his very absence, and I wish them 
a lair departure. 

Ner. Do you not remember, lady, in your father’s 
time, a Venetian, a scholar, and a soldier, that came 
hither in company of the Marquis of Monlferrat? 

Por. Yes, yes, it was Bassanio ; as I think, so 
was he called. 

Ner, True, madam ; he of all the men that ever 
my foolisli eyes looked upon, was tlie best deserving 
a fair lady. 

Por. I remember him well ; and I remember him 
worthy of thy praise. — How now ! what news ? 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. The four strangers seek for you, madam, 
to take their leave ; and there is a fore-runner come 
from a fifth, the prince of Morocco ; who brings 
word, the prince, his master, wdll be here to-night. 

Por, If I could hid the fifth welcome with so 
good heart as I can bid tlie other four farewell, I 
shmdd be glad of his approach ; if he have the con- 
dition 7 of a saint, and the complexion of a devil, I 
had rather he should shrive me than wive me. 

Come, Nerissa. — Sirrali, go before Whiles we 

shut the gate upon one wooer, another knocks at 
the door. [Exeunt* 


7 Temper, qualities. 
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Act 1. SceneIII. 


SCENE III. — Venice. A Public Place. 

EiUcr Bassanio and Shyl{)i:k. 

Shy. Three thousand ducats, — well. 

Bass. Ay, sir, for three months. 

Shy. For three months, — well, 

Bass. For the which, as 1 told you, Antonio shall 
be bound. 

Shy. Antonio shall become bound, — well. 

Bass, May you stead me ? Will you pleasure me ? 
Shall I know your answ'cr ? 

Shy» Three thousand ducats, for three montlis, 
and Antonio bound. 

Bass. Your answer to that. 

Shy. Antonio is a good man. 

Bass. Have you heard any imputation to the con- 
trary ? 

Shy. Ho, no, no, no, no ; — my meaning, in say- 
ing he is a good man, is to have you understand me, 
that he is sufficient: yet his means are in supposition: 
he hath an argosy bound to Tripolis, another to the 
Indies ; I understand moreover upon the Rialto, he 

hath a third at Mexico, a fourth for England, 

and otlier ventures he hath, squander’d abroad : 
But ships are but hoards, sailors but men : there be 
land-rats, and water-rats, water-thieves, and land- 
thieves ; I mean, pirates ; and then, there is the 
peril of waters, wdnds, and rocks ; The man is, not- 
withstanding, sufficient ; — three thousand ducats ; 

— I think 1 may take his bond. 

Bass. Be assured you may. 

Shy. 1 will he assured, I may ; and, that I may 
be assured, 1 will bethink me : Alay I speak with 
Antonio ? 

Bass. If it please you to dine \vith us. 

Shy, Yes, to smell jmrk : 1 will buy with you, 
sell witJi you, talk with you, walk with you, and so 
following ; but I will not eat with you, drink with 
you, nor pray with you. What news on the Rialto? 

— Who is he comes here ? 

Enter Antonio. 

Bass. This is signior Antonio. 

Shy. [Asixle.'] How like a fawning publican he 
looks ! 

I hate him for he is a Christian : 

But more, for that, in low simplicity, 

He lends out money gratis, and brings down 
Hie rate of usance here with us in Venice. 

If I can catch him once upon the hip, 

I will feed fat the ancient grudge I bear him. 

He hates our sacred nation ; and he rails, 

Even there where merchants most do congregate, 
On me, my bargains, and my well won thrift. 
Which he calls interest : Cursed be my tribe, 

If I forgive him ! 

Bass, Shylock, do you hear? 

Shy. I am debating of my present store ; 

And, by the near guess of my memory, 

I cannot instantly raise up tlie gross 

Of full three thousand ducats : What of that ? 

Tubal, a wealthy Hebrew of my tribe. 

Will furnish me : But soft ; How many months 
Do you desire ? — Rest you fair, good signior ; 

{To Antonio. 

Your worship was the last man in our mouths. 

Ard. Shylock, albeit I neither lend nor borrow. 
By taking, nor by giving of excess, 

Yet to supply the ripe wants 8 of my friend, 

Wants which admit no longer delay. 


1*11 break a custom : — Is he yet possess*d 9, 

How much you would ? 

Shy. Ay, ay, three thousand ducats. 

Ant. And for three months. 

Shy. I had forgot, — three months, you told me so. 
Well then, your bond ; and, let me see, — But 
hear you ; 

Methought, you said, you neither lend nor borrow, 
Upon advantage. 

Ant, I do never use it. 

Shy. Three thousand ducats, — *tis a good round 
sum. 

Three months from twelve, then let me see the rate. 
Ant. Well, Shylock, shall w'e be beholden to you ? 
Shy. Signior Antonio, many a time and oft, 

In the Rialto you have rated me 
About my monies, and my usances ’ : 

Still have I borne it with a patient shrug ; 

For sufferance is the badge of all our tribe : 

You call me — misbeliever, cut-throat dog. 

And spit upon my Jewish gaberdine, 

And all for use of that which is mine own. 

Well then, it now appears, you need my help : 

Go to then ; you come to me, and you say, 

Shylocky we would have monies ; You say so ; 

You, that did void your rheum upon my beard. 
And foot me, as you spurn a stranger cur 
Over your tfiresliold ; monies is your suit. 

What should 1 say to you ? Should I not say, 

Hath a dog money ? is it possible y 
A cur can lend three thousand ducats? or 
Shall I bend low, and in a bondman’s key, 

With ’bated breath, and whispering humbleness, 
Say this, 

Fair sicy you spit on me on Wednesday last ; 

You spurn'd me such a day ; another time 
You call'd me — dog; and for these courtesies 
Pll lend you thus much rnonies. 

Ant. 1 am as like to call thee so again, 

To spit on thee again, to spurn thee too. 

If thou wilt lend this money, lend it not 

As to thy friends ; (for when did friendship take 

A breed for barren metal of his friend?) 

But lend it rather to thine enemy ; 

Who if he break, thou may’st with better face 
Exact the penalty. 

Shy. Why, look you, how you storm ! 

I would be friends with you, and have your love, 
Forget the shames that you have stain’d me with, 
Supply your present wants, and take no doit 
Of usance for my monies, and you’ll not hear me . 
This is kind I offer. 

Ant. This were kindness. 

Shy. This kindness will I show : 

Go with me to a notary, seal me there 
Your single bond ; and, in a merry sport. 

If you repay me not on such a day, 

In such a place, such sum, or sums, as are 
Express’d in the condition, let the forfeit 
Be nominated for an equal pound 
Of your fair flesh, to be cut off and taken 
In what part of your body pleaseth me. 

Ant, Content, in faith ; I’ll seal to such a bond, 
And say, there is much kindness in the Jew. 

Bass. You shall not seal to such a bond for me, 
I’ll rather dwell in my necessity, 

Ani. Why, fear not, man : I will not forfeit it ; 
Within these two months, that’s a month before 

I ’ Informed. 
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This bond expires, I do expect return 
Of tlirice three times the value of tliis bond. 

Sky, O father Abraham, what these Christians are; 
Whose own hard dealings teaches them suspect 
I’lic thoughts of others ! Pray you, tell me this ; 

If he should break his day, what should I gain 
By the exaction of the forfeiture ? 

A pound of man’s flesh, taken from a man, 

Is not so estimable, profitable neither. 

As flesh of muttons, beefs, or goats. I say 
To buy his favour, I extend this friendship : 

If he will take it, so ; if not, aiheii ; 

And, for my love, I pray you, wrong me not. 


17S 

Ant, Yes, Shylock, 1 will seal unto this bond* 
Shy, Then meet me forthwith at tlie notary’s ; 
Give him direction for this merry bond, 

And I will go and purse the ducats straight ; 

See to my house, left in the fearful guard 

Of an unthrifty knave ; and presently 

I will be with you. {Eiit. 

Ant, Hie thee, gentle Jew. 

This Hebrew will turn Christian ; he grows kind. 
Bass, I like not fair terms, and a villain’s mind. 
Ant, Come on : in this there can be no dismay. 
My sliips come home a month before the day. 

[^Exeunt, 


ACT II. 


SCENE I. — Belmont. A Room in Portia’s 
House. 

Flourish of Cornets, Enter the Prince of Morocco 
and his Train ; Pohtia, Njlhissa, and other of her 
Attendants, 

Mor, Mislike me not for my complexion, 

The shadow’d livery of the burnisli’d sun, 

To whom I am a neighbour, and near bred. 

Bring me the fairest creature northward born, 
Where Pheebus’ fire scarce thaws the icicles. 

And let us make incision for your love, 

'fo prove whose blood is reddest, his, or mine. 

I tell thee, lady, this aspect of mine 

Hath fear’d 3 tlie valiant ; by my love, T swear, 

The best regarded virgins of our clime 

Have lov’d it too : I would not change this hue, 

Except to steal your thoughts, my gentle queen. 

Par, In tenns of choice I am not solely led 
By ni^ direction of a maiden’s eyes ; 

Besidesif the lottery of my destiny 
Bars me the right of voluntary choosing : 

But, if my father had not scanted me, 

And hedg’d me by his wit, to yield myself 
His wife, who wins me by that means 1 told you. 
Yourself, renowned prince, then stood as fair. 

As any comer I have look’d on yet. 

For my atfection. 

Mor . Even for that I thank you ; 

Therefore, I pray you, lead me to the caskets, 

To try my fortune. By this scimitar, — 

That slew the Sophy, and a Persian prince, 

That won three fields of sultan Solyman, — 

I would out-stare the sternest eyes that look, 
Out-brave the heart most daring on the earth, 

Pluck the young sucking cubs from the she bear, 
Yea, mock the lion when he roars for prey. 

To win tliee, lady : But, alas the wliile ! 

If Hercules, and IJchas, play at dice 
Which is the better man, the greater throw 
May turn by fortune from the weaker hand ; 

So is Alcides beaten by his page ; 

And so may I, blind fortune leading me, 

Miss that which one un worthier may attain, 

And die with grieving, 

Por, You must take your chance ; 

And either not attempt to choose at all, 

Or swear, before you choose, — if you choose wrong, 

® Allusion to the Eastern custom for lovers to testify their 
passion by cutting themselves in their mistresses’ sight, 

^ Terrified 


Never to speak to lady afterward 
In way of marriage ; therefore be advis’d, 

Mor, Nor will not j come, bring me unto my 
chance. 

Por, First, forward to the temple ; after dinner 
Your hazard shall be made. 

Mor. Good fortune then ! [Comets, 

To make me blcss’t or cursed’st among men. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE II V enice. A Street, 

Enter Launcelot Gobbo. 

Laun, Certainly rny conscience will serve me to 
run from this Jew, my master: The fiend is at 
mine elbow ; and tempts me, saying to me, Gobbot 
Launcflot Gobboy good Launcelot y or good Gobbo^ 
or good Ijauncelot Gohboy me your legs, take the 
starty run away: My conscience says, — no ; take 
hcedy honest Launcelot ; take heedy honest Gobbo i 
or, as aforesaid, honest Launcelot Gobbo; do not 
run; scorn running with thy heels : Well, the most 
courageous fiend bids me pack ; via ! says the 
fiend; away! says the fiend; rouse up a brave 
mind, says the fiend, aiid run, W ell, my conscience, 
hanging about the neck of my heart, says very 
wisely to me, — my honest friend Launcelot, being 
an honest man's son, budge not ; budge, says the 
fiend ; budge not, says my conscience : Conscience, 
say I, you counsel well ; fiend, say I, you counsel 
well : to be ruled by my conscience, I should stay 
with the Jew rny master, who is a kind of devil ; 
and, to run ayvay from the Jew', I should be ruled 
by the fiend, who, saving your reverence, is the 
I devil himself ; Certainly, the Jew is the very devil 
I incarnation ; and, in rny conscience, my conscience 
is but a kind of hard conscience, to offer to counsel 
me to stay witli the Jew : The fiend gives tlie more 
friendly counsel : 1 will run, fiend ; my heels are 
at your commandment, I will run. 

Enter old Gobbo, with a Basket, 

Gob. Master, young man, you, I pray you; 
which is the way to master Jew’s ? 

Laun, [Aside.] O heavens, this is my true-be- 
gotten father ! who, being more than sand-blind, 
high-gravel blind, know's me not ; — I will try con- 
clusions ^ with him. 

Gab, Master, young gentleman, I pray you> 
which is tlie way to master Jew’s ? 

< Experimenta. 
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Laun* Turn up on your right hand, at the next 
turning, but, at the next turning of all, on your 
left j marry, at the very next turning, turn of no 
hand, but turn down indirectly to die Jew’s house. 

Goh* ’Twill be a hard wiiy to hit. Can you tell 
me whether one Launcelot, diat dwells with him, 
dw'ell with him, or no ? 

Laun* Talk you of young master Launcelot? — 
Mark me now ; [Aside.^ now will I raise the waters : 
— Talk you of young master Launcelot ? 

Gob^ No master, sir, but a poor man’s son ; his 
father, though 1 say it, is an honest exceeding poor 
man, and, God be thanked, well to live. 

Laun* Well, let his father be what he will, we 
talk of young master Launcelot. 

Gob. Your worship’s friend, and Launcelot, sir. 

Laun, But I pray you ergo, old man, ergo, I 
beseech you ; Talk you of young master Tjauncelot? 

Gob, Of Launcelot, an’t please your mastership. 

Laun, Ergo, master Launcelot ; talk not of 
master Launcelot, father ; for the young gentleman 
(according to fates and destinies, and such odd j 
sayings, the sisters three, and such branches of 
learning,) is indeed deceased. 

(hb. Marry, God forbid ! the boy was the very 
staff of my age, my very prop. 

Laun, Do 1 look like a cudgel, or a hovel-post, 
a staff, or a prop? — Do you know me, father? 

Gob, Alack the day, I know you not, young 
gentleman j but, I pray you, tell me, is my boy alive 
or dca^? 

Imm, Do you not know me, father ? 

Gob, Alack, sir, I am sand-blind, I know you not. 

Laun, Nay, indeed, if you had your eyes, you 
might fail of the knowing me : it is a wise father, 
that knows his own child. Well, old man, I will 
tfell you news of your son ; Give me your blessing : 
truth will come to light ; murder cannot be hid 
long, a man’s son may ; but, in the end, trutli will 
out. 

Gob. Pray you, sir, stand up ; lam sure, you are 
not Launcelot, my boy. 

Laun, Pray you, let’s have no more f(»oling about 
it, but give me your blessing; I am Launcelot, 
your boy that was, your son that is, your child that 
shall be. 

Gob, I cannot think, you are my son, 

Laun* I know not what I shall think of that: 
but I am Launcelot, the Jew’s man ; and, 1 am 
sure, Margery, your wife, is my mother. 

Gob, Her name is IMargery, indeed ; I’ll be 
sworn, if thou be Launcelot, thou art mine own 
flesh and blood. What a beard hast thou got ! tliou 
hast got more hair on thy chin, than Dobbin my 
thill-horse ^ has on his tail. 

Laun, It should seem, then, that Dobbin’s tail 
grows backward ; I am sure he had more hair on 
his tail, than I liave on my face, when I last saw j 
him. 

Gob* Lord, how art thou changed ! How dost ! 
thou and tliy master agree ? I have brought him ! 
a present ; How ’gree you now ? 

Laun. Well, well j but for mine own part, as I 
Imve set up my rest to run away, so I will not rest 
till I have run some ground : my master’s a very 
J ew : Give him a present ! give him a halter : I am 
famish’d in his service ; you may tell every finger I 
have with my ribs. Father, I am glad you are 
come J give me your present to one master Bassa- 
® Shaft>hor$c. 


nio, who, indeed, gives rare new liveries ; if I 
serve not him, 1 will run as far as there is any 

ground. — O rare fortune ! here comes the man ; 

to him, father ; for I am a Jew, if 1 serve the Jew 
any longer. 

Enter Bassanio, with Leonardo, a7id other 
Eoliowers, 

Bass. You may do so; — but let it be so hasted, 
that supper be ready at the farthest by five of the 
clock : See these letters deliver’d ; put the liveries 
to making ; and desire Gratiano to come anon to 
my lodging. [EAt a Servant. 

Laun. To him, father. 

Gob, God bless your worship ! 

Bass. Gramercy; Wouldst thou aught with me? 

Gob, Here’s my son, sir, a poor boy, — - 

I. aun, Not a poor boy, sir, but the ricli Jew’s 

man ; that would, sir, as my father shall specify, 

Gob, He hath a great infection, sir, as one would 
say, to serve - 

Lau7i, Indeed, the sliort and the long is, I serve 
the Jew, and I have a desire, as my father shall 
specify, 

Gob. His master and he, (saving your worship’s 
reverence,) are scarce cater-cousins; 

Lau/i, To be brief, the very truth is, that the 
Jew having done me wrong, doth cause me, as njy 
father, being I hope an old man, shall frutify unto 
you, 

Gob. I have here a dish of doves, that I would 
bestow upon your worship ; and my suit is, — - 

iMun, In very brief, the suit is impertinent to 
myself, as your worship shall know by this honest 
old man ; and, tliough I say it, though an old man, 
yet, poor man, my father. 

Bass. One speak for both ; — What would you ? 

La7m, Serve you, sir. 

Gob, This is the very defect of the matter, sir. 

Bass, I know thee well, thou hast obtain'd thy 
suit : 

Shylock, thy master, spoke with me this day. 

And hath preferr’d thee, if it be ])referinent, 

To leave a ricli Jew’s service, to become 
The follower of so poor a gentleman. 

iMun, J'he old j)roverb is very well parted be- 
tween my master Shylock and you, sir ; you have 
grace, sir, and he hath enough. 

Bass, Thou speak’st it well ; Go, father, with 
thy son : — 

Take leave of thy old master, and enquire 
My lodging out ; — ■ Give him a livery 

[To his Eoliowers, 

More guarded ® than bis fellows’ ; See it done. 

J. aun, Father, in : — I cannot get a service, no ; 
— I have ne’er a tongue in my head — Well, father, 
come ; I’ll take my leave of the Jew in the twinkling 
of an eye. [Exeunt Launcelot aiid old Gobbo. 

Bass. 1 pray thee, good I.ieonardo, think on this ; 
Tliose things being bought, and orderly bestow’d. 
Return in haste, for I do feast to-night 
My best- esteem’d acquaintance ; hie thee, go. 

Leo7u My best endeavours shall be done herein. 

E7iicr Gratiano. 

Gra. Where is your master ? 

Leon, Yonder, sir, he walks, 

[Exit Leonardo. 

Gra, Signior Bassanio, - 

6 Ornamented. 
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Sass. Gratiano! 

Cra. I have a suit to you. 

Jfass. You have obtain’d it. 

Ora. You must not deny me ; I must go with 
you to Belmont. 

JJass. Why, then you must ; — But hear thee, 
Gratiano ; 

Thou art too wild, too rude, and bold of voice ; — 
Parts, that become thee happily enough, 

And in such eyes as ours appear not faults ; 

But where thou art not known, why, there they show 
Something too liberal 7 ; — pray thee take pain 
To allay with some cold drops of modesty 
Thy skipping spirit; lest, tlnough thy wild be- 
haviour, 

I be misconstrued in the place I go to, 

And lose my hopes. 

Gra. Siguior Bassanio, hear me : 

If I do not put on a sober habit, 

Talk with respect, and swear but now and then. 
Wear prayer-books in my pocket, look demurely ; 
Nay more, while grace is saying, hood mine eyes 
Thus with my hat, and sigh, and say, amen ; 

Use all the observance of civility. 

Like one well studied in a sad ostent 
To please his grandam, never trust me more. 

Jiass. Well, we shall see your bearing. 9 
Gra. Nay, but I bar to-night; you sliall not 
gage me 

By wliat wc do to-night. 

Mass. No, that were pity ; 

I would entreat you ratlier to put on 

Your boldest suit of mirth, for wc have friends 

Tliat pur[)ose merriment : But hue you u oil, 

1 have some business. 

Gra. And I must to Lorenzo, atid the rest ; 

But we will visit you at sup])er-tiine. [Ejceunf. 

SCENE III. — Room in Shy lock House. 

Enter Jessica and Launcelot. 

Jes. I am sorry, thou wilt leave rny fatlier so ; 
Our house is sad, but thou, a merry devil, 

Didst rob it of some taste of tediousness ; 

But fare thee well ; there is a ducat for thee. 

And, Launcelot, soon at supper shalt thou see 
Lorenzo, who is thy new master’s guest : 

Give him this letter ; do it secretly, 

And so farewell ; I would not have my father 
See me talk witli thee. 

Laun. Adieu ! — tears exhibit my tongue. — 
Most beautiful pagan, — most sweet Jew ! If a 
Christian do not play the knave, and get thee, I 
am much deceiv’d : But, adieu ! these foolish drops 
do somewhat drowm my manly spirit ; adieu ! [Exit. 

Jes. Farewell, good Launcelot. — 

Alack, what heinous sin it is in me, 

To be asham’d to be my father’s child ! 

But though I am a daughter to his blood, 

I am not to his manners : O Lorenzo, 

If thou keep promise, I shall end this strife ; 
Become a Christian, and thy loving wife. [Eait. 

SCENE IV. — A Street. 

Enter Gratiako, Lorenzo, Salarino, arid 
Salanio. 

Xor. Nay, we will slink away in supper-time ; 

I Licentious. Show of staid and serious demeanour. 

” t^arnage, deportment. 


Disguise us at my lodging, and return 
All in an hour. 

Gra. We have not made good preparation, 

Salar. We have not spoke us yet of torch-bearers, 
Salan. ’Tis vile, unless it may be quaintly order’d; 
And better, in my mind, not undertook. 

Xtir. ’Tis now but four o’clock; we have two 
hours 

To furnish us : — 

Enter I^auncelot, with a Letter. 

Friend X^aunceloi, what’s the news ? 
Laun. An it shall please you to break up this, it 
shall seem to signify. 

I Ijor. I know the hand : in faith, *tis a fair hand; 

I And whiter than the paper it writ on, 

Is the fair hand that writ. 

! Gra. Love-news, in faith. 

I Laun. By your leave, sir. 

Xor. Whither goest thou ? 

Latm. JMarry, sir, to bid my old master the Jew 
to sup to-night with my new master the Christian. 

l.or. Tlold here, take this : — tell gentle Jessica, 
I will not fail her ; — speak it privately ; go. — 
Gentlemen, [Exit Launcelot. 

Will jmu prepare you for this masque to-night ? 

I am provided of a torch-bearer. 

Salar. Ay, marry, I’ll be gone about it straight. 
Salan. And so will I. 

Lor. Meet me, and Gratiano, 

At Gratlano’s lodging some hour hence. • 
Salar. ’Tis good '^^c do so. 

[Exeunt Salar. and Salan. 
Gra. Was not that letter from fair Jessica ? 

Lor. I must needs tell thee all : She hath directed, 
How 1 shall take her from her father’s house ; 
What gold, and jewels, she is furnish’d with ; 

What page’s suit she hath in readiness. 

Come, go with-me ; peruse this, as thou goest . 

Fair Jessica shall be rny torcli-bearer. [Exeunt. 

SCENE V. — Before Shy lock’s House. 

Enter Shylock and Launcelot. 

Shy. Well, thou shalt see, thy eyes shall be thy 
judge, 

The difference of old Shylock and Bassanio : — 
What, Jessica ! — thou shalt not gormandize. 

As thou hast done with rac : — What, Jessica ! — 
And sleep and snore, and rend apparel out ; — 
Why, Jessica, I say ! 

Laun. Why, Jessica ! 

Shy. Who bids thee call ? I do not bid thee call. 
Laun. Y"our worship was wont to tell me, I could 
do nothing without bidding. 

Enter Jessica. 

Jes. Call you ? What is your will ? 

Shy. I am bid ^ forth to supper, Jessica ; 

There are my keys ; — But wherefore should I go ? 
I am not bid for love ; they flatter me ; 

But yet I’ll go in hate, to feed upon 
The prodigal Christian. — Jessica, my girl. 

Look to my house : — I am right loth to go ; 

There is some ill a brewing towards my rest, 

For I did dream of money-bags to-night. 

Laun. I beseech you, sir, go ; my young master 
doth expect your reproach. 

Shy. So do I his. 

* Invited. 

N 
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Laun* And they have conspired together, — I 
will not say, you shall see a masque ; but if you do, 
then it was not for nothing that my nose fell a 
bleeding on Black-Monday last, at six o’clock i’the 
morning. 

Shtf, What ! are there masques ? Hear you me, 
Jessica ; 

Lock up my doors ; and when you hear the drum, 
And tlie vile squeaking of the wry-ncck’d iife. 
Clamber not you up to the casements then, 

Nor tlirust your head into the public street. 

To gaze on Christian fools with varnish’d faces : 
But stop my house’s ears, I mean my casements ; 
Let not the sound of shallow foppery enter 
My sober house. — By Jacob’s staff, I swear 
I have no mind of feasting forth to-night ; 

But I will go. — Go you before me, sirrah ; 

Say, 1 will come. 

Latin* I will go before, sir. — 

Mistress, look out at window, for all this ; 

There will come a Christian by. 

Will be worth a Jewess* eye, [Exit Laun. 
Sht/. What says that fool of Hagar’s offspring, 
ha? 

Jes* His words were. Farewell, mistress ; noUiing 
else. 

Hhi/* The patch is kind enough ; but a huge feeder. 
Snail-slow in profit, and he sleeps by day 
More than the wild-cat ; drones hive not with me ; 
Therefore I part with him ; and part with him 
To one that I would have him help to waste 
His borrow’d purse. — Well, Jessica, go in ; 
Perhaps, 1 will return immediately ; 

Do, as 1 bid you. 

Shut doors after you ; Fast bind, fast find ; 

A proverb never stale in thrifty mind. [Edt* 

Jes. Farewell ; and if my fortune be not crost, 

I have a father, you a daughter, lost. [Exit. 

SCENE VI. — The savie. 

Enter Gratiano and Salarino, masked. 

Gra. TJiis is the pent-house, under which Lorenzo 
Desir’d us to make stand. 

Salar, His hour is almost past. 

Gra. And it is marvel he out-dwells his hour, 
For lovers ever run before the clock. 

Salar. O, ten times faster Venus’ pigeons fly 
To seal love’s bonds new made, than they arc wont, 
To keep obliged faith unforfeited ! 

Gra. That ever holds : Who riseth from a feast. 
With tliat keen appetite that he sits down ? 

Where is the horse that doth untread again 
His tedious measures with the unbated fire 
That he did pace them first ? All things that are. 
Are with more spirit chased than enjoy’d. 

How like a younker, or a prodigal, 

The scarfed bark puts from her native bay. 

How like the pro^gal doth she return ; 

With over-wcather’d ribs, and ragged sdls. 

Enter Lorenzo. 

Salar* Here comes Lorenzo ; more of this 
hereafter. 

Lor* Sweet friends, your patience for my long 
abode ; 

Not I, but my affairs, have made you wait ; 

Wlien you shall please to play the thieves for wives, 
I’ll watch as long for you then. — Approach ; 

Here dwells my father Jew ; — Ho ! who’s within? 


Enter Jessica, above, in Boi/s clothes, 

Jes Who are you ? Tell me, for more certainty, 
Albeit I’ll swear that I do know your tongue. 

Ijor. Lorenzo, and thy love. 

Jes* Lorenzo, certain ; and my love, indeed ; 

For who love I so much ? And now who knows, 
But you, Lorenzo, whether I am yours ? 

Lor. Heaven, and thy thoughts, are witness that 
thou art. 

Jes* Here, catch this casket, it is worth the pains. 
I am glad *tis night, you do not look on me, 

For I am much asham’d of my exchange : 

But love is blind, and lovers cannot see ' " 

The pretty follies that themselves commit ; 

For if they could, Cupid himself would blush 
To sec me thus transformed to a boy. * ' 

Lor. Descend, for you must be my torch-bearer. 
Jes. What, must I hold a candle to my shames? 
They in themselves, good sooth, are too too light. 
Why, ’tis an office of discovery, love ; 

And I should be obscur’d. 

Lor. So are you, sweet, 

Even in the lovely garnish of a boy. 

But come at once ; 

For the close night doth play the run-away, 

And we are staid for at Bassanio’s feast. 

Jes* I will make fast the doors, and join you 
straight. [Exit, from above. 

Gra* Now, by my IiochI, a Gentile, and no Jew 
Lor. Beshrew me, but 1 love her heartily ; 

For she is wise, if I can judge of her ; 

And fair she is, if that mine eyes he true; 

And true she is, as she hath prov’d herself ; 

And therefore, like herself, wise, fair, and true, 
Shall she be placed in my constant soul. 

Enter Jessica, beloiv* 

What, art thou come ? — On, gentlemen, away ; 
Our masquing mates by tfiis time for us stay. 

[Exit with Jessica and Salarino. 

Enter Antonio. 

Ant. Who’s there ? 

Gra* Signior Antonio ? 

Ant* Fye, fye, Gratiano ! where are all the rest ? 
*Tis nine o’clock : our friends all stay for you *. — 
No masque to-night ; the wind is come about, 
Bassanio presently wdll go aboard ; 

I have sent twenty out to seek for you. 

Gra* I am glad on’t ; I desire no more delight. 
Than to be under sail, and gone to-night. [Exeunt* 

SCENE VII. — Belmont. A Room in Portia’s 
House* 

Flourish of Cornets* Enter Portia, with the Prince 
^ Morocco, and both their Trains. 

For* Go, draw aside the curtains, and discover 
The several caskets to this noble prince — 

Now make your choice. 

Mor* The first, of gold, who tliis inscription 
bears ; — 

Who ckooseth me, shall gain what many men desire* 
The second ; silver, which this promise carries ; — 
Who ckooseth me, shall get as much as he deserves* 
This third, dull lead, with warning all os blunt ; — 
Who ckooseth me, must give and hazard all he hath* 
How shall I know if I do choose the right ? 

For. The one of tliem contains my picture, prince ; 
If you choose that, then 1 am yours withal. 
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Mor, Some god direct my judgment ! TiCt me see, 
I will survey the inscriptions back again : 

What says this leaden casket ? 

Uho choosetk met must give and hazard all he hathy 
Must give — For what? for lead? hazard for lead? 
'Fliis casket threatens ; Men, that hazard all, 

Do it in hope of fair advantages : 

A golden mind stoops not to shows of dross ; 
ril then nor give, nor hazard, aught for lead. 

What says the silver, with her virgin hue? 

Who chooseth wtc, shall get as much as he deserves. 

As much as he deserves ? — Pause there, Morocco. 
And weigh thy value with an even hand : 

If thou be’st rated by thy estimation, 

Tliou dost deserve enough ; and yet enough 
May not extend so far as to the lady ; 

And yet to be afeard of my deserving. 

Were but a weak disabling of myself. 

As much as 1 deserve ! — Why, that’s the lady : 

1 do in birth deserve her, and in fortunes. 

In graces, and in qualities of breeding ; 

But more than these, in love I do deserve. 

What if I stray’d no further, but chose liere ? — 
bet’s see once more this saying grav’d in gold : 

Who chooseth me, shall gain what many men desiie. 
Why, that’s the lady ; all the world desires her ; 
From the four corners of the earth they come. 

To kiss this shrine, this mortal breatliing saint. 

'I'he ilyreanian deserts, and tiie vasty wilds 
Of w'ide Arabia, are as through-fares now. 

For princes to come view fair Portia: 

The watery kingdom, whose ambitious head 
Spits in the face of heaven, is no bar 
To stop the foreign spirits ; but they come. 

As o’er a brook, to see fair Portia. 

One of these three contains her heavenly picture. 
Ts’t like, tluitlead contains her? ’Twere a sin 
'Jo think so base a tlumglit ; it were too gross 
'lo rib her cerecloth in the obscure grave. 

Or shall I think, in silver she’s iimnur’d, 

Being ten times undervalued to try’d gold ? 

O sinful tiiought ! Never so rich a gem 
Was set in worse than gold. They have in England 
A coin that bears the figure of an angel 
Stamped in gold ; but that’s insculp’tl ^ upon ; 

But here an angel in a golden bed 
Lies all within. — Deliver me the key ; 

Here do I choose, and thrive I as I may ! 

Par. There, take it, prince, and if my form lie 
there, • 

'fhen I am yours. [He unlocks the golden casket. 

Mor. What have we here ? 

A carrion death, within whose empty eye 
There is a written scroll ? I’ll read the writing, 

Ml that glisters is not goldt 
Often have you heard that told : 

Many a man his life hath soldi 
But my outside to behold : 

Gilded tombs do worms irfoldt 
Had you been as wise as boldy 
Young in limJbs, in judgment oldj 
Your answer had not been inscrol'd : 

Fare you mil ; your suit is cold. 

Cold, indeed ; and labour lost ; 

Tlien, farewell, heat ; and, welcome, frost, — 
Portia, adieu ! I have too griev’d a heart 
To take a tedious leave : thus losers part. [Exit. 

® Enclose. ^ Engraven. 
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Por. A gentle riddance : Draw tlie curtains 

go j 

Let all of his complexion choose me so. [Exeu 7 it. 
SCENE VIII. — Venice. A Street. 

Enter Salarino«/i/ Salanio. 

Solar. Why, man, I saw Bassaiiio under sail ; 
With him is Gratiano gone along ; 

And in their ship, I am sure, Lorenzo is not. 

Satan. The villain Jew with outcries rais’d the 
duke ; 

Who went with him to search Bassanio’s ship. 

Satar. He came too late, the ship was under sail ; 
But there the duke was given to understand, 

That in a gondola were seen together 
Lorenzo and his amorous Jessica : 

Besides, Antonio certify ’d the duke, 

They were not witli Bassanio in his ship. 

I Salan. 1 never heard a passion so confus’d, 

So strange, outrageous, and so variable. 

As the dog Jew did utter in the streets : 

My daughter ! 0 my ducats ; — 0 my daughter ! 
Fled with a Christian F — 0 my Christian ducats — 
Justice ! the law! my ducat St ami my daughter ! 

A sealed bagj two sealed bags of ducats. 

Of double ducats, stol'n from me by my daughter / 
And jewels ; a stone, a rich and precious stone, 

StoCn by my daughter ! — Justice ! find the girl / 

She hath the stone upon her, and the ducats ! 

Satar. Why, all the boys in Venice follow him, 
Crying, — his stone, his daughter, and his ducats. 

Solan. Let good Antonio look he keep his day, 
Or he shall pay for this, 

Salar. Marry, well remember’d : 

I reason’d with a Frenchman yesterday j 
Who told me, — in the narrow seas, that part 
The French and English, there miscarried 
A vessel of our country, richly frauglit : 

I thought upon Antonio, when he told me ; 

And wash’d in silence, that it were not Iiis. 

Salan. You were best to tell Antonio wdiat you 
hear ; 

Yet do not suddenly, for it may grieve him. 

Solar. A kinder gentleman treads not die earth. 

I saw Bassanio and Antonio part : 

Bassanio told him, he wamld make some speed 
Of his return ; he answer’d — Do not so. 

Slubber ^ not business for my sake, Bassanio, 

But stay the vertf riping of the time ; 

And for the Jew* s bond, which he hath (f me, 
l.ct it 7iot eiitvr in your mind of love : 

Be merry ; and employ your chUfest thoughts 
To courtship, and such fair oslents ^ of love 
As shall conveniently become you there : 

And even there, his eye being big witli tears. 
Turning his face, he put his hand behind him, 

And with afiection wondrous sensible 
He wrung Bassanio's hand, and so they parted. 

Salan, I think he only loves the world for him. 

I pray thee, let us go, and find him out, 

And quicken hi.s embraced heaviness T 
With some delight or odier. 

Salar, Do we so. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IX. — Belmont. A Boom in Portia’s J^Tourtf. 
Enter Nxrissa, vMh a Servant. 

Ner, Quick, quick, I pray thee, draw the curtain 
straight ; 

< Conversed. » To slubber is to do a thing carelessly. 
® Shows, tokens. t The heaviness he is fond of. 

N 2 
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The prince of Arragon hatfi ta*en his oath, 

And comes to his election presently. 

Flourish of Cornels* Enter the Prince cf Arragon, 
Portia, a7id their Trains, 

For* Behold, there stand the caskets, noble prince : 
If you choose that wherein I am contain’d, 

Straight shall our nuptial rites be solemniz’d ; 

But if you fail, without more speech, my lord. 

You must be gone from hence immediately. 

Ar, r am enjoin’d by oath to observe three things: 
First, never to unfold to any one 
Which casket ’twas I chose ; next, if I fail 
Of the right casket, never in my life 
To woo a maid in way of marriage ; lastly. 

If I do fail in fortune of my choice, 

Immetliately to leave you and be gone. 

For. To these injunctions every one doth swear, 
"Fhat comes to hazard for my worthless self. 

Ar. And so have I address’d ^ me : Fortune now 
To my heart’s hope ! — Gold, silver, and base lead. 
Who chooselh me, 7nust give and hazard all he hath • 
You shall look fairer, ere I give, or hazard. 

What says the golden chest ? ha ! let mo see : — 
Who chnosetk me, shall gain what many mc7i desire. 
What many men desire, — That many may be meant 
By the fool multitude, that choose by show, 

Not learning more than the fond eye doth teach : 
Which pries not to the interior, but, like the martlet. 
Builds in the weatlier on the outward wall. 

Evert in the force and road of casualty. 

I will not choose what many men desire, 

Because I will not jump 9 with common spirits. 
And rank me with the barbarous multitudes. 

Why, then to thee, thou silver treasure house ; 

Tell me once more what title thou dost bear : 

Who chooseth me shall get as much as he deserves ; 
And MX‘11 said too ; For who shall go about 
To cozen fortune, and be honourable 
Without the stamp of merit ? Let none presume 
To wear an undeserved dignity. 

O, that estates, degrees, and offices. 

Were not deriv’d corruptly ! and that clear honour 
Were purchas’d by the merit of the wearer ! 

How many then should cover that stand bare ? 

How many be commanded, that command ? 

How much low peasantry would then be glean’d 
From the true seed of honour? and how much honour 
Pick’d from the chaff and ruin of the times. 

To be new varnish’d ? Well, but to my choice ; 
Who chooseth me shall get as much as he deserves 
1 will assume desert ; «— Give me a key for this. 
And instantly unlock my fortunes here. 

For. Too long a pause for that which you find 
there. 


Ar. What’s here ? tJie portrait of a blinking idiot, 
Presenting me a schedule ! I will read it. 

How much unlike art thou to Portia ! 

How much unlike my hopes, and my deservings ! 
Who chooseth me shall have as much as he deserves. 
Did I deserve no more than a fool’s head ? 

Is that my prize ? are my deserts no better ? 

For. To offend, and judge, are distinct offices. 
And of opposed natures. 

Ar. What is here ? 

The fire seven times tried this . 

Seven times tried that judgment is, 

That did never choose amiss : 

Some there be, that shadows kiss : 

Such have but a shadow's bliss : 

There be fools alive, I wis \ 

Silver'd o'er ; and so was this. 

Take luhat wife you wUl to bed, 

/ unll ever be your head : 

So begone, sir, you are sped. 

Still more fool I shall appear. 

By the time I linger here : 

With one fool’s head I came to woo, 

But I go away with two. 

Sweet, adieu ! I’ll keep my oath, 

Patiently to bear my wroth. 

[^Excunt Arragon, and Train. 
Fur. Thus bath the caudle siug’d the moth. 

O these deliberate fools ! when they do choose, 
They have the wisdom by their wit to lose. 

Ner. The ancient saying is no heresy ; — 
Hanging and wiving goes by destiny. 

For. Come, draw the curtain, Nerissa. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. W’hcre is my lady ? 

For. Here ; what would my lord ? 

Seiw. Madam, there is aliglited at your gate 
A young Venetian, one that comes before 
To signify the approaching of his lord : 

From whom he bringeth sensible regrets ^ ; 

To wit, besides commends, and courteous breath, 
Gifts of rich value ; yet 1 have not seen 
So likely an embassador of love . 

A day in April never came so sweet. 

To show how costly summer was at hand, 

As this fore-spurrer comes before his lord. 

For. No more, I pray thee ; I am half afeard, 
Thou wilt say anon, he is some kin to thee, 

Thou spend’st such high-day wit in praising him — 
Come, come, Nerissa ; for I long to see 
Quick Cupid’s post, that comes so mannerly. 

[Extunt. 


ACT III. 


SCENE I. — Venice. A Street. 

Enter Salanio and Salarino. 

Solan. Now, what news on the Rialto ? 

Salar. Why, yet it lives there uncheck’d, that 
Antonio hath a ship of rich lading wreck’d on the 
narrow seas ; the Goodwins, I think they call the 


place a very dangerous fiat, and fatal, where the 
carcases of many a tall ship lie buried, as they say, 
if my gossip report be an honest woman of her word. 

Solan. I would she were as lying a gossip in that 
as ever knapp’d ginger, or made her neighbours 
believe she wept for the death of a third husband : 
But it is true, — without any slips of prolixity, or 


• Prewired. 


9 A^ree. 


1 Know. 


^ Salutations. 
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Scene L 

crossing the plain high- way of talk, — that the good 

Antonio, the honest Antonio, O that I had a 

title good enough to keep his name company ! — 

S(Uar, Come, the full stop. 

Salan. Ha, — what say’st thou ? — Why the end 
is, he hath lost a ship. 

Salar, i would it might prove the end of his 
losses ! 

Snlan. Let me say amen betimes, lest the devil 
cross my prayer ; for here he comes in the likeness 
of a Jew. — 

Enter Suylock. 

How now. Shy lock ? what news among the mer- 
chants ? 

Shy. You knew, none so well, none so well as 
you, of my daughter’s flight. 

Salar. That’s certain ; I, for my part, knew the 
tailor that made the wings slie flew withal. 

SuUin. And Shyloek, for his own part, knew die 
bird was fledg’d. 

Shy. My own flesh anil blood to lehel ! 

Sa}ai', There is more diflerence between thy flesh 
and hers, than between jet and ivory; nioic between 
your bloods, tlian there is between red wine and 
Rhenish ; — But tell us, do you hear whether An- 
tonio have had any loss at sea or no? 

Shy. There 1 have another bad match • u bank- 
ru])t, a prodigal, who dare scarce show his head on 
the Rialto ; — a beggar, that used to come so smug 
upon the mart ; — let him look to his bond : he was 
wont to call me usurer; — let him look to his bond . 
he w'as wont to lend money for a Christian courtesy ; 
— let him look to his bond. 

Salar. Why, 1 arn sure, if he forfeit, thou wilt 
not take his flesh ; What’s that good for ? 

Shy. To bait fish wnthal : if it will feed nothing 
else, it will feed my revenge. He Jiatli disgraced 
me, and hindered me of half a million ; laughed at 
my losses, mocked at my gains, scorned my nation, 
thwarted my bargains, cooled my friends, healed 
mine enemies ; and what’s his reason ? 1 am a Jew' ; 
Hath not a Jew eyes? hath not a Jew hands, organs, 
dimensions, senses, affections, passions? fed with the 
same food, hurt with the same weapons, subject to 
the same diseases, healed by the same means, 
warmed and cooled by ttfc same winter and sum- 
mer, as a Christian is ? if you prick us, do we not 
bleed? if you tickle us, do w'e not laugh? if you 
poison us, do w'e not die ? and if you wTong us, 
shall we not revenge? if we are like \ou in the 
rest, we will resemble you in that. If a Jew wrong 
a Christian, what is his humility ? revenge ; If a 
Christian wrong a Jew, what should his sufferance 
be by Christian example ? why, revenge. The vil- 
lainy you teach me, I will execute ; and it shall go 
hard, but I will bettor the instruction. 

Editor a Servant. 

Serv. Gentlemen, my master Antonio is at his 
bouse, and desires to speak with you both. 

Salar. We have been up and down to seek him. 

Enter Tubal. 

Salan. Here comes another of the tribe ; a third 
cannot be matched, unless the devil himself turn 
Jew. \^Exeunt Salan. Salar. and Servant. 

Shy. How now, Tubal, what news from Genoa ? 
hast thou found my daughter ? 

Tub. I often came where I did hear of her, but 
cannot find her. 


Shy. Why there, there, there, tliere ! a diamond 
gone, cost me two thousand ducats in Frankfort ! 
The curse never fell upon our nation till now ; I 
never felt it till now : — two thousand ducats in 
that; and other precious, precious jewels. — I would, 
my daughter were dead at my foot, and the jewels 
in her ear ! ’would she were hears’d at ray foot, and 
the ducats in her coflin ! No news of them ? — Why, 
so ; — and 1 know not what's spent in the search : 
Why, thou loss upon loss ! the thief gone with so 
much, and so much to find the thief ; ami no satis- 
faction, no revenge ; nor no ill luck stirring, but 
what lights o’ my shoulders ; no sighs, but o’ my 
breathing ; no tears, but o’ my shedding. 

Tub. Yes, other men have ill luck too; Antonio, 
as I heard in Genoa, — 

Shy. What, what, what? ill luck, ill luck? 

Tub. — hath an argosy cast away, coming from 
Tripolis. 

Shy. Is it true ? is it true ? 

'Tub. I spoke with some of the sailors that es- 
caped the wreck. 

Shy. I thank thee, good Tubal ; — ■ Good news, 
good new^s : ha ! ha ! — Where ? in Genoa ? 

Tid). Your daughter spent in Genoa, as 1 heard, 
one night, fourscore ducats. 

Shy. Thou stick’st a dagger in me : I shall 

never see my gold again : Fourscore ducats at a 
sitting ! fourscore ducats. 

Tub. There came divers of Antonio’s creditors 
in my company to Venice, that swear he cannot 
choose l>iit break. 

Shy. I am very glad of it: I’ll plague him ; I’ll 
torture him ; I am glad of it. 

Tub. One of them showed me a ring, that he had 
of your ilaughter for a monkey. 

Shy. Out upon her I Thou torturest me, Tubal : 
it was my torquoise** ; I had it of Leah, when I was 
a bachelor : 1 woidd not have given it for a wilder- 
ness of monkeys. 

Tub. But Antonio is certainly undone. 

Shy. Nay, that's true, that’s very true : Go, 
Tubal, fee me an officer, bespeak him a ibrtnight 
before : I will have the heart of him, if he forfeit ; 
for were he out of Venice, 1 can make what mer- 
chandize I will ; Go, go, Tubal, and meet me at 
our synagogue ; go, good Tubal ; at our syna- 
gogue, Tubal. [Exeunl. 

SCENE II. — Belmont. ^ Room in Portia’s 
House. 

Enter Bassanio, Portia, Guatiano, Nerissa, and 
Attendants. The caskets are set out. 

For. I pray you, tarry ; pause a day or two, 
Before you hazard ; for in choosing wrong, 

I lose your company ; therefore, forbear a while ; 
There’s something tells me, (but it is not love,) 

I would not lose you ; and you know yourself, 
Hate counsels not in such a quality : 

But lest you should not understand me well, 

(And yet a maiden hath no tongue but thought,) 

1 would detain you here some month or two, 
Before you venture for me. I could teach you, 
How to choose right, but tlien I am forsworn ; 

So will I never be ; Beshrew your eyes. 

They have o’er-look’d me, and divided me ; 

One half of me is yours ; the other half yours, — 


* A precious stone. 
N 3 
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Mine own, I would say ; but if mine, then yours. 
And so all yours : O ! these naughty times 
Put bars between the owners and their riglits ; 

And so, though yours, not yours. — Prove it so, 
I^t fortune bear the blame of it, — not I. 

I speak too long : but *tis to peize ^ the time ; 

To eke it, and to draw it out in length, 

To slay you from election. 

Jiass. Let me choose ; 

For, as I am, I live upon the rack. 

Por, Upon the rack, Bassanio ? then confess 
What treason there is mingled with your love. 

Jiass. None, but that ugly treason of mistrust, 
Which makes me fear the enjoying of my love : 
There may as well be amity and life 
’Tween snow and lire, as treason and my love. 

Per. Ay, but, I fear, you speak upon tlic rack. 
Where men enforced do speak any tiling. 

Jiass, Promise me life, and I’ll confess the truth. 
2*or. Well then, confess and live. 

Jiass. Confess and love, 

Had been the very sum of my confession : 

0 happy torment, when my torturer 
Doth teach me answers for deliveiance * 

But let me to my fortune and the caskets. 

Par, Away then ; 1 am lock’d in one of them ; 
If you do love me, you wil- find me out. — 

Nerissa, and the rest, stand all aloof. — 

Let inusick sound while he doth make his choice. 
Then, if he lose, he makes a swan-like end, 

Fading in inusick ; that the comparison 

May stand more proper, ray eye shall be the stream. 

And wat’ry death -bed for him : He may win ; 

And wliat is inusick then ? then inusick is 
Even as the flourish wIkmi true subjects bow 
To a new-crowned monarch : such it is. 

As are those dulcet sounds in break of day, 

Tiiat creep into the dreaming bridegroom’s ear, 
And summon him to marriage. Now' he goes, 
With no less presence®, but with much more love. 
Than young Alcides, w’hen he did redeem 
The virgin tribute paid by liow-ling Troy 
To the sea-monster ; I stand for sacrifice. 

The rest aloof are the Dardanian wives, 

Witli bleared visages, come forth to view 
The issue of the exploit. Go, Hercules ! 

Live thou, I live: — With much much more dismay 

1 view the fight, than tliou that inak’st the fray. 

Musick, whilst Bassakio comments on the caskets 
to himself. 

SONG. 

1. Tell mct where is fancy*t hredi 
Or in the heart or in the head ? 

II OH) begot i how nourished ? 

Reply. 2. It is engender'd m the eyes, 

With gazing fed i and fancy dies 
In the cradle where it lies : 

Let us all ring fancy's knell j 
III begin t^, — I>ing, dong, bell. 

All. Ding, dong, bell, 

Bass. — So may the outward shows be least 
themselves ; 

The world is still deceiv’d with ornament. 

In law, what plea so tainted and corrupt, 

But, bdng season’d with a gracious voice, 


OF VENICE. 

Obscures the show of evil ? In religion. 

What dangerous error, but some sober brow 
Will bless it, and approve it with a text, 

Hiding the grossness with fair ornament ? 

There is no vice so simple, but assumes 
Some mark of virtue on his outward parts. 

How many cowards, whose hearts are all as false 
As stairs of sand, wear yet upon their chins 
The beards of Hercules, and frowning Mars ; 
Who, inward search’d, have livers white as milk ? 
And these assume but valour’s countenance, 

To render them redoubted. Look on beauty, 

And you shall see ’tis purchas’d by the weight ; 
Which therein works a miracle in nature, 

Making them lightest that wear most of it : 

are those crisped ® snaky golden locks, 

Which make such wanton gambols with the wind. 
Upon supposed fairness, often known 
To be the dowry of a second head. 

The scull that bred them, in tlie se})ulchrc. 

Thus ornament is but the guiled shore 
To a most dangerous sea ; the beauteous scarf 
Veiling an Indian beauty ; in a word, 

The seeming truth which cunning times put on 
To entrap the wisest. Therefore, thou gaudy gold. 
Hard food for Midas, I will none of thee : 

Nor none of thee, tliou pale and common drudge 
’Tween man and man ; but thou, thou meagre lead. 
Which rather threat’nest than dost promise aught, 
Thy plainness moves me more than ekxiuence. 

And here choose 1 : Joy be the consequence ! 

I^or, How all the other passions fleet to air. 

As doubtful thoughts, and rash-embrac’d despair, 
And shudd’ring fear and green-ey’d jealousy. 

0 love, be moderate, allay thy ecstasy, 

In measure rein thy joy, scant this excess ; 

J feel too much thy blessing, make it less, 

For fear I surfeit ! 

Bass. What find 1 here ? 

[0pe7img the leaden casket. 
Fiiir Portia’s counterfeit ? What demi-god 
Hath come so near creation ? Move these eyes ? 

Or whether, riding on the balls of mine, 

Seem they in motion ? Here are sever’d lips, 
Parted with sugar breath ; so sweet a bar 
Should sunder such sweet friends : Here in her haii-& 
Tile painter plays the spider ; and hath woven 
A golden mesh to entrap the hearts of men, 

Faster than gnats in cobwebs ; But her eyes, — 
How could he see to do them ? having made one, 
Methinks, it should have power to steal both his, 
And leave itself uiifumish’d : Yet look, how far 
The substance of my praise dotli wrong this shadow 
In underprizing it, so far this shadow 
Doth limp behind the substance, — Here’s the scroll. 
The continent and summary of my fortune. 

You that choose not by the view-, 

Chance as fair and choose as true ! 

Since this fortune falls to you. 

Be content and seek no new. 

If you be well pkaYd with this, 

And hold your fortune for your bliss, 

Turn you where your lady is. 

Arid claim her wUh a loving kiss, 

A gentle scroll ; — Fair lady, by your leave ; 

her. 

1 come by note, to give and to receive. 


® Dcilay. 


® Dignity of mien. 


* Love. 


« Curled. 


** Treacherous. 
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Scene IL 

Like one of two contending in a prize, 

That thinks lie hath done well in people’s e^es, 
Hearing applause and universal shout. 

Giddy in spirit, still gazing, in a doubt 
Whether those peals of praise be his or no ; 

So, thrice fair lady, stand I, even so ; 

As doubtfid whether what I see be true, 

Until confinn’d, sign’d, ratified by you. 

Por. You see me, lord Bassanio, where I stand. 
Such as I am : though, for myself alone, 

I would not be ambitious in rny wish. 

To w ish myself much better ; yet, for you, 

I would be trebled twenty times myself ; 

A thousand times more fair, ten thousand times 
More rich : 

That only to stand high on your account, 

I might in virtues, beauties, livings, friends, 

Exceed account : but the full sum of me 
Is sum of something ; w'hich, to term in gross. 

Is an unlesson’d girl, unsclioord, unpractis’d : 

Happy in this, she is not yet so old 

liut she may learn ; and happier than this. 

She is not bred so dull but she can learn j 
Ilapjiiest of all, is, that her gentle spirit 
Commits itself to yours to be directed, 

As from her lord, her governor, her king. 

Myself and what is mine, to you, and yours 
Is now converted : but now I was the lord 
Of this fair mansion, master of my servants, 

Queen o’er myself ; and even now, but now. 

This house, these servants, and this same myself, 
Are yours, my lord ; I give them with this ring ; 
Which when you part from, lose, or give away, 

Uet it presage the ruin of your love. 

And be my vantage to exclaim on you. 

Pass. Madam, you have bereft me of all words, 
Only iny blood speaks to you in my veins ; 

And tlierc is such confusion in my powers, 

As, after some oration fairly spoke 
lly a beloved prince, there doth appear 
Among the buzzing pleased multitude ; 

Where every something, being blent * together, 
Turns to a wild of notliing, save of joy. 

Express’d and not express’d ; But when tliis ring 
Parts from this finger, then parts life from hence ; 
Of then be bold to say, Bassanio’s dead. 

AVr. My lord and lady, it is now our time, 

'lliat liave stood by, and seen our wishes prosper. 
To cry, good joy ; Good joy, my lord and lady ! 

Gro. My lord Bassanio, and my gentle lady, 

J wish you all the joy diat you can wish ; 

For, I am sure, you can wish none from me ; 

And, when your honours mean to solemnize 
The bargain of your faith, I do bc&eech you, 

Even at that time I may be married too. 

jPass. With all my heart, so thou canst get a wife. 
Gra. I tliank your lordship; you have got me one. 
My eyes, niy lord, can look as swift as yours ; 

You saw the mistress, I beheld the maid ; 

You lov’d, I lov’d ; for intennission 
No more pertains to me, my lord, than you. 

Your fortune stood upon the caskets there ; 

And so did mine too, as the matter falls : 

For wooing here, until I sweat again ; 

And swearing, till my very roof was dry 
With oaths of love ; at last, — if promise last, — 

I got a promise of this fair one here, 

To have her love, provided that your fortune 
Achiev’d her mistress. 

1 Blended. 


Por. Is this true, Nerissa? 

JVer. Madam, it is, so you stand pleas’d witlial. 
Bas9. And do you, Graliano, mean good faith ? 
Gra. Yes, 'faith, my lord. 

JPass. Our feast shall be much honour’d in your 
marriage. 

Gra. But who comes here? Lorenzo, and his 
infidel. 

What, my old Venetian friend, Salerio ? 

Enter Lorenzo, Jessica, and Saleiuo. 

Pass. Lorenzo and Salerio, welcome hither ; 

If that the youth of my new interest here 

Have power to bid you welcome : — By your leave, 

I bid my very friends and countrymen, 

Sweet Portia, welcome. 

Por, So do I, my lord ; 

They are entirely welcome. 

Lor. I thank your honour : — For my part, iny lord. 
My purpose was not to have seen you here ; 

But meeting with Salerio by the way, 

He did entreat me, past all saying nay, 

To come with liim along. 

Sak. I did, my lord. 

And I have reason for it. Signior Antonio 
Commends him to you. [Gives Bassanio a letter. 
Pass. Ere I ope this letter, 

I pray you, tell me how my good friend doth 
SaitJ. Not sick, my lord, unless it be in mind ; 
Nor well, unless in mind: his letter there 
Will show you his estate. 

Gra. Nerissa, cheer yon’ stranger ; bid her welcome. 
Your hand, Salerio : What’s the news from Venice ? 
How doth that royal merchant, good Antonio? - 
I know, he will be glad of our success ; 

We are the Jasons, we have won the fleece. 

Sale W ould you had won the fleece that he hath lost ! 
Por. There are some shrewd contents in yon* 
same paper, 

That steal the colour from Bassanio’s cheek ; 

Some dear friend dead ; else nothing in the world 
Could turn so much the constitution 
Of any constant man. What, worse and worse ? — 
Witli leave, Bassanio ; I am half yourself, 

And I must freely have the half of any thing 
That this same paper brings you. 

Pass. O sweet Portia, 

Here are a few of the unpleasant’st words, 

That ever blotted paper ! Gentle lady. 

When I did first impart my love to you, 

I freely told you, all the W'ealth 1 liad 
Ran in ni> veins, I was a gentleman ; 

And then I told you true : and yet, dear lady. 
Hating myself at nothing, you shall see 
How much I was a braggart : When 1 told you 
My state was nothing, 1 should then have told you 
Tliat I was worse than nothing ; for, indeed, 

1 have engag’d myself to a dear friend. 

Engag’d my friend to his mere enemy, 

To feed my means. Here is a letter, lady ; 

I’lie paper as the body of my friend. 

And every word in it a gaping wound. 

Issuing life-blood. •— But is it true, Salerio ? 

Have all his ventures fail’d ? What, not one hit ? 
From Tripolis, from Mexico, and England, ^ 

From Lisbon, Barbary, and India? 

And not one vessel ’scape the dreadful touch 
Of merchant-marring rocks ? 

Sale. Not one, my lord. 

Besides, it should appear, that if he had 
N 4 
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The present money to discharge the Jew, 

He would not take it : never did I know 
A creature, that did bear the shape t>f man, 

So keen and greedy to confound a man : 

He plies the duke at morning, and at night ; 

And dotli impeach the freedom of the state. 

If they deny him justice ; twenty merchants, 

The duke himself, and the magnificoes^ 

Of greatest port, have all persuaded with him ; 

But none can drive him from the envious plea 
Of forfeiture, of justice, and his bond. 

Jes, Wlien I was with him, 1 have heard him swear, 
To Tubal, and to Chus, his countrymen. 

That he would rather have Antonio’s flesli. 

Than twenty times the value of tlie sum 
That he did owe him : and I know, my lord. 

If law, authority, and power deny not. 

It will go hard with poor Antonio. 

Por. is it your dear friend, that is thus in trouble ? 
Bass> The dearest friend to mo, the kindest man. 
The best condition’d and unwearied spirit 
In doing courtesies ; and one in whom 
The ancient Roman honour more appears. 

Than any that draws breath in Italy. 

Por, What sum owes he the Jew ? 

Pass. For me, three thousand ducats. 

Por. What, no more? 

Pay him six thousand, and deface the bond ; 

Double six thousand, and then treble that. 

Before a friend of this description 

Shall lose a hair through my Bassanio’s fault. 

First, go with me to churcli, and call me wife : 

And then away to Venice to your friend ; 

For never shall you lie by Portia’s side 
With an unquiet soul. You shall have gold 
To pay the petty debt twenty times over ; 

When it is paid, bring your true friend along : 

My maid Nerissa, and myself, mean time, 

Will live as maids and widows. Come, away ; 

For you shall hence upon your wedding-day : 

Bid your friends welcome, show a merry cheer s ; 
Since you are dear bought, 1 will love you dear. — 
But let me hear the letter of your friend. 

Pass. [Reads.] Siveet Passanioj my ships have all 
miscarried^ 7ny creditors grow crueU 7ny estate is very 
loWi my bond to the Jew is forfeit ; and since, in pay- 
ing it, it is impossible I should live, all debts are 
cleared between you and I,f I mi^ht but see you at 
my death : notwithstanding, use your pleasure : if 
your love do not persuade you to come, let not my 
letter. 

Por, O love, despatch all business, and be gone. 
Pass. Since I have your good leave to go away, 
I will make haste ; but till I come again. 

No bed shall e’er be guilty of my stay, 

No rest be interposer ’twixt us twain. 

{^Exeunt. 

SCENE III. Venice, A Street. 

Enter Shylock, Salakio, Antonio, and Gaoler. 

Shy. Gaider, look to liim ; — Tell not me of 
mercy ; 

This is the fool that lent out money gratis ; — 
Gaoler, look to him. 

Ant. Hear me yet, good Shylock. 

Shy. I’ll have my bond; speak not against my bond; 
I have sworn an oath, that I will have my bond : 
Thou caH’st me dog, before thou hadst a cause : 

3 The chief men. ® Fare, 


But, since I am a dog, beware my fangs : 

The duke sliall grant me justice. — I do wonder, 
Thou naughty gaoler, that thou art so fond * 

To come abroad with him at his request. 

Ant. I pray thee, hear me speak. 

Sky, I’ll have my bond; I will not hear thee speak : 
I’ll have my bond ; and therefore speak no more. 
I’ll not be made a soft and dull-ey’d fool, 

To shake the head, relent, and sigh, and yield 
To Christian intercessors. Follow not ; 

I’ll have no speaking ; I’ll liave my bond. 

[Exit Shylock. 

Salan, It is the most impenetrable cur, 

That ever kept w’ith men. 

Ant. Let him alone ; 

I’ll follow liim no more w'itli bootless prayers, 
lie seeks my life ; his reason well I know ; 

I oft deliver’d from his forfeitures 
Many that have at times made moan to me 
Therefore he hates me. 

Salan. I am sure the duke 

Will never grant this forleiture to hold. 

Ant. The duke cannot deny the course of la>v ; 
For the commodity that strangers have 
Witli ns in Venice, if it be denied, 

Will much impeach the justice of the state ; 

Since that the trade and profit of the city 
Consisteth of all nations. Therefore, go : 

These griefs and losses have so ’bated me, 

That I shall hardly spare a pound of flesh 
To-morrow to my bloody creditor. — - 
Well, gaoler, on : — Pray God, Bassanio come 
To see me pay his debt, and then I care not ’ 

[Eivunt. 

SCENE IV. — Belmont. A Poom in Portia's House. 

Enter Portia, Nfrissa, Lorenzo, Jessica, and 
Balthazar. 

Lor. Madam, although I speak it in your pre- 
sence, 

You have a noble and a true conceit 
Of god-like amity ; which appears most strongly 
In bearing thus the absence of your lord. 

But if you knew to whom you sho^v this honoui. 
How true a gentleman you send relief, 

How dear a lover of my lord your husband, 

I know, you would be prouder of the work, 

Than customary ])ounty can enforce you. 

Por. I never did repent for doing good, 

Nor shall not now ; for in companions 
Tliat do converse and waste the time together 
Whose souls do bear an equal yoke of love, 

There must be needs a like proportion 
Of lineaments, of manners, and of spirit ; 

Which makes me think, that this Antonio, 

Being the bosom lover of my lord, 

Must needs be like my lord : If it be so, 

How" little is the cost I have bestow'd, 

In purchasing the semblance of my soul 
From out the state of hellish cruelty? 

This comes too near the praising of myself ; 
Therefore, no more of it ; hear other things. — 
Ijorenzo, I commit into your hands 
The husbandry and manage of my house, 

Until my lord’s return ; for mine own part, 

I have toward heaven breath’d a secret vow, 

To live in prayer and contemplation, 

Only attended by Nerissa here, 

Until her husband and my lord’s return : 

4 Foolish 
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There is a monastery two miles olT, 

And there we will abide. I do desire you, 

Not to deny this imposition ; 

The wliich my love, and some necessity, 

Now lays upon you. 

j,or. Madam, with all my heart ; 

I shall obey you in all fair commands. 

por. My people do already know my mind. 

And will acknowledge you and Jessica 
In place of lord Bassanio and myself. 

So fare you well, till we shall meet again. 

Lor, Fair thoughts, and happy hours, attend on 
you. 

Jes, I wish your ladyship all heart’s content, 
i’or. I thank you for your wish, and am well 
pleas’d 

To wish it back on you : fare you well, Jessica. — 
[Exeunt Jessica and Lorenzo. 

Now, Balthazar, 

As I have ever found thee honest, true, 

So let me find thee still : Take tliis same letter, 
And use thou all the endeavour of a man, 

In speed to Padua ; see thou render this 
Into my cousin’s hand, doctor Bellario ; 

And, look what notes and garments he doth give 
thee. 

Bring them, I pray thee, with imagin’d speed 
Unto the tranect, to the common ferry 
Which trades to Venice : — w^aste no time in wwds, 
But get thee gone ; 1 shall be there before thee. 
Baltiu Madam, I go with all convenient speed. 

[Exit, 

IW, Come on, Nerissa ; I have work in hand, 
That you yet know not of : we’ll see our hus- 
bands, 

Before they think of us, 

Ner, Shall they see us ? 

Por. They shall, Nerissa ; but in such a habit, 
That they shall think we are accomplished 
With what we lack. I’ll hold thee any w^ager, 
When we are both accoutred like young men, 

I’ll prove the prettier fellow of the tw'o, 

And wear my dagger wuth the braver grace ; 

And speak, between the change of man and boy. 
But come, I’ll tell thee all my whole device, 

Wlien I am in my coach, which stays for us 
At the park gate ; and therefore haste away, 

For we must measure twenty miles to-day. 

[Exeunt. 


SCENE V. A Garden. 

Enter Lorenzo, Jessica, and Laukcelot. 

Lor. Go in, sirrah ; bid them prepare for dinner. 

Laun. That is done sir ; they have all stomachs. 

Lor. What a wit-snapper are you ! then bid them 
prepare dinner 

Laun. That is done too sir ; only, cover is the word. 

Lor. Will you cover then, sir ? 

Laun. Not so, sir, neither ; I know my duty. 

Lor. Yet more quarrelling with occasion ! Wilt 
thou show the whole wealth of thy wit in an in- 
stant? I pray thee, understand a plain man in his 
plain meaning : go to thy fellows ; hid them cover 
the tal>le, serve in the meat, and we will come 
ill to dinner. 

Laun. For the table, sir, it shall be served in j 
for the meiit, sir, it shall be covered ; for your coming 
in to dinner, sir, why, let it be as humours and con- 
ceits shall govern. [Exit Launcelot. 

Lor. O dear discretion, how^ his words are suited ! 
The fool hath planted in his memory 
An army of good w'ords ; And I do know 
A many fools, that stand in better place, 

Garnish’d like him, that for a tricksy word 
Defy the matter. How checr’st tliou, Jessica ? 
And now, good sweet, say thy opinion, 

How dost thou like the lord Bassanio’s wdfe? 

Jes. Past all expressing : It is very meet, 

The lord Bassanio live an upright life ; 

For, having such a blessing in his lady. 

He finds the joys of heaven here on earth ; 

And, ii‘ on eaiili he do not mean it, it 
Is reason he should never come to heaven. 

Why, if tw o gods should play some heavenly match* 
And on the wager lay two earthly women. 

And Portia one, there must be something else 
Pawn’d w'ith the other j for the poor rude world 
Hath not her fellow. 

Lor. Even such a husband 

Hast thou of me, as she is for a wife. 

Jes. Nay, but ask my opinion too of that. 

Lor. I will anon ; first, let us go to dinner. 

Jes. Nay, let me praise you, while I have a 
stomach. 

Lor. No, pray thee, let it serve for table-talk ; 
Tlien, howsoe’er thou speak’st, ’raong other things 
I shall digest it. 

Jes. Well, I’ll set you forth. [Exeunt. 


ACT IV. 


SCENE I. — Venice. A Court of Justice. 

Enter the Duke, the Mognificoes; Antonio, Bas- 
sanio, Gbatiano, Salarino, Salanio, and 
others. 

Duke. What, is Antonio here ? 

Ant. Ready, so please your grace. 

Duke. I am sorry for thee; tliou art come to 
answer 

A stony adversary, an inhuman wretch 
Uncapable of pity, void and empty 
From any dram of mercy. 

Ant, I have heard. 

Your grace hath ta’en great pains to qualify 
His rigorous course ; but since lie stands obdurate. 


And that no lawful means can carry me 
Out of his envy’s reach, I do oppose 
My patience to his fury ; and am arm’d 
To suffer, with a quietness of spirit, 

Tlie very tyranny and rage of his. 

Duke. Go one, and call the Jew into the court. 
Sedan. He’s ready at the door: he comes, my 
lord. 

Enter Shylock. 

D^ike. Make room, and let him stand before our 
face. — 

Shylock, the world thinks, and I think so too. 

That thou but lead’st this fashion of thy malice 
To the last hour of act ; and then, ’tis thought, 



186 MERCHANT 

Thou’lt sliow thy mercy, and remorse’*, more strange 
Than is thy strange apparent cruelty ; 

And where ® thou now exact’st the (lenalty, 

(Which is a pound of this poor merchant’s flesh,) 
Thou wilt not only lose the forfeiture, 

But touch’d with Iminan gentleness and love, 
Forgive a moiety of the principal ; 

Glancing an eye of pity on his losses, 

That have of late so huddled on his back ; 

Enough to press a royal merchant down. 

And pluck commiseration of his state 
From brassy bosoms, and rough hearts of flint. 
From stubborn Turks, and Tartars, never train’d 
To offices of tender courtesy. 

We all expect a gentle answer, Jew. 

Shy* I have possess'd your grace of wliat I purpose; 
And by our holy Sabbath have I sworn, 

’Fo have the due and forfeit of my bond ; 

If you deny it, let tlie danger light 
Upon your charter, and your city’s freedom. 

You’ll ask me, why 1 rather clioose to have 
A weight of carrion flesh, than to receive 
Three thousand ducats : I’ll not answer that : 

But, say, it is my humour ; Is it answer’d ? 

What if my house be troubled with a rat, 

And I be pleas’d to give ten tliousand ducats 
To have it baned ? What, arc you answer’d yet ? 
Some men tliere are, love not a gai)ing pig ; 

Some, that are mad, if they behold a cat ; — 

As there is no firm reason to be render’d, 

Why -he cannot abide a gaping pig ; 

Why he, a hannless necessary cat ; 

So can I give no reason, nor I will not. 

More than a lodg’d hate, and a certain loathing, 

I bear Antonio, that 1 follow thus 
A losing suit against him. Are you answer’d ? 

Bass, This is no answer, tliou unfeeling man, 

To excuse the current of Uiy ciaielty. 

Shy* I am not bound to please thee with my 
answer. 

Bass* Do all men kill the things they do not love ? 
Shy. Flates any man the thing he would not kill ? 
Ba^, Every olTencc is not a hate at first. 

Shy* What, would’st thou have a seq>ent sting 
thee twice ? 

Ant* I pray you, think you question with the Jew : 
You may as well go stand upon the beach, 

And bid the main flood bate his usual height ; 

You may as well use question with the w'olf. 

Why he hath made the ewe bleat for the lamb ; 

You may as w^ell forbid the mountain pines 
To wag their high tops, and to make no noise. 
When they are ftetted with the gusts of heaven ; 
You may as well do any tiling most hard, 

As seek to soften that (than which what’s harder ?) 
His Jewish heart ; — Therefore, I do beseech you, 
Make no more offers, use no further means. 

But, with all brief and plain conveniency, 

Let me have judgment, and the Jew his will. 

Bass. For thy three thousand ducats here are six. 
Sky* If every ducat in six tliousand ducats 
Were in six parts, and every part a ducat, 

I would not draw them, I would have my bond. 
Dvke* How shall thou hoj^ for mercy, rend’ring 
none ? 

Shy, What judgment shall 1 dread, doing no 
wrong ? 

You have among you many a purchas’d slave, 

* Pity. ® Whereas. 
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Which, like your asses, and your dogs, and mules. 
You use in abject and in slavish parts, 

Because you bought them : — Sliall I say to you. 
Let them be free, marry them to your heirs ? 

Why sweat they under burdens ? let their beds 
Be made as soft as yours, and let their palates 
Be season’d with such viands ? You will answer. 
The slaves are ours : — So do I answer you : 

The pound of flesh, which I demand of him. 

Is dearly bought, is mine, and I w'ill have it : 

If you deny me, fye upon your law ! 

There is no force in the deciees of Venice ; 

I stand for judgment : answer ; shall I have it ? 

Duke, Upon my pow er, I may dismiss tliis court, 
Unless Bellario, a learned doctor, 

Whom 1 have sent for to determine this, 

Come here to-day. 

Solar My lord, here stays without 

A messenger w ith letters from the doctor, 

New come from I’adua. 

Duke, Bring us the letters ; Call the messenger. 
Bass* Good cheer, Antonio ! What, man ? cou- 
rage yet ! 

The Jew shall have my flesh, blood, bones, and all, 
Ere thou shalt lose for me one drop of blood. 

Ant* I am a tainted wether of the flock, 

Meetest for death ; the weakest kind of fruit 
Drops earliest to the ground, and so let me ; 

You cannot better be emidoy’d, Bassanio, 

Tlian to live still, and wTite mine epitaph. 

Enter Nerissa, dressed like a Lawyers Clerk. 
Duke, ('amc you from Padua, from Bellario ? 
Net* From both, my lord : Bellarii) greets your 
grace. [Presents a letter. 

Bass. Why dost thou w'het thy knife so earnestly ? 
Shy. To cut the forfeiture from that bankrupt 
there. 

Gra* Not on thy sole, but on thy soul, harsh Jew, 
Thou mak’st thy knife keen : but no metal can, 
No, not the hangman’s ax, bear lialf the keenness 
Of tliy sharp envy. Can no prayers pierce thee ? 
Shy. No, none that thou hast wit enough to make. 
Gra. Of be thou curst, inexorable dog ! 

And for thy life let justice be accus’d. 

Thou almost mak’st me waver in my faith, 

Toehold opinion with Pythagoras, 

That souls of animals infuse tliemselves 
Into the trunks of men : thy currish spirit 
Govern’d a wolf, who, bang’d for human slaughter. 
Even from the gallows did his fell soul fleet, 

And, whiUt thou lay’st in thy unhallow’d dam, 

Infus’d itself in thee ; for thy desires 

Are wolfish, bloody, starv’d, and ravenous. 

Sky* Till thou canst rail tlie seal from off my bond, 
Thou but ollend’st thy lungs to speak so loud ; 
Repair tliy wit, good youth, or it will fall 
To cureless ruin. — I stand here for law. 

DiUce. This letter from Bellario doth commend 
A young and learned doctor to our court : — 
Where is he ? 

Ner* He attendeth here hard by, 

To know your answer, whether you’ll admit him. 
Duke* With all my heart : — some three or four 
of you, 

Go give him courteous conduct to this place. — 
Mean time, the court shall hear Bellario’s letter. 

[Clerk reads.] Your grace shall under slandy thaty 
at the receipt of yowr letter f I am very sick : but in 
tlte instant that your messenger camcy in loving visit- 
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Scene I. MERCHANT 

ation wis nnlh me a yoxmg doctor of Home ; his name 
h Halthasar : 1 acquaitUed him with the cause in 
controversy between the Jew and Antonio the mer-- 
chant : we turned o'er many booh together : he is 
furnish'd with my opinion ; whichj better'd wUh hi$ 
own learnings {the greatness whereof I cannot 
enough commend,) comes tdth him, at my impor- 
tunity, to JiU up your grace's request in my stead. 

/ beseech yout let his lack if years be no impediment 
to let him lack a reverend estimation ; for I never 
knew so young a body with so old a head. I leave 
him to y(nir gracious acceptance, whose trial shull i 
better jyublish his commendation. j 

Duke. You hear tlic learii’d Bellario, whal he 
writes : 

And here, I take it, is tlie doctor come. — 

Enter Portia, dressed like a Doctor of Laws. 
Give me your hand : Came you from old Bellario ? 
Vor. 1 did, my lord. 

Duke, You are welcome . take your place. 
Are you accjiuiinted witli the diflerence 
That holds this })rcseiit question in the court? 

Vor. I am informed throughly of the cause. 
Whicli is the merchant Iiore, and which the Jew? 
Duke. Antonio and old Shylock, both stand forth. 
l\)r. Is your name Shylock ? 

Hhy. Shylock is my name. 

Por. Of a strange nature is tlie suit you follow j 
Yet in such rule, that the Venetian law 
Cannot impugn 7 you, as you do proceed. — 

You stand williin his danger «, do you not ? 

[To Antonio. 

Ant. Ay, so he says. 

l*or. Do you confess the bond? 

Ant. I do. 

Por. Then must tlie Jew lie merciful. 

Shy. On what compulsion must 1 ? tell me tliat. 
Por. The quality of mercy is not strain’d ; 

It drop)Jcth, as the gentle rain from heaven, 

, Upon the place beneath : it is twice bless ’d ; 

It blcsseth him that gives, and him that takes; 

’'I’is mightiest in the mightiest ; it becomes 
The throned monarch better than his crowm . 

His sceptre shows tlic force of temporal power. 

The attribute to awe and majesty, 

Wherein doth sit the dread and fear of kings ; 

But mercy is above his sceptcr’d sway. 

It is enthroned in the hearts of kings. 

It is an attribute to God himself ; 

And earthly power doth then sliow likest God’s 
When mercy seasons justice. Therefore, Jew, 
Though justice be thy plea, consider this, — 

That, in tlie course of justice, none of us 
Should see salvation : we do Jiray for mercy ; 

And that same prayer dotli teach us all to render 
The deeds of mercy. I have siioke thus much, 
lo mitigate the justice of thy plea; 

Which, if thou follow, this strict court of Venice 
Must needs give sentence ’gainst the merchant there. 

Shy. My deeds upon my head ! I crave the law. 
The penalty and forfeit of my bond. 

Por. Is he not able to discharge tlie money ? 
Bass. Yes, here I tender it for him in the court; 
Yea, twice the sum : if that will not sufhee, 

I will be bound to pay it ten times o’er, 

On forfeit of my hands, ray head, my heart : 

If this will not suffice, it must appear 
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That malice bears ilown truth. And 1 beseecli you, 
Wrest once the law to your authority ; 

To do a great right, do a little wrong : 

And curb tliis cruel devil of his will. 

Por. It must not be ; there is no power in Venice 
Can alter a decree established : 

’Twill be recorded for a precedent; 

And many an error, by the same example. 

Will rush into the sUite : it cannot be. 

Shy. A Daniel come to judgment ! yea a Daniel ! — 
O w^ise young judge, how do I honour thee ! 

Por. I pray you, let me look upon the bond. 

Shy. Here ’tis, most reverend doctor, here it is. 
Por. Shylock, there’s thrice thy money oUer’d 
thee. 

Shy. An oath, an oath, I have an oath in heaven : 
Shall I lay jierjury upon my soul ? 

No, not for Venice. 

Por. Why, tins bond is forfeit ; 

And lawfully by this the Jew^ may claim 
A pound of flesh to be by him cut oil’ 

Nearest the inercliant’s heart : — Be merciful ; 

Take thrice thy money ; bid me tear the bond. 

Shy. When it is paid according to the tenour. — 
It doth appear, you are a worthy judge ; 

You know the law, your exposition 
I Hath been most sound : I charge you by the law, 
Whereof you are a well-deserving pillar. 

Proceed to judgment : by my soul 1 sw ear, 
lliere is no pow er in the tongue of man 
To alter me ; I stay here on my bond. 

Ant. Most heartily I do beseech tlie court 
To give the judgment. 

Por. Why then, thus it is. 

You must prepare your bosom for bis knife ; 

Shy. O noble judge ! O excellpnt young man ! 
Por. For the intent and purpose of the law 
Hath full relation to the penalty. 

Which here appeareth due upon the bond. 

Shy. ’Tis very true ; O wise and upright judge 1 
How much more elder art thou than thy looks ! 
Por. Therefore, lay bare your bosom. 

Shy. Ay, his breast ; 

So says the bond ; — Doth it not, noble judge ? — 
Nearest his heart, those are the very words. 

Por. It is so. Are there balance here, to weigh 
The flesh. 

Shy, I have them ready. 

Por. Have by some surgeon, Shylock, on your 
charge, 

To stop his wounds, lest he do bleed to death. 

Shy. Is it so nominated in the bond? 

Por. It is not so express’d : But what of that ? 
’Twere good you do so much for charity. 

Shy. I cannot find it ; ’tis not in tlie bond. 

Por. Come, merchant, have you any thing to say? 

Ant. But little ; I am arm’d, and well prepar’d. 

Give me your hand, Bassanio ; fare you well ! 
Grieve not that I am iMien to this for you ; 

For herein fortune shows herself more kind 
Tlian is her custom ; it is still her use, 

To let the wretched man out-live his wealth 
To view with hollow eye, and wrinkled brow, 

An age of poverty ; from wliich lingering penance 
Of such a misery doth she cut me ofl'. 

Commend me to your honourable wife ; 

Tell her the process of Antonio’s end, 

Say, how I lov’d you, speak me fair in death ; 

And, when the talc is told, bid her be judge, 
Whether Bassanio had not once a love. 


Oppose. 


« Reach or coniroul 



188 


Act IV. 


MERCHANT OF VENICE. 


Hepent not you that you bhall lose your friend, 

And he repents not that he pays your debt ; 

For, if the Jew do cut but deep enough, 

I’ll pay it instantly with all my heart. 

Bass* Antonio, I am married to a wife. 

Which is as dear to me as life itself ; 

But life itself, my wife, and all the world, 

Are not with me esteem’d above thy life : 

I would lose all, ay, sacrifice them all 
Here to this devil, to deliver you. 

Bor* Your wife would give you little tlianks for 
that, 

If she were by, to hear you make the offer. 

Gra. I have a wife, whom, I protest, I love ; 

I would she were in heaven, so she could 
Bntreat some power to change this currish Jew. 

ATer. ’Tis well you oiler it behind her back ; 

The wish would make else an unquiet house. 

Sht/* These be the Christian Iiusbands : I have a 
daughter ; 

’Would, any of the stock of Barrabas 

Had been her husband, rather than a Cliristian ! 

[^side. 

We trifle time ; I pray thee, pursue sentence. 

Bor, A pound of that same mcrcliant’s flesh is 
thine ; 

'J’be court awards it, and the law doth give it. 

Sh^* Most rightful judge ! 

Bor. And you must cut this flesh from off* his 
breast ; 

The law allows it, and the court awards it, 

Sht/* Most learned judge ! — A sentence ; come, 
prepare. 

Bor* Tarry a little ; — tlicre is something else. 
This bond doth ^ve thee here no jot of blood ; 

The words expressly arc a pound of flesh : 

Take then tliy bond, take thou thy pound of flesh ; 
But, in the cutting it, if thou dost shed 
One drop of Christian blood, thy lands and goods 
Arc, by die laws of Venice, confiscate 
Unto the state of Venice. 

Gra* O upright judge ! — Mark, Jew ; — O 
learned judge ! 

S/ii/* Is that the law ? 

Bor. > Thyself shall see the act : 

For, as thou urgest justice, be assur’d. 

Thou shalt have justice, more than thou desir’st. 
Gra* O learned judge ! — Mark, Jew ; — a learned 
judge ! 

Ski/* 1 take this offer then ; —pay the bond thrice, 
And let the Christian go. 

Bass* Here is the money. 

Bor. Soft ; 

The Jew shall have all justice ; — soft ! — no liaste ; — 
He shall have nothing but the penalty. 

Gra. O Jew ! an upright judge, a learned judge ! 
Bor. Therefore, prepare thee to cut off the flesh. 
Shed thou no blood ; nor cut thou less, nor more, 
But just a pound of flesh ; if thou tak’st more. 

Or less, than a just pound, — be it but so mucli 
As makes it light, or heavy, in tlic substance. 

Or tlie division of the twentieth part 

Of one poor scruple j nay, if the scale do turn 

But in the estimation of a hair, — 

Thou diest, and all thy goods are confiscate. 

Gra* A second Daniel ! a Daniel, Jew ! 

Now, Infidel, I have thee on the hip. 

Bor. Why doth the Jew pause? take thy for- 
feiture. 

Sht/, Give me my principal, and let me go. 


Bass* I have it ready for thee ; here it is. 

Bor. He hath refus’d it in the open court ; 

He shall have merely justice, and his bond. 

Gra. A Daniel, still say 1 ; a second Daniel — 

I thank thee, Jew, for teaching me that word. 

S/it/. Shall 1 not have barely my principal ? 

Bur. Thou slialt have notliing but the forfeiture, 
To be so taken at thy peril, Jew. 

Shi/* Why tlien the devil give him good of it 1 
I’ll stay no longer question. 

Bor. Tarry, Jew ; 

The law hath yet another hold on you. 

It is enacted in the laws of Venice, — 

If it be prov’d iigainst an alien. 

That by direct, or indirect attempts, 
lie seek the life of any citizen, 

The party, ’gainst the which he doth contrive, 

Shall seize one half his goods ; the other half 
Comes to the privy cofler of the state ; 

And the oflender’s life lies in the mercy 
Of the duke only, ’gainst all other voice. 

In which predicament, 1 say, thou stand’s! : 

For it appears by manifest proceeding, 

That, indirectly, and directly too, 

Thou hast contriv’d against the very life 
Of the defendant : and thou hast incurr’d 
The danger fimnerly by me rehears’d. 

Down, therefore, and beg mercy of the duke. 

Gra. Beg, that thou mayst liave leave to hang 
thyself : 

And yet, thy wealth being forfeit to the state. 

Thou hast not left the value of a cord ; 

Therefore thou must he h.ang’d at the state’s charge. 
Dvke. That tlioii shall see the dilference of our 
spirit, 

I pardon thee thy life before thou ask it ; 

For half thy w'ealth, it is Antonio’s : 

The other luilf comes to the general state, 

Which humbleness may drive into a fine. 

Bor. Ay, for the state ; not for Antonio. 

Shi/. Nay, take my life and all, ])ardon not that ; 
You take my house, w'hen you do take the l)rop 
That doth sustain niy house : you take n)y life, 
When you do take the means whereby 1 live. 

Bor. What mercy can you render him, Antonio ? 
Gra. A halter gratis ; notliing else, I hope. 

So pk‘ase my lord the duke, and all the court, 
To quit the fine for one half of his goods ; 

I am content, so he will let me have 
Tlic other half in use, — - to render it, 

Upon his death, unto the gentleman 
That lately stole his daughter : 

Provided, that he do record a gift, 

Here in tlie court, of all he dies possess’d. 

Unto his son Lorenzo, and his daughter. 

Duke. He shall do tliis ; or else I do recant 
The pardon, that I late pronounced here. 

Bor. Art thou contented, Jew, what dost thou say? 
Sh^. I am content. 

p(jr. Clerk, draw a deed of gift. 

Shy. I pray you, give me leave to go from hence : 
I am not well ; send the deed after me. 

And I will sign it. 

J)iike. Gel thee gone, but do it. 

[Exit SllYLOCK. 

Sir, I entreat you home with me to dinner. 

Bor. I humbly do desire your grace of pardon ; 

■ I must away this night toward Padua, 

And it is meet, I presently set forth. 

Duke. I am sorry that your leisure serves you not. 
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Antonio, gratify this gentleman ; 

For, in my mind, you are much bound to him. 

[^Ereunt Duke, MagftificoeSi and Train, 
Bass. Most worthy gentleman, I and my friend, 
Have by your wisdom been this day acquitted 
Of grievous penalties ; in lieu whereof, 

Three thousand ducats, due unto tlie Jew, 

We freely cope your courteous pains withal. 

Ant. And stand indebted, over and above. 

In love and service to you evermore. 

Par. lie is well paid, that is well satisfied ; 

And I, delivering you, am satisfied. 

And therein do account myself well paid ■ 

My mind was never yet more mercenary, 

I pray you, know me, when we meet again ; 

I wish you well, and so 1 take my leave. 

Bass. Dear sir, of force I must attempt you f urthcr ; 
Take some remembrance of us, as a tribute, 

Not as a fee ; grant me two things, I pray you. 

Nut to deny me, and to pardon me. 

For. You press me far, and therefore I will yield. 
Give me your gloves, I’ll wear them for your sake; 
And, for your love. I’ll take this ring from you - 
Do not draw back your hand ; I’ll take no more ; 
And you in love shall not deny me this. 

Bass. This ring, good sir, — alas, it is a trifle ; 

I will not shame myself to give you this. 

For. I will have nothing else hut only this , 

And nov/, mctliinks, I have a mind to it. 

Bass. There’s more depends on this, than on the 
value. 

'ITie dearest ring in Venice will I give you, 

And find it out hy proclamation ; 

Only for this, I pray you, pardon me. 

For. I see, sir, you are liberal in offers : 

You tauglit me first to beg ; and now, methinks, 
You tcacli me how a beggar should be answer’d. 

Bass. Good sir, this ring was given me by my wife : 
And, when she put it on, she made me vow, 
riiat I should neither sell, nor give, nor lose it. 
For, That ’sense serves many men to save their 
gifts; 

An if your wife be not a mad woman. 

And know how well I have deserv’d this ring. 


She would not hold out enemy for ever, 

For giving it to me. Well, peace be with you ! 

\_Exeunt Portia, and Nerissa. 
Ant, My lord Bassanio, let him have the ring ; 
Let his deservings, and my love withal. 

Be valued ’gainst your wife’s commandment. 

Bass. Go, Gratiano, run and overtake him. 

Give liim the ring ; and bring him if thou canst. 
Unto Antonio’s house : — away, make haste. 

\_Exit Gratiano. 

Come, you and I will thither presently ; 

And in the morning early will we both 

Fly toward Belmont ; Come, Antonio. [^Exeunt. 

SCENE II. — A Street. 

Enter Portia and Nerissa. 

For. Inquire the Jew’s house out, give him this 
deed, 

And let him sign it : we’ll away to-night. 

And be a day before our husbands home : 

This deed will be well welcome to Lorenzo 

Enter Gratiano. 

Gm. Fair sir, you are well overtaken . 
jVly lord Bassanio, upon more advice 9, 

Hath sent you here this ring ; and doth entreat 
Your company at dinner. 

For. 'I'hat cannot be : 

This ring I do accept most thankfully, 

And so, I pray you tell him : Furthermore, 

I pray you show my youth old Shylock’s house. 
Gra. That will I do. 

Ker. Sir, I would speak with you: — 

I’ll see if I can get my husband’s ring, [To Portia. 
Which I did make him swear to keep for ever. 

For. Thou inayst, I warrant : We shall have old 
swearing, 

Tliat they did give the rings away to men ; 

But we’ll outface them, and outswear them too. 
Away, make haste ; thou know’st where I will tarry. 

Ner. Come, good sir, will you show me to this 
' house? [Exeunt. 


ACT V. 


SCENE I. -—Belmont. Avenue to Portia’s House. 

Enter Lorenzo and Jessica. 

Lor. The moon shines bright : — In such a night 
as this. 

When the sweet wind did gently kiss the trees, 

And they did make no noise ; in such a night, 
Troilus, methinks, mounted the Trojan walls. 

And sigh’d his soul toward the Grecian tents, 
Where Cressid lay that night. 

Jes. In such a night, 

Did Thisbe fearfully o’ertrip tlie dew ; 

And saw the lion’s shadow ere himself, 

And ran dismay’d away. 

Lor, ^ In such a night, 

Stood Dido with a willow in her hand 
Upon the wild sea-banks, and wav’d her love 
To come again to Carthage. 

Jes. In such a night, 


Medea gather’d the enchanted herbs 
That did renew old Alison. 

Lor. In such a night. 

Did Jessica steal from the wealthy Jew ; 

And witli an unthrift love did run from Venice, 
As far as Belmont. 

Jes. And in such a night. 

Did young I.iorenzo swear he lov’d her well ; 
Stealing her soul with many vows of faith, 

And ne’er a true one. 

Lor. And in such a night, 

Did pretty Jessica, like a little shrew. 

Slander her love, and he forgave it her. 

Jes. I would out-night you, did no body come : 
But, hark, 1 hear the footing of a man. 

Enter Stkphano. 

Lor. Who comes so fast in silence of the night ? 
’ Reflection. 
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Steph, A friend. 

Lor. A friend? wlmt friend? your name, I pray 
you, friend? ^ ! 

Stei)h. Stephdno is iny name ; and I bring word, 
My mistress will before the break of day 
Be here at Belmont : she doth stray al>oiit 
By holy crosses, where she kneels and prays 
For liappy wedlock hours. 

Lor. Who comes with her ? 

Steph. None, but a holy hermit, and her maid. 

I pray you, is my master yet return'd ? 

Lor. He is not, nor we have not heard from him. — 
But go we in, I pray thee, Jessica, 

And ceremoniously let us prepare 

Some welcome for the mistress of the house. 

Enter Launcelot. 

Laun. Sola, sola, wo ha, ho, sola, sola ! 

Lor. Who calls ? 

Laun. Sola ! did you see master Lorenzo, and 
mistress Lorenzo ! sola, sola ! 

Lor. Leave hollaing, man ; here. 

Laun. Sola! where? where? 

Lor. Here. 

Laun. Tell him, there’s a i)ost come from my 
master, with liis horn full of good news ; my master 
will be here ere morning. [Exit- 

Lor. Sweet soul, let’s in, and there expect their 
coming. 

And yet no matter ; — Why should we go in ? 

My friend Steph4no, signify, I pray you. 

Within tlie house, your mistress is at hand ; 

And bring your musick forth into the air. — 

[^Exit Stepuano. 

How sweet the moon-light sleeps upon this bank ! 
t Here will we sit, and let the sounds of musick 
I Creep in our ears ; soft stillness, and the night, 

T Become the touches of sweet harmony. 

Sit, Jessica : Look, how the floor of heaven 
i Is thick inlaid with patines of bright gold ; 

V There’s not the smallest orb, which thou behold’st, 

I But in his motion like an angel sings, 

I Still quiring to the young-ey’d chcrubins : 

I Such harmony is in immortal souls ; 
i But, whilst this muddy vesture of decay 
Doth grossly close it in, we cannot hear it. — 

Eater Musicians. 

Come, ho, and wake Diana with a hymn ; 

With sweetest touches pierce your mistress* ear. 
And draw her home with musick. 

Jes. 1 am never merry, when I hear sweet musick. 

\^Musick. 

Lor. The reason is, your spirits are attentive ; 
For do but note a wild and wanton herd. 

Or race of youthful, and unhandled colts, 

Fetching mad bounds, bellowing, and neighing loud, 
Which is the hot condition of their blood ; 

If they but hear perchance a trumpet sound, 

Or any air of musick touch their ears, 

V'ou shall perceive them make a mutual stand. 
Their savage eyes turn’d to a modest gaze. 

By the sweet power of musick : Therefore, the poet 
Did feign that Orpheus drew trees, stones, and floods; 
Since nought so stockish, hard, and full of rage, 
But murick for the time doth cliange his nature : 
Hie man that hath no musick in himself, 

Nor is not mov’d witli concord of sweet sounds. 

Is fit for treasons, stratagems, and spoils : 

The motions of his spirit are dull as night. 


And his affections dark as Erebus : 

Let no such man be trusted. — Mark the musick. 

Enter Poiitia and Nerissa, at a lUstance. 

For. That light we see, is burning in my hall. 
How far that little candle throws his beams ! 

So shines a good deed in a naughty world. 

Mer. When the moon shone, we did not see the 
candle. 

For. So doth the greater glory dim the less : 

A substitute shines brightly as a king. 

Until a king be by ; anil then his state 
Empties itself, as doth an inland brook 
Into the main of waters. Musick ! hark I 

Ner. It is your musick, madam, of the house. 
For. Nothing is good, I see, without respect ; 
Methinks, it sounds much sweeter than by day. 

Ner. Silence bestows that virtue on it, madam. 
For. The crow dotli sing as sweetly as the lark, 
When neither is attended ; and, I think, 

The nightingale, if she should sing by day, 

When every goose is cackling, would be thought 
No better a musician than the wren. 

How many things by sesison season’d are ' 

To their right praise and true perfection I — 

Peace, hoa ! the moon sleeps with Endymion 
And would not be awak’d ! [Musick ceases. 

Lor. That is the voice. 

Or 1 am much deceiv’d, of Portia. 

For. He knows me, as the blind man knows the 
cuckoo. 

By the bad voice. 

Lor. Dear lady, welcome home. 

For. We have been praying for our husbands 
welfare. 

Which speed, we hope, the better for our words ; 
Are they return’d ? 

Lor, Madam, they are not yet ; 

But there is come a messenger before. 

To signify their coming. 

For. Go in, Nerissa, 

Give order to my servants, that they take 
No note at all of our being absent hence ; 

Nor you, Lorenzo ; — Jessica, nor you. 

\ A tucket ' sounds. 
Lor. Your husband is at hand, I hear his trumpet: 
We arc no tell-tales, madam ; fear you not. 

For. Hus night, methinks, is but the day-light sick, 
It looks a little paler ; ’tis a day, 

Such as the day is when the sun is hid. 

Enter Bassanio, Antonio, Gratxako, ami their 
Followers. 

Bass. We should hold day with the Antipodes, 
If you would walk in absence of the sun. 

For. Let me give light, but let me not be light ; 
For a light wife dotli make a heavy husband, 

And never be Bassanio so for me ; 

You are welcome home, my lord. 

Bass. I thank you, madam : give welcome to my 
friend. — 

This is the man, this is Antonio, 

To whom 1 am so infinitely bound. 

For. You should in all sense be much bound to 
him, 

For, as I hear, he was much bound for you. 

Ant. No more than I am well acquitted of. 

For. Sir, you are very welcome to our house : 

> A flourish on a trumpet 
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li must appear in other ways than words, 
Therefore, I scant this breathing courtesy/-* 

[Gratiano and Nerissa seem to talk apart. 
Gra. By yonder moon, I swear, you do me wrong; 
In faith, I gave it to the judge’s clerk. 

For. A quarrel, ho, already ? what’s tlie matter ? 
Gra. About a hoop of gold, a paltry ring 
That she did give me ; whose posy was 
For all the world, like cutler’s poetry 
U])on a knife. Love we, and leave me not. 

Ner. What talk you of the posy, or the value ? 
You swore to me, when I did give it you, 

'riiat you would wear it till your hour of death ; 
And that it should lie with you in your grave . 
7'liough not for me, yet for your vehement oaths, 
You should have been respective 3, and have kept it. 
Gave it a judge’s clerk ! — but well I know. 

The clerk will ne’er wear hair on his face, that had it. 
Gra. He will, an if he live to be a man. 

Ner. Ay, if a woman live to be a man. 

Gra. Now, by this hand, I gave it to a youth, — 
A kind of boy ; a little scrubbed boy. 

No higher than thyself, the judge’s clerk ; 

A prating boy, that begg’d it as a fee ; 

1 could not for my heart deny it him. 

For. You were to blame, I must be plain with you, 
To part so slightly witli your wife's first gift ; 

A thing stuck on with oaths upon your finger, 

And riveted so with faith upon your flesh. 

I gave my love a ring, and made him swear 
Never to part with it ; and here he stands ; 

I dare be sworn for him, he would not leave it, 

Nor pluck it from his finger, for the wealth 
Tlmt the world masters. Now, in faith, Gratiano, 
You give your wife too unkind a cause of grief ; 

An ’twere to me, I should be mad at it. 

Bash. Why, I were best to cut my left hand off*. 
And swear, I lost the ring defending it. [Aside. 

Gra. My lord Bassanio gave his ring away 
Unto the judge that begg’d it, and indeed. 

Deserv’d it too ; and then the boy his clerk. 

That took some pains in writing, he begg’d mine : 
And neither man, nor master, would take aught 
But the two rings. 

. For. What ring gave you, iny lord ? 

Not that, I hope, which you receiv’d of me. 

Bass. If I could add a lie unto a fault, 

I would deny it ; but you sec my finger 
Hath not the ring upon it, it is gone. 

For. Even so void is your false heart of truth. 
By heaven, I will ne’er come in your bed 
Until I see tlie ring. 

Ner. Nor I in yours, 

Till I again see mine. 

Bass. Sweet Portia, 

If you did know to whom I gave tlie ring, 

If you did know for whom I gave the ring. 

And would conceive for what I gave the ring, 

And how unwillingly I left the ring, 

When nought would be accepted but the ring, 

You would abate the strength of your displeasure. 

For. If you had known the virtue of the ring, 

Or half her worthiness that gave the ring. 

Or your own honour to contain the ring, 

You would not then have parted with the ring. 
What man is there so much unreasonable, 

If you had pleas'd to have defended it 
With any terms of zeal, wanted the modesty 

^ Verbal, complimentary form. ® Regard fUl. 


To urge the thing held as a ccreraon) ? 

Nerissa teaches me what to believe ; 

I’ll die for’t, but some woman had the ring. 

Bass No, by mine honour, madam, by my soul. 
No woman had, but a civil doctor. 

Which did refuse three thousand ducats of me, 

And begg d the ring ; the which I did deny him, 
And suffer’d him to go displeas’d away ; 

Even he that had held up the very life 

Of my dear friend. What should 1 say, sweet lady ? 

I was enforc’d to send it after him ; 

I was beset with shame and courtesy ; 

My honour would not let ingratitude 
So much besmear it : Pardon me, good lady ; 

For, by these blessed candles of the night, 

Had you been there, I think, you would have begg’d 
Tlic ring of me to give the worthy doctor. 

For. Let not that doctor e’er come near my house : 
Since he hath got the jewel that I lov’d, 

And tliat which you did swear to keep for me, 

I vvill become as liberal as you : 

I’ll not deny him any thing I have, 

Know him I shall, I am well sure of it: 

Lie not a night fiom home ; watch me, like Argus : 
If you do not, if I be left alone, 

Now, by mine honour, which is yet my own. 

I’ll have that doctor for my bedfellow 

Ner. And I his clerk; therefore be well advis’d, 
How you do leave me to mine own protection. 

Gra. Well, do you so ; let not me take him then. 
Ant. I am tlic unhappy subject of these quarrels. 
For. Sir, grieve not you ; You are welcome not- 
withstanding. 

Bass. Portia, forgive me this enforced wrong ; 
And in the hearing of these many friends, 

I swear to thee, even by tliine own fair eyes, 

Wherein I see myself, 

For. Mark you but that ! 

In both mine eyes he doubly sees himself: 

In each eye, one : — swear by your double self. 
And there’s an oath of credit. 

Bass. Nay, but hear me : 

Pardon this fault, and by my soul I swear, 

I never more will break an oath with thee. 

Ant. I once did lend my body for his wealth : 
Which, but for him that had your husband’s ring, 

Portia. 

Had quite miscarried : I dare be bound again, 

My soul upon the forfeit, that your lord 
Will never more break faith advisedly. 

For. Then you shall be his surety ; Give him this ; 
And bid him keep it better than the other. 

Ant. Here, lord Bassanio; swear to keep this ring. 
Bass. By heaven, it is the same 1 gave the doctor ! 
For. I had it of liim. — You are all amaz’d : 
Here is a letter, read it at your leisure ; 

It comes from Padua, from Bellario ; 

There you shall find, that Portia was the doctor ; 
Nerissa tliere, her clerk : Lorenzo here 
Shall witness, 1 set forth as soon as you. 

And but even now return’d ; I have not yet 
Enter’d my house. — Antonio, you are welcome ; 
And I have better news in store for you, 

Than you expect ; unseal this letter soon ; 

There you shall find, tliree of your argosies 
Are richly come to harbour suddenly : 

You shall not know by what strange accident 
I chanced on this letter. 

Ant. I am dumb. 

< Advantage 
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Bass* Were you the doctor, and I knew you 
not? 

Gra. Were you the clerk, that is to make me 
cuckold ? 

Ner* Ay ; but the clerk that never means to 
do it, 

Unless he live until he be a man. 

Bass. Sweet doctor, you shall be my bedfellow ; 

When I am absent, then lie with my wife. 

A7it, Sweet lady, you have given me life, and 
living ; 

For here I read for certain, that my ships 

Are safely come to road. 


Par. How now, I^orenzo ? 

My clerk hath some good comforts too for you. 

Ner. Ay, and I’ll give them him without a fee. — 
There do I give to you, and Jessica, 

From the rich Jew, a special deed of gift, 

After his death, of all he tlies possess’d of. 

Lor. Fair ladies, you drop manna in the w'ay 
Of starved people. 

Par. It is almost morning, 

And yet, I am sure, you are not satisfied 
Of these events at full : liCt us go in ; 

And charge us there upon inter’gatories, 

And we will answ^er all things faithfully. [^Exeunt. 



AS YOU LIKE IT 


PERSONS REPRESENTED. 


Duke, living in exile. 

Fhederick, brother to the Duke, and Usiirper of 
his dominions. 

Amiens,! Lords attending npon the Duke in his 
Jaqufs, J banishment. 

I.F Reau, a Courtier attending upon Frederick. 
Charles, his IVrcstler. 

Oliver, ! 

Jauues, I Sons of Sir Rowland de Bois. 
Orlando, J 

Dknms, 

Touuiis'j'oNr-, a Chnvn, 


Sir Oliver Mar-text, a Vicar. 

SvLvI'us,} 

William, a country Fellow^ in love with Audrey. 
A Person repi'esenting Jfymen. 

Rosalind, Daughter to the banished Duke. 
Celia, Daughter to Frederick. 

PuEBF, a Shepherdess. 

Audrev, a country Girl. 


I.ords belonging to the two Dukes ; Pages, Forestei's, 
and other Attendants. 


The SCENE lies, first, near Oliver’s ITousc ; afterwards, partly in the Usurpers Court, and partly in 

the Forest of Arden. 


ACT I. 


SCENE l.-^An Orchard, near Oliver’s House. 

Enter Orlando and Adam. 

Orl. A s I remember, Adam, it was upon this fashion 
bequeath’d me : By will, but a poor thousand 
crowns ; and, as thou say’st, charged my brother, 
on his blessing, to breed me w ell : and there begins 
my sadness. My brother Jaques he keeps at 
school, and report speaks goldeiily of Iiis profit ; 
for my part, he keeps me rustically at home, or, to 
speak more properly, stays me here at home un- 
kept ; For call you that keeping tor a gentleman of 
Jny birth that differs not from the stalling of an ox ? 
His horses are bred better; for, besides that they 
are fair with their feeding, they are taught their 
manage, and to that end riders dearly hired : but 
I, his brother, gain nothing under him but growth ; 
for the which his animals on his dunghills are as 
much bound to him as I. Besides this nothing that 
he so plentifully gives me, the something that 
nature gave me, his countenance seems to take 
from me : he lets me feed with his hinds, bars me 
the place of a brother, and, as much as in him lies, 
mines my gentility with my education. This is it, 
Adam, that grieves me ; and die spirit of my father, 
which I think is within me, begins to mutiny 
against this servitude ; I will no longer endure it, 
though yet I know no wise remedy how to avoid it. 


Enter Oliver. 

Adam. Yonder comes my master, your brother. 

Orl. Go apart, Adam, and thou sliall hearliow' he 
will shake me up. 

on. Now, sir, what make you here ? * 

Orl. Nothing : I am not taught to make any thing. 

Oli. What mar you then, sir ? 

Orl. Marry, sir, I am helping you to mar that 
which God made, a poor unwortliy brother of yours, 
with idleness, 

OU. Marry, sir, be better employ’d, and be naught 
awhile. 

Orl. Shall 1 keep your hogs, and eat husks with 
them ? What prodigal portion have I spent, that I 
should come to such penury ? 

on. Know you where you arc, sii^? 

Orl. O, sir, very well : here in your orchard. 

on. Know you before whom, sir? 

Orl. Ay, better than he I am before knows me, 
I know, you are my eldest brother; and, in the 
gentle condition of blood, you should so know me : 
The courtesy of nations allows you my better, in 
that you arc the first-born ; but the same tradition 
takes not away my blood, were there twenty 
brothers betwixt us : I have as much of my father 
I in me, as you ; albeit, I confess, your coining 
before me is nearer to his reverence. 

1 What do you here? 

' O 
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on. Wiiat, boy ! 

Orl Come, come, elder brothe**, you are too 
young in this. 

Olu Wilt tliou lay hands on me, villain ? 

Orl. I am no villain I am the youngest son 
of sir llowland de Bois ; he was rny father, and he 
is thrice a villain, that says, such a father begot 
villains; Wert thou not my brother, I would not 
take this hand from thy throat, till this other had 
pulled out thy tongue for saying so; thou hast 
railed on thyself. 

Adam. Sweet masters, be patient; for your 
father’s remembrance, be at accord. 

Oli. Let me go, I say. 

Orl. I will not, till J please : you shall hear me. 
My father charged you in his will to give me good 
education: you have trained rnc like a peasant, 
obscuring and hiding from me all gentleman-like 
qualities ; the spirit of my father grows strong in 
me, and 1 will no longer endure it ; therefore 
allow me such exercises as may become a gentle- 
man, or give me the poor allottery my father left 
me by testament ; witii that 1 will go buy my for- 
tunes. 

Oli. And wliat wilt thou do? beg, when that is 
spent ? Well, sir, get you in : I will not long be 
troubled with you : you shall have some part of 
your will : I pray you, leave me. 

Orl. I will no further orteiul you than becomes 
me for my good. 

Oil, Get you with him, you old dog. 

Adam. Is old dog lu) reward ? most true, I have 
lost my teeth in your service. — God be with my 
old master ! he would not have spoke such a word. 

[Jixcunt Orlando and Adam. 

Oli. Is it even so? begin you to grow upon me? 

I will physick your rankness, ‘and yet give no thou- 
sand crowns neither, llola, Dennis ! 

£nter Dennis. 

Den. Calls your worship ? 

Oli. Was not Charles, the duke’s wrestler, here, 
to speak with me ? 

Den. So please you, he is here at the door, and 
importunes access to you. j 

Oli, Call him in. [Exit Dennis.] — ’Twill be a 
good way ; and to-morrow the wrestling is. 

Enter Charles. 

Cka. Good morrow to your worship. 

Oli. Good monsieur Charles ! — what’s the new 
new^s at the new court ? 

Cha. There’s no news at the court, sir, but the 
old news : that is, the old duke is banished by his 
younger brother the new duke ; and three or four 
loving lords have put themselves into voluntary 
exile with him, whose lands and revenues enrich 
the new duke ; therefore he gives them good leave 
to wander. 

Oli, Can you tell, if Kosalind, the duke’s 
daughter, be banished with her father ? 

Cha, O, no ; for the duke’s daughter, her cousin, 
so loves her, — being ever from their cradles bred 
together, — that she would have followed her exile, 
or have died to stay behind her. She is at the 
court) and no less beloved of her uncle than his 
own daughter ; and never two ladies loved as they do. 

Ofi. Where will the old duke live ? 

3 Villain is used in a double sense ; by Oliver for a worth- 
less fellow, and by Orlando for a man of base extraction. 
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Cha, They say he fe already in the forest of 
Arden, and a many merry men with him ; and 
there they' live like the old Robin Hood of Kng- 
land : tbey say, many young gentlemen flock to 
him every day ; and fleet the time carelessly, as tlu‘y 
did in the golden world. 

Oh. Wliat, you wrestle to-morrow before the now 
duke ? 

Cha. Marry, do I, sir; and I came to acquaint 
you with a matter. I am given, sir, secretly to un- 
derstand, that your younger brother, Orlando, hatli 
a disposition to come in disguis’d against me to try 
a fall : To-morrow, sir, I wrestle for rny credit ; 
and he that escajies me without some broken liniJ>, 
shall acquit him w'ell. Your brother is but young, 
and tender; and, for your love, I w'ould be loath to 
foil him, as I must, for my ow^n honour, if he come 
in. therefore, out of my love to you, I came hither 
to acquaint you withal ; that either you might stay 
him from his intendment, or brook such disgrace 
well as he shall run into , in that it is a thing of his 
own search, and altogether against my will. 

Oli. Charles, 1 tlmnk thee for tliy love to tm*, 
which thou shalt find I will most kindly requite. 1 
liad myself notice of my brother’s purpose herein, 
and have by underhand means laboured to dissuade 
him from it ; hut he is resolute. Til tell thee, 
Cliarles, — it is the stubbornest young fellow^ of 
France; full of ambition, an envious emulator of 
every man’s good parts, a secret and villainous 
contriver against me his natural brother ; therefore 
use thy discretion ; 1 had as lief thou didst break 
his neck as his finger. And thou wert best look 
to’t ; for if thou dost him any sliglit disgrace, or if 
he do not mightily grace Iiimsc'lf on thee, he will 
imictise against tliee bj< poison, entrap thee by some 
treacherous device, and never leave thee till he hath 
ta’en thy life by some indirect means or other ; for, 

1 assure thee, and almost with tears I speak it, there 
is not one so young and so villainous this day living, 

1 speak but brotherly of him ; but should I anatomize 
him to thee as he is, I must blush and weep, and 
thou must look pale and wonder. 

Cha. 1 am heartily glad, I came hither to you : 
If he come to-inorrow% Til give him his payment : 
If ever he go alone again. I’ll never wrestle for 
prize more : And so, heaven keep your worship ! 

Oli. Farewell, good Charles, — Now will I stir 
this gamester 3 : 1 hope I shall see an end of him ; 
for my soul, yet 1 know not why, hates nothing 
more tlian he. Yet he’s gentle ; never school’d, 
and yet learned ; full of noble device ; of all sorts ^ 
enchantingly beloved ; and, indeed, so much in the 
heart of the world, and especially of my own people, 
who best know him, that I am altogether misprised : 
but it shall not be so long ; this wrestler shall clear 
all ; nothing remains, but tliat I kindle the boy 
diither, which now I’ll go about. [Exit. 

SCENE II. — A Lawn before the Duke’s Palace. 

Enter Rosalind and Celia. 

Cel. I pray thee, Rosalind, sweet my coz, be merry. 

lios. Dear Celia, I show more mirth than I am 
mistress of; and w^ould you yet I were merrier?.. 
Unless you could teach me to forget a banished 
father, you must not learn me how to remember 
any extraordinary pleasure, 

3 Froheksome fellow. '• Of all ranks 
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CeU Herein, I see, tJiou lovest me not with the 
full weight that 1 love tliee ; if my uncle, thy ba- 
in'j^hed father, liad hanislicd thy uncle, the duke my 
father, so thou hadst been still witli me, 1 could 
liave taught my love to take thy father for mine ; 
so wouldst thou, if the truth of thy love to me were 
so righteously tempered as mine is to thee. 

Ros. Well, I will forget the condition of my 
estate, to rejoice in yours. 

CcL You know, my father hath no child but I, 
nor none is like to have ; and, truly, when he dies, 
thou shalt be his heir: for what he hath taken away 
from thy hither perforce, I will render thee again 
in aflection ; l>y mine honour, I will ; and when 1 
break that oath, let me turn monster ; therefore, my 
sweet Rose, my dear Rose, be merry. 

Ros. From henceforth I will, coz, and devise 
sports ; let me see ; What think you of falling in love? 

CcL Marry, 1 pr’ytliee, do, to make sjmit witb^’’ . 
but love no man in good earnest; nor no fiirtlicr in 
sport neither, than with safety of a pure blush thou 
may’st in honour come off again. 

Ron. What shall be our sport then ? 

Cel. Let us sit and mock the good housewife. 
Fortune, from her wheel, tliat her gifts may hence- 
forth be bestowed equally. 

Ros. I would, we could do so ; for her benefits 
are mightily misplaced ; and the bountiful blind 
woman doth most mistake in her gifts to women. 

Ccl. ’Tis true : for those, that she makes fair, she 
scarce makes honest; and those, that she makes 
honest, she makes very ill -favour'd ly. 

Nay, now thou gocst from fortune’s office 
to nature’s : fortune reigns in gifts of the world, not 
in the lineaments of nature. 

Enter Touchstone. 

Ccl. No? When nature hath made a fair creature, 
may she not by fortune fall into the fire? — Though 
nature hath given us wit to flout at fortune, hath not 
fortune sent in this fool to cut oil' the argument ? 

Ros. Indeed, there is fortune too hard for nature; 
when fortune makes nature’s natural the cutter off 
of nature’s wdt. 

Cel. Peradventure, tliis is not fortune’s work 
neither, but nature’s; who perceiving our natural 
wits too dull to reason of such goddesses, hath sent 
this natural for our whetstone : for alw'ays the dul- 
ness of the fool is the whetstone of his wuts, — How 
iK)w% wit? whither w'ander you? 

Touch. Mistress, you must come away to your 
father. ^ 

Cel, Were you made the messenger ? 

Touch, No, by mine honour ; but I was bid to 
come for you. 

Ros, Where learned you that oath, fool ? 

Touch. Of a certain kif ght, that swore by his 
honour they were good pancakes, and sw'orc by his 
honour the mustard was naught : now, I’ll stand to 
it, the pancakes were naught, and the mustard was 
good ; and yet was not tiie knight forsworn. 

Cd. Haw prove you tliat, in the great heap of 
your, knowledge ? 

Ros. Ay, marry ; now unmuzzle your wisdom. 

Touch. Stand you botli forth now ; stroke your 
chins, and swear by your beards that I am a knave. 

Ccl. By our beards, if we had them, thou art. 

Touch, By my knavery, if I had it, then I were : 
hut if joii swear by that that is not, you are not 
forsworn : no more w'as this knight, sweaiing by his 
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honour, for he never had any ; or if he had, he had 
sworn it away, before ever he saw those pancakes 
or tliat mustard. 

Cel, Pr’ythee, who is*t tliat thou mcan’st? 

Touch. One that old Frederick, your father loves. 
.'el. My father’s love is enough to honour him. 
Enough ! speak no more of him ; you’ll he wliijip’d 
for taxation one of these days. 

Touch. The more pity, that fools may not speak 
wisely, what wise men do foolishly, 

Cd. By my troth, thou say’st true : for binco the 
little wit, that fools have, was silenced, the little 
foolery, that w^ise men have, makes. a great show. 
Here comes monsieur Le Beau. 

Enter Le Beau. 

Ros. With his mouth full of news, 

Cd. Which he will put on us, as pigeons feed 
tlicir young. 

Ros. Then shall w e be ncws-cramm’d. 

Cel. All the better; we shall be the more mar- 
ketable. Ron jour, monsit'ur Le Beau : What’s the 
news? 

Lc Beau. Fair princess, you have lost much good 
spoit. 

Cd. Sport? Of what colour ? 

Le Beau. Wliat colo?;r, madam ? How shall I 
answer you ? 

Ros. As wit and fortune will. 

Touch. Or as the destinies decree. ’ 

Cd. Well said ; that was laid on with a trowel. 
I,c Reau. Y^ou amaze me, ladies ; I w'ould have 
told you of good wrestling, w hich you have lost tlic 
sight of. 

Ros. Yet tell us the manner of the wrestling. 

Le Beau. I will tell you the beginning, and, if it 
please your ladyships, you may see the end ; for the 
best is yet to do ; and here, where you arc, they are 
coming to perform it. 

Cd. Well, — the beginning, that is dead and 
buried. 

Lc Beau. There comes an old man, and Ills tlirce 
sons, — — 

Cel. I could match this beginning w ith an old tale. 
Lc Beau. Tlircc proper young men, of excellent 

growth and presence ; 

Ros. With bills on their necks, — Be U known 

unto all men In/ these /rresenls, 

Le Beau, 'i'he eldest of the three w iestled with 
Charles, tlio duke’s WTestler; which Charles in a 
moment thiew him, and broke three of his ribs, that 
there is little hope of life in him : so he served the 
second, and so the third : Yonder tliey lie ; the poor 
old man, their father, making such pitiful dole over 
them, that all tlie beholders take his part with 
weeping, 

Ros. Alas ! 

Touch. But what is the sport, monsieur, that the 
ladies have lost ? 

I.e Beau. Why, this that I speak of. 

Touch, Thus men may grow wiser every day ! it 
is the first time that I ever heard, breaking of ribs 
was sport for ladies. 

Cel, Or I, I promise thee. 

Ros. But is there any else longs to see this broken 
musick in his sides ? is there yet another dotes upon 
rib-breaking? — Shall we see this wrestling, cousin ? 
Le Beau, You must, if you stay here . for here is 

Satire. 

O 
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the place appointed for the wrestling, and they are 
ready to perform it. 

CcU Yonder, sure, they are coming : Let us now 
stay and see it. 

Flourish, Enter Duke Frederick, Lords, Or- 
lando, Charles, and Attendants. 

Duke F. Come on ; since the youth will not be 
entreated, his own peril on his forwardness. 

Ros, Is yonder the man ? 

Le Beau, Even he, madam. 

Cel, Alas, he is too young: yet he looks suc- 
cessfully. 

Duke F, How now, daughter, and cousin ? are 
you crept hither to see the wrestling. 

Ros. Ay, my liege ! so please you give us leave. 

Duke F, You will take little delight in it, I can 
tell you, there is sucli odds in the men ; In pity of 
the challenger’s youth, I would fain dissuade him, 
but he will not be entreated : Speak to him, ladies; 
sec if you can move him. 

Cel, Call him hitlier, good monsieur Le Beau. 

Duke F, Do SO: I’ll not be by. [DuKEgoc^Ajoarf. 

I,€ Beau, Monsieur the challenger, the princesses 
call for you. 

Orl. I attend them, with all respect and duty. 

Ros. Young man, have you challenged Charles 
the wrestler ? 

OrL No, fair princess ; he is the general chal- 
lenger : I come but in, as others do, to try with him 
the strength of my youth. 

Cel. Young gentleman, your spirits are too bold 
for your years ; You have seen cruel proof of this 
man’s strength ; if you saw yourself with your eyes, 
or knew yourself with your judgment, the fear of 
your adventure would counsel you to a more equal 
enterprise. We pray you, for your own sake, to 
embrace your own safety, and give over this attempt. 

Ros, Do, young sir ; your reputation shall not 
therefore be misprised ; we will make it our suit to 
the duke, that the wrestling might not go forward. 

Orl, I beseech you, punish me not with your 
hard thoughts ; wherein I confess me much guilty, 
to deny so fair and excellent ladies any thing. But 
let your fair eyes, and gentle wishes, go with me to 
niy trial : wherein if i be foiled, there is but one 
shamed that was never gracious ; if killed, but one ' 
dead that is willing to be so : I shall do my friends 
no wrong, for I have none to lament me ; the world 
no injury, for in it I have nothing ; only in the 
world I fill up a place, wliich may be better sup- 
plied when I have made it empty. 

Ros, The little strength that I have, I would it 
were with you. 

Cel. And mine, to eke out hers. 

Ros, Fare you well. Pray heaven, I be deceived 
in you ! 

Cel, Your lieart’s desires be witli you. 

Cha, Come, where is this young gallant, that is 
so desirous to lie with his mother earth ? 

Orl, Ready, sir. 

Duke F, You shall try but one fall. 

Cha, No, I warrant your grace ; you shall not 
entreat him to a second, that have so mightily per- 
suaded him from a first. 

Orl, You mean to mock me after ; you should 
not have mocked me before but come your ways. 

Ros, Now, Hercules be thy speed, young man ! 

Cel, I would I w'ere invisible, to catch the strong 
fellow by the leg. [Charles and Orlando wrestle. 
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Ros, O excellent young man ! 

Cel, If I had a thunderbolt in mine eye, I can tell 
who should down. [Charles is thrown. Shout, 
Duke F, No more, no more. 

Orl, Yes, I beseech your grace; I am not yet 
well breathed. 

I DuJee F, I low dost thou, Charles? 

Le Beau, He cannot speak, my lord. 

D%ike F. Bear him away. [Charles is borne out. 
What is thy name, young man ? 

Orl. Orlando, my liege ; the youngest son of sir 
Rowland de Bois. 

Duke F, I would thou hadst been son to some 
man else. 

The world esteem’d thy father honourable, 

But I did find him still mine enemy : 

Thou shouldst have belter pleas’d me with this deed, 
Hadst thou descended from another house. 

But fare thee well ; thou art a gallant youth ; 

I would thou hadst told me of another father. 

{Exeunt Duke Fred. Train, and Le Bfai'. 
Cel. Were I my father, coz, would I do this? 
Orl. I am more proud to be sir Howland’s son, 
His youngest son ; — and would not change that 
calling, 

To be adopted heir to Frederick. 

Ros. My father lov’d sir Rowland as his soul. 
And all tlie world was of my father’s mind : 

Had I before known this young man his son, 

I should have given him tears unto entreaties. 

Ere he should thus have ventur’d. 

Cel. Gentle cousin, 

liCt us go thank him, and encourage him : 

My father’s rough and envious disposition 
Sticks me at heart. — Sir, you have well deserv’d . 
If you do keep your promises in love. 

But justly, as you have exceeded promise, 

Your mistress shall be bapi)y. 

Ros. Gentleman, 

[ Giving him a chain from her neck. 
W’^ear this for me ; one out of suits with fortune ; 
That could give more, but tliat her hand lacks 
means. — 

Shall we go, coz? 

Cel, Ay : — Fare you well, fair gentleman. 

Orl. Can I not say, I thank you ? My better parts 
Are all thrown down ; and that which here stands up, 
Is but a quintain^, a mere lifeless block. 

Ros. He calls us back ; My pride fell with my 
fortunes : 

I’ll ask him what he would : — Did you call, sir ? — 
Sir you have wrestled well, and overthrown 
More than your enemies. 

Cel. Will you go, coz ? 

Ros. Have with you : — Fare you well. 

[Exeunt Rosalind and Celia. 
Orl, What passion hangs these weights upon my 
tongue ? 

I cannot speak to her, yet she urg’d conference. 
Re-enter Le Beau. 

O, poor Orlando ! thou art overthrown ; 

Or Charles, or something weaker, masters thee. 

Le Beau, Good sir, I do in friendship counsel you 
To leave this place : Albeit you have deserv’d 
High commendation, true applause, and love ; 

Yet such is now the duke’s condition?. 

That he misconstrues all that you have done 

♦5 The object to dart at in martial exercises. 

7 Temper, dis{)OBition. 
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Tlie duke is lunnorous ; what he is, indeed, 

IVIore suits you to conceive, than me to speak of. 
Orl, 1 thank you, sir : and pray you, tell me 
this ; 

Wliich of the two was daughter of tlic duke, 

Tliat here was at the wrestling ? 

Le Beau. Neither Ins daughter, if we judge by 
manners ; 

But yet, indeed, the shorter is his daughter ; 

The other is daughter to tlie banish’d duke, 

And here detain’d by her usurping uncle. 

To keep his daughter company ; whose loves 
Arc dearer than the natural bond of sisters. 

But I can tell you, that of late this duke 
Hath ta’en disjilcasure ’gainst his gentle niece ; 
Grounded upon no otlier argument, 

But tliat the people praise her for lier virtues, 

And pity her for her good father’s sake : 

And, on my life, liis malice ’gainst the lady 
Will suddenly break forth. — Sir, fare you well; 
Hereafter, in a better world thaii this, 

1 shall desire more love and knowledge of you. 

Orl. 1 rest much bounden to you : fare )ou well ! 

[^Exit Le Beau. 

Thus must I fiom the smoke into the smother; 
From tyrant duke, unto a tyrant brother : — 

But heavenly liosalind ! \Exit- 

SCENE III. A Boom in the Palace. 

Enter Celia and IIosalind. 

(el. Why, cousin ; why, Rosalind ; — Cupid have 
mercy ! — Not a ord ? 

lios. Not one to throw jit a dog. 

Cel. No, thy words are too precious to be cast 
away upon curs, throw some of them at me ; come, 
lame me with retisons. 

Bos, Then there were tw'o cousins hiid up ; w'lien 
tlie one should be lamed with leasons, and the other 
mud w'itlunit iiny. 

Cel, But is all this for your father ? 

Bos. No, some of it for my father’s child : O, 
how full of briars is this working-day world ! 

Cel. They arc but burs, cousin, thrown upon thee 
in holiday foolery ; if we walk nt>t in the trodden 
paths, our very petticoats will catch them. 

Bos. I could sh.ake them off my coat; these burs 
are in my heart. 

(V;. Hem them away. 

Bos. I would try ; if I could cry hem, and have 
him. 

Cel. Come, come, wTcstle with thy alTections. 
Bos. O, they take the part of a better wrestler 
than myself. 

Cel. O, a good wish upon you ! — But, turning 
these jests out of service, let us talk in good earnest : 
Is it possible, on such a sudden, you should fall into 
W) strong a liking with old sir Rowland’s youngest 
son? 

Bos, The duke my father lov’d his father dearly. 
Cel. Doth it therefore ensue, tliat you should love 
his son dearly ? By this kitul of chase, I should hate 
him, for my father hated his father dearly; yet 
I hate not Orlando, 

Bos. No ; hate him not, for my sake. 

Cel, Why should I not ? doth he not deserve 
well ? 

Bos. Let me love him for that ; and do you love 
him, because I do : — J.,ook, here comes the duke. 
Cel, With his eyes full of anger. 


m 

Enter Duke FKEDKiacK, with Lord.s. 

Duke F. Mistress, despatch you with your safest 
haste, 

And get you from our court. 

Bos. Me, uncle? 

Duke F. You, cousin ; 

Within these ten days if that thou be’st found 
So near <iur public court as twenty miles. 

Thou diest for it. 

Bos. I do beseech your grace, 

Let me the knowledge of my fault bear with me : 

If witli myself I hold intelligence, 

Or have acquaintance with mine own desires ; 

If that I do not dream, or be not frantick, 

(As I do trust 1 am not,) then, dear uncle. 

Never, so much as in a thought unborn. 

Did 1 otlend your highness. 

Duke F. Thus do all traitors; 

If their purgation did consist in words, 
liiey are as innocent as grace itself ; — 

Let it suffice thee, that I trust thee not. 

Bos. Yet your mistrust cannot make me a traitor : 
Tell me whereon the likelihood depends. 

Duke 1'. Thou art thy father’s daughter, there’s 
enough. 

Bos. So was I, when your highness took his 
dukedom ; 

So was I when your highness banish’d him ; 

'1 reason is not inherited my lord ; 

Or, if we did derive it from our friends, 

W’hat’s that to me ? my father w as no traitor : 

Then, good my liege, mistake me not so much, 

To think my poverty is treacherous. 

Cel. Dear sovereign, hear mi‘ speak. 

Duke F. Ay, Celia ; we stay’d her for your sake. 
Else had she w ith her father rang’d along. 

Cel. 1 did not then entreat to have her stay, 

It was your pleasure, and your own remorse^: 

I w’as too young that time to value her, 

But now 1 know' her : if she be a traitor. 

Why so am I ; we still have slept togi'ther. 

Rose at an insUint, learn ’d, play’d, eat together ; 

And wheresoe’er w'c went, like Juno’s swans, 

Still we w’ent coupled, and inseparable. 

DuJie F. She is too subtle for thee ; and her 
smoothness. 

Her very silence, and her patience. 

Speak to the people, and they pity her. 

Thou art a fool ; she robs thee of thy name ; 

And thou wilt show more bright, and seem more 
virtuous. 

When she is gone : then open not thy lips ; 

Firm and irrevocable is my doom 

Which I have pass’d upon her ; she is banish’d. 

Cel. Pronounce that sentence then on me, my 
liege ; 

I cannot live out of her company. 

Duke F. You are a fool : — You, niece, provide » 
yourself ; 

If you out-stay the time, upon mine honour, 

And in the greatness of my w ord, you die. 

[Exeunt Duke Frederick and Lords, 
Cel, O my poor Rosalind ! w hither w ilt thou go i 
Wilt thou change fathers? I wdll give thee mine. 

1 charge thee, be not thou more griev’d than I am. 
Itos. I have more cause. 

Cel. Thou hast not, cousin ; 

Pr’ythee, be cheerful ; know’st thou not, the duke 
Hath banish’d me his daughter ? 

p Compassion. 

O .‘5 
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Ros. That he hatli not. 

Cel. No ? hath not ? Rosalind lacks tlicn the love 
Which tcaclieth thee that thou and I am one : 

Shall wc be sunder’d ? shall we part, sweet girl ? 
No ; let my father seek another heir. 

Therefore devise with me, how we may fly, 
Whither to go, and what to bear with us : 

And do not seek to take your change upon you, 

To bear your griefs yourself, and leave me tmt ; 
For, by this heaven, now at our sorrows pale. 

Say what thou canst. I’ll go along with thee. 

Ros. Why, whither shall w'e go ? 

Cel. To seek my uncle in the forest of Arden. 
Ros. Alas, what danger will it be to us. 

Maids as we are, to travel forth so far ? 

Beauty provoketh thieves sooner than gold. 

Cel. I’ll put myself in poor and mean attire. 

And with a kind of umber 9 smirch my face ; 

The like do you ; so shall we pass along. 

And never stir assailants. 

Ros. Were it not better. 

Because that I am more than common tall, 
lliat I did suit me all points like a man ? 


A gallant curtle-ax® upon my thigh, 

A boar spear in my hand ; and (in my heait 
Lie there what hidden woman’s fear there will,) 
We’ll have a swashing’’ and a martial outside ; 

As many other mannish cowards have, 

That ch) outface it witli their semblances. 

Cel. What shall I call thee, when thou art a man ? 
Ros. I’ll have no worse a name than Jove’s own 
page. 

And therefore look you call me, Ganymede. 

But what will you be call’d? 

Cel. Something that hath a reference to my state ; 
No longer Celia, but Aliena. 

Ros. But, cousin, what if we assay’d to steal 
The clownish fool out of your father’s court ? 
Would he not be a comfort to our travel ? 

Cel. lie’ll go along o’er the wide world witli me ; 
Leave me alone to woo him : Let’s away, 

Anil get our jewels and our wealth together ; 
Devise the fittest time, and safest way 
To hide us from pursuit that will be made 
After my flight : Now go we in consent 
To liberty, and not to banishment. \^Exeinit. 


ACT IL 


SCENE 1. — The I'oiesl ry* Arden. 

Enter Duke Senior^ Amiens, and other Lords, m 
the dress if Fo7'estcrs. 

Duke S. Now, my co-mates, and brothers in exile? 
Hath not old custom intide this life more sweet 
Than that of painted pomp ? Arc not these woods 
More free from peril than the envious court ? 

Here feel we but the penalty of Adam, 

The seasons* difTorence ; as, the icy fang, 

And churlish chiding of the winter’s wind ; 

Which when it bites and blows upon my body, 
Even till I shrink with cold, I smile, and say, - 
This is no flattery ; these are counsellors 
I'hat feelingly persuade me what I am. 

^ Sw eet are the uses of adversity ; 
p WMcliTulie thb toadj ugly and venomous, 

* Wears yet a precious jewel in Iiis licad ; 

(And this our life, exempt from public haunt, 

;Finds tongues in trees, books in the running brooks, 
j vJSermons in stones, and good in every thing. 

* Ami. I would not change it : Happy is your grace, 
That can translate the stubbornness of fortune 
Into so quiet and so sweet a style. 

Duke S. Come, shall we go and kill us venison ? 
And yet it irks me, the poor dappled fools, — 
Being native burghers of this desert city, — 

Sliould in their own confines, with forked heads * 
Have their round haunches gor’d. 

1 Lord. Indeed, my lord, 

The melancholy Jaques grieves at that ; 

And, in that kind, swears you do more usurp 
TJian doth your brother that hath banish’d you. 
To-day, my lord of Amiens, and myself, 

Did steal behind him, as he lay along 
Under an oak, whose antique root peeps out 
Upon the brook that brawls along this w ood ; 

To the which place a poor sequester’d stag. 

That from the hunter’s aim had ta’en a hurt, 

® A dusky, yellow.coloured earth. ‘ Barbed arrows. 


Did come to languish ; and, indeed, my loid, 

The wretched animal heav’d forth such groans, 
That their discharge did stretch liis leathern ciiat 
Almost to bursting; and the big round tears 
Cours’d one another down his innocent nose 
In piteous chase : and thus the hairy fool, 

Much marked of tlie melancholy Jaques, 

Stood on the extremest verge of the swift brook, 
Augmenting it with tears. 

Duh’' S. But what said Jaqucs ? 

Did he not moralize this spectacle ? 

1 Lord. O, yes, into a thousand similes. 

First, for his weeping in the needless stream ; 

I ]*<)or decTf quotJi he, thou mak'st a testament 
As worldlmgs do, giving thy sum of more 
To that which had too much : Then, being alone, 
I.eft and abandon’d of his velvet friends ; 

’Tts right, quoth he; thus misery doth part 
The Jlux of company : Anon, a careless herd. 

Full of the pasture, jumps along by him, 

And never stays to greet him ; Ay, quoth Jaquc.s, 
Sweep on, you fat and greasy citizens ; 

* Tisjust the fashion : Wherefore do you look 
Upon that poor and broken bankrupt there ? 

Thus most invectively he pierceth through 
The body of the country, city, court. 

Yea, and of this our life : swearing, that we 
Are mere usurpers, tyrants, and what’s worse 
To fright the animals, and to kill them up. 

In their assign’d and native dwelling-place. 

Duke S. And did you leave him in this cuiitein- 
plation ? 

2 Lord. We did, my lord, weeping and comment- 

ing 

Upon the sobbing deer. 

Duke S. Show me the place ; 

1 love to cope’* him in these sullen fits. 

For then he’s full of matter. 

2 Lord. I’ll bring you to him straight. [Ejcunt. 

" CutUss. 3 Swaggcrnig. < Encounter. 
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SCHiNS H. Room in the. Palace, 

Enter Duke Fkederick, Lords, and jdUendants* 

Duke F, Can it be possible, that no man saw them ? 
It cannot be : some villains of my court 
Are of consent and suflerance in this. 

1 J,ord, I cannot hear of any that did see her. 
The ladies, her attendants of her chamber. 

Saw her a-bed ; and, in the morning early, 

They found the l)ed nntreasur’d of their mistress. 

2 Ijord. My lord, theroynisir’clow'n,atwhomsooft 
Vour grace was wont to laugh, is also missing 
Hesperia, the princess’ gentlewoman, 

Confesses, that she secretly o’erheard 

Your (laughter and her cousin much commend 

The ])arts and graces of the wrestler 

That did but lately foil the sinewy Charles ; 

And she believes, wherever they are gone, 

That youth is surely in their company. 

JJide F. Send to his brother ; fetch that gallant 
hither ; 

If he be absent, bring his brother to me. 

I'll make him find him ; do this suddenly ; 

And let not search and inquisition quaiC* 

To bring again these foolish runaways, [^Exeunt, 

SCEN E HI. — RtJ'ore Olivei’s House, 

Enter Orlando mid Adam, meet ins,. 

Oil, Wlio’s there ? 

Adam, What ! my young master ? — O, my gentle 
master, 

O, my sweet master, O you memory? 

Of old sir Rowland ! why, what make you here? 
Why are you virtuous? Why do jieople love you? 
And wherefore are you gentle, strong, and valiant? 
Why should you be so foiuH to overcome 
The bony pri/.er of the humorous duk(‘ ? 

Your jiraise is come too swiftly home before you. 
Know you not, master, to some kind of men 
Tiieir graces serve them but as enemies? 

No more do yours ; your virtues, gentle master, 

Are sanctiHed and holy traitors to you. 

O, W'liat a world is tins, when wdiat is C(nudly 
Envenoms him tJiat bears it ? 

Orl. Why, what’s the matter? 

Adam, O unhappy youth, 

(’ome not within these doors; within this roof 
'I'he enemy of all your graces lives ; 

Your brother — (no, no brother ; yet the son — 

Yet not the son ; — I will not call him son — 

Of him I was about to call his father,) — 

Hath heard your praises ; and this night he means 
To burn the lodging where you use to lie. 

And you within it : if he fail of tliat, 

He will have other means to cut you oflT; 

I overheard him, and his practices. 

This is no place, this house is but a butchery ; 
Abhor it, fear it, do not enter it. 

Orl. Why,wdiither, Adam,wouldstthoiihaveinego? 
Adam, No matter whither, so you come not here. 
Orl, What, wouldst thou have me go and beg my 
food? 

Dr, with a base and boisterous sword, enforce 
A thievish living on the common road ? 

This I must do, or know not what to do : 

Yet this I will not do, do how I can ; 

^ Scurvy. * Sink into dcMcction. I 

^ Memorial. Incon-sulciale. 
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I rather will subj<5ct me to the malice 
Of a diverted blood®, and bloody brother. 

Adam, But do not so : 1 have five hundred ciX}Wiis 
The thrifty hire I sav’d under your father, 

Which I did store, to be my foster-nurse. 

When service should in my old limbs lie lame. 

And unregarded age in corners thrown : 

Take that: and He that doth the ravens feed, 

Y’^ea, providently caters for the sparrow^ 

Be comfort to my age ! Here is the gold ; 

All this I give you : Let me be your servant ; 
Though I look old, yet I am strong and lusty : 

For in my youth I never did apply 
Hot and rebellious liquors in my blood ; 

Therefore my age is as a lusty winter, 

Fro.sty, but kindly : let me go with you ; 

I’ll do the service of a younger man 
111 all your business and necessities. 

Orl, O good old man ; how w'ell in thee appears 
TIic constant service of the antique woihl, 

When service sweat for duty, not for meed ! 

Thou art not for the fashion of these times. 

Where none will sweat, but for promotion ; 

And having that, do choke their service up 
Even with the having; it is not so with thee. 

But, poor old man, thou prun’st a rotten tree, 

That cannot so much as a blossom yield. 

In lieu of all thy pains and husbandry : 

But come thy ways, wee’ll go along together; 

And ere wc have thy youthful wages spent, 

We’ll light u])on some settled low content. 

Adam, IVl aster, go on ; and I wall follow thee. 
To the last gasp, with truth and loyalty. — 

From seventeen years till now almost fourscore 
Here lived 1, hut now live here no more. 

At seventeen years many their fortunes seek ; 

But at fourscore, it is too late a week : 

Yet fortune cannot recompense me better, 
Tliaiitodie well, and notmy master’s debtor. [^Exeunt, 

SCENE W.-^-Thc Fored of Arden. 

Enter Rosaijnd in Boy s clothes^ Cklia drest like 
a Slicphcrdesst and Touchstone. 
lios. O Jupiter ! how weary are my spirits ! 
Touch, I care not for my spirits, if my legs were 
not weary. 

Ros, I could find in my heart to disgrace my 
man’s ajjparel, and to cry like a woman : but I must 
comfort the w^eaker vessel, as doublet and hose ought 
to show itself courageous to petticoat ; therefore, 
courage, good Aliena. 

Cel, I pray you, bear with me; I can go no furtlier. 
Touch. For my part, I had rather bear with you, 
than bear you ; yet I should bear no cross ', if I did 
bear you ; for, I think, you have no money in your 
purse. 

Ros. Well, this is the forest of Arden. 

Touch. Ay, now am I in Arden ; the more fool 
I ; when I was at home, I was in a better place ; 
but travellers must be content. 

Ros, Ay, be so, good Touchstone; — Look you, 
who comes here; a young man and an old, in 
solemn talk. 

Enter Corin and Sxlvius. 

Cor, That is the way to make her scorn you still. 
Sil, O Corin, that thou knew’st how I do love her ! 

Blood turned from ite natural course. 

* A piece of monev stamped with a cross. 

O 4 
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Cor* I partly guess ; for I have lov’d ere now. 
SU, No, Corin, being old thou canst not guess ; 
Though in thy youth thou wast as true a lover 
As ever sigh’d upon a midnight pillow : 

But if thy love were ever like to mine, 

(As sure I think did never man love so,) 

How many actions most ridiculous 
Hast thou been drawn to by thy fantasy ? 

Cor* Into a thousand that I have forgotten. 

SU* O, thou didst then ne’er love so heartily : 

If thou remembcr’st not the slightest folly 
That ever love did make tliee run into, 

Thou hast not lov’d ; 

Or if tliou hast not sat as I do now. 

Wearying thy hearer in thy mistress’ praise, 

Thou hast not lov’d ; 

Or if thou hast not broke from company. 

Abruptly, as my passion now makes me. 

Thou hast not lov’d; O Phebc, Phebe, Phebe ! 

\^Exit SlLVIlJS. 

Ros* Alas, poor shepherd • searching of thy wound, 
I have by hard adventure found my own. 

Touch* And I mine : We, that are true lovers, run 
into strange capers ; but as all is mortal in nature, 
so is all nature in love mortal in folly. 

Ros* Thou spcak’st wiser than thou art ’ware of. 
Touch* Nay, I shall ne’er be ’ware of mine own 
wit, till I break my shins against it. 

Ros* Jove ! Jove ! this shepherd’s passion 
Is much upon iny fashion. 

Touch, And mine ; but it grows something stale 
with me. 

Cel, I pray you, one of you question yond man. 
If he for gold will give us any food j 
I faint almost to death. 

Touch* Holla ; you, clown ! 

Ros* Peace, fool, he’s not thy kinsman. 

Cor* Who calls ? 

Touch. Your betters, sir. 

Cor, Else are they very wretched. 

Ros* Peace, I say ; — 

Good even to you, friend. 

Cor* And to you gentle sir, and to you all. 

Ros, I pr’ytliee, shepherd, if that love, or gold. 
Can in this desert place buy entertainment, 

Bring us where we may rest ourselves, and feed ; 
Here’s a young maid with travail much oppress’d, 
And faints for succour. 

Cor. Fair sir, I pity her, 

And wish for her sake, more than for mine own, 
My fortunes were more able to relieve her ; 

But I am shepherd to another man. 

And do not shear the fleeces that I graze ; 

My master is of churlish disposition. 

And little recks ^ to find the way to heaven 
By doing deeds of hospitality : 

Besides, his cote, his flocks, and bounds of feed. 
Are now on sale, and at our sheepcote now, 

By reason of his absence, there is nothing 
That you will feed on ; but what is, come see, 

And in my voice most welcome shall you be. 

Ros, What is hethatsliall buy his flock and pasture? 
Cor, That young swain that you saw here but 
erewbile, 

Hiat little cares for buying any thing. 

Ros, 1 pray thee, if it stand with honesty, 

Buy thou the cottage, pasture, and the flock, 

And thou shalt have to pay for it of us. 

* Cares. 
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Cel* And we will mend thy wages: I like this place, 
And willingly could waste my time in it. 

Cor* Assuredly, the thing is to be sold j 
Go with me ; if you like upon report, 

The soil, the profit, and this kind of life, 

I will your very faithful feeder be. 

And buy it witli your gold right suddenly. {Exeunt* 

SCENE V. — The same. 

Enter Amiens, Jauues, and others* 

SONG. 

Ami. Under the greenwood tree, 

Who loves to lie with me, 

And tune his merry note. 

Unto the sweet bird's throat, 

Co7ne hither, come hither, come hither ; 

Here shall he see 
No enemy, 

Rut winter and rough weather * 

Jug. More, more, I pr’ythee, more. 

Ami. It will make you melancholy, monsieur 
Jaques. 

Jag* I thank it. More, I pr’ythce, more. I can 
suck melancholy out of a song, as a weazel sucks 
eggs : More, I pr’ythec, more. 

Ami* My voice is ragged 3 ; I know, I cannot 
please you. 

Jag. I do not desire you to please me, 1 do de- 
sire you to sing : Come, more ; another stanza : 
Call you them stanzas? 

Ami* What you will, monsieur Jacpies. 

Jag. Nay, I care not for their names ; they owe 
me nothing : Will you sing ? 

Ami. More at your request, than to please myself. 

.Tag* Well then, if ever I thank any man, I’ll 
thank you ; but that they call coiniiliment, is like 
the encounter of two dog-apes ; and when a man 
thanks me heartily, methinks, I have given him a 
penny, and he renders me the beggarly thanks. Come, 
sing ; and you that will not, hold your tongues. 

Ami* Well, I’ll end the song. — Sirs, cover the 
while ; the duke will drink under this tree : — he 
hath been all this day to look you. 

Jag. And I have been all this day to avoid him. 
He is too dispuUiblc ^ for my company : I think of 
as many matters as he ; but I give heaven thanks, 
and make no boast of them. Come, warble, come. 

SONG. 

Who doth ambition shun, [All together here. 
And loves to live i the su7i, 

Seeking the food he eats, 

And pleas'd uith what he gets, 

CoTne hither, co^me hither, come hither ; 

Here shall he see 
No enemy 

But winter and rough weather* 

Jag* I’ll give you a verse to this note, that I made 
y^terday in despite of my invention. 

Ami* And I’ll sing it. 

Jag* Thus it goes : — 

If it do come to pass, 

That any ma7t tur7i ass, 
leaving his wealth and ease, 

A stubborn will to please, 

3 Ragged and rugged had formerly the same meaning. 

* Disputatious. 
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Dvucdame., ducddme, ducddnie ; 

Here nhall he see 
Gross fools as hCf 
An if he will come to me» 

Ami. What*s that ducddme 9 

Jaq. ’Tis a Greek invocation, to call fools into a 
circle. I’ll go sleep if I can ; if I cannot, I’ll rail 
against all the first-born of Egypt. 

Ami. And I’ll go seek the duke ; his banquet is 
prepared. {^Exeunt seoerally. 

SCENE VI. — The same. 

Enter Orlando and Adam. 

Adam. Dear master, I can go no further : O, I 
(lie for food ! Here lie I down, and measure out my 
grave. Farewell, kind master. 

Orl. Why, how now, Adam ! no greater heart in 
thee ? Live a little ; comfort a little ; cheer thyself 
a little : If this uncouth forest yield any thing 
savage, I will either be food for it, or bring it for 
food to thee. Thy conceit is nearer death than thy 
powers. For my sake, be comfortable ; hold death 
awhile at the arm’s end ; I will here be with thee 
presently ; and if I bring thee not something to eat, 
I’ll give thee leave to die ; but if thou diest before 
I come, thou art a mocker of my labour. Well 
«aid • thou look’st cheerly : and I’ll be with thee 
quickly, — Yet thou best in the bleak air ; come, 1 
will bear thee to some shelter ; and tliou shalt not 
die for lack of a dinner, if tliere live any thing in 
this desert. Cheerly, good Adam ! {^Exeunt. 

SCENE VIT. — The sajne. 

A Table set out. Enter Duke Senior, Amiens, 
Lords, and others. 

Duke S. I think he be transform’d into a beast ; 
For I can no where find him like a man. 

1 Loi'd. My lord, he is but even now gone hence; 
Here was he merry, hearing of a song. 

Duke S. If he, compact of jars "’j grow musical, 

We shall have shortly discord in the spheres : 

Go, seek him ; tell him, I w ould speak with him. 

Enter Jaques, 

1 Lord. He saves my labour by his own approach. 

Duke S. Wliy, how now, monsieur ! w hat a life 
is this, 

That your poor friends must woo your company? 
What! you look merrily. 

Jaq. A fool, a fool ! I met a fool i’ the forest, 

A motley fool ; — a miserable world ! — 

As I do live by food, I met a fool ; 

Who laid him down and bask’d him in the suii, 
And rail’d on lady Fortune in good terms, 

In good set tenus, — and yet a motley fool. 

Good morrow, fool, quoth I : No, sir, quoth he, 

Ccdl me not fool, till heaven hath sent me fortune .* 
And then he drew a dial from his poke ; 

And looking on it with lack-lustre eye, 
yays, very wisely. It is ten o'clock : 

Thus may we see, quoth he, how the world wags: 

Tis but an hour ago, since it teas nine; 

And after an hour more, 'twill he eleven ; 

And so, from hour to hour, ripe and ripe. 

And ilwnfrom hour to hour, we rot and rot. 

And thereby hangs a tale. When I did hear 

^ Ma(ie up of discords. 


Tlie motley fool thus moral on the time, 

My lungs began to crow' like chanticleer. 

That fools should be so deep contemplative ; 

And I did laugh, sans intermission, 

An hour by his (lial. — O noble fool ! 

A worthy fool ! Motley’s the only wear.^ 

Duke S. What fool is this ? 

Jaq. O worthy fool ! — One that hath been a 
courtier ; 

And says, if ladies be but young, and fair. 

They have the gift to know it : and in his brain, — 

Which is as dry as the remainder bisket 

After a voyage,— he hath strange places craimn’d 

Witli observation, the which he vents 

In mangled forms ; — O, that I were a fool 1 

I am ambitious for a motley coat. 

Duke S. Thou shall have one. 

Jaq. It is my only suit ; 

Provided, that you weed your better judgments 
Of all opinion that grows rank in them, 

That I am wise. I must have liberty 
W'ithal, as large a charter as the wind, 
lb blow on whom I please ; for so fools have : 
And they that arc most galled with my folly, 

They most must laugh : And why, sir, must they so? 
The why is plain as way to parish church ; 

He, that a fool doth very wisely hit. 

Doth v€*ry foolishly, although he smart, 

Not to seem senseless of the bob : if not. 

The wise man’s folly is anatomiz’d 
Even by the squand’ring glances of the fool. 

Invest me in my motley ; give me leave 

'Jb speak my mind, anti I will through and through 

Cleanse the foul body of the infected world, 

If tl)ey will patiently receive rny medicine. 

Duke S. Fy^* on thee! I can tell what thou 
wouhVst do. 

Jaq. W’^hat, for a counter, would I do, but good 
Duke S. Most mischievous foul sin, in chiding sin : 
For thou thyself hast been a libertine. 

Jaq. W’^hy, who cries out on pride. 

That can therein tax any private party ? 

Doth it not flow as hugely as the sea, 

'1111 that the very means do ebb ? 

W'hat woman in the city do I name, 

When tliat I say. The city-woman bears 
The cost of princes on unworthy shoulders ? 

Who can come in, and say, that 1 mean her. 

When such a one as she, such is her neighbour ? 

Or what is he of basest function. 

That says, his bravery 7 is not on my cost, 
(Thinking that I mean him,) but therein suits 
His folly to the mettle of my speech ? 

There then ; How, what then ? Let me see wherein 
My tongue hath wrong’d him : if it do him right, 
Tlicn he hath wrong’d himself ; if he be free. 

Why then, my taxing like a wild goose flies. 
Unclaim’d of any man. — Put who comes here ? 

E7iter Orlando, with his sword drawn, 

Orl, Forbear, and cat no more. 

Jaq, Why, 1 have eat none yet, 

Orl, Nor shalt not, till necessity be serv’d. 

Jaq, Of what kind should this cock come of? 
Duke S, Art thou thus bolden’d, man, by thy 
» distress ; 

Or else a rude despiser of good manners. 

That in civility thou seem’st so empty ? 

® The fool was anciently dressed in a party-coloured coat. 

7 Finery. 
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Od* You touch’d my vein at first j the thorny 
point 

Of bare distress hath ta’en from me the show 
Of smooth civility : yet am I inland bred, 

And know some nurture ; But forbear, I say ; 

He dies, tliat touches any of this fruit, 

Till I and my affairs are answeretl 
Jaq, An you will not be answered with reason, 

I must die. 

Duke S* What would you have? Your gentle- 
ness shall force 

More than your force move us to gentleness. 

Orl* I almost die for food, and let me have it. 
Duke 6’. Sit down and feed, and welcome to our 
table. 

Orl, Speak you so gently? Pardon me, I pray you, 
I thought that all tilings had been savage here ; 
And therefore put I on the countenance 
Of stern commandment : But whate’er you are, 
I’iiat in this desert inaccessible, 

Under the shade of melancholy boughs, 

Lose and neglect the creeping hours of time ; 

If ever you have look’d on better days ; 

If ever been where bells have knoll’d to church ; 

If ever sat at any good man’s feast ; 

If ever from your eyelids wip’d a tear, 

And know what ’tis to pity, and be pitied ; 

Let gentleness my strong enforcement be : 

In the which hope, I blush, and hide rny sword. 

Duke S. True is it that we have seen better days , 
And Iiave with holy bell been knoll’d to church ; 
And sat at good men’s feasts ; and wip’d our eyes 
Of drops that sacred pity hath engender’d : 

And tliereforc sit you down in gentleness. 

And take upon command what help we have, 

That to your wanting may be minister’d. 

OrL Then, but forbear your food a little while, 
Whiles, like a doe, I go to find my fawn, 

And give it food. There is an old poor man, 

Who after me hath many a weary step 
Limp’d in pure love ; till he be first suffic’d, — 
Oppress’d with two weak evils, age and hunger, — 
I will not touch a bit. 

Duke S. Go find him out, 

And we will nothing waste till your return. 

Orl, I thank ye ; and Ijc bless’d for your good 
comfort ! [Exil. 

/ Duke S, Thou seest, wc arc not all alone unhappy : 

‘ This wide and universal theatre 
1 Presents more woeful pageants than the scene 
I Wherein wc play in. 

' ; Jaq. All the world’s a stage, 

L And all the men and women merely players : 

They have their exits, and their entrances ; 

, And one man in his time plays many parts, 

? His acts being seven ages. At first, the infant, 
t Mewling and puking in tlie nurse’s arms ; 

: And then, the whining school-boy, witli his satchel, 
; And shining morning face, creeping like snail 
Unwillingly to school ; And then, the lover ; 
i Sighing like furnace, with a w oeful ballad 
f Made to his mistress’ eyebrow ; Then, a soldier ; 

; Full of strange oaths, and bearded like the pard, 
Jealous in honour, sudden and quick in quarrel, 
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Seeking the bubble reputation , ] 

Even ifl the cannon’|ijaj,Qutli,r"Xnd then, the justice 
Tn' fair round belly, with good capon lin’d, ' 

With eyes severe, and beard of formal cut, 

Full of wise saws and moderns instances, 

And so he plays his part : The sixth age shifts 
Into the lean and slipper’d pantaloon ; 

With spectacles on nose, and pouch on side ; 

His youthful liose well sav’d, a world too wide 
For his shrunk shank ; and his big manly voice, 
Turning again tow^ard childish treble, pipes 
And whistles in his sound : Last scene of all 
That ends this strange eventful history, 

Is second childishness, and mere oblivion ; 

Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans every thing. 

Re-^enler Orlando, with Adam. 

Duke S. Welcome : set dow n your venerable 
burden, 

And let him feed. 

Orl. I tliank you most for him. 

Adam. So had you need j 
1 scarce can speak to thank you for myself. 

Duke S. Welcome, fall to : I will not trouble you 
I As yet, to (juestion you about your fortunes ; — 

Give us some musick ; and, good cousin, sing. 

Amiens sings. 

SONG. 

1 . 

Blowy bloWy thou winter wind^ 

Thou art nut so unkind , 

As mans ingraliludc ; 

Thy tooth is not so keen, 

Because thou art not seen, 

Although thy breath be rude. ' ' 

Heigh, ho ! sing, heigh, ho ! unto the green holly . 
Most friendship is feigning, most loving mere folly : ' 
Then, heigh, ho, the holly I 
This life IS inost jolly. 

II. 

Freeze, freeze, thou bitter sky, 

That dost not bite so nigh 
As benefits forgot : 

Though thou the waters warp, 

Thy sting is not so sharp 
AsfTicnd remember not. ' 

Heigh, ho ! sing, heigh, ho ! ^c. 

Duke S. If that you were the good sir Rowland’s 
son, — 

As you have whisper’d faithfully, you were ; 

And as mine eye doth his effigies witness 
Most truly limn’d, and living in your fiice, — 

Be truly welcome hither : I am the duke, 

That lov’d your father : The residue of your fortune, 
Go to my cave and tell me. — Good old man, 
lliou art right welcome as thy master is : 

Support him by the ann. — Give me your hand. 
And let me all your fortunes understand. [Exeunt. 

8 Trite, common. 


9 Remembering. 
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ACT III. 


SCENE I A Itoom in the Palace. 

Pater Duke Fkederick, Oliver, Lordsj and 
Attendants. 

Duke F. Not see him since ? Sir, sir, tliat cannot 
be: 

But were T not tlie better part made mercy, 

1 slioiild not seek an absent argument 

Of my revenge, tlioii present : But look to it; 

Find out thy brother, wheresoe’er he is ; 

Seek him witli candle ; bring him dead or living, 
Within this twelvemonth, or turn thou no more 
To seek a living in our territory. 

'fhy lands, and all things that thou dost call thine, 
\V\)rth seizure, do we seize into our hands ; 

Till thou canst ipiit thee by thy brother’s mouth, 

Of what we think against thee. 

Oil. O, that your highness knew my heart in this ! 
I never lov’d my brother in my life. 

Duke F. IMorc villain thou. — Well, push him 
out of doors ; 

And let my officers of such a nature 
Make an extent* upon his house and lands. 

Do tliis expediently ’, and turn him going. [Fxeu7it. 

SCENE II. — 7V<c Forest. 

Enter Orlando, with a paper. 

Orl, Hang there, my verse, in witness of my love : 
And thou, thrice- crow nod queen of night, survey 
With thy chaste eye, from thy pale sphere above, 
Thy huntress’ name, that my full life doth sw'ay. 
O Rosalind ! these trees shall be my books. 

And in their barks my thoughts I’ll character; 
That every eye, which in this foiest looks. 

Shall see thy virtue witness’d every where. 

Run, run, Orlando; carve, on every tree, 

'file fair, the chaste, and unexpressive * she. [Exit. 

Enter Con in and Touchstone. 

Cor. And how like you this shepherd’s life, 
master Touchstone ? 

Touch. Truly, shepherd, in respect of itself, it is 
a good life ; but in respect that it is a shepherd’s 
life, it is naught. In resjiect that it is solitary, I 
like it very well ; but in respect tliat it is private, 
it is a very vile life. Now in resjiect it is in the 
Helds, it pleaseth me well ; but in respect it is not 
in the court, it is tedious. As it is a spare life, look 
you, it fits my humour wxdl ; but as there is no more 
jilenty in it, it goes much against my stomach. 
Hast any philosophy in thee, shepherd? 

Cor. No more, but that I know, the more one 
sickens, the worse at ease he is ; and that lie that 
wants money, means, and content, is w ithout three 
good friends : — That the property of rain is to wet, 
and fire to burn ; Tliat good pasture makes fat 
sheep ; and that a great cause of the niglit, is lack 
of the sun : That he, that hath learned no wit by 
nature nor art, may complain of good breeding, or 
comes of a very dull kindred. 

Touch. Such a one is a natural philosopher. 
Wast ever in court, shepherd ? 

Cor. No, sir ; I am a true labourer ; I earn that 

Seizure. a Kxpediliously. 3 inexpressible 


I cat, got that 1 wear ; owe no man hate, envy no 
man’s happiness ; glad of other men’s good, content 
with my harm : and the greatest of my pride is, to 
see my ewes graze, and my lambs suck. — Here 
comes young master Ganymede, my new mistress’s 
brother. 

Enter Rosalind, reading a paper. 

Ilos. From the east to western Indf 
No Jewel is tike llosalind, 

Ifer worth, being mounted on the wind, 
Through all the world bears Rosalind 
All the pictures, fairest luid^. 

Are but black to Rosalind. 

Let no face be kept in mind, 

Rut the fair ^ of Rosalind. 

Touch. I’ll rliyme you so, eight years together ; 
dinners and suppers, and sleeping hours excepted : 
it is the right butter-woman’s rank to market. 

Ros. Out, fool ! 

Touch. For a taste : 

If a hart do lack a hind. 

Let him seek out Rosalind. 

If the cat will ajXer kind, 

So, he sure, will Rosalind. 

They that reap, must sheaf and bind; 

Then to cart with Rosalind. 

Sweetest nut hath sourest rind, 

Such a nut is Rosalind. 

This the very false gallop of verses ; Why do you 
infect yourself w itli tliein ? 

Ros. Peace, you dull fool ; I found them on a 
tree. 

Touch. Truly, the tree yields bad fruit, 

Ros. I’ll gralfit w ith you, and then I shall grafl’ 
it w'itli a medlar : tlien it will be the earliest fruit in 
the country : for you’ll be rotten e’re you be Iialf 
ripe, and that’s the right virtue of the medlar. 

Touch. You have said ; but whether wisely or no, 
let the forest judge. 

Enter Celia, reading a paper. 

Ros. Peace! 

Here comes my sister, reading ; stand aside. 

Ccl. U'hy should this desert silent be 9 
For it is unpeopled 9 No ; 

Tongues Vll hang on every tree. 

That shall civil ^ sayings show. 

Some, how brief the life of man I 
Runs his erring pilgrimage ; 

IViat the stretching of a span, 

Ruckles in his sum if age. 

Some, if violated vows 

* Twict the soids if friend and fiend ; 

Rut upon the fairest boughs 
Or at every sentence* end, 
inn I Rosalinda unite ; 

Teaching all that read, to know 
The quintessence of every sprite 
Heaven would in little show. 

Therefore heaven nature charged 
That one body should be fill'd 
With all graces wide enlarg'd : 

Nature presently distill' d 

^ Delineated. ** Complexion, beauty. Giavc, .solemn. 
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Helen $ cheek, but not her heart ; 

Cleopatra s majestp ; 

Atdantas better part ; 

Sad Lucretixis modesty • 

Thus Rosalind of many parts 
By heavenly synod was devis'd ; 

Of many faces, eyes, and hearts, 

To have the touches ^ dearest jrt'izd. 

Heaven would that she these gifts should have. 
And I to live and die her slave. 

Ros. O most gentle Jupiter ! — what tedious 
homily of love have you wearied your parishioners j 
withal, and never cry’d, Have patience, good people / 

Cel. How now ! back friends ; — Shepherd, go 
oft* a little : — Go with him, sirrali. 

Touch. Come, shepherd, let us make an honour- 
able retreat ; though not witli bag and baggage, yet 
with scrip and scrippage. 

\^Exeunt Corin and Touchstone. 

Cil. Didst thou hear these verses ? 

Ros. O yes, I heard them all, and more too ; for 
some of them had in them more feet than the verses 
would bear. 

Cel. That’s no matter ; the feet might bear the 
verses. 

Ros. Ay, but the feet were lame, and could not 
bear themselves without the verse, and therefore stood 
lamely in the verse. 

Cel. But didst thou hear, without wondering how 
thy name should be bang’d and carved upon these 
trees? 

Ros. I was seven of the nine days out of the 
wonder, before you came ; for look here what I 
found on a palm-tree : 1 was never so bc-rhymed 
since Pythagoras’ time, that I was an Irish rat, 
which I can hardly remember. 

Cel. Trow you, who hath done this? 

Ros. Is it a man? 

Cel. And a chain, that you once wore, about his 
neck : Change you colour ? 

Ros. I pr’ythee, who ? 

Cel. O lord, lord I it is a hard matter for friends 
to meet ; but mountains may be removed with earth- 
quakes, and so encounter. 

Ros. Nay, but who is it ? 

Cel. Is it possible ? 

Ros. Nay, I pray thee now, with most petitionary 
vehemence, tell me who it is. 

Cel, O wonderful, wonderful, and most wonder- 
ful wonderful, and yet again wonderful, and after 
that out of all whooping ! 

Ros. Good my complexion ! dost thou think, 
though I am caparison’d like a man, I have a doublet 
and hose in my disposition ? One inch of delay more 
is a South-sea-ofF discovery. I pr’ythec, tell me, 
who is it ? quickly, and speak apace : I would thou 
couldst stammer, that thou mightst pour this con- 
cealed man out of thy mouth, as wine comes out of 
narrow-mouth 'd bottle ; either too much at once, or 
none at all. I pr’ythee take the cork out of thy 
mouth, that I may drink thy tidings. — What man- 
ner of man ? Is his head worth a hat, or his chin 
worth a beard ? 

Cel. Nay, he hath but a little beard. 

Ros. Why, let me stay the growth of his beard, 
if thou delay me not the knowledge of his chin. 

Cel. It is young Orlando; that tripp’d up the 
wrestler’s heels, and your heiu-t, both in an instant. 

f Featurt% 
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Ro^. Nay, no mocking ; si)eak sad brow, and 
true maid.® 

Cel. I’ faith, coz, ’tis he. 

Ros. Orlando ? 

Cel. Orlando. 

Ros. Alas tlie day ! what shall I do with my 
doublet and hose ? — Wliat did he, when thou saw’st 
him ? What said he ? How look’d he? Wliercin 
went he ? What makes lie here ? Did he ask for 
me ? Where remains he ? How parted he with thee ? 
and when slialt tlioii see him again ? Answer me in 
one word. 

Cel. You must borrow me Garagantua’s ^ mouth 
first ; *tis a word too great for any mouth of this 
age’s size : I’o say, ay, and no, to these particulars, 
is more than to answer in a catechism. 

Ros. But doth he know that I am in this forest; 
and in man’s apparel ? Looks he as freshly as he did 
the day he wrestled ? 

Cel. It is as easy to count atomies % as to resolve 
the propositions of a lover : — but take a Uistc of 
my finding him, and relish it with a good observance, 
I found him under a tree, like a dropp’d acorn. 

Ros. It may well be called Jove’s tree, when it 
drops forth such fruit. 

Cel. Give me audience, good madam. 

Ros. IVoceed. 

Cel. Tliere lay he, stretch’d along like a wounded 
kniglit. 

Ros. Though it be pity to see such a sight, it 
well becomes tlie ground. 

Cel. Cry, holla ! to thy tongue, I pr’ythee ; it 
curvets very unseasonably. Tie was furnish’d like 
a hunter. 

Ros. O ominous ! he comes to kill my heart. 

Cel. I would sing my song without a burden : 
thou hring’st me out of tunc. 

Ros. Do you not know I am a woman ? when 1 
think, I must speak, Sweef, say on. 

Enter Orlando ami Jaques. 

Cel. You bring me out : — Soft ! comes he not 
here ? 

Ros. 'Tis he; slink by, and note him. 

[Cklia and Rosalind retire. 

Jaq. I thank you for your comjiany ; but, good 
faith, I had as lief have been myself alone. 

Orl. x\nd so had I ; but yet, for fashion sake, I 
thank you too for your society. 

Jaq. Peace be with you ; let’s meet as little as 
we can. 

Orl. I do desire we may be better strangers. 

Jaq. I pray you, mar no more trees with writing 
love-songs in their barks. 

Orl. I pray you, mar no more of my verses with 
reading them ill-favouredly. 

Jaq. Rosalind is your love’s name ? 

Orl. Yes, just 

Jaq. I do not like her name. 

Orl. There was no thought of pleasing you, when 
she was christen’d. 

Jaq, What stature is she of? 

Orl. Just as high as my heart. 

Jaq. You are full of pretty answers ; Have you 
not been acquainted with goldsmiths* wives, and 
t conn’d them out of rings? 

Orl. Not so; but 1 answer you right painted 

8 ^ak seriously aiul honestly, How was he dressed ? 

• The giant of Ilitbclais. » Atoms. 
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cloth \ from whence you liavc studied your ques- 
tions. 

Jnq. You have a nimble wit ; I think it was made 
of Atalanta’s heels. Will you sit down with me? 
and w'c two will rail against our mistress the world, 
and all our misery. 

()rl. I will chide no breather in the world, but 
myself; against whom I know most faults. 

Jaq* The worst fault you have, is to be in love. 

Orl. *Tis a fault I will not change for your best 
viitue. I am weary of you. 

Jcuj. By my troth, I was seeking for a fool, when I 
found you. 

Orl. He is drown*d in the brook ; look but in, 
and you shall sec him. 

Jnq. There shall I see mine own figure. 

Orl. Which I take to be cither a fool, or a 
cipher. 

Jaq. I’ll tarry no longer with you : farewell, good 
signior love. 

Otl. I am glad of your departure; adieu, good i 
monsieur melancholy. 

[Exit Jaques. — Celia and Rosalind ' 
come forward. 

Eos. I will speak to him like a saucy lacquey, 
and under that habit play the knave with him. — 
Ho you hear, forester ? 

Orl. Very well; w-hat would you? 

Eo.s. 1 pray you, what is't a clock? 

Orl. You should ask me what time o’day ; there’s 
no clock in the forest. 

Eos. Then there is no true lover in the forest ; 
else sighing every minute, and groaning every hour, 
would detect the lazy foot of time, as W'ell as a clock. 

Orl. And why not the swift foot of time ? had not 
that been as proper ? 

Eos. By no means, sir ; Time travels in divers 
paces with divers persons: I’ll tell you who time 
ambles withal, who time trots withal, who time 
gallops withal, and who he stands still withal. 

Orl. I pr’ythee, who doth he trot withal ? 

Eos. Marry, he trots hard with a young maid, 
between the contract of her marriage, and the day 
it is solemnized : if the inteiim be but a se’nnight, 
time’s pace is so hard that it seems the length of 
seven years. 

Orl. Who ambles time withal ? 

Eos. With a priest that lacks Latin, and a rich 
man that hath not the gout ; for tlie one sleeps 
easily, because he cannot study ; and the other lives 
merrily, because he feels no pain : tlie one lacking 
the burden of lean and wasteful learning ; the other 
knowing no burden of heavy tedious penury ; These 
time ambles withal. 

Orl. Who doth he gallop withal ? 

Eos. With a thief to the gallows ; for though he 
go as softly as foot can fall, he thinks himself too 
soon there. 

Orl. W’^ho stays it still withal? 

Eosk With lawyers in the vacation ; for they sleep 
between term and term, and then they perceive not 
how time moves. 

OrL Where dwell you pretty youth? 

Eos. With this shepherdess, my sister ; here in the 
skirts of the forest. 

Orl. Are you a native of this place? 

Eos. As the rabbit, that you see dwell where she 
hr kin'dl-ed. 

3 An allusiSn to the moral sentences issuing from the mouths 
or figures on oUi tapestry hangings. 
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Orl. Your accent is something finer than you 
could purchase in so removed a dwelling. ' 

Eos. I have been told so of many : but, indeed, 
an old religious uncle of mine taught me to speak, 
who was in his youth an in-land man ; one that 
knew courtship too well, for there he fell in love. I 
have heard him read many lectures against it ; and 
I thank fortune, I am not a woman, to be touch’d 
with so many giddy offences as he hath generally 
tax’d their whole sex withal. 

Orl. Can you remember any of the principal evils, 
that he laid to the charge of women ? 

Eos. There v:'cre none principal ; they w^ere all 
like one another, as half-pence are : every one fault 
seeming monstrous, till his fellow fault came to 
match it, 

Orl. I pr’ythee recount some of thorn. 

Eos. No ; I will not cast aw'ay my physick, but 
on those that are sick. There is a man haunts the 
forest, that abuses our young plants with carving 
Rosalind on their barks ; hangs odes upon liawthorns, 
and elegies on brambles ; all, forsooth, deifying the 
name of Rosalind : if I could meet that fancy- 
monger, I would give liim some good counsel, for he 
seems to have the quotidian of love upon him. 

Orl. I am he that is so love-shaked ; I pray you, 
tell me your remedy. 

Eos. There is none of my uncle’s marks upon you : 
he taught me how' to know a man in love ; in which 
cage of rushes, I am sure, you arc not prisoner. 

Orl. What were his marks ? 

Eos. A lean cheek ; which you have not : a blue 
eye, and sunken ; w hich you have not : an un- 
questionable spirit^ ; which you have not : a beard 
neglected ; which you have not : — but I pardon you 
for that; for, simply, your having-^ in beard is a 
younger brother’s revenue : — Then your hose should 
be ungarter’d, your bonnet unhanded, your sleeve 
unbuttoned, your shoe untied, and every thing about 
you demonstrating a careless desolation. But you 
are no such man ; you arc rather point-device ^ in 
your accoutrements ; as loving yourself, than seem- 
ing the lover of any other. 

Orl. Fair youth, I would I could make thee be- 
lieve I love, 

Eos* Me believe it ? you may as soon make her 
that you love believe it ; which, I warrant, she is 
apter to do, than to confess she does : that is one of 
the points in the which women still give the lie to 
their consciences. But, in good sooth, are you he 
that hangs the verses on the trees, wherein Rosalind 
is so admired? 

Orl. I swear to thee, youth, by the white hand of 
Rosalind, I am that he, that unfortunate he. 

Eos. But are you so much in love as your rhymes 
speak ? 

Orl. Neither rhyme nor reason can express how 
much. 

Eos. Love is merely a madness ; and, I tell you, 
deserves as well a dark house and a whip, as mad- 
men do : and the reason why they are not so punish- 
ed and cured, is, that the lunacy is so ordinary, that 
the whippers are in love too : Yet I profess curing 
it by counsel. 

Orl. Did you ever cure any so ? 

Eos. Yes, one ; and in this manner. He was to 
imagine me his love, his mistress; and I set him 
every day to woo me : At which time w'ould I, being 

4 A spirit averse to conversation. * Estate. 

® Over-cxact. 
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but a moonisliT youth, grieve, be efTeminatc, change- 
able, longing, and liking ; proud, fantastical, apish, 
shallow, inconstant, full of tears, full of smiles ; for 
every passion something, and for no passion truly 
any thing, as boys and women are for the most part 
cattle of this colour ; would now like him, now 
loath him ; tlien entertain him, then forswear him ; 
now weep for him, then laugh at him, that I drave 
my suitor from his mad humour of love, to a living 
humour of madness ; which was, to forswear the full 
stream of the world, and to live in a nook merely 
monastick : And thus I cured him ; and this way 
will I take upon me to wash your liver as clean as 
a sound sheep’s heart, that there shall not be one 
spot of love in’t, 

Orl* 1 would not be cured, youth. 

Bos* I would cure you, if you would but call 
me Rosalind, and come every day to my cote, and 
woo me. 

Orl* Now by the faith of my love, I will ; tell me 
where it is. 

Ros* Go with me to it, and I’ll show it you ; 
and, by the way, you shall tell me where in the 
forest you live : Will you go ? 

Orl. With all my heart, good youth. 

Bos* Nay, you must call me Rosalind : — Come, 
sister, will you go ? [^Exeunt* 

SCENE III. — The snvie* 

Enter Touchstone and Auuhey ; Jaquks at a 
distancej observing them* 

Touch. Come apace, good Audrey : T will fetch 
up your goats, Audrey: And how, Audrey? am 
1 the man yet? Doth my simple feature content you ? 

Aud* Your features ! what features ? 

Touch* I am here with thee and thy goats, as the 
most capricious poet, honest Ovid, was among Uie 
Goths. 

Jaq. O knowledge ill-inhabited ! ^ worse than 
Jove in a thatch’d bouse ! \^Aside. 

Touch. When a man’s verses cannot be under- 
stood, nor a man’s good wit seconded m ith the for- 
ward child, understanding, it strikes a man more 
dead than a great reckoning in a little room : — 
Truly, I would the gods had made thee poetical. 

And* I do not know what poetical is ; Is it honest 
in deed, and word ? Is it a true thing ? 

Touch. No, truly; for the trficst poetry is the 
most feigning ; and lovers are given to poetry ; and 
what they swear in poetry, may be said, as lovers, 
they do feign. 

Aiui* Do you wish then, that the gods had made 
me poetical ? 

Touch* I do, truly; for tliou swearest to me, 
thou art honest ; now, if thou wert a poet, I might 
have some hope thou didst feign. 

Aud* Would you not have me honest ? 

Touch* No, truly, unless thou wert hard-favour’d : 
for honesty coupled to beauty, is to have honey a 
sauce to sugar. 

Jaq* A material fool ! 9 \^A^e* 

Aud. Well, I am not fair ; and therefore I pray 
the gods make me honest I 

Touch* Truly, and to cast away honesty upon a 
foul slut^ were to put good meat into an unclean dish. 

Aud* I am not a slut, though I thank the gods 
I am foul. ^ 


Act III 

Touch* Well, praised be the gods for thy foulness! 
sluttishness may come hereafter. But l)e as it ma^ 
be, I will marry thee ; and to that end, I have been 
with sir Oliver Mar-text, the vicar of the next vil- 
lage ; who hath promised to meet me in this place 
of the forest, and to coujilc us. 

Jaq. I would fain see this meeting. [Aside. 

Aud* Well, the gods give us joy ! 

Touch* Amen. A man in.*iy, if he were of a fear- 
ful heart, stagger in this attempt ; for here we liave 
no temple but the wood, no assembly but horn- 
beasts. But what though ? Courage I As horns aix* 
odious, they are necessary. It is said, •— Many a man 
knows no end of his goods : right ; many a man has 
good horns, and knows no end of them. Well, that 
is the dowry of his wife ; ’tis none of his own getting. 

Horns ? Even so : Poor men alone ; No, 

no ; the noblest deer hath them as huge as the 
rascal. - Is the single man therefore blessed ? No : 
as a wall’d town is more worthier than a village, so 
is the forehead of a marrietl man more honourable 
than the bare brow of a bachelor : and by how much 
defence 3 is better than no skill, by so much is a 
honi more precious tlian to want. 

Enter Sir Oliver Mar-text. 

Here comes sir Oliver : — Sir Oliver Mar-text, yon 
are well met : Will you despatch us here under tin's 
tree, or shall we go with you to your chapel ? 

Sir OH. Is there none here to give the woman ? 
i Touch. I will not take her on gift of any man. 

Sir Olu Truly, she must be given, or the mar- 
riage is not lawful. 

Jaq. [Discovering himself.] Proceed, proceed ; 
I’ll give her. 

Touch. Good even, good master fr/iat yc call'L : 
How do you, sir? You aie veiy well met: I am 
very glad to see you : — Even a toy in hand here, 
sir : — Nay ; pray be cover’d. 

Jaq. Will you be manied, motley ? 

Touch* As the ox hath his bow sir, the horse 
his curb, and the falcon her bells, so man hath his 
desire towards wedlock. 

Jaq. And will you, being a man of your breeding, 
be married under a bush, like a beggar ? Get you to 
church, and have a good priest th.at can tell you 
what marriage is : this fellow will but join you to- 
gether as they join wainscot ; tlien one of you will 
prove a shrunk pannel, and, like green timber, 
warp, w’ar[). 

Touch* I am not in the mind but I were better 
to be married of him than of another : for he is not 
like to marry me well ; and not being well married, 
it wull be a good excuse for me hereafter to leave 
my wife. [Aside* 

Jaq* Go thou with me, and let me counsel thee. 

Touch* Come, sweet Audrey ; 

Farewell, good master Oliver ! 

Not — O sweet Oliver, 

O brave Oliver, 

Leave me not belli* thee ; 

But — Wind away, 

'Begone, I say, 

I will not to w edding wi’ thee. 

[Exeunt Jaq. Touch, and Audrey 

Sir OH. ’Tis no matter; ne’er a fantastical knave 
of them all shall flout me out of my calling. [EaU. 

* liCan deer are called rascal deer. » The art of fencing 

< Yoke, 


7 Variable. 

» A foal with matter in him 


« Ill.lodged. 
* Homely. 
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Scene IV. 

SCENE IV. — Before a Cottage. 

Enter Rosalind and Celia. 

lio^. Never talk to me, I w ill weep. 

(U- Do, I pr’ythee ; but yet have the grace to 
consider, that tears do not become a man. 

Uos, But have I not cause to weep ? 

CeL As good cause as one would desire ; there- 
fore weep. 

lias. Why did he swear he would come this morn- 
ing, and comes not? 

Cel. Nay certainly, there is no truth in him. 

Ros. Do you think so ? 

Cel. Yes : I think he is not a pick-purse, nor a 
horse- stealer ; but for his verity in love, 1 do think 
him as concave as a cover’d goblet, or a worm- 
eaten nut. 

Ros. Not true in love ? 

Cel. Yes, when he is in ; but, I tlunk he is not in. 

Jtos. You have heard him swear downright, he w as. 

Cel. Jf'as is not is : besides the oath of a lover 
is no btrongc*r than the word of a tapster ; they are 
botli the confirmers of false reckonings ; He attends 
here in the forest on the duke your father. 

Ros. 1 met the duke yesterday, and had much 
question ^ with him : He asked me, of what parent ^ 
age I was : 1 told him, of as good as he ; so he 
laugh’d, and let me go. But what talk we of fathers, 
when there is such a man as Orlando ? 

Cel. O, tliat’s a brave man ! he w'ritcs bmve 
verses, speaks brave words, swears brave oaths, and 
breaks them bravely, quite travers(‘, athwart the 
heart of his lover; as a puny tiller, that spurs his 
horse but on one side, breaks his staff like a noble 
goose ; but all’s brave, that youth mounts, and folly 
guides : — • Wlio comes here ? 

Enter Corin. 

Cor. Mistress, and master, you have oft enqtiired 
After the shepherd that complain’d of love; 

Who you saw sitting by me on the turf. 

Praising the proud disdainful shepherdess 
That was his mistress. 

Cel. Well, and what of him ? 

Cor. If you will see a pageant truly play’d, 
Between the pale complexion of true love 
And the red glow of scorn and proud disdain, 

Co hence a little, and I shall conduct you. 

If you will mark it. 

Bus. O, come, let us remove ; 

The sight of lovers feedeth those in love : — 

Bring us unto this sight, and you shall say 

I’ll prove a busy actor in their play [Exeunt. 

SCENE V. — Another Pari of the Forest. 

Enter Silvius and Phebe. 

* SU. Sweet Phebe, do not scorn me ; do not, Phebe : 

* Say, that you love me not ; but say not so 
its In bitterness : The common executioner. 

Whose heart the accustom’d sight of death makes 
hard, 

, Falls not the axe upon the humbled neck. 

But first begs pardon ; Will you sterner be 

^ Than he that dies and lives by bloody drops ? 

> Enter Rosalind, Celia, and Corin, at a distance. 

^ Phe. I would not be thy executioner ; 

1 fiy thee, for I would not injure thee. 

^ Conversation. 


Thou tell’st me, there is murder in mine eye ; 

’Tis pretty, sure, and very probable. 

That eyes, — that arc the frail’st and softest things, 
Who shut their cow^ard gates on atomies, — 

Should be call’d tyrants, butchers, murderers ! 

Now I do frown on thee with ail my heart : 

And, if mine eyes can wound, now let thorn kill thee; 
Now counterfeit to swoon ; w’hy now fall down ; 
Or, if thou canst not, O, for shame, for shame, 

Lie not, to say mine eyes are murderers. 

Now show tire wound mine eye hath made in thec; 
Scratch thee but with a pin, and there remains 
Some scar of it ; lean but upon a rush, 

'lire cicatrice and capable irapressure 

Thy palm some moment keeps : but now mine eyes, 

Which I have darted at thee, hurt thee not ; 

Nor, I am sure, there is no force in eyes 
That can do hurt. 

Sit. O dear Phebe, 

If ever, (as that ever may he near,) 

You meet in some fresh cheek the power of fancy 
I'hen shall you know the wounds invisible 
'I'hat love’s keen arrow’s make. 

iVic. But, till that time. 

Come not thou near me; and, when that time comes, 
Afflict me with thy mocks, pity me not ; 

As, till that time, I shall not pity thee. 

Ros. And why, I pray you? [Advancing.] Who 
might he your mother, 

That you insult, exult, and all at once, 

Over the wretched? What though you have moie 
beauty, 

( As, l)y my faith, I see no more in you 
Than without candle may go dark to bed,) 

Must you he therefore proud and pitiless? 

Why, what means thi:.? Why do you look on me? 
I see no more in you, than in the ordinary 
Of nature’s sale-work : — Od’s my little life I 
r think, she means to tangle my eyes too : — 

No, faith, proud mistress, hope not after it ; 

’Tis not your inky brows, your black silk hair, 
Your bugle eye-balls, nor your cheek of cream, 
That can entame my spirits to your worship. — 
You foolish shepherd, wherefore do you follow her. 
Like foggy south, puffing with wind and rain ? 
You arc a thousand times a properer man, 

Than she a woman : ’Tis such fools as you. 

That make the world full of ill-favour’d children ; 
’Tis not her glass, but you that flatters her ; 

And out of you she sees herself more proper, 

Than any of her lineaments can show her. — 

But, mistress, know yourself; down on your knees, 
And thank heaven, fiisting, for a good man’s love ; 
For I must tell you friendly in your ear, — 

Sell when you can ; you are not for all markets ; 
Cry the man mercy ; love him ; take his offer ; 
Foul is most foul, being foul to be a scoffer. 

So take her to thec, shepherd ; — fare you w-ell* 
Phe. Sw’ect youtli, I pray you cliide a year to- 
gether ; 

I had rather hear you chide, than this man woo. 

Jios. He’s fallen in love with her foulnes^ and 
she’ll fall in love with my anger : If it be so, as 
fast as she answers thee with frowning looks, I’ll 
sauce her with bitter words. — Why look you so 
upon me ? 

Phe. For no ill will I bear vou. 

Ros. I pray you, do not fiUl in love with me. 

For I am falser than vows made in wine : 

'• Lo'.c 
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Besides^ I like you not : If you will know my house, 
*Tis at the tuft of olives, here hard by : — - 
Will you go, sister ? — Shepherd, ply her hard : — 
Come, sister : — Shepherdess, look on him better. 
And be not proud : thougli all the world could see, 
None could be so abusM in sight as he. 

Come to our Hock. 

[Exeunt Rosalinu, Celia, and Corin. 
Pfie. Dead shepherd! now I find thy saw of might; 

ever lov’d, that lov’d not at Jirtt sight ? 

Sil. Sweet Phebc, — 

Phe, Ha 1 what say’st thou, Silvius? 

Sil, Sweet Phebe, pity me. 

Phe, Why, I am sorry for thee, gentle Silvius. 
1 ^, Wherever sorrow is, reli^£|||irould be ; 

If you do sorrow at my grief in love. 

By giving love, your sorrow and my grief 
Were both extermin’d. 

Phe, Thou hast my love: Is not that neighbourly? 
Sd, I would have you. 

Phe, Why, that were covetousness. 

Silvius, the time was, that I hated thee ; 

And yet it is not, that I bear thee love : 

But, since that thou canst talk of love so well. 

Thy company, which erst was irksome to me, 

I will endure ; and I’ll employ thee too ; 

But do not look for further recompense, 

Than thine own gladness that thou art employ’d. 

Sil, So holy, and so perfect is my love, 

And I in such a poverty of grace. 

That I shall tliink it a most plenteous crop 
To glean the broken ears after the man 
That the main harvest reaps : lose now and then 
A scatter’d smile, and that I’ll live upon. 

Phe, Know’st thou the youth that spoke to me 
ere while ? 


Act IV. 

Sil, Not very well, but I have met him oft ; 

And he hath bought the cottage, and the bounds, 
That the old carlot^ once was master of. 

Phe, Think not I love him, tliough I ask for him ; 
’Tis but a peevish ^ boy ; — yet he talks well ; — . 
But wliat care I for words ? yet words do well. 
When he that speaks them pleases those that hear 
It is a pretty youth ; — - not very pretty : — 

But, sure, he’s proud ; and yet his pride becomes him *, 
He’ll make a proper man : the best thing in him 
Is his complexion ; and faster than his tongue 
Did make offence, his eye did heal it up. 

He is not tall ; yet for his years he’s tall ; 

His leg is but so so ; and yet *tis well : 

There was a pretty redness in his lip ; 

A little riper and more lusty red 
Than that mix’d in his cheek ; *twas just the 
difference 

Betwixt the constant red, and mingled damask. 
There be some women, Silvius, had they mark’d him 
In parcels as I did, would have gone near 
To fall in love with him : but, for my part, 

1 love him not, nor hate him not ; and yet 
I have more cause to hate him than to love him : 
For what had he to do to chide at me ? 

He said, mine eyes were black, and my hair black ; 
And, now I am remember’d, scorn’d at me : 

I marvel, why I answer’d not again ; 

But that’s all one ; omittance is no quittance. 

I’ll write to him a very taunting letter, 

And thou shall bear it ; Wilt thou, Silvius ? 

Sil Phebe, with all my heart. 

Phe. I’ll w'rite it straight ; 

Tile matter’s in my head, and in my heart : 

I will be bitter with him, and passing short ; 

Go with me, Silvius. [Exeunt, 
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SCENE I. — The some. 

Enter Rosalind, Celia, and Jaques. 

Jaq, I pr’ythee, pretty youth, let me be better 
acquainted with thee. 

Eos. They say you are a melancholy fellow, 

Jaq, I am so ; I do love it better tlian laugliing. 

Eos, Those tliat are in extremity of either, are 
abominable fellows ; and betray themselves to every 
modern censure, worse than drunkards. 

Jaq, Why, ’tis good to be sad and say nothing. 

Ros. Why then, *tis good to be a post, 

Jaq* 1 have neither the scholar’s melancholy, 
which is emulation ; nor the musician’s, which is 
fantastical ; nor the courtier’s, which is proud ; nor 
the soldier’s, which is ambitious ; nor the lawyer’s, 
which is politick ; nor the lady’s, which is nice 7 ; 
nor the lover’s, which is all these : but it is a melan- 
choly of mine own, compounded of many simples, 
extracted from many objects; and, indeed, the 
sundry comtemplation of ^ly travels, in which my 
often rumination wraps me, is a most humorous 
sadness. 

Eos* A traveller I By my faith, you have great 
reason to be sad : 1 fear, you have sold your own 
lands, to see other men’s ; then, to have seen much, 

7 Trifling, 


and to have nothing, is to have rich eyes and poor 
hands. 

Jaq* Yes, I have gained my experience. 

FMier Orlando. 

Eos* And your experience makes you sad ; I 
had rather have a fool to make me merry, than 
experience to make me sad ; and to travel for it too. 

Orl, Good day, and happiness, dear Rosalind 1 

Jnq. Nay then, farewell, an you talk in blank 
verse. [Exit* 

Eos. Farewell, monsieur traveller : Look, you 
lisp, and wear strange suits ; disable * all the benefits 
of your own country ; be out of love with your na- 
tivity, or I will scarce tliink you have swam in a 
gondola. Why, how now, Orlando ! where have 
you been all this while ? You a lover ? — An you 
serve me such another trick, never come in my 
sight more. 

Orl* My fair Rosalind, I come within an hour 
of my promise. 

Eos* Break an hour’s promise in love ? He that 
will divide a minute into a thousand parts, and 
break but a part of the thousandth part of a minute 
in tlie affairs of love, it may be said of him, that 
Cupid hath clapp’d him o’thc shoulder, but I war- 
rant him hearb whole. 

* Peasant. ® Silly. i Undervalue. 
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Orl, Pardon me, dear llosalind. | 

jios» Nay, an you be so tardy, come no more in I 
my sight ; I had as lief be woo’d of a snail. 

OrL Of a snail ? i 

Hos- Ay, of a snail; fortliougli he comes slowly, 
be carries bis house on his head ; a better jointure, 

1 think, than you can make a woman ; Besides, he 
brings his destiny with him. 

Orl. What’s that ? 

Jlos. Why, horns. 

Orl. Virtue is no horn-maker ; and my Rosalind 
is virtuous. 

Hos. And I am your Rosalind. 

Cel. It pleases him to call you so ; but he hath 
a Rosalind of a better leer than you. 

Ros. Come, woo me, woo me ; for now I am in 
a holiday humour, and like enough to consent : 
W’^hat would you say to me now, an I were your 
very very Rosafind ? 

Orl. I would kiss, before I spoke. 

Ros. Nay, you were better speak first ; and when 
you were gravelled for lack of matter, you miglit 
take occasion to kiss. 

Orl. How, if the kiss be denied ? 

Ros. Then she puts you to entreaty, and there 
begins new matter. 

Orl. Who could be out, being before his beloved 
mistress ? 

Ros. Marry, that should you, if I were your 
mistress. 

Oi 1. Wliat, of my suit ? 

Ros. Out of your suit. Am not I your Rosalind ? 

Orl, I take some joy to say you are, because 1 
would be talking of her. 

Ros. Well, in her person, T say — I will not have 
you. 

Orl. Then, in mine own person, I die. 

Ros. No, faith, die by attorney. The poor world 
is almost six thousand years old, and in all this 
time there W’as not any man died in his own person, 
videliceti in a love-cause. Troilus had his brains 
dashed out with a Grecian club ; yet he did what 
he could to die before ; and he is one of the pat- 
terns of love. Leander, he would have lived many 
a fair year, though Hero had turned nun, if it had 
not been for a hot midsummer night: for, good 
youth, he w'ent but forth to vs^ash him in the Hel- 
lespont, and being taken with the cramp, was 
drowned; and the foolish chroniclers of that age 
found it was — Hero of Sestos. But these are all 
lies ; men have died from time to time, and worms 
have eaten them, but not for love. 

Orl. I would not have my right Rosalind of this 
mind ; for, I protest, her frown might kill me. 

Ros. By this hand, it will not kill a fly : But 
come, now I will be your Rosalind in a more com- 
ing-on disposition ; and ask me wliat you will, I 
will grant it. 

Ori. ITien love me, Rosalind. 

Ros. Yes, faith will I, Fridays, and Saturdays, and all. 

Orl. And wilt thou have me ? 

Ros. Ay, and twenty such. 

Orl. What say’st tliou ? 

Ros. Are you not good ? 

Orl, I hope so. 

Ros. Wliy then, can one desire too much of a 
good thing? — Come, sister, you shall be the priest, 
and marry us. Give me your hand, Orlando ; — 
V^hat do you say, sister ? 

2 C'omf»]exton. 
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Orl, Pray thee, marry us. 

Cel, I cannot say the words. 

Ros. You must begin, — Willyov^ Orlando, 

Cel. Go to : — Will you, Orlando, have to wife 
this Rosalind? 

Orl. I will. 

Ros. Ay, but when ? 

Orl. Why now ; as fast as she can marry us, 

Ros. Then you must say, — I take thee, Rosalind, 
for wife. 

ok. I take thee, Rosalind, for wife. 

Ros. I might ask you for your commission ; 
but, — I do take thee, Orlando, for my husband : 
There a girl goes before the priest ; and, certainly, 
a woman’s thought runs before her actions. 

Orl. So do all thoughts ; tliey are winged 

Ros. Now tell me how long you would have her, 
after you have married her, 

Orl. For ever and a day. 

Ros. Say a rlay, without the ever : No, no, Or- | 
lando ; men are April when they woo, December ' 
when they wed : maids arc May when they are 
maids, but the sky changes when they are wives. I ' 
will be more jealous of thee than a Barbary cock- ; 
pigeon over his hen ; more clamorous than a parrot i 
against rain ; more new-fangled than an ape ; more i 
giddy than a monkey : I will weep for nothing, like \ 
l)iana in the fountain, and I will do that when you I 
are disposed to be merry ; I will laugh like a hyen, I 
and that when thou art inclined to sleep. 

Orl. But will my Rosalind do so ? 

Ros. By my life, she will do as I do. 

Orl. O, but she is wise. 

Ros. Or else she could not have the wit to do 
this: the wiser, the way warder: Make tlie doors 3 
upon a woman’s wit, and it will out at the case- 
ment ; shut that, and 'twill out at the key-hole ; 
stop that, ’twill fly with the smoke out at the chim- 
ney. 

Orl. A man that had a wife with such a wit, he 
might say, — IFit whither wilt ? 

Ros. You shall never take her without her an- 
swer, unless you take her without her tongue. 

Orl. For these tw o hours, Rosalind, I will leave 
thee. 

Ros. Alas, dear love, I cannot lack thee two hours. 

Orl. 1 must attend the duke at dinner ; by two 
o’clock I will be with thee again. 

Ros. Ay, go your ways, go your ways; — 1 knew 
what you would prove ; my friends told me as much, 
and I thought no less : — that flattering tongue of 
yours won me : — ’tis but one cast away, and so, — 
come, death. — Two o’clock is your hour ? 

Orl. Ay, sweet Rosalind. 

Ros, By my troth, and in good earnest, and by 
all pretty oaths that are not dangerous, if you break 
one jot of your promise, or come one minute be- 
hind your hour, I will think you the most pathetical 
break-promise, and the most hollow lover, and the 
most unworthy of her you call Rosalind, that may 
be chosen out of the gross band of the unfaithful : 
tlierefore, beware my censure, and keep your pro- 
mise. 

Orl. With no less religion, than if thou wert in- 
deed my Rosalind : So adieu. 

Ros, Well, time is the old justice that examines 
all such oflenders, and let time try ; Adieu. 

f Exit Oklando. 

Cel. You have simply misus’d our sex in your 
Bar the doors. 

P 
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love-prate : we must have your doublet and hose 
plucked over your head. 

Ros. O coz, coz, coz, my pretty little coz, that 
thou did’st know how many fathom deep I am in 
love ! But it cannot be sounded ; my allection hath 
an unknown bottom, like the bay of Portugal. 

Cel. Or rather, bottomless; that as fast as you 
pour affection in, it runs out, 

Ros. No, that same wicked boy of Venus, tliat 
was begot of thought, conceived of spleen, and born 
of madness ; that blind rascally boy, that abuses 
every one’s eyes, because his own are out, let him 
be judge, how deep 1 am in love; — I’Jl tell thee, 
Aliena, I cannot bo out of the sight of Orlaiulo : 
I’ll go find a shadow, and sigh till he come. 

Cel, And I’ll sleep. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. — Another Part of the Forest, 

Enter Jaques and Lords, in the habit of Foresters. 
Jnq. Which is he that killed the deer? 

1 Lord. Sir, it was F. 

Jaq. Let’s present him to the duke, like a Homan 
coiicpieror ; and it would do well to set the deer’s 
horns upon his head, for a branch of victory : — 
Have you no song, forester, for this pur])osc? 

2 Lord. Yes, sir. 

Jaq. Sing it; ’tis no matter how it be in tune, 
so it make noise enough. 

SONG. 

1. What shall he have that kill'd the deer^ 

2. Ills leather s/an and horns to wear. 

1. Then sinff him home ; 

Take thou no scorn, to wear the horn , 1 Th<*u*st shall 

, , y l'‘*ar this 

It was a crest ete thou toast born. J burden 

1. Tht/ father^ s father wore it; 

2. And thr/ father bote it : 

All. The horn, the horn, the lusty horn, 

Is not a thing to laugh to scorn. [Exeunt. 

SCENE III. The Forest. 

Enter Rosalind and Celia. 

Ros. How say you now? Is it not past two 
o’clock ? and here much Orlando ! 

Cel. I warrant you, with pure love, and troubled 
brain, he hath ta’en his bow and arrows, and is gone 
fortli — to sleep ; Look, who comes here. 

Enter Silvius. 

Sd. My errand is to you, fair youth ; — 

My gentle Phebe bid me give you this ; 

[Giving a letter. 

I know not die contents ; but, as I guess, 

By the stem brow, and waspish action 
Which she did use as she was writing of it. 

It bears an angry tenour : pardon me, 

I am but as a guiltless messenger. 

Ros. Patience herself would startle at this letter, 
And play the swaggerer ; bear this, bear all : 

She says, I am not fair ; that I lack manners ; 

She calls me proud; and, that she could not love me 
Were man as rare as phoenix ; Od’s my will ! 

Her love is not the hare that I do hunt ; 

Why writes she so to me? Well, shepherd, well, 
This is a letter of your own device. 

SU. No, I protest, 1 know not the contents ; 
Phebe did write it. 

Ros, Como, come, you are a fool, 


And turn’d into the extremity of love. 

I saw her hand : she has a leathern hand, 

A freestone-colour’d hand ; I verily did think 
That her old gloves were on, but ’twas her hands , 
She has a huswife’s hand ; but that’s no matter : 

I say, she never did invent this letter ; 

This is a man’s invention, and his hand. 

SU. Sure, it is hers. 

Ro'i. Wliy, ’tis a boisterous and cruel style, 

A style for challengers ; why slie defies me. 

Like Turk to C'hristian : woman’s gentle brain 
Could not drop forth such giant-rude invention, 
Such Ethiop words, blacker in their effect 
Than in their countenance : — Will you hear tlic 
letter ? 

SU. So please you, for I never heard it yet ; 

Yet heard too much of Pliebe’s cruelty. 

Ros. She Phebes me : IVIark how the tyrant 
writes. 

Art thou god to shepherd turn'd, [Reads. 

That a maiden's heart hath burn'd? — 

Can a woman rail thus? 

Sd. Call you this railing ? 

Ros. Why, thy godhead laid apart, 

Warrst thou with a ivomans heart 9 

Did yon ever hear such railing ? — - 

Whiles the eye of man did rooo me. 

That could do no vengeance to me. — 

Meaning me a beast. — 

If the scorn of your bright eyne 
Have power to raise such love in 7nin(', 

Alack, in me what strange cfect 
Would they work in mild asphl 9 
Whiles you chid ine, I did love ; 

How then might your prayers move 9 
He, that brings this love to thee, 

Little knows this love in me : 

And by him seal up thy mind; 

Whether that thy youth and kind^ 

Will the faithful offer talce 
Of me, and all that I can make ; 

Or else by him my love deny, 

And then I'll study how to die. 

SU. Call you this chiding? 

Cel. Alas, poor shepherd! 

Ros. Do you pity him ? no, he deserves no pity. 
— Wilt thou love such a woman? — What, to make 
thee an instrument, and play false strains upon 
thee ! not to be endured ! — Well, go your way to 
her, (for I see, love hath made thee a tame snake,) 
and say this to her ; — That if she love me, I charge 
her to love thee ; if she will not, I will never have 
her, unless thou entreat for her. — If you be a true 
lover, hence, and not a word ; for here comes more 
company. [Exit Silvius. 

Enter Oliver, 

Oli. Good-morrow, fair ones ; Pray you, if you 
know 

Where, in the purlieus of this forest, stands 
A sheep-cote, fenc’d about wdth olive-trees ? 

Cel, West of this place, down in the ncighliour 
bottom, 

The rank of osiers, by the murmuring stream, 

Left on your right hand, brings you to the j»lacc : 

’ Niiturc. 
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But at this hour the house doth kee]) itself, 

Tliere’s none within. i 

Oli. If that an eye may profit by a tongue, 

Then 1 should know you by description : 

Such garments, and such years : The hoy is fair, 

Of femaie favour, and bestows himself 
Like a rijje sister : but the woman low. 

And browner than her brother* ' Are not you 
'I'lie owner of the house I did inquire for? 

Cel. It is no boast, being ask’d, to say, we are. 
Oli. Orlando doth commend him to you both ; 
And to that youth, he calls liis Uosalitid, 

He sends this bloody napkin ; Are you he ? 

lios. I am ; What must we understand by this? 
Oli. Some of my shame ; if you will know of me 
What man I am, and how, and why, and where 
This handkerchief was stain’d. 

Cel. I pray you tell it. 

Oli. When last the young Orlando parted from 
you, 

He left a promise to return again 

Within an hour ; and, pacing through the forest, 

Chewing the food of sweet and bitter fancy, 

Lo, what befell ! he threw his eye aside. 

And, mark, what object did present itself! 

Under an oak, whose boughs were moss’d with age 
And high lo]) bald with dry antiqxiity, 

A wretched ragged man, o’ergrown with hair. 

Lay sleeping on his back : about his neck 
A green and gildcil snak(.‘ had wreathed itself, 

Who with her head, nimble in threats, apjnoach’d 
The opening of his mouth ; but suddenly 
Seeing Orlando, it unlink’d itself. 

And witli indented glides did slip away 
Into a bush : under which hush’s shade 
A lioness, wiUi udders all drawn dry. 

Lay couching, head on ground, Mu'th cat-like watch. 
When that the sleeping man should stir ; for 'tis 
'Che royal disjiosition of that beast, 

To prey on nothing thjit doth seem as dead : 

I'his seen, Orlando did approach the man, 

And found it was his brother, his elder brother. 

Cel. O, I have heard him speak of that same bro- 
tlier ; 

And he did render ^ him the most unnatural 
That liv’d ’mongst men. 

Oli. And well ho might so do. 

For well I know he was unnatural. 

llos. But, to Orlando ; — Did he leave him there. 
Food to the suck’d and hungry lioness ? 

Oli. Twice did he turn his back, and purpos’d so: 
But kindness, nobler ever than revenge. 

And nature, stronger than his just occasion, 

Made him give battle to the lioness. 

Who quickly fell before him ; in which hurtling ® 
From miserable slumber I awak’d. 


Ctl. Are you his brother ? 

lios* Was it you he rescu’d ? 

Cel. Was’t you that did so oft contrive to kill 
him ? 

Oli. *Twas I; but ’tis not I ; 1 do not shame 
To tell you what 1 was, since my conversion 
So sweetly tastes, being the thing I am. 

Ros. But for the bloody napkin ? — 

Oli. By, and'by. 

When from the first to last, betwixt us two. 

Tears our recountments had most kindly batli’d. 

As, how I came into that desert, place ; — — 

In brief, he led me to the gentle duke, 

Who gave me fresh array, and entertainment, 
Committing me unto my brother’s love ; 

Who led me instantly unto his cave, 

There stripj)’d himself, and here upon his arm 
The lioness had torn some flesh away. 

Which all this wdiile had bled ; an<l now he fainted, 
And cry’d, in fainting, upon Rosalind. 

Brief, I recover’d him ; bound up his wound ; 

And, after some small space, being strong at lieart, 
He sent me hither, stranger as 1 am. 

To tell this story, that you might excuse 
His broken promise, and togive this napkin, 

Dy’d in his blood, unto the shcj)hcrd youth 
That he in sport doth call his Rosalind. 

Cel. Why how now, Ganymede? sweet Gany- 
mede? [ Rosalind /rtmt*. 

Oli. Many will swoon when they do look on blood. 

Cel. 'Fhere is more in it: — Cousin — Ganymede ! 

Oil. Look, he recovers. 

Ros. I would, I were at home. 

Cel. We’ll lead you thither : — 

I pray you, will you take him by the arm? 

Oh. Be of good cheer, youth : — You a man ?— 
You lack a man’s heart. 

Ros. 1 do so, I confess it. Ah, sir, a body would 
think this was well counterfeited ; I pray you, tell 
your brother how well I counterfeited. — - Heigh 
ho ! — 

Oil. This was not counterfeit ; there is too great 
testimony in your complexion, that it was a passion 
of earnest. 

Ros. Counterfeit, I assure you. 

Oli. Well then, take a good heart, and counter- 
feit to be a man. 

Ros. So 1 do ; but, i’faitli I should have been a 
w oman by right. 

Cel. Come, you look paler and paler ; pray you, 
draw homewards : — Good sir, go with us. 

OU. That w'ill I, for 1 must bear answer back 
How you excuse my brother, Rosalind. 

Ros. I shall devise something : But, I pray you, 
commend my counterfeiting to him : — Will you go? 

{^Exeunt. 


ACT V. 


SCENE I.— The same. 

Enter Touchstone and Audrey. 

Touch. We shall find a time, Audrey ; patience, 
gentle Audrey. 

And. ’Faith, the priest was good enough, for all 
the old gentleman’s saying. 

Describe. *> Scaffle. 


Touch. A most wicked sir Oliver, Audrey, a most 
vile Mar-text. But, Audrey, Uierc is a youth here 
in the forest lays claim to you. 

And. Ay, 1 know who ’tis ; he hath no interest 
in me in the world ; here comes the man you mean. 

Enter William. 

Touch. It is meat and drink to me to sec a clown ; 

P 
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By my troth, wc that have good wits, have much to ; 
answer for ; we shall be flouting ; we cannot hold. 1 

Will, Good even, Audrey. 

Aud. Good even, William. 

Will* And good even to you, sir. 

Touch, Good even, gentle friend : Cover thy 
head, cover thy head ; nay, pr’ythee, be covered. 
How old are you, friend? 

Will, Five and tw’cnty, sir. 

Touch, A ripe age : Is thy name William? 

Will, William, sir. 

Touch, A fair name ; Wast born i' the forest here ? 

WUl, Ay, sir. 

Touch, Art rich ? 

Will. ’Faith, sir, so so. 

Toucii. so, is good, very good, very excellent 
good ; •— and yet it is not ; it is but so, so. Art 
tliou wise ? 

Will* Ay, sir, 1 liavc a pretty wit. 

Touch, Why, thou say’st well. I do now re- 
member a saying ; The fool doth think he is ivis^'^ but 
the wise man knows himself to be a fool. The heathen 
philosopher, w hen he had a desire to eat a grape, 
would open liis lips when he put it into his mouth ; 
meaning thereby, that grapes were made to eat, and 
lips to open. You do love this maid ? 

Will, I do, sir. 

Touch* Give mo your hand : Art thou learned? 

WUl, No, sir. 

Touch, Then learn this of me ; To have, is to 
have : For it is a figure in rhetorick, that drink, being 
poured out of a cup into a glass, by lilling the one 
doth empty the other : For all your writers do con 
sent, that ipse is he ; now you arc not ipse, for I am he. 

WUl. Which he, sir ? 

T'ouch, He, sir, that must marry this w(*inan : 
Therefore, you clown, abandon, — which is in the 
vulgar, leave, — the society, — wdiich in the booi ish 
is company, — of tliis female, — which in the com- 
mon is, — woman, which together is, abandon the 
society of this female ; or, clown, thou perisliest ; or, 
to thy better understanding, diest ; to wit, I kill 
tliee, make thee away, translate tliy life into death, 
thy liberty into bondage ; I will deal in poison with 
thee, or in bastinado, or in steel ; I will bandy with 
thee in faction ; I will o’er-rim thee with policy ; I 
will kill thee a hundred and fifty ways ; therefore 
tremble, and depart. 

Aud, I)o, good William, 

WUL Rest you merry, sir. [^ExU. 

Enter CoitiN. 

Cor. Our master and mistress seek you ; come, 
away, away. 

Touch. TVip, Audrey, trip, Audrey j — I attend, 

1 attend. [Exeunt, 

SCENE n . — 7'he same. 

Enter Orlando and Oliver. 

Orl Is’t possible, that on so little acquaintance 
you should like her ? that, but seeing, you should 
love her ? and, loving, woo? and, wooing, she should 
grant? and wnll you persever to marry her? 

Oli* Neither call the giddiness of it in question, 
the poverty of her, the small acquaintance, my sud- 
den wooing, nor her sudden consenting j but say 
with me, I love Aliena ; say with her, that she loves 
me ; consent with both, that we may enjoy each 
other : it shall be to your good ; for my father’s 
house* and all the revenue tliat w^as old sir Row- 


land’s, will I estate upon you, and here live and die 
a shepherd. 

Enter Rosalind. 

Orl. Y'ou have my consent. Let your W'edding 
be to-morrow ; thither will I invite the dukts and 
all his contented followers ; Go yon, and prepare 
Aliena ; for, look you, here comes my Rosalind. 

Bos. God save you, brotlier. 

Oli. And you, fair sister. 

Bos. O, my dear Orlando, how it grieves me to 
see thee wear thy heart in a scarf. 

Orl. It is my arm. 

Bos, I thought, thy heart had been wounded witJi 
the claws of a lion. 

Orl. Wounded it is, but with the eyes of a lady. 

lios. Did your brother tell you how 1 counterfeited 
to swoon, when he showed me your handkerchief? 

Orl. Ay, and greater w onders than that. 

Bos. O, I know w here you are : — Nay, ’tis true : 
there was never any tiling so sudden, but the fight 
of two rams, and Caesar’s thrasonical brag of — I 
came, saiv, and overcame : For your brother and my 
sister no sooner met, but they looked ; no sooner 
looked, but they loved ; no sooner loved, but they 
sighed ; no sooner sighed, hut they asked one an- 
other the reason ; no sooner knew the reason, hut 
they soiiglit the remedy ; and in tliese degrees have 
they made a pair of stairs to marriage : they are in 
the very wrath of love, and they wnll together; clubs 
cannot part them. 

Orl. They shall be married to-morrow ; and 1 w ill 
bid the duke to the nuptial. But, O, how bitter a 
thing it is to look into happiness through another 
man’s eyes ! By so much the more shall I to-morrow 
be at the height of heart-heaviness, by how much I 
shall think my brother happy, in having what he 
wishes for. 

Bos. Why then, to-morrow I cannot serve your 
turn for Rosalind ? 

Orl, I can live no longer by thinking. 

Bos. 1 will weary you no longer then with idle 
talking. Know^ of me then, (for now I speak to 
some purpose,) that I know you aie a gentleman of 
good conceit: I speak not this, that you should bear 
a good opinion of my knowledge, insomuch, I say, 
I know you are ; neither do I labour for a greater 
esteem than may in some little measure draw a belief 
from you, to do yourself good, and not to grace me. 
Believe then, if you please, that I can do strange 
things : I have, since I was three years old, con- 
versed w ith a magician, most profound in this art. 
If you do love Rosalind so near the lieart as your 
gesture cries it out, when your brother marries 
Aliena, shall you marry her : I know into what 
straits of fortune she is driven ; and it is not impos- 
sible to me, if it appear not inconvenient to you, to 
set her before your eyes to-morrow, human as she 
is, and without any danger. 

Orl. Speakest thou in sober meanings ? 

Bos. By ray life, I do ; which I tender dearly, 
thougli I say I am a magician : Therefore, put you 
in your best array, bid your friends ; for if you will 
be married to-morrow, you shall ; and to Rosalind, 
if you will. 

Enter SiLvius and Puebr. 

Look, here comes a lover of mine, and a lover of hers. 

Phe, Youth, you have done me much ungentleness, 
To show the letter iliat I writ to you. 

Bos, 1 care not, if I have : it is my study, 
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To seem despiteful and ungentle to you : 

You are there follow’d by a faitliful shepherd ; 

Look upon him, love him ; he worships you. 

Phe. Good shepherd, tell tliis youth what ’tis to 
love. 

SU* It is to be all made of siglis and tears ; — 
And so am 1 for PKcbe. 

P/ie. And 1 for Ganymede. 

Or/, And I for Rosalind. 

Pos. And I for no woman. 
iSV. It is to be all made of faith and service ; — 
And so am I ft>r Thebe, 

P/te, And I for Ganymede. 

Or/, And I for Rosalind. 
lios. And I for no woman. 

Si/. It is to be all made of fantasy, 

All made of passion, and all made of vsishes ; 

All adoration, duty, and observance. 

All humbleness, all patience, and impatience. 

All purity, all trial, all observance ; — 

And so am I for Phobe. 

P/ie. And so am I for Ganymede. 

Or/. And so am I for Rosalind. 

I/os. And so am 1 for no woman. 

P/ie. If this be so, why blame you me to love 
you? [Ty Rosalind. 

Si/. If this be so, why blame you me to love you ? 

[7h Phebe. 

Or/, If this be so, why blame you me to love you ? 
Ros. Who do you speak to, w/iy blame you me to 
love ycu ? 

Orl. To her, that is not here, nor doth not hear. 
Ros. Pray you, no more of this; ’tis like the 
howling of Irish wolves a«^ainst the moon. — I will 
help you, [7’o Silvius.] if I can : — I would love 
you, [To Phebe.] if I could. — To-morrow meet 
me all together. — I will marry you, f 7b Phebe.] if 
ever I marry w'oman, and I’ll be married to-morrow: 

— I w'ill satisfy you, [7b Orlando.] if ever I 
satisfied man, and you shall be married to morrow : 

— I will content you, ( 'J'o Silvius.] if what pleases 
you contents you, and you shall be married to- 
morrow. — As you [7’o Orlando.] love Rosalind, 
meet;— as you [To Silvius.] love Phebe, meet; 
and as I love no woman. I’ll meet, — So, fare you 
well ; I have left you commands. 

SU. I’ll not fail, if I live. 

Phe. Nor I. 

on. Nor I. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE III. — The same. 

Enter Touchstone and Audrey. 

Touch. To-morrow is the joyful day, Audrey; 
to-morrow will we be married. 

Aud. I do desire it with all my heart : and hope 
it is no dishonest desire, to desire to be a woman of 
the world.7 Here comes two of the banished duke’s 
pages. 

Enter two Pages, 

1 Page, Well met, honest gentleman. 

Touch, By my troth, well met : Come, sit, sit, and 
a song. 

2 Page. We are for you ; sit i’thc middle. 

1 Page. Shall we clap into’t roundly, witliout 
hawking, or saying we are hoarse ; which are the 
only prologues to a bad voice ? 

2 Page. And both in a tune, like two gipsies on 
a horse. 

^ A married woman. 


SONG. 

I. 

It was a lovery and his lassy 

ff'ith a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino, 

That o'er the green corn-field did pass. 

In the spring time, the only pretty rnn/c time, 
When birds do sing, hey ding a ding, ding ; 

Sweet lovers love the spring. 

II . 

This carol they began that hour. 

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino. 

How that a life was but a J/ower 
In spring lime, &c. 

111 . 

And therefore take the present lime, 

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino j 
For love is crowned with the pi'ime 
In spring time, &c. 

Touch. Truly, young gentlemen, though there 
was no greater matter in tlie ditty, yet the note was 
very untuneable. 

1 Page. You are deceived, sir ; we kept time, we 
lost not our time. 

Touch. By my troth, yes ; I count it but time 
lost to hear such a foolish song. Come, Audrey. 

[Exeunt* 

SCENE IV. — Another Part of the Forest. 

Enter Duke Senior, Amiens, Jaques, Orlando, 
Oliver, and Ci lia. 

Duke S. Dost thou believe, Orlando, that the boy 
Can do all this that he hath promised ? 

Orl. I sometimes do believe, and sometimes do 
not ; 

As those that fear they hope, and know they fear. 

Enter Rosalind, Silvius, and Phebe. 

Ros. Patience once more, whiles our compact is 
urg’d : 

You say, if I bring in your Rosalind, 

[ To the Duke. 

You will bestow her on Orlando here ? 

Duke S. That would I, had 1 kingdoms to give 
with her. 

Ros. And you say, you wdll have her when I 
bring her? [7b Orlando. 

Orl. That v\ ould I, were I of all kingdoms king, 
Ros. You say, you’ll marry me, if I be willintr ? 

[7b Phebe. 

Phc. Tliat will I, should I die the hour after, 
Ros. But, if you do refuse to marry me, 

You’ll give yourself to this most faitliful shepherd ? 
Phe. So is the bargain. 

Ros, Y^ou say, that you’ll have Phebe, if she will? 

[7b Silvius. 

SU. Though to have her and death were both one 
thing. 

Ros, I have promis’d to make all this matter even. 
Keep you your word, O duke, to give your 
daughter ; — 

You yours, Orlando, to receive his daughter : — 
Keep your word, Phebe, that you’ll marry me ; 

Or else, refusing me, to wed this shepherd ; — 

Keep your word, Silvius, that you’ll marry her. 

If she refuse me : — and from hence I go, 

To make these doubts all even. 

[Exeunt Rosalind and Cslia* 
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DyJce S. I do remember in this sh(*phcrd-boy 
Some lively touches of my daughter’s favour. 

Orl, My lord, the first time that I ever saw him, 
Mcthought he was a brother to your daughter ; 

But, my good lord, this boy is forest-born j 
And hath been tutor’d in the rudiments 
Of many desperate studies by his uncle, 

Whom he reports to be a great magician, 

Obscured in the circle of this forest. 

Enter Touchstone and Audrey. 

Jaq» There is, sure, another flood toward, and 
these couples are coming to the ark ! Here comes a 
pair of very strange beasts, which in all tongues are 
called fools. 

Touch* Salutfition and greeting to you all ! 

Jaq. Good my lord, bid him welcome : This is 
the motley-minded gentleman, that I have so often 
met in the forest: he hath been a courtier, he swears. 

Touch. If any man doubt that, let him put me to 
my purgation. I have trod a measure « ; 1 have flat- 
tered a lady ; I have been politick with my friend, 
smooth with mine enemy ; I have undone three 
tailors ; I have had four quarrels, and like to have 
fought one. 

Jaq. And how was that ta’en up ? 

Touch. ’Faith, we met, and found the quarrel 
was upon the seventh cause. 

Jaq. Ilow seventh cause ? — Good my lord, like 
this fellow. 

Duke S. I like him very well. 

Touch. Sir ; 1 desire you of the like. I press in 
here, sir, amongst the rest of the country folks, to 
swear, and to forswear; according as marriage binds, 
and blood breaks • — A poor virgin, sir, an ill- 
favoured thing, sir, but mine own ; a poor humour 
of mine, sir, to tjike that that no man else nill : 
Rich honesty dwells like a miser, sir, in a poor- 
liousc ; as your pearl, in your foul oyster. 

Duke S. By iny faith, he is very swift and sen- 
tentious. 

Touch. According to the fool’s bolt, sir. 

Jaq. But, for the seventh cause ; how did you 
find tlie quarrel on the seventh cause ? 

Touch. Upon a lie seven times removed ; -—Bear 
your body more seeming, Audrey : — as thus, sir. 

I did dislike the cut of a certain courtier’s beard ; 
he sent me word, if I said his beard was not cut well, 
he was in the mind it was : This is called the lietorl 
courteous. If I sent him word again, it was not well 
cut, he would send me word, he cut it to please 
himself : This is called the Quip modest. If again, 
it was not well cut, he disabled my judgment : This 
is call’d the Uep/y churlish. If again, it was not 
well cut, he would answer, I spake not true : This 
is call’d the Rejyroof valiant. If again, it was not 
well cut, he w'ould say, I lie : This is called the 
Countercheck quarrelsome : and so to the Lie r.ir» 
cumstantialy and the Lie direct. 

Jaq. And how oft did you say, his beard was not 
well cut ? 

Touch. I durst go no further than the Lie dr- 
cumstantialy nor he durst not give me the Lie di- 
rect : and so we measured swords and parted. 

Jaq. Can you nominate in order now the decrees 
of the lie ? 

Touch. O sir, we quarrel in print, by the book ; 
as you have books for good manners ; I will name i 
you the degrees. The first, die Retort courteous ; 

B A stately solemn dance. 
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the second, the Quip modest; the third, the Reply 
churlisli ; the fourth, the Reproof valiant ; the fifth, 
the Countercheck quarrelsome ; the sixth, the lae 
with circumsUiiice ; the seveiitii, the Lie direct. 
All these you may avoid but the lie direct ; ami 
you may avoid that too, with an j^. I knew when 
seven justices could not take up a (piarrel ; but when 
the parties were met tliemselves, one of them thought 
but of an ^ as Tf pou said soy then I said so ^ and 
tliey sliook hands, ‘ and swore brothers. Your If is 
the only jieace-inakor ; much virtue in If. 

Jaq. Is not this a rare fellow, my h)rd ? he’s as 
good at any thing, and yet a fool. 

Duke S. He uses his folly like a stalking-horse, 
and under the presentation oi' that he shoots his wit. 

Enter IIymkn, leading Uosamnd in ivoman's clothes ; 
and Celia. 

Still Muhick. 

llym. Then is there mirth in heai^Uy 
irhen earthly things made even 
Atone tof^etlier. 

Good duke, receive thy dannhtery 
Hymen from heaven brought hcry 
Yeoy broufijil her hither ; 

IViat thou might st join her hand with hh 
Whose heart within her bosom, is. 

Jios. To you I give myself, for 1 am yours. 

['To Duke S 

To you I give myself, fi)r I am yours. 

['To OllLANno. 

Duke S. If there be truth in sight, you are my 
daughter. 

Oil. If there be truth in sight, you are my Rosa- 
lind. 

The. If sight and sliape be true, 

Why then, — my love, adieu ! 

J{os. I’ll h.ive no father, if you be not be : — 

['To Duke S. 

I’ll have no husband, if you be not he ; — 

{'To Orlando. 

Nor ne’er wed woman, if you be not she. 

[7’0 PlIFUF. 

JJyni. Peace, bo ! I bar confusion : 

’Tis I must make conclusion 
Of these most strange events : 

Here’s eight that must take hands, 

To join in Hymen’s bands, 

If truth holds true contents. 9 
You and you no cioss shall part : 

[To Orlando and Rosalind. 
You and you are heart in heart ; 

[To Oliver and Celia. 
You [To Phebe.] to his love must accord. 
Or have a woman to your lord : — 

You and you are sure together, 

[To Touchstone and Audrey. 
As the winter to foul weather. 

Whiles a wedlock-hymn we sing, 

Feed yourselves with questioning ; 

'fliat reason wonder may dimini sii, 

How thus we met, and tliese things finish. 

SONG. 

Wedding is great Juno's crown ; 

0 blessed bond of hoard and bed ! 

*Tis Hymen peoples every toum ; 

High wedlock then be honoured ; 

9 Unless truth faU of veracity. 
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SC’FNE IV. 

Honour, high honour and renown, 

To Hymen, god of every toum ! 

Duke S, O my dear niece, welcome thou art to me ; 
Even daughter, welcome in no less degree. 

]Vie. I will not eat my word, now thou art mine ; 
Thy faith my fancy to thee doth combine. 

[To SiLVIUS. 

Enter Jaiiues de Bois. 

Juq. de 7?. Let me have audience for a word, or 
two ; 

I am the second son of old sir Howland, 

That bring tliese tidings to this fair assembly ; — 
Duke Frederick, hearing how that every day 
Men of great worth resorted to this forest. 
Address’d a mighty power ! which were on foot, 

In his own conduct, purposely to take 
His brother here, and put him to the sword ; 

And to tlie skirts of lliis wild w^ood he came ; 
Where, meeting with an old religious man, 

After some questions with him, w as converted 
Both from his enterprize, and from the w orld : 

His crowm bequeathing to his banish’d brother, 

And all their lands restor’d to them again 
That were with him exil’d : Tliis to be true, 

I do engage my life. 

Duke S. Welcome, young man ; 

Thou offer’sl fairly to tliy brothers’ wedding : 

To one, his lands withheld : and to the other, 

A land itself at large, a potent dukedom. 

First, in tliis forest, let us do those ends 
That here were well begun, and well begot : 

And after, every of this happy number. 

That liave endur’d shrewd days and nights with us. 


Shall share the good of our returned fortune, 
According to tlie measure of their states. 

Meantime, forget this new-fall’n dignity. 

And fall into our rustick revelry : — 

Play, musick ; — and you brides and bridegrooms all, 
With measure heap’d in joy, to the measures fall. 

Jaq. Sir, by your patience ; if I heard you rightly. 
The duke hath put on a religious life. 

And thrown into neglect the pompous court? 

Jaq. de J?. He hath, 

Jaq. To him will I ; out of these convertites 
There is much matter to be heard and learn’d. — 
You to your former honour 1 bequeath ; 

[7’o Duke *9. 

Your patience, and your virtue, well deserves it : — 
You [7b Orlando.] to a love, that your true faith 
doth merit : — 

You [To Oliver.] to your land, and love, and great 
allies : — 

You [To SiLvius.] to a long and well deserved 
bed ; — 

And you [To Touchstone.] to wrangling, for thy 
loving voyage 

Is but for two months victual’d : — So to your plea- 
sures ; 

I am for other than for dancing measures. 

Duke S. Stay, Jaques, stay. 

Juq. To sec no pastime, I : — w hat you would 
have 

I’ll stay to know at your abandon’d cave. [EtU. 
Duke S. Proceed, proceed : we will begin these 
rites, 

And we do trust they’ll end, in true delights 

[A dance. 


EPILOGUE. 


Jios. It is not the fashion to see the lady tlie 
epilogue : but it is no more unhandsome, than to 
sec the lord the prologue. If it be true, that good 
wine needs no bush, *tis true, that a good play needs 
no epilogue : Yet to good wine they do use good 
bushes ; and good plays prove the better by tJic 
help of good epilogues. What a case am I in then, 
that am neither a good epilogue, nor cannot insinuate 
with you in the behalf of a good play ? I am not 
furnished ^ like a beggar, therefore to beg will not 
become me; my way is, to conjure you ; and I’ll 
• Dressed. 


begin with the w'omen. I charge you, O w'omen, 
for the love you bear to men, to like as much of 
tliis play as pleases them ; and so I charge you, O 
men, for the love you bear to w^omen, (as 1 perceive 
by your simpering, none of you hate them,) that 
between you and the women, the play may please. 
If I were a w oman, I would kiss as many of you as 
had beards that pleased me, and complexions tliat 
liked me : and, I am sure, .as many as have good 
beards, or good faces, will, for my kind offer, when 
I make curt’sy, bid me farewell. [Eiceunt. 

* That I hkecl. 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 


Kino op France. 

Duke of I^lorence, 

Bertram, Count of Rousillon, 

Lafeu, an old Lord, 

Farolles, a Follotver of Bertram. 

Several young French Lordsy that serve with Bertram 
in the Florentine UW. 

^ewa7dy\ Countess of Rousillon. 

Clown, J 
A Page, 


Countess of Rousili.on, Mother to Bertram. 
Helena, a Gentlewoman protected by the Countess. 
An old IFidow of Florence. 

Diana, Daughter to the JFidow, 

Mariana*} and Friends tc the JVido', 

Lords, attending on the King ; Officers, Soldiers, ^c, 
French and Florentine, 


SCPjXF, — partly in France, and /)crr//y t/t Tuscany. 


ACT 1. 


SCENE I. — Rousillon. A Room in the Countess’s 
Palaex, 

Enter Bertram, the Countess of Rousillon, 
Helena, and Lafeu, in mourning. 

Countess, In delivering my son from me, I bury 
a second husband. 

Per, And I, in going, madam, weep o’er my 
father’s death anew : but I must attend his majesty’s 
command, to whom I am now in ward evermore 
in subjection. 

Laf, You shall find of the king a husband, madam; 
— you, sir, a father : He that so generally is at all 
times good, must of necessity hold his virtue to 
you; whose worthiness would stir it up where it 
wanted, rather than lack it where there is such 
abundance. 

Count, What hope is there of lus majesty’s amend- 
ment? 

Lcf, He hath abandoned his physicians, madam ; 
under whose practices he hath persecuted time with 
hope ; and finds no other advantage in the process 
but only the losing of hope by time. 

Count, This young gentlewoman had a father, 
(O, that had! how sad a passage ’tis!) whose skill 
was almost as great as his honesty ; had it stretched 
so far, would have made nature immortal, and 
death should have play for lack of work. ’Would, 
for the king’s sake, he were living! I think, it 
would be the death of the king’s disease. 

L(f, How called you the man you speak of, 
madam? 

^ Under his particular care, ai my guardian. 


Count, He was famous, sir, in his profession, and 
it was his great right to be so ; Gerard de Narbon. 

Laf, He was excellent, indeed, madam ; the king 
very lately spoke of him, admiringly, and mourn- 
ingly; he was skilful enough to have lived still, if 
knowledge could be set up against mortality. — 
Was this gentlewoman the daughter of Gerard de 
Narbon ? 

Count, His sole child, my lord ; and bequeathed 
to my overlooking. 1 have tliose hopes of her 
good, that her education promises : her dispositions 
she inherits, which make fair gifts fairer ; for where 
an unclean mind carries virtuous qualities, there 
commendations go with pity, they are virtues and 
traitors too ; in her they are the better for their 
simpleness; she derives her honesty, and achieves 
her goodness. 

Laf, Your commendations, madam, get from hci 
tears. 

Count, ’Tis the best brine a maiden can season 
her praise in. The remembrance of her father never 
approaches her heart, but the tyranny of her sor- 
rows takes all livelihood from her cheek. No more 
of this, Helena, go to, no more ; lest it be rather 
thought you affect a sorrow, than to have* 

Hel. I do affect a sorrow, indeed, but I have it too. 

Laf l^q^derate Jimenrn^ 

dead, excessive grief the en emy jto t h e 

CounU^t the ’ Ktittg’ grief, the 
excess makes it soon mortal. 

I Per, Madam, I desire your holy wishes. 

1 Laf, How understand we that ? 
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Count. Be tliou blest, Bertram ! and succeed tliy 
father 

In manners, as in shape ! thy blood, and virtue, 
Contend for empire in thee ; and thy goodness 
Share with thy birth-right ! Love all, trust a few, 
Do wrong to none : be able for thine enemy 
Rather in power, than use ; and keep thy friend 
Under thy own life’s key : be check’d for silence, 
But never tax’d for speech. What heaven more will, 
That thee may furnish, and my prayers pluck down. 
Fall on thy head ! Farewell. — My lord, 

’ Tis an unseasoned courtier ; good my lord. 

Advise him. 

Laf. He cannot want the best 

That shall attend his love. 

Count. Heaven bless him ! — Farewell, Bertram. 

[Exit Countess. 

Her. The best wishes, that can be forged in your 
thoughts, [To Helena.] be servants to you ! Be 
comfortable to my mother, your mistress, and make 
much of her. 

Laf. Farewell, pretty lady : You must hold die 
credit of your father. 

[Exeunt Bertham and Lafeu. 
Hel. O, were that all ! — 1 think not on my fatlier ; 
And these great tears grace his remembrance more 
TJian those I shed for him. What was he like? 

1 have forgot him ; my imagination 
Carries no favour in it, but Bertram’s. 

I am undone ; there is no living, none. 

If Bertram be away. It were all one, 

That I should love a bright particular star, 

And think to wed it, he is so above me : 

In his bright radiance and collateral light 
^lust 1 be comforted, not in his sphere. 

The ambition in my love tlius plagues itself ; 

The hind, that would be mated by the lion, 

Must die for love. 'Twas pretty, though a plague, 
To .see him every hour ; to sit and draw 
His arched brows, his hawking eye, his curls, 

In our heart’s table ; hejirt, too capable 
Of every line and trick of his sweet favour ^ : 

But now he’s gone, and ray idolatrous fancy 
Must sanctify his relicks. Who comes here? 

Enter Parolles. 

One that goes with him : 1 love him for his sake ; 
And yet I know him a notorious liar, 

Think him a great way fof)l, solely a coward; 

Yet these fix’d evils sit so fit in him, 

That they take place, when virtue’s steely bones 
Look bleak in the cold wind ; witlial, full oft we see 
Cold wisdom waiting on superfluous folly. 

Par. Save you, fair queen, 

Hel. And you, moiidrch. You’re for the court. 
There shall your master have a thousand loves, 

A mother, and a mistress, and a friend, 

A phoenix, captain, and an enemy, 

A guide, a goddess, and a sovereign, 

A counsellor, a traitress, and a dear ; 

His humble ambition, proud humility. 

His jarring concord, and his discord dulcet, 

His faith, his sweet disaster ; with a world 
Of pretty, fond, adoptions Christendoms, 

Tliat blinking Cupid gossips. Now shall he 

I know not what he shall ; — God send him well !— 

The court’s aJicarning*place ; — and he is one 

Par* What one, i’faith ? 

Hel. That 1 wish well. ■— ’Tis pity 

* Peculiarity of feature, ^ Countenance. 


Par. What’s pity ? 

Hel. That wishing well had not a body in’t, 
Which might be felt : that 'we, the poorer borii, ^ 
Whose baser stars do shut us up in wishes, ' 

Might with effects of them follow our friends. 

And show what we alone must think ; which never 
Returns us thanks. 

Enter a Page. 

Page. Monsieur Parolles, my lord calls for you. 

[ExU Page. 

Par. Little Helen, farewell : If I can remember 
thee, I will think of thee at court. 

Hel. Monsieur I’arolles, you were bom under a 
charitable star. 

Par. Under Mars, I, 

Hel. I especially think, under Mars. 

Par. Why under Mars ? 

Hel. The wars have so kept you under, that you 
must needs be born under Mars. 

Par. When he was predominant. 

Hel. When he Avas retrograde, I tliink, rather. 

Par. Why think you so? 

Hel. You go so much backward, when you fight. 

Par. That’s for advantage. 

Hel. So is running away, when fear proposes the 
safety ; But the composition, that your valour and 
fear makes in you, is a virtue of a good wing, and I 
like the wear well. 

Par. 1 am so full of businesses, I cannot answer 
thee acutely : I will return perfect courtier ; in the 
which, my instruction shall serve to naturalize thee, 
so tliou wilt he capable of a courtier’s counsel, and 
understand what advice shall thrust upon thee ; else 
thou diest in thine unthank fulness, and thine igno- 
rance makes thee away ; farewell. Remember tliy 
friends ; get thee a good husband, and use him as 
he uses thee : so farewell. [Exit. 

Hel. Oux^gmedies oft in ourselyes^i^lQ lie^. 

Which we ascrijjg.iqlicavfih^ Med 
GTv'e^uS’fy*^ scope ; only, doth backward pull 
Our slow designs, when w’c ourselves are dull, 

Wliat power is it, which mounts my love so high, 
Tliat makes me see, and cannot feed mine eye ? 

The mightiest space in fortune nature brings 
To join like likes, and kiss like native things.^ 
Impossible be strange attempts, to those 
That weigh their pains in sense ; and do suppose. 
What hath been cannot be : wM ever strove 
To show her merit, that did miss her love ? 

The king’s disease — my project may deceive me. 
But my intents are fix’d, and will not leave me. 

[Exit. 

SCENE II. — Paris. A Room in the King’s 
Palace. 

Flourish of Comets. Enter the Kikg of France 
wUh letters ; Lords and others attending. 

King. The Florentines and Senoys ^ are by the 
ears ; 

Have fought with equal fortune, and continue 
A braving war. 

1 Lord. So ’tis reported, sir. 

King. Nay, ’tis most credible ; we here receive it 
A certainty, vouch’d from our cousin Austria, 

With caution, that the Florentine will move us 


* Things formed by nature for each other. 

» The citizen* of the small republic of which Sienna is the 
ipital. 
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Act L 


For speedy aid ; wherein our dearest friend 
Prejudicates the business, and w ould seem 
To have us make denial. 

1 Lord, His love and wisdom, 

Approv’d so to your majesty, may plead 

For amplest credence. 

Jiiug, He hath arm’d our answ^er, 

And Florence is denied before he comes ; 

Yet, for our gentlemen, that mean to see 
The Tuscan service, freely have they leave 
To stand on cither part. 

2 Lord. It may well serve 

A nursery to our gentry, who are sick 

For breathing and exploit. 

What’s he comes here ? 
Enter Bertram, Lafeu, and Parolles. 


1 I.ord. It is the count Rousillon, my good lord, 
Young Bertram, 

King. Youth, thou bear’st thy father’*, face; 
Frank nature, rather curious than in haste, 

Hath well compos’d thee. TJiy father’s moral parts 
Mayst thou inherit too ! Welcome to Paris. 

Eer. My thanks and duty are your majesty’s. 

King. I would 1 had that corporal soundness now, 
As when thy father, and myself, in friendship 
First try’d our soldiership ! He did look far 
Into the service of the time, and was 
Discipled of the bravest : he lasted long j 
But on us both did haggish age steal on, 

And wore us out of act. It much repairs me 
To talk of your good father : In his youth 
He had the wit, which I can well observe 
To-day in our young lords ; but they may jest, 
Till their own scorn return to them unnoted, 

Ere they can hide their levity in honour. 

So like a courtier, contempt nor bitterness 
Were in his pride or sharpness ; if they were. 

His equal had awak’d them j and his honour, 

Clock to itself, knew the true minute when 
Exception bid him speak, and, at this time. 

His tongue obey’d his hand ; who were below him 
He us’d as creatures of another place ; 

And bow’d liis eminent top to their low' ranks. 
Making them proud of his humility, 

In their poor praise he humbled ; Such a man 
Might be a copy to these younger times ; 

Which, follow’d well, w'ould demonstrate them now 
But goers backward. 

Ber. His good remembrance, sir, 

Lies richer in your thoughts, than on his tomb ; 

So in approof<J lives not his epitaph, 

As in your royal speech. 

King. ’Would, I were with him ! He w'ould 
always say, 

(Methinks, I hear him now ; his plausivc words 
He scatter’d not in ears, but grafted them, 

To grow there, and to bear,) — Let me not live, — 
Thus his good melancholy oft began, 

On the catastrophe and heel of pastime, 

When it was out, — Ut me not live, quoth he, 

After my fame lacks oU, to be the snuff 
Of younger spirits, whose apprehensive senses 
All but new things disdain ; whose judgments are 
Mere fathers of their garments ; whose constancies 
Entire before their fashions .* — This he wisli’d : 

I, after him, do after him wish too, 

Since I nor wax, nor honey, can bring home, 


® Approbation. 


I quickly were dissolved from my hive, 

To give some labourers room. 

2 Lord. You are lov’d, sir ; 

They, that least lend it you, shall lack you first. 

King. I fill a place, I know’t. — How long is’t , 
count, 

Since the physician at your father’s died ? 
lie was much fum’d. 

Ber. Some six months since, my lord. 

King. If he were living, I would try him ) et ; — 
Lend me an arm ; — the rest have worn me out 
With several ai>plicalions : nature and sickness 
Debate it at their leisure. Welcome, count ; 

My son’s no dearer. 

Ber. Thank your majesty. 

[Exeunt. Flourish. 

SCENE HI. — Rousillon. A Boom in the Coun- 
tess’s Palace. 

Enter Countess, Steward, and Clown, 

Count. I will now hear : what say you of this 
gentlewoman ? 

Slew. JNIadam, the care I have had to even your 
content?, 1 wish might be found in the calendar of 
my past endeavours ; for then w'e wound our mt)- 
desty, and make foul the clearness of our deserv- 
ings, when of ourselves we publish them. 

Count. What does this knave here? Get you gone, 
sirrah : The complaints, 1 have heard of you, I do 
not all believe: *tis my slowness, that I do not: 
for, I know, you lack not folly to commit them, and 
have ability enough to make such knaveries yours, 

Clo. ’Tis not unknow'n to you, madam, I am a 
poor fellow. 

Count. Well, sir. 

Clo. No, madam, ’tis not so well, that I am poor ; 
though many of the rich perish : But, if I may have 
your ladyship’s good will to go to the worlds, Isbel 
the woman and I will do as we may. 

[ Count. Wilt thou needs be a beggar ? 

Clo. I do beg your good will in this case. 

Count. In what case? 

Clo. In Isbel’s case, and mine own. Service is 
! no heritage : and, I tliink, I sliall never Iiave tlu* 
blessing of God, till I have issue ; for, they say, 
beams 9 are blessings. 

Count. Is this all your worship’s reason ? 

Clo. Faith, madam, I have other holy reasons, 
such as they are. 

Count. May the world know them ? 

Clo. 1 have been, madam, a wicked creature ; 
and, indeed, I do marry, that 1 may repent. 

Count. Thy marriage, sooner than thy wickedness. 

Clo. I am out of friends, madam ; and I hope to 
have friends for my wife’s sake. 

Count. Such friends are thine enemies, knave. 

Clo. You arc shallow, madam ; e’en great friends. 

Count. Get you gone, sir; I’ll talk with you more 
anon. 

Stew. May it please you, madam, that he bid 
Helen come to you ; of her I am to speak. 

Count. Sirrah, tell my gentlew'oman, I would 
speak witli her j Helen I mean. 

Clo. Was this fair face the cause, quoth she, 

[Singing. 

Why the Grecians sacked Troy ? 

Fond done done forid, 

Was this king Priam* $ joy. 

7 To act up to your desires. « To l>e married. 

® CUildren. ‘ Foolishly done. 
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WUh that she sighed as she stood. 

With that she sighed as she stood, 

And gam this sentence then ; 

Among nine bad if one be good. 

Among nine bad if one be good. 

There's yet one good in letu 

CowiU What, one good in ten ? you corrupt the 
song, sirrah. 

Clo. One good woman in ten, mad<aTn ; wliich is 
a purifying o’ the song ; ’Would Fortune serve the 
world so all the year ! we’d find no fault with the 
tythe- woman. One in ten quoth a’ ! an we might 
have a good woman born but every blaring star, or 
at an earthquake, ’twould mend the lottery well ; a 
man may draw his heart out, ere he pluck one. 

Count. You’ll be gone, sir knave, and do as I 
command you? 

Clo. 'Hiat man should be at woman’s command, 
and yet no hurt done ! — Tlioiigli honesty be no 
puritan, yet it will do no hurt; it will wear the 
suq)licc of humility over the black gown of a big 
Jieart. — I am going, forsootli : the business is for 
Helen to come hither. \^Ei%t Clov\n. 

Count. Well, now. 

Stew. I know, madam, you love your gentle- 
woman entirel3\ 

Count. Indeed, I do ; her father bequeathed her 
to me ; and she herself, without other advantage, 
may lawfully make title to as much love cas she 
finds : there is more owing her, than is paid ; and 
more shall be paid her, than she’ll demand. 

Stew. Madam, I was very late more near her 
than, I think, she wished me : alone she w^as, and 
did communicate to herself, her own w'ords to her 
own ears ; she thought, 1 dare vow' for her, they 
touched not any stranger sense. Her matter was, 
she loved your son : Fortune, she said, was no 
goddess, that had put such difference betwixt their 
two estates; Love, no god, that would not extend 
his might, only where qualities were level : Diana, 
no queen of virgins, that would suffer her poor knight 
to be surprised, without rescue, in the first assault, 
or ransome afterwards: This she delivered in the 
most bitter touch of sorrow, that e’er 1 heard v irgin 
exclaim in : which I held iny duty, speedily to 
acquaint you withal ; sithence % in the loss that may 
hapjien, it concerns you something to know' it. 

Count. You have discharged tliis honestly ; keep 
it to yourself : many likelihoods informed me of 
this before, which hung so tottering in the balance, 
that I could neither believe, nor misdoubt : IVay 
you, leave me; stall this in your bosom, and 1 
thank you for your honest care ; I wall speak w ith 
you further anon. [Exit Steward. 

Enter Helena. 

Count. Even so it was with me, when I was young ; 

If wc are nature’s, these are ours : this thorn 
Doth to our rose of youth rightly belong ; 

Our blood to us, this to our blood is born ; 

It is the show and seal of nature’s truth, 

Where love’s strong passion is impress’d in youth : 
By our remembrances of days foregone. 

Such were our faults : — or tlien we thought them 
none. 

Her eye is sick on’t ; I observe her now. 

Jlel. What is your pleasure, madam ? 

Count. You know, Helen, 

I am a mother to you. 

* Since. 


Elet. Mine honourable mistress. 

Count. Nay, a mother ; 

Why not a mother ? AVhen I said, a motlier, 
Metht)ught you saw a serpent ; What’s in mother, 
That you start at it ? I say, I am your mother ; 
And put you in the catalogue of those 
That were enwombed mine : ’Tis often seen, 
Adoption strives with nature ; and choice brectls / 
A native .slip to us from foreign seeds . 

You ne’er oppress’d me willi a mother’s groan, 

Yet I express to you a mother’s care : — 

Gramercy, maiden ! does it curd llvy blood. 

To say, I am thy mother ? What’s the matter, 

Tliat this distemper’d messenger of wet. 

The many-colour’d Iris, rounds thine eye? 

Why ? that you are my daughter ? 

Hel. That I am not. 

Count. I say, I am your mother. 
llel. Pardon, madam ; 

The count Rousillon cannot be my brother : 

1 am from humble, he from honour’d name ; 

No note upon my parents, his all noble : 

My master, my dear lord he is ; and I 
His servant live, and will his vassal die : 

He must not be my brother. 

Count. Nor I your mother ? 

Ucl. You are my mother, madam ; ’Would you 
were 

(So that my lord, your son, were not my brother,) 
Indeed, my mother • — or were you both our mothers, 
So I wei e not his sister : Can’t no other, 

But 1, your daughter, he must be my brother? 
Count, Yes, Helen, you might be my daughter- 
in-law ; 

I hope you mean it not ! daughter, and mother 
So .strive ^ upon your pulse . What, pale again ? 
iVIy fear hath catch’d your fondness : Now I see 
The mystery of your loneliness, and find 
Your salt tears’ hcad.^ Now’ to all sense ’tis gross, 
You love my son ; invention is asham’d, 

Against the proclamation of tliy passion, 

I o sjiy thou dost not : therefore tell me true ; 

But tell me then, ’tis so : — for, look, thy clieeks 
Confess it, one to the other ; and thine eves 
Sec it so grossly showTi in thy behaviours, 

That in their kind they speak it : only sin 
And perverse obstinacy tie thy tongue, 

That truth should he suspected : Speak, is’t so ? 

If it be so, you have wound a goodly clue ; 

If it be not, forswear’t : how e’er, I charge thee, 

As heaven shall work in me for thine avail. 

To tell me truly. 

Hel. Good madam, pardon me I 

Count, Do you love my son ? 

Net. Your pardon, noble mistress • 

Count. Love you my son ? 

Hel. Do not you love him, madam ? 

Count. Go not about; my love hath in’t a bond, 
Whereof the world takes note : come, come, liisclose 
The stale of your affection ; for your passions 
Have to the full appeach’d. 

Hel. Then, I confess, 

Here on my knee, before high heaven and you, 
That before you, and next unto high heaven, 

I love your son ; — 

My friends were poor, but honest ; so’s my love 
Be not offended ; for it hurts not him, 

That he is lov’d of me : 1 follow him not 

3 Contend. '* The source, the cause of your grief. 
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"By any token of presumptuous suit ; 

Nor would I have him, till I do deserve him ; 

Yet never know how that desert should be. 

1 know I love in vain, strive aj^ainst hope ; 

Yet, in this captious and intcnible sieve, 

I still pour in the waters of my love, 

And lack not to lose still : thus. Indian -liltei 

The suii, mat looj^ upon his wors hip per,^ 

But knows of him^gjauBaSiJer"^^ dearest madam, 
Ii6t not your hate encounter with my love, 

For loving where you do : but, if yourself. 

Whose aged honour cites a virtuous youth, 

Did ever, in so true a flame of liking, 

Wish chastely, and love dearly, that your Dian 
Was l)oth herself and love ; O then, give pity 
I'o her, whose state is such, that cannot choose 
But lend and give, ^here she is sure to lose ; 

That seeks not to find that her search implies. 

But, riddle-like, lives sweetly where she dies. 

Count. Had you not lately an intent, speak truly, 
To go to Paris ? 

Hel. Madam, I had. 

Count. Wlierefore ? tell true. 

Ih‘f. I will tell true ; by grace itself, I swear. 
You know, my father left me some prescriptions 
Of rare and prov’d effects, such as his reading. 

And manifest experience, had collected 

For general sovereignty ; and that he will’d me 

In heedfullest reservation to bestow them. 

As nqtes, whose faculties inclusive were 

More than they were in note : amongst the rest. 

There is a remedy, approv’d, set down, 

To cure the desperate languishes, whereof 
The king is render’d lost. 


Act II. 

Count. This was your niotive 

For Paris, was it ? speak. 

Hel. My lord your son made me to think of 
this ; 

Else Paris, and the medicine, and the king, 

Had, from the conversation of my thoughts. 

Haply, been absent then. 

Count. But think you, Helen, 

If you should tender your supposed aid, 

He would receive it ? He and his physicians 
Are of a mind ; he, that they cannot help him ; 
They, that they cannot lielp : How shall they 
credit 

A poor imleanied virgin, when the schools, 
EmboweH’d of their doctrine have left off 
The danger to itself ? 

Hel. There’s something hints. 

More than my father’s skill, which was the greatest 
Of his profession, that his good receipt 
Shall, for my legacy, be sanctified 
By the luckiest stars in heaven : and, would your 
honour 

But give me leave to try success, I’d venture 
The well-lost life of mine on his grace’s cure, 

By such a day, and hour. 

Count. Dost thou believ’t ? 

Hel. Ay, madam, knowingly. 

Count. Why, Helen, thou shalt have my leave, 
and love, 

Means, and attendants, and my loving greetings 
To those of mine in court ; I’ll stay at liome. 

And pray God’s blessing into thy attempt : 

Be gone to-morrow ; and be sure of this, 

What I can lielp thee to, thou shalt not miss. 

[^Exeunt. 
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ACT II. 


SCENE I. — Paris. A Room in the King’s Palace. 

Flourish. Enter Kixg, with young Lords taking 
leave Jiir the Florentine war ; Bertram, Parolles, 
and Attendants. 

King. Farewell, young lord, these warlike principles 
Do not throw from you ; — and you, my lord, fare- 
well ; — 

Share the advice betwixt you ; if both gain all, 

The gift doth stretch itself as ’tis receiv'd, 

And is enough for both. 

1 Lord. It is our hope, sir. 

After well-enter’d soldiers, to return 

And find your grace in health. 

King. No, no, it cannot be ; and yet my heart 
Will not confess he owes the malady 
That doth my life besiege. Farewell, young loids ; 
Whetlier I live or die, be you the sons 
Of worthy Frenchmen : let liigher Italy 
(Tliose ’bated, that inherit but the fall 
Of tlie last monarchy 6) see, that you come 
Not to woo honour, but to wed it ; when 
The bravest questant 7 shrinks, find wliat you seek, 
‘That fame may cry you loud : I say, farewell. 

2 Lord. Health, at your bidding, serve your 

majesty ! 

King. Those girls of Italy, take heed of them ; 

* ApMarance. ® i, e. The Roman empire, 

7 Seeker, enquirer. 


They say, our French lack language to deny, 

If they demand : beware of being captives, 

Before you serve. 9 

Roth. Our hearts receive your warnings. 

King. Farewell. — Come hither to me. 

The King retires to a couch. 

1 Lord. O my sweet lord that you will stay be- 

hind us ! 

Par. ’Tis not his fault ; the spark — 

2 Lord. O, *tis brave wars. 

Par. Most admirable : I have seen those wars 
Ber. I am commanded lierc, and kept a coil * 

with — 

Too youngs and the next year, and *tis too early. 

Par. An thy mind stand to it, boy, steal away 
bravely. 

Ber. I shall stay here 
Creaking my shoes on the plain masonry, 

Till honour be bought up, and no sword worn. 

But one to dance with ! By heaven, I’ll steal away. 

1 Lord. There’s honour in the theft. 

Par. Commit it, count. 

2 Lord. I am your accessary ; and so farewell. 
Ber. I grow to you, and our parting is a tortured 

body. 

1 Lord. Farewell, captain. 

^ Exhausted of their skill. 

^ Be not captives before you arc soldiers. 

' In a bustle. 
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Scene I. 

‘i Lord, Sweet monsieur ParoUes ! 

Par, Noble lieroes, my sword and yours are kin. 
(iood sparks and lustrous, a w'ord, good metals : — 
Vou shall find in the regiment of the Spinii, one 
captain Spurio, with his cicatrice, an emblem of w'ar, 
here on his sinister cheek ; it was this very sword 
entrenched it ; say to him, I live ; and observe his 
reports for me. 

2 l.ord. We shall, noble captain. 

Par. Mars dote on you for lus novices ! [Exeunt 
Lords.] What will you do? 

Jier, Stay : the king [Seeing him rise. 

Par, Use a more spacious ceremony to the noble 
lords; you have restrained yourself within the list 
of too cold an adieu ; be more expressive to them ; 
for they wear themselves in the cap of the time % 
there, do muster true gait eat, speak, and move 
under the influence of the most received star ; and 
tliough the devil lead the measure S such are to be 
followed : after them, and take a more dilated fare- 
w'^ell. 

Jfer. And I will do so. 

Par. Worthy fellows; and like to prove most 
sinewy sword-men. 

[Exeunt Bertram and Parolles. 

Enter Lafeu. 

I.af, Pardon, my lord, [A’/icc/ing.] for me and 
for my tidings. 

A'ing. I’ll fee thee to stand up. 

Ln f, Then here’s a man 

Stands, that has brought his pardon. I w'ould, you 
Iladkiicel'd, my lord, to ask me mercy ; and 
That, at my biclding, you could so stand up. 

A'ing. I would I had ; so 1 had broke thy pate, 
And ask’d thee mercy for’t. 

Laf. Goodfaiih, across ^ : 

But, my good lord, ’tis thus ; Will you be cur’d 
Of your infirmity ? 

Atng. No. 

Lajl O, will you cat 

No grapes, my royal fox ? yes, but you will, 

My noble grapes, an if my royal fox 
Could reach tliein : I have seen a medicine 
That’s able to breathe life into a stone ; 

Quicken a rock, and make you dance canary 7, 

With spritely fire and motion ; whose simple touch 
Is powerful to araisc king Pepin, nay, 

To give great Charlemain a pen in his hand. 

And write to her a love-line. 

Eing. What her is this ? 

L(^. Why, doctor she ; My lord, there’s one ar- 
riv’d. 

If you will see her, — now', by my faith and honour. 
If seriously I may convey my thoughts 
In this my light (leliverance, I have spoke 
With one, that, in her sex, her years, profession. 
Wisdom, and constancy, hath amaz’d me more 
Than I dare blame ray weakness : Will you see her, 
( For that is her demand,) and know her business ? 
That done, laugh well at me. 

King. Now, good Lafeu, 

Bring in the admiration ; that we with thee 
May spend our wonder too, or take oft' thine. 

By wond’ring how tliou took’st it. 

2 They are the foremost in the fashion. 

^ Have the true military step. ^ The dance. 

® Unskilfully ; a phrase taken from the exercise at a quin- 
tain. 

® A female physician. ^ A kind of dance. 


l,af. Nay I’ll fit you, 

And not be all day neither. [Exit SjATev, 

King. Thus he his special nothing ever prologues. 

Re-enter Lafeu with Helena. 

Laf. Nay, come your ways. 

King. This haste hath wings indeed* 

1 af. Nay, come your ways ; 

This is his majesty, say your mind to him : 

A traitor you do look like ; but such traitors 
Ilis majesty seldom fears : 1 am Cressid’s uncle 
That dare leave two together ; fare you well, [ Exd» 
King. Now, fair one, docs your business follow 
us ? 

Hel. Ay, my good lord. Gerard de Narbon was 
My father ; in what he did profess, well found.9 
King. I knew him. 

Hel. The rather will I spare my praises towards 
him ; 

Knowing him, is enough. On his bed of death 
Many receipts he gave me ; chiefly one. 

Which, as the dearest issue of his practice. 

And of his old experience the only darling. 

He bade me store uj), as a triple eye *, 

Safer than mine owm two, more dear; I Iiave so : 
And, hearing your high majesty is touch’d 
With that malignant cause wherein the honour 
Of my dear father’s gift stands chief in power, 

1 come to tender it, and my appliance. 

With all bound humbleness. 

King. Wc thank you, maiden ; 

But may not be so credulous of cure, — 

When our most learned doctors leave us ; and 
The congregated college have concluded 
That labouring art can never ransom nature 
From her inaidable estate, — I say we must not 
So stain our judgment, or corrupt our hope. 

To prostitute our j)ast-cure malady 
To ('’inpiricks ; or to dissever so 
Our great self and our credit, to esteem 
A senseless help, when help past sense w'c deem. 

Heh My duty then shall pay me for my pains: 

I -will no more enforce mine office on you ; 

Humbly entreating from your royal thoughts 
A modest one, to bear me back again. 

I King. I cannot give thee less, to be call’d grateful: 
Thou thought’s! to help me ; and such thanks I 

i 

As one near death to those that wish him live : 

But what at full 1 know, tliou know’st no part ; 

I knowing all my peril, thou no art. 

Hel. What I can do, can do no hurt to try, 

Since you set up your rest ’gainst remedy ; 

He that of greatest works is finisher. 

Oft does them by the weakest minister : 

So holy w'rit in babes hath judgment shown, 

When judges have been babes. Great floods have 
flown 

From simple sources ; and great seas have dried. 
When miracles have by the greatest been denied. 
Oft expectation faU% ^d most oft there ^ 
^i^!^SSr^^n6st 0^romise^j ancf olV it . 

Wliere hope is cMdesT," ^^ts. 

King. I must not Tiear tliee ; fai^liee vvell, kind 
maid; 

Thy pains not us’d, must by thyself be paid : 
Proffers, not took, reap thanks for their reward. 

Hel, Inspired merit so by breath is barr’d : 

I am like Pandarus. ^ Well Informed. 

• A third eye. 



222 


Act II. 


ALL’S WELL THAT ENDS WELL. 


It is not so with him tliat all tilings knows, 

As ’tis with ns that square our guess by shows . 

But most it is presumption in us, when 
The help of heaven we count the act of men. 

Dear sir, to my endeavours give consent ; 

Of heaven, not me, make an exiieriment. 

I am not an impostor, that proclaim 
Myself against the level of mine aim ; 

But knovy I think, and think 1 know most sure, 
My art is not past power, nor you ])ast cure. 

Amg. Art thou so confident ? Within what 
space 

Uop*st thou my cure ? 

UeL The greatest grace lending grace, 

Ere twice the horses of the sun shall bring 
Their fiery torcher his diurnal ring ; 

Ere twice in murk and occidental damp 
Moist Hesperus hath quench’d his sleejiy lamp ; 

Or four and twenty times the pilot’s glass 
Hath told the thievish minutes how tl»ey pass; 
What is infirm from the sound part shall fly, 

Health shall live iVee, and sickness freely (he. 

A7/«g. Upon thy ceitainty and confidence. 

What dar’st thou venture ? 

}]d» Tux of impudence, — 

And of rash boldness, a divulged shame, — 
Traduc’d by odious ballads ; my maiden’s name 
Sear’d othcrw'ise ; no worse of worst extended. 
With vilest torture let my life be ended. 

Methinks, in thee some blessed spii it doth 
s])eak ; 

His- powerful sound, within an organ w'eak ; 

And what impossibility would slay 
In common sense, sense saves another way. 

Thy life is dear ; for all, that life can rate 
Worth name of life, in tlice hath estimate ; 

Youth, beauty, wisdom, courage, viitue, all 
'That happiness and prime can hajipy call : 

Thou this to hazard, needs must intimate 
Skill infinite, or monstrous desperate. 

Sweet practiser, thy physick I will try ; 

'That ministers thine own death, if I die. 

HeL If I break time, or flinch in property 
Of what I spoke, unpitied let me die ; 

And well deserv’d : Not helping, death’s my fee ; 
But, if I help, what do you promise me ? 

Kin^. Make thy demand. 

HeU But will you make it even ? 

King. Ay, by ray sceptre and my hopes of heaven. 
HeL Then shalt thou give me, witli thy kingly 
hand. 

What husband in thy power I will command : 
Exempted be from me the arrogance 
To choose from forth the royal blood of France ; 
My low and humble name to propagate 
With any branch or image of liiy state ; 

But such a one, thy vassal, whom I know 
Is free for me to ask, thee to bestow. 

King. Here is my hand ; the premises observ’d, 
'Thy will by my performance shall he serv’d ; 

So make the choice of thine own time ; for I, 

Thy resolv’d patient, on thee still rely. 

More should I question thee, and more I must ; 
Though, more to know, could not be more to trust; 
From whence thou cam’st, how ’tended on, — But 
rest 

Unquestion’d welcome, and undoubted blest 

Give me some help here, ho ! «— If thou proceed 
As high as w'ord, my deed shall match thy deed. 

[^Flourish. Exeunt, 


SCENE II. — Rousillon, A Room in the 
Countess’s Palace. 

Enter Countess and Clown. 

Count. Come on, sir ; I shall now put >ou to the 
height of your breeding. 

Clo. I will show myself highly fed, and lowly 
taught : I know my business is hut to the court. 

Count. To the court ! why, what place make you 
special, w hen you put off that with such contempt ? 
But to the court. 

Clo. Truly, madam, if nature liave lent a man any 
manners, he may easily put it olf at court ; he that 
cannot make a leg, put off’s cap, kiss his hand, and 
say nothing, has neither leg, hands, lip, nor cap ; 
and, indeetl, such a fellow, to say precisely, were not 
for the court : but, for me, I have an answer w ill 
serve all men. 

Count. Will your answ'cr serve fit to all questions? 

Clo. As fit as ten groats for tlie band of an attor- 
ney, as a ])ancake for Shrove- Tuesday, or a morris 
for May-day. 

Count. Have you, I say, an answ'er of such fitness 
for all questions? 

Clo. Fiorn below your duke, to beneath your 
constable, it will fit any question. 

Count. It must be an answer of most monstrous 
size, that must fit all demands. 

Clo. But a trifle neithei, in good faith, if the 
learned should s])eak truth of it : here it is, and all 
that belongs to’t : Ask me, if I am a courtier ; it 
shall do you no harm to learn. 

Count* An end, sir, to your business : Give Helen 
tins, 

And urge lier to a present answer bjick : 

(^ommend me to my kinsmen, and my son ; 

This is not much. 

Clo. Not much commendation to them. 

Count. Not much employment for you : You 
understand me ? 

Clo. Most fruitfully ; I am there before my legs. 

Count. Haste you again. \^Exeunt severally, 

SCENE III. — Paris. A Roo?n in the King’s 
Palace. 

E?iter Bertram, Lafeu, and Parolles. 

2^(if They say, miracles are past ; and we have 
our philosophical persons, to make modern - and 
familiar things, supernatural and causeless. Hence 
is it, that we make trifles of terrors; ensconcing 
ourselves into seeming knowledge, wdien we should 
submit ourselves to an unknowm fear. 

Par. Why, ’tis the rarest argument of wonder, 
that hath shot out in our latter times. 

Rer. And so ’tis. 

Laf. To be relinquished of the artists, 

Par. So I say ; both of Galen and Paracelsus. 

Zq/I Of all tlie learned and authentic fellow:s, — 

Par. Right, so I say. 

Xq/*. That gave him out incurable, — 

Par. Why, there *tis ; so say I too. 

Laf. Not to be helped, — 

Par. Right ; as ’twere, a man assured of an — 

Laf. Uncertain life, and sure death. 

Par. Just, you say well ; so would I have said. 

Laf. I may truly say, it is a novelty to the world. 

Par, It is, indeed : if you will have it in showing, 

you shall read it in What do you call there ? — 

* Ordinary 
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Xq/*. A showing of a heavenly effect in an earthly 
actor. 

Par. That’s it I would have said ; the very same. 
haf. Why, your dolphin 3 is not lustier ; ’fore me 
I speak in respect 

Par. Nay, ’tis strange, His very strange, that is 
the brief and the tedious of it ; and he is of a most 
facinorous * spirit, that will not acknowledge it to 
1)0 the 

Pa/. Very hand of heaven. 

]*ar. Ay, so I say. 

Laf. In a most weak — . 

Par. And debile minister, great power, great ' 
transcendence ; which should, indeed, give us a 
further use to be made, than alone the recovery of 

the king, as to be 

Laf. Generally thankful. 

Enter King, Helena, and Jltendants. 

Par. I would have said it ; you say well. Here 
conies tlie king. 

I.nf. Lustick as the Dutchman says : I’ll like 
a maid the better, whilst I have a tooth in my head ; 
Why, he’s able to lead her a coranto. 

Par. Is not this Helen ? 

1m/ 1 think so ? 

A'oig. Go, call before me all the lords in court. — 
[Exit an Attendant. 

Sit, my pre.server, by thy patient’s side ; 

And with this healtliful hand, whose banish’d sense 
'riiou hast rejical’d, a second time receive 
I'he confirmation of my promis’d gift, 

Which but attends thy naming. 

Enter several Lords. 

Fair maid, send forth thine eye : this youthful pai'cel 
Of noble bachelors stand at my bestowing, 

O’er whom both sovereign iiower and father’s voice 
I have to use ; thy frank election make ; 

Thou hast power to choose, and they none to forsake. 

Uel. To each of you one fair and virtuous mistress 
Fall, when love please ! — marry, to each, but one ! 

La/. I’d give bay Curtal and his furniture. 

My mouth no more were broken than these boys’, 
And w^it as little beard. 

King. Peruse them w'ell : 

Not one of those but had a noble father. 

Hel. Gentlemen, 

Heaven hath through me restor’d the king to health. 
All. We understand it, and thank heaven for you. 
Hel. I am a simple maid ; and therein wealthiest, 

That, I protest, I simply am a maid : 

Plea.se it your majesty, I have done already : 
llie blushes in my cheeks thus whisper me, 

IVe blush, that thou shouldst choose ; hut be refus'd. 

Let the white death sit on thy cheek for ever ; 
iVe'll ne'er come there again. 

King. Make choice ; and, see, 

Who shuns thy love, shuns all his love in me. 

Hel, Now, Dian, from thy altar do I fly ; 

And to imperial I..ove, that god most high, 

Do my .sighs stream. — Sir, will you hear my suit? 
1 Lord. And grant it. 

Hel. Thanks, sir ; all the rest is mute. 

Laf. I had ratlicr be iu this choice, than throw 
aines-ace 7 for my life. 

■* The Dauphin. « Wicked. 

^ Lustigh 19 the Dutch word for lusty, cheerful. 

^ A docked horse. 7 xhc lowest chance of the dice. 


Hel. The lionour, sir, that flames in your fair eyes, 
liefore 1 speak, too threateningly replies ; 

Love make your fortunes twenty times above 
Her that so wishes, and her humble love. 

2 Lord. No better, if you please. 

Hel. My wisli receive, 

Which great love grant ! and so I take my leave. 

Laf. Do all they deny her ? An they were sons 
of mine, I’d have them whipped. 

Hel. Be not afraid [To a Lord.] that I your hand 
should take ; 

I’ll never do you wrong for your own sake : 

Blessing upon your vows ! and in your bed. 

Find fairer fortune, if you ever wed ! 

Laf. These boys are boys of ice, tlicy’il none 
have her. 

Hel. You are too young, too happy, and too good. 
4 iMrd. Fair one, I think not so. 

Im/. There’s one grape yet, — lam sure, thy 
father drank wine. — But if thou be’st not an ass, I 
am a youth of fourteen ; 1 liave knowm thee already. 
Hel. I dare not say, I take you ; [7'« Bertram.] 
but I give 

Me, and my service, ever whilst I live, 

Into your guiding power. — Tliis is the man. 

King. Why then, young Bertram, take her, slie’s 
thy w ife. 

Ber. My wife, my liege? I shall beseech your 
highness, 

In such a business give me leave to use 
The help of mine own eyes. 

King. Know’st thou not, Bertram, 

What she has done for me ? 

Ber. Yes, my good lord ; 

But never hope to know why I should marry her. 
King. Thou know’st, she has rais’d me from my 
sickly bed. 

Ber. But follows it, my lord, to bring me down 
Aliist answer for your raising ? I know lier well ; 
She had her breeding at my father’s charge : 

A poor physician’s daughter my wife ! — Disdain 
Bather corrupt me ever ! 

King. ’ Tisonly title ® thou disdain’st in her, the wliich 
I can build up. Strange is it that our bloods. 

Of colour, weight, and heat, pour’d all together. 
Would quite confound distinction, yet stand off 
In diflerences so mighty : If she be 
All that is virtuous, (save what thou dislik’st, 

A poor physician’s daughter,) thou dislik’st 
Of virtue for the name : but do not so : 

Fjcoia,la 3 yest plac^, whep^irtuoi^^Jljjjn^s 

TUq place is .dignified by tlie doer’s 

Wliere great additions ^ swell, and virtue none, 

It is a dropsied honour ; good alone..,_ 

Is good, w ithout a name ; ^leness is so : 

The property by wliatlt is should go. 

Not by the title. She is young, wise, fair ; 

In these to nature she’s immediate heir ; 

And these breed honour ; that is honour’s scorn, 
Which challenges itself as honour’s born. 

And is not like tlie sire ; Honours best thrive. 
When rather from our acts we them derive 
Than our fore-goers ; the mere word’s a slave, 
Debauch’d on every tomb ; on every grave, 

A lying trophy, and as oft is dumb, 

Where dust, and deep oblivion, is the tomb 
Of honour’d bones indeed. What should be said ? 
If tliou canst like this creature as a maid, 

** i. c. The want of title. Title*. 
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I can create the rest : virtue, and she. 

Is her own dower ; honour and wealth from me. 

Ber* 1 cannot love her, nor w^ill strive to do*t. 

King* Thou wrongest tliyself, if thou shouldst 
strive to choose. 

HeU That you are well restor’d, my lord, I*m 
glad ; 

Let the rest go. 

King* My honour’s at the stake ; which to defeat, 
I must produce my powder ; Here, take her hand. 
Proud scornful boy, unworthy this good gift ; 

That dost in vile misprision shackle up 
My love and her desert ; that canst not dream. 

We, poising us in her defective scale. 

Shall w^eigh thee to the beam : that wilt not know. 
It is in us to plant thine honour, where 
We please to have it grow ; Check thy contempt : 
Obey our will, which travails in thy good : 

Believe not thy disdain, but presently 
Do thine own fortunes that obedient right 
Which both thy duty owes, and our power claims ; 
Or I w'ill throw thee from my care for ever. 

Into the staggers, and the careless lapse 

Of youth and ignorance ; both my revenge and hate. 

Loosing upon thee in the name of justice, 

Without all terms of pity : Speak ; thine answer. 

Her* Pardon, ray gracious lord ; for I submit 
My fancy to your eyes : When I consider. 

What great creation, and what dole of honour, 

Flies where you bid it, I find, that she, which late 
Was in my nobler thoughts most base, is now 
The. praised of the king ; who, so ennobled, 

Is, as ’twere, bom so. 

King. Take her by the hand. 

And tell her, she is thine : to whom I promise 
A counterpoise ; if not to thy estate, 

A balance more replete. 

JBer* I take her hand. 

King. Good fortune, and the favour of the king. 
Smile upon this contract ; whose curemony 
Shall seem expedient on the now-born brief. 

And be perform’d to-night : the solemn feast 
Shall more attend upon the coming space, 

Expecting absent friends. As thou lov’st her. 

Thy love’s to me religious ; else, does err. 

[^Exeunt Kino, Bertram, Helena, Lords, 
and Attendants* 

Lnf* Do you hear, monsieur ? a word with you. 

Par* Your pleasure, sir ? 

Laf. Your lord and master did well to make his 
recantation. 

Par. Recantation? — my lord ? — my master ? 

Laf. Ay ; Is it not a language, I speak ? 

Par* A most harsh one ; and not to be understood 
without bloody succeeding. My master ? 

Laf* Are you companion to the count Rousillon ? 

Par, To any count ; to all counts ; to what is man. 

Laf* To what is count’s man ; count’s master is 
of another style. 

Par* You are too old, sir ; let it satisfy you, you 
are too old. 

Ijaf* I must tell thee, sirrah, I w'rite man ; to 
which title age cannot bring thee. 

Par* What I dare too well do, 1 dare not do. 

Laf* I did think thee, for two ordinaries to be 
a pretty wise fellow ; thou didst make tolerable vent 
of ihy travel ; it might pass ; yet tlie scarfs, and the 
bannerets, about Uiee, did manifoldly dissuade me 


from believing thee a vessel of too great a burden. 
I have now found thee ; when I lose thee again, I 
care not : yet art thou good for nothing but taking 
up ; and that thou art scarce worth. 

Par. Iladst thou not the privilege of antiquity 
upon thee, — — 

Laf Do not plunge thyself too far in anger, lest 
thou hasten tliy trial ; which if — mercy on thee for 
a hen ! So my good window of lattice, fare thee 
well : thy casement I need not open, for I look 
tl) rough thee. Give me thy hand. 

Par* My lord, you give me most egregious in- 
dignity. 

Laf* Ay, w ith all my heart ; and thou art worthy 
of it. 

Par. I have not, my lord, deserved it. 

I*nf* Yes, good faith, every dram of it; and I 
W'ill not bate thee a scruple. 

Par* Well, I shall be wiser. 

I*af* E’en as soon as thou canst, for thou hast to 
pull at a smack o’ the contrary. If ever thou be’st 
bound in thy scarf, and beaten, thou shalt find what 
it is to be proud of thy bondage. I have a desire to 
hold my acquaintance with thee, or rather my 
knowledge ; that I may say, in the default % he is a 
man I know. 

Par, My lord, you do me most insupportable 
vexation. 

Laf. For doing I am past; as I will by thee, in 
what motion age will give me leave. [Erif. 

Par. Well, thou bast a son shall take tliis dis- 
grace off me ; scurvy, old lord ! — Well, I must be 
patient ; there is no fettering of authority. I’ll 
beat him, by my life, if I can meet him with any 
convenience, and he w'cre double and double a lord. 
I’ll have no more pity of his age, than I would 
have of — Til beat him, an if I could but meet 
him again. 

Ee^ntcr Lafeu. 

Laf* Sirrah, your lord and master’s married, 
there’s news for you ; you have a new mistress. 

Par* I most unfeignedly beseech your lordship 
to make some reservation of your wrongs : He is 
my good lord : whom I serve above, is my master. 

Lnf* Who? God? 

Par* Ay, sir. 

Lnf, The devil it is, that’s thy master. Why dost 
thou garter up thy arms o’ this fashion ? dost make 
hose of thy sleeves ? do other servants so ? By mine 
honour, if I were but two hours younger, I’d beat 
thee; methinks, thou art a general offence, and 
every man should beat thee. 1 think, thou wast 
created for men to breathe ' themselves upon thee. 

Par, This is hard and undeserved measure, my 
lord. 

Laf. Go to, sir; you were beaten in Italy for 
picking a kernel out of a pomegranate ; you are a 
vagabond, and no true traveller : you are more 
saucy with lords, and honourable personages, than 
the heraldry of your birth and virtue gives you com- 
mission. You aie not worth another word, else I’d 
call you knave. I leave you. [Exit. 

Enter Bertram. 

Par* Good, very good ; it is so then. * — Good, 
very good ; let it be concealed a while. 

Per* Undone, and forfeited to cares for ever ! 

Par* What is the matter, sweet-heart ? 


* e. While I sat twice with thee at dinner. 


* At a need. 


® Expreihe, 



Scene IV. ALL’S WELL THAT ENDS WELL. ‘22^ 


Ser* Although before the solemn priest I have 
sworn, 

I will not bed her. 

Par. What? what, sweet-heart? 

Per. O my Parolles, they have married me : — 
I’ll to the Tuscan wars, and never bed her. 

Par. France is a dog-hole, and yet no more merits 
The tread of a man’s foot : to tlie wars ! 

Per. There’s letters from my mother ; what tlie 
import is, 

I know not yet. 

Par. Ay, that would he known ; To the wars, 
my boy, to the wars ! 
lie wears his honour in a box unseen, 

Tliat hugs his kicksy-wicksy S here at home; 

Which should sustain the bond and high cm vet 
Of Mars’s fiery steed . To other regions ; 

France is a stable ; we that dwell iji’t jades ; 
Tiiercfore to the w ar ! 

Per. It shall be so ; I’ll send her to my house, 
Acquaint my mother with rny hate to her. 

And wherefore I am fled; write to tlie king 
That which I durst not speak : His present gift 
Shall furnish me to those Italian fields, 

Wliere noble fellows strike ; War is no strife 
To the dark liousc and the detested wife. 

Par. Will this capricio hold in thee, art sure ? 
Per. Go with me to my clianiber, and advise me. 
I’ll send her straight away : 'Fo-morrow 
I’ll to the w'ars, slic to her single sorrow. 

Par. Why, these balls bound ; there’s noise in it. 
— ’Tis hard ; 

^ man, marr’d ; 

'Hiefelore awry, and leave her bm^'yT"^ • 

The king has done you wrong ; but, hush ! ’tis so. 

[Pxeunt. 

SCENE IV. — Another Room tn the sitme. 

Enter Helena ai^d Clown. 

Ilel. My mother greets me kindly : Is she well? 
C/o. She is not w ell ; but yet she has lier liealth: 
she’s very merry ; but yet she is not well ; but thanks 
be given, she’s very well, and wants notiiing i’tlie 
world ; but yet slie is not w^ell ? 

Hel. If she be very well, what does she ail, that 
she’s not very well ? 

Clo. Truly, she’s very w'ell, indeed. 

Enter Parolles. 

Par. Bless you, my fortunate lady ! 

Eel. I hope, sir, I have your good will to have 
mine owm good fortunes. 

Par. You had my prayers to lead them on : and 
to keep them on, have them still. — O, rny knave ! 
How does my old lady ? 

Clo. So that you had her wrinkles, and 1 her 
money, I would she did as you say. 

Par. Why, I say nothing. 

Clo. Maity, you are the wiser man ; for many a 
man’s tongue sliakes out his master’s undoing : To 
say nothing, to do nothing, to know nothing, and to 
have nothing, is to be a great part of your title ; 
which is within a very little of nothing. 

Par, Away, thou’rt a knave. 

Clo. You should have said, sir, before a knave 
thou ait a knave : that is, before me thou art a 
knave : this had been truth, sir. 

^ A cent terra for a wife. 

* The house made gcloomv bv discontent. 


Par. Go to, thou art a witty fool, I have found 
thee. 

Clo. Did you find me in yourself, sir? or were 
you taught to find me ? The search, sir, was pro- 
fitable ; and much fool may you find in you, even 
to the w orld’s pleasure, and the increase of laughter. 

Par. A good knave, i’faith, and well fed. — . 
Madam, my lord will go away to-night ; 

A very serious business calls on him. 

The great prerogative and rite of love, 

Which, as your due, time claims, he does acknow- 
ledge ; 

But puts it off by a compell’d restraint ; 

Whose w^ant, and w'hose delay, is strewed with sweets, 
WhieJj they distil now in the curbed time, 

To make the coming hour o’erflow with joy, 

Aiiil pleasure drown the brim. 

Ilel. What’s his will else? 

Par. 'J'hat you will take your instant leave o’the 
king, 

And make this liaste as your owm good proceeding, 
Suengtlien’d with what apology you think 
May make it probable nced.^ 

Eel. What more commands he ? 

Par. That, having this obtain’d , you presently 
Attend his further pleasure. 

Eel. In every thing I wait upon his will. 

Par. I shall report it so. 

EcL I pray you. — Come, sirrah. 

{^Exeunt, 

SCENE V. Another Room in the same. 

Enter Lafeu and Bertram. 

Laf. But I hope, your lordship tliinks not him a 
soldier. 

Per. Yes, my lord, atul of very valiant approof. 

Laf. You have it from his own deliverance. 

Per. And by other warranted testinu>ny. 

LaJ". Then my dial goes not true ; I took tliis lark 
for a bunting,? 

Per. I do assure you, my lord, he is very great in 
knowledge, and accordingly valiant. 

I.njl 1 have then sinned against his experience, 
and transgressed against his valour; and my state 
that w ay is dangerous, since I cannot yet find in my 
heart to repent. Here he comes ; I pray you, make 
us friends, I will pursue the amity. 

Enter Parolles. 

Par. These things shall be done, sir. 

[7b Bertram. 

Lnf. Pray you, sir, who’s his tailor ? 

Par. Sir? 

X^af. O, I know' him well: Ay, sir; he, sir, is a 
good w'orkman, a very good tailor. 

Per. Is she gone to ^e king ? 

[^Aside to Parolles. 

Par. She is. 

Per, Will she away to-night ? 

Par. As you’ll have her. 

Per, I have writ my letters, casketed my treasure, 
Given order for our horses ; and to-night, 

When I should take possession of the bride, •— 

Laf* A good traveller is something at the latter 
end of a dinner ; but one that lies three thirds, and 
uses a known truth to pass a thousand nothings 

* A specious appearance of necessity. 

7 xhe bunting nearly resembles the sky.lark , but has little 
or no song, which gives estimation to the sky-lark. 
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ALL’S WELL THAT ENDS WELL. 


Act III. 


with, should be once heard, and thrice beaten. — 
Heaven save you, captain. 

/fen Is there any iinkindness between my lord 
and you, monsieur ? 

Pan I know not how I have deserved to run into 
my Iord*s displeasure. 

Zqf. You have made shift to run into’t, boots and 
spurs and all, like him that leaped into the custard j 
and out of it you’ll run again, rather than suffer 
fjuestion for your residence. 

Per* It may be, you have mistaken him, my lord. 

Zaf* And shall do so ever, though I took him at 
his prayers. Fare you w'ell, my lord ; and believe 
this of me, there can be no kernel in this light nut ; 
the soul of this man is his clothes ; trust him not in 
matter of heavy consequence . I have kept of them 
tame, and know their natures. — Farewell, mon- 
sieur ! I have spoken better of you, than you have 
or will deserve at my hand ; but we must do good 
against evil. [Exit. 

Pan An idle lord, I swear. 

Jien I think so. 

Pan Why do you not know him ? 

Pen Yes, I do know him well ; and common speech 
Gives him a worthy pass. Here comes my clog. 

Enter Helena. 

HcL I have, sir, as I was commanded from you, 
Spoke with the king, and have procured his leave 
For present parting ; only, he desires 
Son\e private speech with you. 

Ben I shall obey his will. 

You must not marvel, Helen, at my course. 

Which holds not colour with the time, nor does 
The ministration and required office 


AC'J 

SCENE I, — Florence. A Room m the Duke’s 
Palace* 

Flourish. Enter the Duke op Florence, attended ; 
two French Lords, and others. 

Ovke. So that, from point to point, now have 
you heard 

The fundamental reasons of this war ; 

Whose great decision hath much blood let forth, 
And more thirsts after. 

1 Zord. Holy seems the quarrel 

Upon your grace’s part ; black and fearful 

On the opposer. 

Duke. Therefore we marvel much, our cousin 
France 

Would, in so just a business, shut his bosom 
Against our borrowing prayers. 

2 Lord. Good my lord, 

Tlie reasons of our state I cannot yield, 

But like a common and an outward man. 

That the great figure of a council frames 
By is«lf..unable motion : therefore dare not 
Say what I think of it; since I have found 
Myself in my uncertain grounds to fail 
As often as I guess’d. 

Be it his pleasure. 

2 Lord* But I am sure, the younger of our nature, 
That surfeit on their ease, will, day by day, 
h^re for physick. 


On my particular : prepar’d 1 was not 
For such a business ; therefore am I found 
So much unsettled : I’liis drives me to entreat you, 
That presently you take your way for home ; 

And rather muse than ask, why I entreat you ; 
For iny respects are better than they seem ; 

And my appointments have in them a need, 

Greater than shows itself, at the first view, 

To you that know them not. This to my mother. 

[ Giving a latter. 

’Twill be two days ere I shall see you ; so 
I leave you to your wisdom. 

Hel. Sir, I can nothing say, 

But that I am your most obedient servant. 

Per. Come, come, no more of that. 

Ilel. And ever shall 

With true observance seek to eke out that, 

Wherein tou ard me my homely stars have fail’d 
To equal my great fortune. 

Pen I.,ct that go ; 

My haste is very great ; Farewell ; hie home. 

Hel. Pray, sir, your pardon. 

Pen Well, what would you say ? 

Hel. I am not worthy of the wealth I owe ; 
Nor dare I say, ’tis mine ; and yet it is; 

But, like a timorous thief, most fain would steal 
What law does vouch mine own. 

Pen 1 pray you, stay not, but iu haste to horse. 
Hel. I shall not break your bidding, good my lord. 
Ren Where arc my other men, monsieur? — 
Farewell. [E.nt Helena. 

Go thou toward home ; where I will never come, 
Whilst I can shake my sword, or hear the drum : — 
Away, and for our flight. 

Pan Bravely, coragio ! [Exeunt. 


IIJ. 


Duke. Welcome shall they be ; 

And all the honours, that caii fly from us, 

Shall on them settle. You know your places well ; 
Wlien better fall, for your avails they fell : 
To-morrow to the field. [Flourish. Exeunt. 

SCENE II, — Rousillon. A Room in the Coun- 
tessV Palace. 

Enter Countess and Clown, 

Count. It hatli happened all as I would liave had 
it, save, that he comes not along with her. 

Clo. By my troth, I take my young lord to be a 
very melancholy man. 

Count. By what observance, I pray you ? 

Clo. Why, he will look upon his boot, and sing ; 
mend the ruff •, and sing ; ask questions, and sing j 
pick his teeth, and sing : I know a man that had 
this trick of melancholy, sold a goodly manor for a 
song. 

Count-. Let me see what he writes, and when he 
means to come. [Opening a letter. 

Clo. I have no mind to label, since I was at 
court : our old ling and our Isbcls o’the country are 
nothing like your old ling and your Isbels o’the 
court I the brains of my Cupid’s knocked out ; and 

® Wonder, 9 Possess. 

* The folding at the top of the boot, 
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Scene II. ALL’S WELL THAT ENDS WELL. 


I begin lo love, as an old inan loves money, with 
no stomach. 

Counts What have we here ? 

CVo. E’en that you have there. \^ExU. 

Count. [Reads.] I have .lent you a daughter-in-- 
law : she hath recovered the Hngt and undone me. I 
have wedded her, not bedded her ; and sworn to make 
i he not eterned. You shall hear, J am run away; 
know it, before the report come. If there be breadth 
enough in the world, I will hold a long distance. 

My duty lo you. 

Your unfortunate son, 

Bertram. 

Tin's is not well, rash and unbridled boy, 

'1 o fly the favours of so good a king ; 

I’o pluck his indignation on thy head, 

By the misprizing of a maid too virtuous 
For the contempt of empire. 

Re-enter Clown. 

Clo. O madam, yonder is Iieavy news within, be- 
tween tw'o soldiers and my young lady. 

Count. What is the matter ? 

Clo, Nay, there is some comfort in the news, 
some comfort ; your son will not be kill’d, so soon 
as I thought he would. 

Count. Why should he be killed 
Clo. So say I madam, if he run away, as 1 hear 
he does. Here they come, will tell you more : for 
iny part, I only hear, your son was run away. 

{Exit Clown. 

Enter Helena and two Gentlemen. 

1 Gent. Save you, good madam. 

Hel. Madam, my lord is gone, for ever gone. 

2 Gent. Do not say so. 

Count, riiink upon patience. — ’Pray you, gen- 
tlemen, — 

I have felt so many quirks of joy and grief. 

That the first face of neither, tni the start, 

Can woman me unto’t ; — Where is my son. I pray 
you ? 

2 Gent. Madam, he’s gone to serve the duke of 
Florence ? 

We met him thitherward ; from thence we came. 
And after some despatch in hand at court. 

Thither we bend again. 

He(. Look on this letter, madam ; here’s my 
passport. 

[Reads.] When thou canst get the ring upon my 
finger, which never shall come of, and show me a 
child begotten efthy body, that I am father to, then 
roll me husband : but in such a then I write a never. 

This is a dreadful sentence, 

Count. Brought you this letter, gentlemen ? 

1 Gent. Ay, madam ; 

*And, for the contents* sake, are sorry for our pains. 

Count. I pr’ythee, lady, have a better cheer ; 

If thou engrossest all the griefs are thine, 

Thou robb’st me of a moiety ; He was my son j 
But I do wash his name out of my blood, 

And thou art all my child. — Towarils Florence 
is he ? 

2 Gent. Ay, madam. 

Count. And to be a soldier ? 

2 Gent. Such is his noble purpose ; and, believ’t, 
The duke will lay upon him all tlie honour, 

That good convenience claims. 


Count. Return you thither? 

I Gent. Ay, madam, witli the swiftest wing of 
speed. 

H(d. [Reads.] Till I have no wife, I have nothing 
in France. 

’Tis bitter. 

Count. Find you that there ? 

Ilel. Ay, madam. 

1 Gent. ’Tis but the boldness of his hand, haply 
which 

His heart was not consenting to. 

Count. Nothing in France, until he have no wife ' 
There’s nothing here that is too good for him, 

But only slie ; and she deserves a lord, 

That twenty such rude boys might tend upon, 

And call her hourly, mistress. Who was with him? 

1 Gent. A servant only, and a gentleman 
Which 1 have some time known. 

Count. Parolles, w^as’t not ? 

1 Gent. Ay, my good lady, he. 

Count. A very tainted fellow, and full of wicked- 
ness. 

My son corrupts a well-derived nature 
With his inducement. 

1 Gent. Indeed, good lady, 

The fellow has a deal of that, too much, 

Which holds him much to have. 

Count. You are welcome, gentlemen, 

I will entreat you, w hen you see my son, 

To tell him, that his sw'ord can never w^in 
The honour that he loses : more 1 11 entreat you 
Wiittcn to bear along. 

2 Gent. We serve you, madam, 

In tliat and all your worthiest affairs 

Count. Not so, but as we change our courtesies. 
Will jou draw near? 

[EvlY??^n^ Countess and Gentlemen. 
Ilel. Till I have no wife, I have nothing in France. 
Nothing in France, until he has no wife ! 

Thou shall have none, Rousillon, none in France, 
Then hast thou all again. Poor lord ! is’t 1 
That chase thee from thy country, and expose 
'I'hose tender limbs of thine to the event 
Of the iione-spaiing war? and is it I 
'Fhat drive thee from the sportive court, where thou 
Was shot at with fair eyes, to be the maik 
Of smoky muskets? IJtou leaden mesgeugers^ 

That rifle upon the vToIenFspeed of fire, J] 

Fly Willrfal^ aim ; nrrove the sUll-piercing air, 

'Hiat sings w ith piercing, do not touch my lord ! 
Whoever shoots at him, I set him there; 

Whoever charges on his forw'^ard breast, j 

I am the caititt’, that do hold him to it ; ^ 

And though I kill him not, I am the cause t 
His death was so effected : better ’twere 
1 met the ravin 3 lion when he roar’d 
With shari> constraint of hunger ; better ’twere 
That all the miseries, which nature owes, 

Were mine at once : No, come thou home, Rousillon, 
Whence honour but of danger wins a scar, 

As oft it loses all ; I will be gone : 

My being here it is that holds thee hence : 

Shall I stay here to do’t ? no, no, although > 

The air of paradise did fan the house, 

And angels offic’d all : 1 w ill be gone ; j 

That pitiful rumour may report my flight, V 

To consolate thine ear. Come, night ; end, day ! ^ 
For, with the dark, poor thief. I’ll steal away. | 

[Eint. 

* Exchange. 3 Ravenous. 

Q 2 
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SCPvNK III. — Florence. Ihe Duke’s 

Volace* 

Fiourislu Enter the Duke of Flokknck, Bertram, 
Lordjtf OJ/icers, Soldiersy and others- 

Duke, The general of our horse tliou art ; and we, 
Great in our hope, lay our best love and credence, 
Upon thy promising fortune. 

Eer- Sir, it is 

A charge too heavy for my strength ; but yet 
We’ll strive to bear it for your worthy sake, 

To the extreme edge of hazard. 

Duke, Then go tliou forth ; 

And fortune play upon thy prosperous helm. 

As thy auspicious mistress ! 

Eer. This very day. 

Great Mars, I put myself into thy file . 

Make me but like my thoughts ; and I shall prove 
A lover of thy drum, hater of love. [ Exeunt, 


\ SCENE IV. — Rousillon. J Room in the 
Countess’jy Pedace, 

Enter Countess and Stevi'ard. 

Count. Alas ! and would you take the letter of her ? 
Might you not kntiw, she w^ould do as she has done, 
By sending me a letter ? Read it again. 

Stew. lam Saint Jaqnes' pil^rinif thither gone : 
jimbitious love hath so in me offended^ 

That barefoot plod I the cold ground upon, 

With sainted vow my faults to have amended. 

Write, write, that from the bloody course of war. 

My dearest master, your dear son may hie ; 

Eless him at home in peace, whilst I from far, 

IHh name with zealous fervour sancl'fy : 

HU taken labours bid him me forgive ; 

I, his despiteful Juno sent him forth 
JFrom courtly friends, with camping foes lo live. 

Where death and danger dog the heels of worth : 

He U too good and fair for death and me ; 

Whom I myself embrace, lo set him free. 

Count. Ah, what sharp stings are in her mildest 
words ! 

Rinaldo, you did never lack advice ^ so much, 

As letting her pass so ; had I spoke with her, 

I could have well diverted her intents, 

Which thus she hath prevented, 

Stew. Pardon me, madam; 

If I had given you this at over night. 

She might have been o’erta’en ; and yet she writes, 
Pursuit veould be in vain. 

Count. What angel shall 

Bless this unworthy husband ? he cannot thrive. 
Unless her prayers, whom heaven delights to hear, 
And -loves to grant, reprieve him from the wrath 
Of greatest justice. — Write, write, Rinaldo, 

To tliis unworthy husband of his wife ; 

Let every word weigh heavy of her w orth, 

That he does weigh too light ; my greatest grief. 
Though little he do feel it, set down sharply. 
Despatch tlie most convenient messenger ; — . 
Wben, haply, he Aall hear that she is gone, 

He will return ; and hope I may, tliat she, 

Hearing so much, will speed her foot again, 

Led hidier by pure love ; which of them both 
Is dearest to me, I have no skill in sense 


4 


Alluding to the story of Hercules, 
Discretion or thought 


To make distinction : — Provide this messenger; — 
My heart is heavy, and mine age is weak j " 

Grief would have tears, and sorrow bids me speak. 

[^Exeunt. 

SCENE V. — Without the Walls of Florence. 

A Tucket afar off. Enter an old Widow (f IHorcnce, 

Diana, Violf.nta, Mariana, a«d other Citizens, 

Wid. Nay, come ; for if they do approach the 
city, we shall lose all the sight* 

J)ta. niey say, the French count has done most 
honourable service. 

Wid. It is reported that he has taken their great- 
est commander ; and that with his own hand he 
slew the duke’s brother. We have lost our labour ; 
they are gone a contrary w ay : hark ! you may know 
by their trumpets. 

Mar. Come, let’s return again, and suffice our- 
selves with the report of it. Well, Diana, take heed 
of this French earl ; the honour of a maid is her 
name ; and no legacy is so rich as honesty. 

Wid. I have told my neighbour, how you have 
been solicited by a gentleman his companion. 

Mar. I know that knave ; hang him ! one Pa- 
rolles : a filthy officer he is in those suggestions^ 
for the young earl. — Beware of them, Diana ; 
their promises, enticements, oaths, tokens, and all 
these engines, are not the things they go under 7 ; 
many a maid hath been seduced by them ; and the 
misery is, exam])le, that so terrible shows in the 
wreck of maidenhood, cannot for all tliat dissuade 
succession, but that they are limed with the twigs 
that threaten them. I hope, I need not to advise 
you fuillier; but, I hope, your own grace will keep 
you where you aie, though lliere were no further 
danger known, but the modesty wliieh is so lost. 

Dia. You shall not need to fear me. 

Enter Helena, in the dress of a Pilgrim. 

Wid. I hope so. Look, here comes a pil- 

grim, I know she will lie at my house ; thither 
they send one another : I’ll ipjestion lier. — 

God save yon, pilgrim ! Whither are you hound ? 

Hel. To Saint Jaques le grand. 

Where do the palmers ^ lodge, T do beseech you ? 

Wifi. At the Saint Francis here, beside the port. 

Hel. Is this the way ? 

Wul. Ay, marry, is it. — Hark you ! 

march afar off. 

They come this way ; — If you will tarry, holy pil- 
grim, 

But till the troops come by, 

I will conduct you where you shall be lodg’d ; 

The rather, for, I think, I know your hostess 
As ample as myself. 

Hel. Is it yourself? 

Wid. If you shall please so, pilgrim. 

Hel. I thank you, and will stay upon your leisure, 

WUl. You came, I Uiink, from France? 

Hel. I did so. 

Wid. 'Here you shall see a countryman of yours, 
That has done worthy service. 

Hel. His name, I pray yon. 

Dia. The count Rousillon : Knowyou such a one ? 

HeU But by the ear, that hears most nobly of him : 
His face 1 know not. 

Dia. Whatsoe’er he is. 

He’s bravely taken here. He stole from France, 

, « Temptations. 7 Not what their names express. 

» Pilgrims ; so called ftom a atatf or bough of palm they 
were wont to carry. 
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Ah ’tis reported, for 9 the king had married him 
Against his liking ; Think you it is so ? 
ffel Ay, surely, mere tlie truth ; I know his lady. 
J)ia, There is a gentleman, that serves the count, 
Reports but coarsely of her. 
l{el. What’s his name ? 

J)ia, Monsieur Parol les. 

flet. Of I believe with him. 

In argument of praise, or to the worth 
Of the great count himself, she is too mean 
To have her name repeated ; all her deserving 
[s a reserved honesty, and that 
1 have not heard examin’d. 

Via, Alas poor lady ! 

’Tis a hard bondage, to become the wife 
Of a detesting lord. 

IVid. A right good creature : wheresoe’er she is. 
Her heart weighs sadly ; this young maid might do 
her 

A shrewd turn, if she pleas’d. 

Het. How do you mean ? 

May be, tlie amorous count solicits her 
In the unlawful purpose. 

jrUl. He docs, indeed j 

And brokes^ with all that can in such a suit 
(a)iTupt the tender honour of a maid : 

But she is arm’d for him, and keeps her guard 
In honestest defence. 

Knlerj with Drum and Colours, a Parti/ of the Flo- 
rentine Army, Bkrtiiam and Parolles. 

Mar* The gods forbid else ! 

Wid, So, now they come : — 

Tliat is Antonio, the duke’s eldest son ; 

'I’hat, Escalus. 

llel. Which is the Frenchman ? 

Via, He; 

That with the plume : ’tis a most gallant fellow; 

I would, he lov’d his wife : if he were honester, 
lie were much goodlier : — Is’t not a handsome 
gentleman ? 
llel, I like him well. 

Dm, ’Tis pity, he is not honest : Yond’s that 
same knave, 

That leads him to these places ; were I his lady, 

I’d poison that vile rascal. 

IM. Which is he ? 

Via, That jack-an-apes with scarfs : Why is he 
melancholy ? 

llel. Perchance he’s hurt i’the battle. 

Par, Lose our drum ! well. 

Mar, He’s shrewdly vexed at something : Look, 
he has spied us. 

Hid. Marry, hang yon ! 

Mar, And your courtesy, for a ring-carrier ! 

[Dxeunt Bertram, Parolles, Officers, 
and Soldiers. 

Hul. The troop is past : Come, pilgrim, I will 
bring you 

Where you shall host : of enjoin’d penitents 
There’s four or five, to great Saint Jaques bound. 
Already at my house. 

Mel. I humbly thank you : 

Flease it tliis matron, and this gentle maid, 

To eat with us to-night, tlie charge, and thanking, 
Shall be for me ; and, to requite you further, 

^ will bestow some precepts on tliis virgin, 

Worthy the note. 

Moth, We’ll take your offer kindly. 

[Exeunt. 

® Because. * Beals. 


SCENE VI. — Catnp h^ore Florence. 

E,nicr Bertram, and the two French Ixirds. 

1 Lord. Nay, good my lord, put him to’t ; let 
him have his way. 

2 Lord. If your lordship find him not a hilding'^, 
hold me no more in your respect. 

J Tmrd, On my life, my lord, a bubble. 

Her. Do you think, I am so far deceived in him ? 

1 Lord, llelicve it, my lord, in mine own direct 
knowledge, without any malice but to speak of him 
as my kinsman, he’s a most notable coward, an in- 
finite and endless liar, an Iiourly promise-breaker, 
the owner of no one good quality worthy your lord- 
ship’s entertainment. 

2 Lord. It were fit you knew him ; lest, reposing 
too far in his virtue, which he hath not, he might 
at some great and trusty business, in a main danger, 
fail you. 

Per I would, I knew in what particular action 
to try him. 

2 Lord. None better than to let him fetch off his 
diiim, v\hich you hear him so confidently undertake 
to do. 

1 Imrd, I, with a troop of Florentines, will sud- 
denly surprise him ; such I will have, w'hom, I am 
sure, he knows not from the enemy ; we will bind 
and hood-wink liim so, that he shall suppose no 
other but that he is carried into the leaguer of the 
adversaries, when we bring him to our tents ; Be 
hut your lordship present at his examination ; if he 
do not, for the promise of his life, and in the highest 
compulsion of base fear, offer to betray you, and 
deliver all the intelligence in his power against you, 
and that with the forfeit of his soul upon oath, never 
trust my Judgment in any thing. 

2 Lord. O, for the love of laughter, let him fetch 
his drum ; he says he has a stialagem for’t; when 
your lordship sees the boitojn of his success in’t, 
and to what mebd this counterfeit lump of ore will 
be melted, if you give him not John Drum’s enter- 
taiment, your inclining cannot be removed. Here 
he comes. 

Enter Parollfs. 

1 I-,ord. O, for the love of laughter, hinder not 
the humour of his design ; let him fetch oft' his 
drum in any hand. 

Her. IJow now, monsieur? this drum sticks 
sorely in your disposition. 

2 Lord. A plague on’t, let it go ; ’tis but a drum. 

Par. But a drum ! Is’t but a drum ? A drum so 

lost ! — There was an excellent command ! to charge 
ill with our horse upon our own wings, and to rend 
our own soldiers. 

2 Lord. That was not to be blamed in the com- 
mand of the service ; it was a disaster of war that 
Caesar himself could not have prevented, if he had 
been there to command. 

Ber, Well, we cannot greatly condemn our suc- 
cess : some dishonour we had in the loss of that 
drum ; but H is not to be recovered. 

Par. It might have been recovered. 

Her. It might, but it is not now. 

Par, It is to be recovered; but that the merit of 
service is seldom attributed to the true and exact 
performer, I would have that drum or another, or 
hie facet. ^ 

2 A paltry fellow, a coward. 

The lines, entrenchments. < ». e. An epitaph. 
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Ber, Why, if you have a stomach to’t, monsieur, 
if you til ink your mystery in stratagem can bring 
this instrument of honour again into its native 
quarter, be magnanimous in the onterprize, and go 
on ; f will grace the attempt for a worthy exploit ; 
if you speed well in it, the duke shall both speak 
of it, and extend to you what furtlier becomes bis 
greatness, even to the utmost syllable of your wor- 
thiness. 

Par, lly the hand of a soldier, 1 will undertake it. 

Per, Hut you must not now bluinher in it. 

Par, I’ll about it this evening : and I will pre- 
sently pen down my dilemmas, encourage myself 
in my certainty, put myself into my mortal pre- 
paration, and, by midnight, look to hear furtlier 
from me. 

Ber, May I he bold to acquaint his grace, you 
are gone about it ? 

Par* I know not what the success will be, my 
lord ; but the attempt I vow. 

Bcr. I know thou art valiant ; and, to the pos- 
sibility of thy soldiership, will subscribe for thee. 
Farewell. 

Par. I love not many words. {^ExiU 

I Lord* No more than a fish loves water. — Is 
not this a strange fellow, my lord ? that so confi- 
dently seems to undertake tliis business, which be 
knows is not to be done. 

ii Lord. You do not know him, my lord, as w^e 
do : certain it is, that he will steal himself into a 
man’s favour, and, for a week, escape a great deal of 
discoveries ; but when you find him out, you have 
him ever after. 

Ber. Why, do you think, he will make no deed at 
all of tliis, that so seriously he does address himself 
unto? 

1 Lord* None in the world ; but return with an 
invention, and clap upon you two or three probable 
lies : but we have almost embossed him * ; you shall 
see his fall to-night ; for, indeed, he is not for your 
lordship’s respect. 

2 Lord. We’lJ make you some sport with the fox, 
ere wo case him.® He was first smoked by tlie old 
lord Lafeu : when his disguise and he is parted, tell 
me what a sprat you shall find him; which you 
shall see this very night. 

1 I,ord. I must go look my twigs ; lie shall be 
caught. 

Ber. Your brother, he shall go along with me. 

1 Lord. As*t please your lordship : I’ll leave you. 

[Exit. 

Ber. Now will I lead you to the house, and show 
you 

The lass 1 spoke of. 

2 Lord* But, you say, she’s honest. 

Ber. That’s allthe fault; I spoke with h€*r but once, 

And found her wondrous cold ; but I sent to her, 

By this same coxcomb that we have i’the wind, 
Tokens and letters which she did re-send ; 

And this is all I have done : She’s a fair creature ; 
Will you go see her ? 

2 Lord. With all my heart, my lord. 

[Exeunt. 

** To emb08» a deer, la to enclose him in a wood. 

® Before vre strip him nakcil. 


ENDS WELL. Ac r III. Scene VII. 

SCENE VII Florence. A Room in ike 

Widow *5 House. 

Enter IIelkna and Widow. 

Hel. If you misdoubt me that I am not she, 
know not how I shall assure you further, 

Hut I shall lose the grounds I work upon. 

WUl. Though my estate be fallen, I was well 
born, 

Notliing acquainted with these businesses 
And would not put niy reputation now 
In any staining act. 

Hel. Nor would 1 wish you. 

First give me trust, tlic count he is my husband ; 
And, wdiat to your sworn counsel I have spoken, 

Is so, from word to word ; and then you cannot. 

By the good aid that I of you shall bonow, 

Err in bestowing it. 

Jf'ld. I sliould believe you ; 

For you have show’d me that, wliicli w'cll ap- 
proves 

You are great in fortune. 

Hel. Take this purse of gold, 

And let me buy your friendly help thus far. 

Which I w'ill over-pay, and pay again, 

When I have found it. The count he wooes your 
daughter, 

I.ays down his wanton siege before her beauty. 
Resolves to carry ber ; let her, in fine, consent, 

As we’ll direct her Jiow ’tis best to bear it, 

Now his important 7 blood will nought deny 
Tliat she’ll demand ; A ring the county « wears, 
That downward hath succeeded in his house, 

From son to son, some four or five descents 
Since the first fatlier wore it : this ring he holds 
In most rich choice ; yet in his idle fire, 

To buy his will, it would not seem too dear, 
How^e’er repented after. 

IPid. Now I see 

The bottom of your purpose. 

Hel, You see it lawful then ; It is no more. 

But that your daughter, ere she seems as won. 
Desires this ring ; appoints him an encounter ; 

In fine, delivers me to fill the time, 

Herself most chastely absent : after this, 

To mairy her. I’ll add three tliousand crowns 
To what is past already. 

Wid, I have yielded : 

Instnjct my daughter how she shall perst^ver, 

That time and place, with this deceit so lawful, 
May prove coherent. Every night he comes 
With musicksof all sorts, and songs compos’d 
To her unworthiness : It nothing steads us, 

To chide him from our caves ; for he persists, 

As if his life lay on’t. 

Hel. Why then to-night 

Let us assay our plot ; which, if it speed, 

Is wicked meaning in a lawful deed, 

And lawful meaning in a lawful act; 

Where both not sin, and yet a sinful fact ; 

But let’s about it. [ Exeunt* 

7 Importunate. « Count. 
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ACT IV. 


SCENE I. — Without the Floi’eiiiine Camp. 

Enter Jirsl Lord, with Jive or six Soldiers in ambush. 

1 Lord. He can come no other way but by this 
hedge’ corner : When you sally upon him, speak 
what terrible language you w'ill ; though you under- 
stand it not yourselves, no matter : for we must not 
seem to understand him ; unless some one among us, 
whom we must produce for an interjireter. 

1 Sold. Good captain, let me be the interpreter. 

1 Lon/. Art not acquainted with him ? knows he 
not thy voice? 

1 Sold. No sir, I warrant you. 

1 Lord. But what linsy-woolsy hast thou to speak 
to us again ? 

1 Sold. Even such as you speak to me. 

I Lord. lie must think us some band of strangers 
i’ the adversary’s entertainment. ® Now he hath a 
smack of all neighbouring languages ; therefore we 
must every one be a man of liis own fancy, not to 
know wliat we speak one to another ; so we seem to 
know, is to know straight our purpose : chough’s > 
language, gabble enough, and good enough. As 
for you, interpreter, you must seem very politick. 
But couch, ho! here he comes; to beguile two 
hours in a sleep, and then to return and swear the 
lies he forges. 

Enter Paroi.les. 

Par. Ten o’clock : within these three hours ’twill 
be time enough to go home. What shall J say I 
have done? It must be a very plausive invention 
that carries it : They begin to smoke me ; and dis- 
graces have of late knocked too often at my door. 1 
find, my tongue is too fool-hardy ; but my heart 
hath the fear of Mars before it, and of his creatures, 
not daring the reports of my tongue. 

1 Lord. This is the first tiuth that e’er thine owm 
tongue was guiltj of. l^jiside. 

Par. What the devil should move me to under- 
take the recovery of this drum ; being not ignorant 
of the impossibility, and knowing I had no such 
purpose ? I must give myself some hurts, and say, 
I got them in exploit : Yet slight ones will not 
carry it : They will say. Came you ofi’wdtli so little? 
and great ones 1 dare not give. Wherefore ? what’s 
the instance? 2 Tongue, 1 must put you into a 
butter-woman’s mouth, and buy another of Bajazet’s 
mule, il you prattle me into these perils. 

1 Lord. Is it possible, he should know what he 
is, and be that he is ? [Asulc. 

Par. I Vvould the cutting of my garments would 
serve the turn ; or the breaking of roy Spanish 
sword. 

1 Lord. We cannot afford you so. [Aside. 

Par. Or the baring of my beard ; and to say, it 
was in stratagem. 

1 Lord. ’Twould not do. [Aside. 

Par. Or to drown my clothes, and say, I was 

stripped. 

1 Lord. Hardly serve. [Asixle. 

Pur. Though I swore I leaped from the window 
of the citadel 

1 Lord. How^ deep? [Aside. 

® t. e. Foreign tioop.s in the enemy. ’8 pay 
^ A bird like a jaek-daw. The proof. 


Par. Thirty fathom. 

1 Jjord. Three great oaths w'ould scarce make 
that be believed. [Aside. 

Par. I would, I bad any drum of the enemy’s ; 
1 would swear, I recovered it. 

1 Lord. You shall hear one anon. [Aside. 

Par. A drum now of the enemy’s ! 

[Alarum within. 

I Lord. Tkroca movoususy cargo, cargo, cargo. 
All. Cargo, cargo, villianda par cm'bo, cargo. 

Par. O* ransome, ransome : — Do not hide mine 
eyes. [ Thep seize him, and blindfold lam. 

1 Sold. Doskos thromuldo boskos. 

Par. I know you are the Muskos’ regiment. 

And I shall lose my life for want of language : 

If there be here German, or Dane, low Dutch, 
Italian, or French, let him speak to me, 

I will discover that which shall undo 
'I’he Florentine. 

I Sold. Boskos I'anvado : 

I understand thee, and can speak thy tongue : — — » 
Aereli/bonto : Sir, 

Betake thee to thy faith, for seventeen poniards 
Are .at thy bosom. 

Par. Oh ! 

1 Sold. O, pray, pray, pray. 

Manka reronia dulche. 

1 I<ord. Oscorhi dulchos volivorca. 

1 Sold. The general is content to s})are thee yet ; 
And hood-w'ink’d as thou art, w'ill lead thee on 
To gather from thee : haply, thou mayst inform 
Something to save thy life. 

Par. O, let me live, 

And all the secrets of our camp I’ll show, 

Their force, their purposes : nay, I’ll speak that 
Which you will w’onder at. 

1 Sold, But wait thou faitlifiilly ? 

Par. If I do not, kill me. 

1 Sold. Acordo linla. — 

Come on, thou art granted space. 

[Exit, with Pakoi.les guarded. 

1 Lord. Go, tell the count Rousillon, and my 

brother. 

We have caught the woodcock, and will keep him 
muftled, 

Till w^e do hear from them. 

2 Sold. Captain, I will, 

1 J.ord. He will betray us all unto ourselves ; — 
Inform ’em that. 

2 Sold. So 1 W’ill, sir. 

1 Lord. Till then, Til keep him dark, and safely 
lock’d. [Exeunu 

SCENE 1 1, — Florence, A Room in the Widow ’i 
House. 

Enicr Bertram and Diana. 

Ber. They told me, that your name was Fontiliell. 
Dia. No, my good lord, Diana. 

Ber. Title*! goddess ; 

And worth it, with addition ! But, fair soul, 

In your fine frame hath love no quality ? 

If the quick fire of youtli light not your mind, 

You arc no maiden, but a monument : 

When you are dead, you should ho such a one 
Q 4 
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As you are now, for you are cold and stern ; 

And now you should !>e as your mother was, 
Before yourself were horn, 

J)ia. She then w'as honest. 

JHer, So should vow bo. 

Via, No : 

My mother did but duty j such, my lord, 

As you owe to your wife. 

lier. No more of that ! 

I pr’ythee, do not strive aj^ainst my vows : 

I w^as compel I’d to her ; but 1 love thee 
By love’s own sweet constraint, and will for ever 
Do thee all rights of service. 

Vm* Ay, so you setve us, 

Till we serve you : but when you have our roses, 
You barely leave our thorns to wound ourselves, 
And mock us with our bareness. 

JTer* ' ITow have I sworn ? 

Via, ’Tis not the many oaths that make tlie truth ; 
But the plain single vow*, that is vow’d true, 

What is not holy, that we swear not by. 

But take the Highest to witness: Then, pray you, 
tell me, 

If I should sw'ear by Jove’s great attributes, 

I lov’d you dearly, would you believe my oaths, 
Wlien I did love you ill ? this has no holding. 

To swear by him w liom I protest to love, 

'J'hat I will work against lum: 'Dierefore, your oaths. 
Are words and poor conditions ; but unseal’d ; 

At least, in my opinion. 

Ber, Change it, change it ; 

Be not so holy-cruel : love is holy ; 

And my integrity ne’er knew the crafts, 

That you do charge men wdth ; Stand no more off. 
But give tliyself unto my sick desires, 

Who then recover ; say, thou art mine, and ever 
My love, as it begins, shall so pers^ver. 

Via, I see, tlrat men make hoires, in sucli affairs. 
That we’ll forsake ourselves. Give me that ring. 
Her, I’ll lend it thee, my dear, but have no 
power 

To give it from me. 

Via. Will you not, my lord ? 

Ber, It is an honour ’longing to our house. 
Bequeathed dowm from many ancestors ; 

Which W'cre the greatest obloquy i’the world 
In me to lose. 

Via. , Mine honour’s such a ring : 

My cliastity’s the jewel of our liouse, 

Bequeathed down from many ancestors ; 

Which were the greatest obloquy i’the world 
In me to lose : Thus your own proper wisdom 
Brings in tlie champion honour on my part, 
Against your vain assault. 

V(?r* Here, take my ring ; 

>Iy house, mine honour, yea, my life be tliine, 

And rU be bid by thee. 

Via* When midnight comes, knock at my cham- 
ber window ; 

I’ll order take, my mother shall not hear. 

Now will I charge you in the band of truth, 
Remain then but an hour nor speak to me : 

My reasons are most strong ; and you shall know 
tliem. 

When back again this ring shall be deliver’d ; 

And on your finger, in the night I’ll put 
Auotlior ring; that, what in time proceeds. 

May token to the future our past deeds. 

Adieu, till then ; then fail not : You have w'on 
A wife of me, though there my hope be done. 


Uer. A heaven on earth I have w^on by wooing 
thee. [Vjiit, 

Via, For which live long to thunk both heaven 
and me ! 

You may so in the end. 

IMy mother told me just Iiow he would woo, 

As if she sat in his heart; she says, all men 
Have the like oaths : he had sworn to marry me, 
When his wife’s dead ; therefore I’ll lie with him, 
When I am buried Since Frenchmen arc so braid-*, 
Marry that will, I’ll live and die a maid : 

Only, ill this disguise, I tiiink’t no sin 

To cozen him, that would unjustly win, [Exit. 

SCENIC III — The Florentine Camp. 

Enter the two French I.ords, aud two or three 
Soldiers. 

1 Lord. Y'ou have not j^ven him liis mother’s 
letter ? 

2 Lord. I have delivered it an hour since . there 
is something in’t that stings his nature : for, on the 
reading it, he changed almost into another man. 

1 Lord. He has much worthy blame laid upon 
him, for shaking off’ so good a wife, and so sweet a 
lady. 

2 Ijord. FCspecially he hath incurred the everlast- 
ing displeasure of the king, who had even tuned his 
bounty to sing happiness to him. 1 will tell you a 
thing, but you sliall let it dwell darkly with you. 

1 Lord. When you have spoken it, ’tis dead, and 
1 am the grave of it. 

2 I Ami. He hath ])erverted a young gentlewoman 
here in Florence, of a most chaste renown ; he hath 
given her his monumental ring, and thinks himself 
made in the unchaste comiiosition. 

1 T.ord. Now, heaven delay our rebellion ; as we 
aie ourselves, what tilings are we ! 

2 Lord. Merely our own traitors. And us in the 
coimnoii course of all treasons, we still see them 
reveal themselves, till they attain to their abhorred 
ends; so he, that in this action contrives against his 
own nobility, in his pro)>er stream o’erflows himself, 

1 J.ord. Is it not meant confoundedly in us, to 
be trumpeters of our unlawful intents? We shall 
not then have his company to-night? 

2 Lord. Not till after inidniglit. 

1 I.ord. That approacJies apace . I w'ould gladly 
have liim see his coinjiaiiy ^ anatomised ; tliat he 
might take a measure of his own judgments, wherein 
so curiously he had set this counterfeit. 

2 Lord. We viill not meddle witli him till he 
come; for his presence must be the whip of the 
other. 

1 Lord. In the mean time, what hear you of these 
wars? 

2 Lord, I hear, there is an overture of peace. 

1 Ijord. Nay, I assure you, a peace concluded. 

2 Jjord. What will count Rousillon do then ? will 
he travel higher, or return again into France? 

1 Lord. I perceive, by this demand, you are not 
altogetlier of his council. 

2 Lord, Let it Imj forbid, sir ! so sliould I be a 
great deal of his act, 

1 I.ord, Sir, his wife, some two montlis since 
fled from his house; her pretence is a pilgrimage 
to Saint jaques le grand ; which holy undertaking, 
with most austere sanctimony, she accomplished ; 


^ ('rafty, deceitful. 


< For companion. 



Scene IIL 

and, there residing, the tenderness of her nature 
became as a prey to her grief; in fine made a groan 
of her last breath, and now she sings in heaven, 

2 Lord. How is this justified ? 

1 Lord, The stronger part of it by her own 
letter which makes her story true, even to the point 
of her death ; her death itself, which could not be 
her office to say, is come, was faithfully confirmed 
by the rector of the place* 

‘J I.ord. Hath the count jill this intelligence? 

1 Lord, Ay, and the particular confirmations, 
point from point, to the full arming of the verity. 

*2 Lord, 1 am heartily sorry, that he’ll be glad 
of this. 

1 Lord. How miglitily sometimes we make us 
comforts of our h)sses ! 

ii l,ord. And how mightily, some other times, 
\vc drown our gain in tears ! The great dignity, tliat 
jis valour hath here acquired for him, shall at home 
)e encountered with a shame as ample, 

1 J.oid. The web of our lifejs^of a mingled yarn, 
jjood and ill fplf^jllier z ^oirr virUies would be proud, 
if our faufts^^whipped them not ; and our crimes 
would despair, if they were not cherish’d by our 
virtues. — 

Enter a Servant. 

How now ? where’s your master? 

Serv. He met the duke in the street, sir, of whom 
he hath taken a solemn leave ; his lordship will next 
moniiiig for Franee. 'I'he duke hath offered him 
letters of commendations to the king. 

2 Lord, They shall be no more than needful 
there, if they were more than they can commend. 

Enter Bertram. 

1 Lord, They cannot be too sweet for the king’s 
tartness. Here’s his loidsliip now. How now, my 
lord, is’t not after midnight. 

lier. I have to-night despatched sixteen busi- 
nesses, a month’s length a-piecc, by an abstract of 
success : 1 have con^4'd with the duke, done my 
adieu with his nearest ; buried a wife, mourned for 
her ; writ to my lady mother, I am returning ; en- 
tertained my convoy ; and, between these main 
parcels of despatch, eff’ected many nicer needs ; the 
last was tlie greatest, but that I have not ended yet. 

2 Lord, If the business be of any difficulty, and 
this morning your departure hence, it requires liaste 
of your lordship. 

lier, I mean, the business is not ended, as fearing 
to hear of it hereafiter : But shall we liave this dia- 
logue between the fool and the soldier ? Come, 

bring forth this counterfeit module ’ ; he has de- 
ceived me, like a double-meaning prophesier, 

2 LortU Bring him forth ; [Exeunt Soldiers.^ he 
has sat in the stocks all night, poor gallant knave. 

Her. No matter; his heels have deserved it, in 
usurping his spurs ^ so long. How does he carry 
himself? 

1 Lord, I have told your lordship already ; the 
stocks carry him. But, to answer you as you would 
be understood ; he weeps : he hath confessed him- 
self to Morgan, whom he supposes to be a friar, 
from the time of his remembrance, to tliis very in- 
stant disaster of his sitting i’the stocks : And what 
think you he hath confessed ? 

Her, Notliing of me, has he ? 

•'* Model, pattern. 

^ An aliuiiiun to tfie degradation of a knight hy hacking oft' 
Ida spurs. 
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2 Lord. Ills confession is taken, and it shall be 
read to his face : if your lordship be in’t, as I believe 
you are, you must have the patience to hear it. 

Re-enter Soldiers, uilh Parolles. 

Rer, A plague upon him ! mufiled ! he can say 
nothing of me ; hush ! hush ! 

1 I.ord. Hoodinan comes ! — Forto tartarossa* 

1 Sold. He calls for the tortures ; What will you 
say without ’em ? 

Par. I will confess what I know without con- 
straint ; if he pinch me like a pasty, I can say no 
more. 

1 Sobl. 7io,sko rhiniurcho, 

2 Lord. lioblibindo cUicurmvrcho. 

1 Sold. You are a merciful general : — Our 
general bids you answer to what I shall ask you out 
of a note. 

Far, And truly, as I hope to live. 

1 Sold. First demand of him how mani/ horse the 
duke is stronfi. What say you to that? 

Par. Five or six thousand ; but very weak and 
unserviceable: the troops are all scattered, and the 
commanders very poor rogues, upon my reputation 
and credit, and as I hope to live. 

1 Sdd. Shall I set down your answer so ? 

Par, Do ; I’ll take my oath on’t, how and which 
way you will. 

Her. All’s one to him. What a past-saving slave 
is this ! 

1 I.ord. You arc deceived, my lord ; this is mon- 
sieur Parolles, the gallant militarist, (that was his 
own phrase,) that had the whole theorick of war in 
the knot of his scarf, and the practice in the chape 7 
of his dagger. 

2 Lord. I will never trust a man again, for keep- 
ing his sword clean ; nor believe he can have every 
thing in him, by wearing his apparel neatly. 

1 Sold. Well, that’s set down. 

Par. Five or six thousand horse, I said* — I wdll 
say true, — or thereabouts, set down, — for I’ll speak 
truth. 

1 Lord, He’s very near the truth in tliis. 

Rer. But I con him no thanks for’t, in the nature 
he deliveis it. 

Par. Poor rogues, I pray you, say. 

1 Sold. Well, that's set down. 

Par. I humbly thank you, sir ; a truth’s a truth, 
the rogues are marvellous poor. 

1 Sold. Demand of hinif of what sti'ength they are 
afoot. What say you to that ? 

'Par. By my troth, sir, if I were to live this 
present hour, I will tell true. Let me see ; Spurio 
a hundred and fifty, Sebastian so many, Corambus 
so many, Jaques so many ; Giiiltian, Cosmo, Lo- 
dowick, and Gratii, two hundred fifty each ; mine 
own company, Chitopher, Vaumond, Bentii, two 
hundred and fifty each ; so that the muster-file, 
rotten and sound, upon my life, aipounts not to 
fifteen thousand poll ; half of w hich dare not shake 
the snow from off their cassocks lest they sliake 
themselves to pieces. 

Rer. What shall be done to him ? 

1 Lord. Nothing, but let him have thanks. De- 
mand of him my conditions 9, and what credit I 
have with the duke. 

1 Sold. Well, diat’s set down. You shall demand 

y The point of the scabbard. 

^ Cassock then signified a horseman's loose coat 

9 Disjwsition and character. 
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t^f himf whether otie captain Dumain he iUhe campi 
a Frenchman ; what his reputation is with the duke, 
what his valour, honesty, and expert ness in \mrs ; or 
whether he thinks it were not possible, with well’- 
weighing sums of gold, to corrupt him to a revolt. 
What &ay you to this ? what do you know of it ? 

Par. I beseech you, let me answer to the par- 
ticular of tlie interrogatories : Demand them singly. 

1 Sold. Do you know this captain Dumain ? 

Par. I know him : he was a botcher's ’prentice in 
Paris, from whence he was whipped lor ill conduct. 

[Dumain li/ls up fits hand in anger. 

Per. Nay, by your leave, hold your Imtids ; 
though I know', his brains are forfeit to the next tile 
tliat falls. 

1 Sold. Well, is this captain in the duke of Flo- 
rence’s camp ? 

Par. Upon my knowledge, he is, and lousy. 

1 Lord. Nay, look not so upon me; we shall 
hear of your lordship anon. 

1 Sold. Wliat is his reputation with tlic duke? 

par. The duke knows him for no other but a 
poor officer of mine ; and writ to me this other day, 
to turn Ijim out o’thc hand : I tliink I have his letter 
in my pocket. 

1 Sold. Marry, we’ll seardi. 

Par. In good sadness, I do not know ; either it 
is there, or it is upon a file, with the duke’s other 
letters in my tent. 

I Sold. Here ’tis; here’s a paper? Shall 1 read 
it to you ? 

Par% I do not know if it be it or no. 

Per. Our interpreter does it well. 

1 Lord. Excellently. 

1 Sold. Dian. The count's a fool, and full (f gold, — 

Par. That is not the duke’s letter, sir ; tliat is an 
advertisement to a proper maid in Florence, one 
Diana, to take heed of the allurements of one count 
Rousillon, a foolish idle boy ; I pray you, sir, put 
it up again. 

1 Sold. Nay, I’ll read it first, by your favour. 

Par. My meaning in’t, I protest, was very honest 
in the behalf of the maid ; for 1 knew the young 
count to be a dangerous and lascivious boy. 

Per. Abominable, both sides rogue ! 

1 Sold. When he swears oaths, bid him drop gold, 

and take it ; 

Afet' he semres, he never pays the score .* 

Haf won, is match well made; match, and well 
make it ; 

He ne'er pays after debts, take it before ; 

And say, a soldier, Dian, told thee this. 

Men are to mell with, boys are not to kiss : 

For count of this, the count's afoot, I know it, 

Who pays before, but not when he does owe it. 

Thine, as he vow'd to thee in thine ear, 

Parolees. 

Per, He shall be whipped through the army, with 
this rhyme in his forehead. 

2 I,ord. This is your devoted friend, sir, the 
manifold linguist, and tlie annipotent soldier. 

Per. I could endure any thing before but a cat, 
and now he’s a cat to me. 

1 Sold. I perceive, rir, by tlie general’s looks, we 
shall be fkin to hang you. 

Par. My life, sir, in any case : not that I am 
afraid to die : but that, my offences being many, I 
would repent out the remainder of nature ; let me 
live, sir, in a dungeon, i’thc stocks, or any where, 
so I may live. 


Act JV. 

1 Sold, We’ll see what may be done, so you con- 
fess freely; therefore, once more to this captain 
Dumain ; You have answered to his reputation with 
the duke, and to his valour : What is his lionesty ? 

Par, He will steal, sir, an egg out of a cloister. 
He professes not keeping of oaths ; in brciii[iuo> 
them, he is stronger than Hercules. He will li,-, 
sir, with sucli volubility, that you would think truth 
were a fool : drunkenness is his best virtue. I have 
but little more to say, sir, of his honesty ; he has 
every thing that an honest man should not have; 
what an honest man should have, he has nothing. 

1 Lord. I begin to love him for this. 

Per, For this description of thine honesty ? A 
plague u})on him for me, he is more and more a cat. 

1 Sold. What say you to hi.s expertness in war ? 

Par. Faitli, sir, he has led the drum before the 
English tragedians, — to belie him, 1 will not, — and 
more of his soldiership I know not; except, in tliat 
country, he had the honour to be the officer at a 
])lace there called Mile-end, to instruct for the 
doubling of files I would do the man what honour 
I can, but of this I am not certain. 

1 Lord. He hath out-villained villainy so far, 
that the rarity redeems liim. 

Per. A plague on him ! he’s a cat still, 

1 Sold. Ilis {jualities being at this ])oor price, I 
need not ask you, if gold will corrupt him to revolt. 

Par. Sir, for a quart d' ecu ' he will sell the fee- 
simple of his salvation, the inheritance of it; and 
cut the entail from all remainders, and a perpetual 
succession for it perpetually. 

1 Sold, What’s Ills brother, the other captain 
Diimdin? 

2 jAird. Why does lie ask him of me ? 

1 Sold, What’s he? 

Par. E’en a crow of the same nest ; not altogi'ther 
so great as the first in goodness, but greater a great 
deal in evil. He excels Iiis lirother for a cowaid, 
yet his brother is reputed one of the best that is : 
In a retreat he outruns any lackey ; marry, in 
coining on he has the cram]). 

1 Sold. If your life be saved, w'ill you undertake 
to betray the Florentine ? 

par. Ay, and the captain of his horse, count 
Rousillon. 

1 Sold, I’ll wliisper with the general, and know 
his pleasure. 

Par. I’ll no more drumming; a plague of all 
drums ! Only to seem to deserve well, and to beguile 
the supposition ^ of tliat lascivious young boy, the 
count, have I run into this danger : Yet, who would 
have suspected an ambush where I was taken ? 

{^Aside. 

1 Sold. There is no remedy, sir, but you must die : 
the general says, you, thsit have so traitoiously dis- 
covered the secrets of your army, and made such 
pestiferous reports of men very nobly held, can 
serve the world for no honest use ; therefore you 
must die. Come, headsmen, off* with his head. 

Par, O Lord, sir; let me live, or let me see my 
death. 

1 Sold, That shall you, and take your leave of all 

your friends. [ Unmvffling him. 

So, look you about you ; Know you any here ? 

Per. Good morrow, noble captain. 

2 Lord. Bless you, captain Parolles. 

1 Lord. Save you, noble captain. 

* The fourth part of the smaller French crowa 
To deccnc the opinion. 








Scene IV. 

2 l.ord. Captain, what gi'oeting will you to my 
lord Lafeu? I am for France. 

I Lord. Good captain, will you give me a copy 
of the sonnet you writ to Diana in behalf of the 
count llousillon ? an I were not a very coward, I*d 
compel it of you ; but fare you well. 

{Ei'eintt Bertram, Lords, 

1 Sold. You are undone, captain : all but your 
scarf, that has a knot on’t yet 

Far. Who cannot be crushed with a plot? 

1 Sold. If you could find out a country where 
but women were that had received so much shame, 
you might begin an impudent nation. Fare you 
v\ell, sir; I am for France too; we shall speak of 
you there. [ ExU. 

Far. Yet am I thankful : if my heart were great, 
"IVoiild burst at this: Captain, I’ll be no more; 
But I will eat and tirink, and sleep as soft 
As captain shall . simply the thing I am 
Shall make me live. Who knows himself a braggart, 
Let him fear this; for it will come to pass, 

Tliat every braggart shall be found an ass. 

Rust, sword ! cool, blushes ! and, Parolles, live 
Safest in shame ! being fool’d, by foolery thrive ' 
There’s place, and means, for every man alive. 

I’ll after them. '[Exit. 

SCENE IV. — Florence. A Iloom in the Widow’.< 
House. 

Enter Helena, Widow, and Diana. 

Hel. 'I'hat you may well perceive I have not 
wrong’d you, 

One of the greatest in the Christian wtjrld 
Shall be my surety; ’fore whose throne, ’tis needful. 
Ere I can perfect mine intents, to kneel : 

Time was I ilid him a desired office. 

Dear almost as his life ; w'hich gratitude 
Tlirough Hinty Tartar’s bosom would peep forth, 
And answer tlianks : I duly am inform’d 
II is grace is at Marseilles ; to which place 
We have convenient convoy. You must know, 

J am supposed dead : the army breaking, 

My husband hies him home ; where, heaven aiding. 
And by the leave of my good lord the king, 

We’ll be, before our welcome. 

Wul. Gentle madam. 

You never had a servant, to whose trust 
Your business was more welcome. 

He[. Nor you, mistress. 

Ever a friend, whose thoughts more truly labour 
'i o recompense your love ; doubt not, but heaven 
Hath brought me up to be your daughter’s dower. 
As it hath fated her to be my motive 
And helper to a husband, O strange men ! 

But more of this hereafter : You, Diana, 

Under my poor instructions yet must suH’er 
Something in ray behalf. 

Hia. Let death and honesty 

Go with your impositions 3, I am yours. 

Upon your will to suffer. 

Hel. Yet, I pray you, 

But with the word, the time will bring on summer. 
When briars shall have leaves as well as thorns, 
And be as sweet as sharp. We must away ; 

Our waggon is prepar’d, and time revives us : 

All's well that ende umll : still the fine’s •* the crown ; 
Whate’er the course, the end is the renown. 

[Bxeunl. 
4 Kial 


SCENE V. — Bousillon. A Room in the Coun- 
tess’s Palace. 

Enter Countess, Lafeu, and Clown. 

I 

Laf. No, no, no, your son was misled with a snipt- 
taifata fellow there ; whose villainous saffron would 
have made all the unbak’d and doughy youth of a 
nation in his colour ; your daughter-in-law bad been 
alive at this hour ; and your son here at liome, more 
advanced by the the king, than by that red-tailed 
humble-bee I speak ol‘. 

Count. I would, I had not known him ! it was 
the death of the most virtuous gentlewoman that 
ever nature had praise for creating : if she had cost 
me the dearest groans of a mother, I could not have 
owed her a more rooted love. 

Laf ’Twas a gtmd lady, ’twas a good lady : we 
may ))ick a thousand salads, ere we light on such 
another herb. 

Clo. Indeed, sir, she w^as the sweet-marjorarn of 
the salad, or, rather, the herb of grace. 

Laf. They are not salad-herbs, you knave, they 
are nose-herbs. 

Clo. Sir, I have not much skill in grass. 

Tjaf, Go thy ways, 1 begin to be a-weary of thee, 
and 1 tell thee so before, because 1 would not fall 
out with thee. Go thy ways ; let my Ijorses be 
well looked to, vvitlu)ut any tricks. 

Clo. If I put any tricks upon ’em, sir, they shall 
be jades’ tricks ; which arc their own right by the 
law of nature. [Exit. 

Laf. A shrewd knave, and an imhai>py. ? 

Count. So he is. My lord, that’s gone, made 
j himself much s])ort out of him : by his authority he 
reniains here, wliich he thinks is a patent for his 
saiiciness ; aud, indeed, he has no pace, but runs 
where he will. 

J.af. I like him well ; ’tis not amiss : and I was 
about to tell you. Since I heard of the good lady’s 
death, and that my lord your son was upon bis re- 
turn home, I moved the king my master, to speak 
in the behalf of my daughter : which in the mino- 
rity of them both, his majesty, out of a self-gracious 
remembrance, did first propose : his liighness hath 
promised me to do it : and, to stop up the displea- 
sure he bath conceived against your son, there is no 
fitter matter. How docs your ladyshij) like it? 

Count. With very much content, my lord, and I 
wish it happily effected, 

Laf. His highness comes post from Marseilles, of 
as able body as when he numbered tliirty ; he will 
be here to-morrow, or I am deceived by liim that 
in such intelligence hath seldom failed. 

Count. It rejoices me, that I hope I shall see him 
ere I die. 1 have letters, that my son will be here 
to-night ; I shall beseech your lordship, to remain 
with me till they meet together. 

Laf. Madam, I was thinking, with what manners 
I might safely be admitted. 

Count. You need but plead your honourable pri- 
vilege, 

Laf. Lady, of that I have made a bold charter 
but, I thank my God, it holds yet 

Re-^nier Clown. 

Clo. O madam, yonder’s my lord your son with 
a patch of velvet on’s face ; whether tliere be a scar 

^ There was a fashion of using yellow starch for bands and 
riifllos, to which Lafeu alludes. 

t. c. Rue. 7 Mischievously unhappy, wagf^sh, 
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under it, or no, the velvet knows ; but ’tis a goodly 
patch of velvet ; his left cheek is a cheek of two 
pile and a half, but his right cheek is worn bare. 

Lof. A scar nobly got, or a noble scar, is a good 
livery of honour ! so, belike, is that. 

4Vo. But it is your carbonadoed 8 face. 


Act V. 

Lf^. Let us go see your son, 1 pray you ; I long 
to talk with the young noble soldier. 

Cliu There’s a dozen of ’em, with delicate fine 
hats, and most courteous featliers, whicii bow the 
head, and nod at every man. 

{Exeunt. 


ACT V. 


SCENE I. — Marseilles. J Street. 

Enter IIklena, Widow, and Diana, with two 
Attendants. 

Net, But this exceeding posting, day and night, 
Must wear your spirits low : we cannot help it ; 
But since you have made the days and nights as one, 
To wear your gentle limbs in my affairs, 

Be !)oId, you do so grow in my requihil, 

As notliing can unroot you. In haiipy time ; — 

Enter a gentle A stringer. 9 
This man may help me to his majesty’s ear, 

If he w’ould spend his power. — God save you, sir. 
Gent, And you. 

Hel. Sir, I have seen you in the court of France. 
Gent. 1 have been sometimes there. 

Hel. I do presume, sir, that you are not fallen 
From the report that goes upon your goodness ; 
And tlterufore, goaded with most sharp occasions, 
Which lay nice manners by, I put you to 
The use of your own virtues, for tlie which 
I shall continue thankful. 

Gent. What’s your will ? 

Hel. That it will please you 
To give this poor petition to the king ; 

And aid me w ith that store of power you have, 

To come into his presence. 

Gent. The king’s not here. 

Hel. Not here, sir ? 

Gent. Not, indeed ; 

He hence remov’d last night, and with moi*e haste 
Than is his use. 

Hel. Ail*s well that ends well; yet ; 

Though time seem so adverse, and means unfit. — 
I do beseech you, whither is he gone ? 

Gent. Marry, as I take it, to llousillon ; 

Whither 1 am going. 

Hel. I do beseech you, sir, 

Since you are like to see the king before me, 
Commend the paper to his gracious hand ; 

Which, I presume, shall render you no blame. 

But rather make you thank your pains for it : 

I will come after you, with what good speed 
Our means will make us means. 

Gent. Tliis I’ll do for you. 

Hel. And you shall find yourself to be well 
thank’d, 

Whate’er falls more. — We must to horse again ; — 
Go, go, provide. {Exeunt. 

SCENE II. — Rousillon. The inner Court of the 
Countess’s Palace. 

Enter Clown and Parolles. 

Par. Good monsieur Lavatch, give my lord Lafeu 

s Scored like a piece of meat for the gridiron. 

B A geiitleinan falconer. 


this letter : I have, ere now, sir, been better known 
to you, when I have ]»eld familiarity with fresher 
clothes; but I am now, sir, muddied in fortune’s 
moat, and smell somewhat strong of her strong dis- 
pleasure. 

Clo. Truly, fortune’s displeasure is but sluttish, 
if it smell so strong as thou speakest of ; Look, 
here he comes himself. 

Enter La fed. 

Here is a pur of fortune’s, sir, or of fortune’s cat, 
(but not a musk-cat, ) that has fallen into the unclean 
fishpond of her displeasure, and, as he says, is mud- 
died withal : Pray you, sir, use the carp as you may ; 
for he looks like a poor, decayed, ingenious, foolish, 
lascally knave. I do pity his distress in my smiles 
of comfort, and leave him to your lordshij). 

\EtU Clown. 

Par. My lord, I am a man whom fortune hath 
cruelly scratched. 

l.af. And what w'ould you have me to do ? *tis too 
late to pare her nails now. Wherein liavc you played 
the knave with fortune, that she should scratch you, 
who of herself is a good lady, and would not have 
knaves thrive long under her ? There’s a quart d'ecu 
for you : Let the justices make you and fortune 
friends : I am for other business. 

Par. I beseech your honour, to hear me one sin- 
gle word. 

Laf. You beg a single penny more : come, you 
shall ha’t ; save your word. 

Par. My name, my good lord, is Parolles. 

Laf. You beg more than one word then. — Give 
me your hand: — How does your drum? 

Par. O my good lord, you were the first that 
found me. 

J^af. Was I, in sootli? and I was the first that 
lost thee. 

Par It lies in you, my lord, to bring me in some 
grace, for you did bring me out. 

Laf. Out upon thee, knave ! f Trumpets sownd.] 
The king’s coming, I know by his trumpets, — Sir- 
nUi, inquire further after me ; I had talk of you last 
night : though you are a fool and a knave, you shall 
eat ; go to, follow. 

Par, I praise heaven for you, [Exeunt. 

SCENE III. — A Boom in the Countess’s Palace. 

Flourish. Enter King, Countess, Lafeu, Lords, 
Gentlemen, Guards^ ^c. 

King. We lost a jewel of her ; and our esteem ' 
Was made much poorer by it : but your son, 

As mad in folly, lack’d the sense to know 
Her estimation home. ^ 

Count* ’Tis past my liege : 

• Reckoning or csllmalc, * Coinfiletcly, in its full extent. 
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Scene III. 

And 1 beseech your majesty to make it 
Natural rebellion, done i’the blaze of youth ; 

When oil and fire, too strong for reason's force, 
O’erbears it, and burns on. 

A'l/ig My honour'd lady, 

I have forgiven and forgotten all ; 

Though my revenges were high bent upon him, 

And watch'd the time to shoot. 

I, of. This I must say, — — 

But first I beg my pardon, — The young lord 
Did to his majesty, his mother, and his lady, 

Od’ence of mighty note ; but to himself 
The greatest wrting of all : he lost a wife, 

Whose beauty did astonish the survey 
Of richest eyes; whose words all ears took captive; 
Whose dear perfection, hearts that scorn’d to serve, 
lJumbly call’d mistress. 
icings Praising what is lost, 

Makes the remembrance dear. Well, call him 

hither ; 

We are recimcil'd, and the first view shall kill 
All repetition ^ ; — Let him not ask our pardon ; 
'I’he nature of his great oficnce is <lead. 

And deeper tlian oblivion do we bury 

The incensing relicks of it : let him approach, 

A stranger, no otlender ; and inform Iiim, 

So 'tis our will he should. 

Gent, I shall, my liege. 

[E.iii Cientleman. 
King. What says he to your daughter ? have you 
spoke ? 

I.af. All that he is hath reference to your highness. 
King. Then shall we have a match. 1 have let- 
ters sent me, 

Tbat set him high in fame. 

Enter Bertram. 

J<af. He looks w^ell on’t. 

King. I am not a day of season S 
For thou mayst see a sunshine and a hail 
In me at once : But to the brightest beams 
Distracted clouds give way ; so stand thou forth, 
The time is fair again. 

Eer. My high repented blames. 

Dear sovereign, paidon to me. 

King, All is w'hole ; 

Not one word more of the consumed time. 

Let's take the instant by tlic forw'ard top ; 

For we are old, and on our quick 'st decrees 
The inaudible and noiseless foot of time 
Steals ere we can elFect them : You remember 
The daughter of this lord ? 

Her, Admiringly, my liege : at first 
I stuck my choice upon her, ere my heart 
Durst make too bold a herald of my tongue : 

Where the impression of mine eye infixing, 
Contempt his scornful perspective did lend me, 
Which warp’d the line of every other favo-r; 
Scorn’d a fair colour, or express’d it stol’n ; 
Extended or contracted all proportions, 

To a most hideous object : I'hence it came, 

That she, whom all men prais’d, and whom myself, 
Since I have lost, have lov’d, was in mine eye 
The dust that did offend it. 

King, Well excus’d : 

That thou didst love her, strikes some scores away 
Fit)m the great compt ; But love, that comes too late. 
Like a remorseful pardon slowly carried, 

To great sender turns a sour offence. 

Crying, That's good that's gone ; our rash faults 
> Rec<dlection. ^ i. e. Of uninterrupted rain. 


Make trivial price of serious things we have. 

Not knowing them, until we know their grave: 

Oft our displeasures, to ourselves unjust. 

Destroy our friends, and after weep their dust ; 

Our own love waking cries to see what’s done, 
While shameful hate sleeps out the afternoon. 

Be this sweet Helen’s knell, and now forget her. 
Send forth your amorous token for fair Maudlin : 
The main consents are had ; ami here we’ll stay 
To see our widower’s second marriage-day. 

Count Which better tlian the first, O dear heaven, 
bless ! 

Or, ere they meet, in me, O nature, cease ! 

Kaf. ('otnc on, my son, in whom my house’s name 
Must be digested, give a favour fiom you, 

To sparkle in the spirits of my daughter. 

That she may quickly come. — By my old beard, 
And every hair that’s oii’t, Helen, that’s dead. 

Was a sweet creature ; such a ring as this, 

The last that e’er I took her leave at court, 

I saw upon her finger. 

Eer. Hers it was not. 

King. Now, pray you let me see it ; for mine eye, 
While I was speaking, oft was fasten’d to’t. — 

This ring was mine ; and, when I gave it Helen, 

I bade her, if her fortunes ever stoc^ 

Necessitied to help, that by this token 
i would relieve her : Had you that craft, to reave her 
Of what should stead her most ? 

Err. My gracious sovereign, 

Howe’er it ])lcases you to take it so, 

The ring was never hors. 

Count. Son, on my life, 

I have seen her wear it ; and she reckon’d it 
At her life’s rate. 

Laf. I am sure, I saw her wear it. 

Eit, You are deceiv’d, my lord, she never saw it; 
In Florence was it from a casement thrown me, 
Wrapp’d in a paper, which contain’d the name 
Of her that threw it ; noble she was, and thought 
I stood ingag’d ^ : but when I had subscrib’d 
To mine own fortune, and inform’d her fully, 

I could not answer in tluit course of honour 
As she had made the overture, she ceas’d, 

In heavy satisfaction, and would never 
Receive the ring again. 

King. Plutus himself, 

That knows the tinct and multiplying medicine^. 
Hath not in nature’s mystery more science, 

'flian I have in this ring : ’twas mine, ’twas Helen’s, 
Whoever gave it you : Then, if you know, 

That you are well acquaiivted with yourself. 

Confess ’twas hers, and by what rough enforcement 
You got it from her : she call’d the saints to surety, 
Tliat she would never put it fiom her finger, 

Unless she gave it to yourself in bed, 

(Where you have never come) or sent it us 
Upon her great disaster. 

Eer. She never saw it. 

Khig. Thou speak’st it falsely, as 1 love mine 
honour ; 

And mak’st conjectural fears to come into me, 
Which 1 would fain shut out : If it sliould prove 
That thou art so inhuman, — ’twill not prove so ; — 
And yet I know not : — thou didst hate her deadly^ 
And she is dead ; which nothing, but to close 
Her eyes myself, could win me to believe. 

More than to see this ring. — Take him away. — 
[^Guards seize Bertram. 

^ In the sense ef unengaged. o The philosopher’s stone. 
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My fore-past proofs howe’er the matter fall, 

Shall tax my fears of little vanity, 

Having vainly fear’d too little, — Away with him ; — 
We’ll sift this matter further, 

Ber. If you shall prove 

This ring was ever hers, you shall as easy 
Prove that I husbanded her bed in Florence, 

Where yet she never was, 

[ExU Bertram, gvarded 

Enter a Gentleman. 

JTing* I am wrapp’d in dismal thinkings, 

Gent. Gracious sovereign, 

Whether I have been to blame, or no, 1 know not ; 
Here’s a petition from a Florentine, 

Who hath for four or five removes 7 , come short 
To tender it herself. I undertook it, 

Vanquish’d thereto by the fair grace and speech 
Of the poor suj)pliant, who by this, I know, 

Is here attending : her business looks in her 
With an importont visage ; and she told me, 

In a sweet verbal brief, it did concern 
Yotir highness wth herself 

King. [Reads.] Upon his manp protestations to 
vmrnj moy when hU wife was dead, I hlusk to say if, 
he won me. Now is the count BousUlon a widower ; 
his vows are forfeited to me, and my honour* s paid to 
him. He stole from Florence, taking no leave, and I 
follow him to his countrif for justice : Grant it me, 0 
king; in you it best lies; otherwise a seducer flou- 
rishes, and a poor maid is undone. 

Diana Capo let. 

Laf. I will buy me a son-in-law in a fair, and j 
toll him»: for this, I’ll none of him. 

Jfing. The heavens have thought well on thee, 
Lafeu, I 

To bring forth this discovery.— Seek these suitors : — | 
Go, speedily, and bring again the count. 

f Exeunt Gentleman, and some attendants. 

I am afeard, the life of Helen, lady, 

Was foully snatch’d. 

Count. Now, justice on the doers ! 

Enter Bertram, guarded. 

King. I wonder, sir, since wives are monsters to 
you, 

And that you fly them as you swear them lordship, 
Yet you desire to marry. — What woman’s that ? 

Re-enter Gentleman, with Widow, and Diana. 

Dia. I am, my lord, a wretched Florentine, 
Derived from the ancient Capulct ; 

My suit, as I do understand, you know, 

And therefore know how far I may be pitied. 

WM. I am her mother, sir, whose age and honour 
Both suffer under this complaint we bring, 

And both shall cease '7, without your remedy. 

King. Come hither, count : Do you know these 
women ? 

Ber. My lord, I neither can, nor will deny 
But tliat I know them : Do they charge me further ? 

Dia. Why do you look so strange upon your wife? 

Ber, She’s none of mine, my lord. 

Dia. If you shall marry, 

You give away this hand, and that is mine ; 

You give away heaven’s vows, and those are mine ; 
You ^ve away myself, which is known mine ; 

r p(Mt|.8t3gcs. ® Pay toll for him. 

» Decease, die, 


For I by vow am so embodied yriurs, 

That she, which marries you, must marry me, 

Either both, or none. 

hqf. Your reputation {To Bertram.] comes too 
short for my daughter ; you are no husband for her. 
Ber. My lord, this is a fond and desperate crea- 
ture, 

Whom sometime 1 have laugh’d with ; let your 
highness 

Lay a more noble thought iqion mine honour, 

Than for to think that I would sink it here. 

A/ng. Sir, for my thoughts, you have them ill to 
friend, 

Till your deeds gain them : Fairer prove your ho- 
nour, 

Than in my thought it lies ! 

yjia. Good my lord, 

Ask him upon his oath, if he does think 
He had not my virginity. 

Amg. What say'st thou to her ? 

Ber. She’s impudent, iny lord ; 

And w^as a common gamester to the camp. ' 

D/a. He does me wiong, my lord ; if 1 were so, 
He might have bought me at a commou price : 

Do not believe him : (), behold this ring, 

Whose high respect, and rich validity, 

Did lack a parallel ; yet, for all that. 

He gave it to a commoner o’ the camp, 

If 1 be one. 

Count. He bliislies, and ’tis il : 

Of six preceding ancestors, that gem 
Conforr’d by testament to the sequent issue. 

Hath it been ow’d and worn. I'iiis is las wife ; 
That ring’s a thousand proofs. 

Al’'g. Methoiight, you said, 

You saw one here in court could witness it. 

Dia. 1 did, my lord, but loath am to ])rodiice 
So bad an instrument ; his name’s Parolles. 

Laf. I saw the man to-day, if man ho be. 

King. Find him, and bring him hither. 

Ber. What of him ? 

He’s quoted ^ for a most perfidious slave, 

With all the spots o’ the world tax’d and debosh’d 
Whose nature sickens, but to speak a truth : 

Aral or that, or this, for what he’ll utter, 

I'liat will speak any thing ? 

King. She hath that ring of yours, 

Ber. I think, she has ; certain it is, I lik’d her. 
She knew her distance, and did angle for me, 
Madding my eagerness witli her restraint, 

As all impediments in fancy’s * course 
Are motives of more fancy; and, in fine, 

Tier insuit coming with her modern grace ^ 
Subdued me to her rate : she got the ring ; 

And I had that, which any inferior might 
At market-price have bought. 

Dia. I must be patient ; 

You, that turn’d off a first so noble wife, 

May justly diet me. I pray you yet, 

(Since you lack virtue, I will lose a husband,) 

Send for your ring, I will return it home, 

And give me mine again. 

Ber. I have it not. 

King. What ring was yours, I pray you ? 

Dia. Sir, much like 

The same upon your finger, 

I Gamester, when applied to a female, then meant a common 
woman. 

* Noted. 3 Debauch’d. ^ Ivove. 

^ Her solicitation concurring with her appearance of being 
common. 
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Scene III. 


Know you tliis ring? this ring was his of 
late. 

Din. And this was it I gave him, being a-bed, 
Ktu». The story then goes false, you tlircw' it him. 
Out of a easement. 

JHa. 1 have spoke the truth. 

Enter Parollfs. 

Ber. My lord, I do confess, tlie ring w^as hers. 
A7//g. You boggle shrewdly, every feather starts 
you. 

Is tliis tlie man you speak of? 

Dta. Ay, my lord. 

King. Tell me, sirrah, but tell me true, 1 charge 
you, 

Not fearing the displeasure of your master, 

(Which, on your just proceeding, I’ll keep off,) 

By him, and by this w'oman here, what know you ? 

Ear. So ple.ase your majesty, my master hath 
been an honourable gentleman ; tricks he hath had 
in him, which gentlemen have. 

King. Como, come, to the puri)ose ; Did he love 
this w'oman? 

Par. ’Faith, sir, he did love her ; But how ? 

King. How, I pray you. 

Par. He did love her, sir, as a gentleman loves a 
woman. 

King. IIowMslhat? 

Par. lie loved her, sir, and loved her not. 

King. As thou art a knave, and lu) knave; — 
What an equivocal companion is this ? 

Par. I am a poor man, and at your majesty’s 
command. 

Laf. lie’s a good drum my lord, but a naughty 
orator. 

T)ia. Do you know, he promised mo marriage ? 
Par. ’Faith, I know more than I’ll s})eak. 

King. But wilt thou not sjieak all thou know’st? 
Par. Yes, so please your majesty ; I did go be- 
tween them, as I said ; but more than that, he 
loved her, — for indeed he was mad for her, and 
talked of Satan, and of limbo, and of furies, and I 
know not what ; yet 1 was in that credit with them 
at that lime, that I knew of their going to bed ; 
and of other motions, as promising her marriage, 
and things that wmuld derive me ill will to speak of, 
therefore I will not speak what I know. 

King. Thou hast spoken all already, unless thou 
canst say they are married ; But thou art too fine in 
thy evidence : therefore stand aside — 

Ti'his ring, you say, was yours ? 

Dia. Ay, my good lord. 

King Where did you buy it ? or who gave it you ? 
Dia. It was not given me, nor I did not buy it. 
King. Who lent it you ? 

JDui. It was not lent me neither. 

King. Where did you find it then ? 

Dia, 1 found it not 

King. If it were yours by none of all these ways, 
How could you give it him ? 

Dia. I never gave it him. 

Ijof, This woman’s an easy glove, my lord ; she 
goes off and on at pleasure. 

King. Tills ring was mine, I gave it his first wife. 
DUt. It might be yours or hers for aught I know. 
King. Take her away, I do not like her now ; 
To prison with her, and away with him. — 

Unless thou tell’st me where thou hadst this ring, 
Thou diest within this hour. 

Via, I’ll never tell you. 


King. Take her away. 

Dia. ril put in bail, my liege. 

King. I think thee now some common customer, 
Dia. By .love, if ever I knew man ’twas you. 
A'ing. Wherefore hast thou accus’d him all this 
while ? 

DUi. Because he’s guilty, and he is not guilty ; 
He knows I am no maid, and he’ll swear to’t. 

I’ll swear 1 am a maid, and he knows not. 

Great king, I am no strumpet, by my life ; 

I am either maid, or else this old man’s wife. 

[Pointing to Lafeii. 
Jung. She docs abuse our ears ; to prison with her. 
Dm. Goofl mother, fetch my bail. — Stay, royal 
sir; [Exit Widow, 

The jeweller, that owes® the ring, is sent for, 

And he shall surety me. But for this lord. 

Who hath abus’d me, as he knows himself, 

Though yet he never harm’d me, here I quit him ; 
lie thinks himself, niy bed he hath defil’d ; 

But ’twas his wife wlm then became with child : 

And now behold the meaning, 

Pc-enler Widow, tuU/i IIflkna. 

Alng. Is tJiere no exorcist 

Beguiles the true office of mine eyes ? 

Is’t real, that I see ? 

Jfel. No, my good lord ; 

’Tis but the shadow of a wife you see, 

The name, and not the thing. 

Her. Both, both ; O, pardon ! 

llel. O, my good lord, when 1 was like this maid, 

I found you wondrous kind There is your ring, 
And, look you, here’s your letter ; This it says, 
JHien from mi/fnger you can get this ring, 
jind arc by me ivdfi child, &c. — This is done ; 

Will you be mine, now you are doubly won ? 

Per. If she, my liege, can make me know this 
clearly. 

I’ll love her dearly, ever, ever dearly. 

Hel. If it appear not plain, and prove untrue, 
Deadly divorce step between me and you ! — 

O, iny dear mother, do I see you living ? 

Lof. IVIine eyes smell onions, T shall weep anon : 
— Good Tom Drum, [2’t) Paroli.es.] lend me a 
handkerchief : So, 1 thank thee : wait on me home, 
I’ll make sport with thee: Let thy courtesies alone, 
They are scurvy ones. 

King. Let us from point to point this story know, 
To make the even truth in pleasure flow ; — 

If thou be’st yet a fresh uncropped flower, 

[To Diana. 

Clioose thou thy husband, and I’ll pay thy dower ; 
For I can guess, that, by thy honest aid, 

Thou kept’st a wife, herself, thyself a maid 

Of that, and all the progress, more and less, 
Resolvedly more leisure shall express : 

All yet seems well ; and if it end so meet, 

The bitter past, more welcome is the sweet. 

[Flotirisli. 

Advancing. 

The king's n beggar, now the play is done : 

All is well ended, f this suit be won. 

That you express content ; which tve will pay, 

WUh strife to please you, day exceeding day : 

Ours be your jmtience then, and yours our parts ^ 
Your gentle hands lend iis, and take our hearts. 

[ExeunJ* 

6 Owns. 

^ f*. e. Take our parts, support and defend us. 
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SCFNFt sometimes in Padua; and sometimes in Petruchio’s House in the Country. 


INDUCTION. 


SCENE I. — Before an Alehouse on a Heath. | 

I 

Enter Hostess and Sly. I 

Sly* ril pheese ’ you in faith. 

Host. A pair of stocks, you rogue ! 

Sly. Y’are a baggage ; the Slies are no rogues : 
Look in the chronicles, we came in with Richard 
Conqueror. Tlierefore paucas paUabris'^ ; let the 
world slide ; Sessa ! ^ 

Host. You will not pay fur the glasses you have 
burst? 

Sly. No, not a denier : Go by, says Jeronimy ; — 
Go to thy cold bed, and warm thee, * 

Host. I know my remedy ; I must go fetch the 
thirdborough. ^ [ExU. 

Sly. Third or fourth, or fiftli borough, Pll an- 
swer him by law : 1*11 not budge an inch, boy; let 
bim come, and kindly. 

[Lies down on tke ground, and fails asleep. 

Wind Homs, Enter a Lord from hunting, with 
Huntsmen and Servants. ^ 

lArrd. Huntsman, I charge thee, tender well my 
hounds ; 

Brach® Merriman^ — the poor cur is emboss’d 7, — 

1 Beat or knock. » Few worth, » Be quiet. 

4 This line atid scrap of Spanish Is used in burlesque ITom 
an (dd pl^ called Hierpnymo, or the Spanish Tragedy. 

) An omcer whose authority equals that of a consUble. 

• Bitch, « 7 Strained. 


And couple Clowdcr with the deep-inouth’d hrach. 
Saw’st thou not, boy, how Silver made it good 
At the hedge corner, in the coldest fault? 

I would not lose the dog for twenty pound. 

1 Hun. Why, Bclman is ;is good as he, my lord ; 
He cried upon it at the merest loss, 

And twice to-day pick’d out the dullest scent: 
Trust me, 1 take him for the better dog. 

Lord. Thou art a fool ; if Echo were as fleet, 

I would esteem liim wortli a dozen such. 

But sup them well, and look unto them all ; 
To-morrow I iniend to hunt again. 

1 Hun. I will, my lord. 

Lord. What’s here? one dead, or drunk? Sec, 
doth he breathe ? 

2 Hun. He breathes, my lord: Were he not 

warm’d with ale, 

This were a bed but cold to sleep so soundly. 

Lord. O monstrous beast ! how like a swine he 
lies ! 

Grim death, how foul and loathsome is tliine image ! 
Sirs, I will practise on this drunken man. — 
What think you, il* he were convey’d to bed, 
Wrapp’d in sweet clothes, rings put upon his fingers, 
A most delicious banquet by his bed. 

And brave attendants near him when he wakes, 
Would not the beggar then forget himself? 

IHun. Believe me, lord, I think he cannot choose. 
2 Hun* It would seem strange unto him when he 
waft’d. 
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Lord. Even as a flattering dream, or worthies^ 
fancy. 

Tlien take him up, and manage well the jest ; — 
Carry him gently to rny fairest chamber. 

And hang it round with all my wanton pictures : 
Balm his foul head with warm distilled waters, 

And burn sweet wood to make the lodging sweet : 
Procure me musick ready when lie wakes. 

To make a dulcet and a heavenly sound ; 

And if he chance to speak, be ready straight, 

And, with a low submissive reverence, 

Say, — What is it your honour will command ? 

Let one attend him with a silver bason, 

Full of rose-water, and bestrew*d with flowers ; 
Another bear the ewer, the third a diaper. 

And say, — Will’t please your lordship cool your 
hands ? 

Some one be ready with a costly suit, 

And ask him what apparel he will wear ; 

Another tell him of liis hounds and horse. 

And that his lady mourns at his disease * 

Persuade him that he hath been lunatick ; 

And, when he says he is, — say that he dreams. 

For he is nothing but a mighty lord. 

This do, and do it kindly, gentle sirs ; 

It will be pastime passing excellent, 

If it be husbanded with modesty. ® 

1 llaiu My lord, I warrant you, we’ll play our 
part. 

As he shall think, by our true diligence. 

He is no less than what we say he is. 

Lord. Take him up gently, and to bed w'ith him ; 
And each one to his office when he wakes. — 

[Some bear out Sly. A trumpet soumh. 
Sirrah, go see what trumpet ’tis that sounds : — 

[Exit Servant* 

Belike, some noble gentlemen ; that means, 
Travelling some journey, to repose him here, — 

Re-enter a Servant. 

How now ? who is it ? 

Serv. An it please your honour, 

Players that offer service to your lordship. 

Lord. Bid them come near : — 

Enter Players. 

Now, fellows, you are welcome. 

1 Plat/. We tliank your honour* 

Lord, Do you intend to stay with me to-night? 

2 Pla^, So please your lordship to accept ounluty. 
I.ord, With all ray heart. — This fellow I re- 
member, 

Since once he play’d a farmer’s eldest son ; — 

*Twas where you woo’d the gentlewoman so well : 

I have forgot your name ; but sure that part 
Was aptly fitted, and naturally perform’d. 

1 Ptap. I think, ’twas Soto that your honour 
means. 

Lord, ’Tis very true ; — thou didst it excellent. 
Well, you are come to me in happy time ; 

The rather, for I have some sport in hand, 

Wherein your cunning can assist me much. 

There is a lord will hear you play to-night : 

But I am doubtful of your modesties ; 

Lest, over-eying of his odd behaviour, 

(For yet his honour never heard a play,) 

You break into some merry passion, 

And so offend him ; for I tell you, sirs, 

If you should smile, he grows impatient. 

“ Moderation. 
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1 P/oy. Fear not, my lord ; we can contain our- 
selves, 

W’^ere he the veriest anlick in the world. 

Lord. Go, sirrah, take them to the buttery, 

And give them friendly welcome every one : 

Let them want nothing that my house affords, — 
[Exeunt Servant and Players. 
Sirrah, go you to Bartholomew my page. 

' [To a Servant* 

And see him dress’d in all suits like a lady : 

That done, conduct him to the drunkard’s chamber, 
And call him — madam, do him obeisance, 

Tell him from me, (as he will win my love,) 

He bear himself with honourable action, 

Such as he hath observ’d in noble ladies 
Unto their lords, by them accomplished : 

Such duty to the drunkard let him do. 

With soft low tongue, and lowly courtesy ; 

And say — What is’t your honour will command. 
Wherein your lady, and your humble wife, 

May show her duty, and make known her love ? 
And then — with kind emhracements, tempting 
kisses. 

And with declining head into his bosom, — 

I Bid him shed tears, as being overjoy’d 
To see her noble lord restor’d to health, 

Wlio, for twice seven years, hath esteemed him 
No Ijctter than a poor and loathsome beggar ; 

And if the boy have not a wmman’s gift. 

To rain a shower of commanded tears, 

An onion will do well for such a shift ; 

W’hich in a napkin being close convey’d, 

Shall in despite enforce a watery eye. 

See this despatcli’d with all the baste thou canst j 

Anon I’ll give thee more instructions. 

[Exit Servant, 

I know, the boy will well usurp the grace, 

Voice, gait, and action of a gentlewoman : 

I long to hear him call the drunkard, husband ; 
And how my men will stay themselves from laughter, 
When they do homage to this simple peasant, 

I’ll in to counsel them : haply my presence 
May well abate the over-merry spleen, 

Which otherwise would go into extremes. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE II. — A Bedchamber in the Lord’j House, 

Sly is discovered in a rich night’-gowny with Attend- 
ants ; some with apparel, others with bason, ewer, 
and other appurtenances. Enter Lord, dressed 
like a Servant, 

Sly. For heaven’s sake, a pot of small ale. 

1 Serv. Will’t please your lordship drink a cup 

of sack ? 

2 Serv, Will’t please your honour taste of these 

conserves ? 

3 Serv, What raiment will your honour wear to-day? 
Sip, I am Christopher Sly ; call not me — honour, 

nor lordship : I never drank sack in ray life ; and if 
you give me any conserves, give me conserves of 
beef : Ne’er ask me what raiment I’ll wear ; for I 
have no more doublets than backs, no more stock- 
ings than legs, nor no more shoes than feet ; nay, 
sometimes, more feet than shoes, or such shoes as 
my toes look through the over-leather. 

Lord, Heaven cease this idle humour in your 
honour ! 

0> that a mighty man of such descent, 

Of such possessions; and so high esteem, 

Should be infused with so foul a spirit ! 

R 



242 TAMING OF 

Sly* What, would you make me mad? Am not 
I Christopher Sly, old Sly’s son of Burton-heath ; 
by birth a pedler, by education a card-maker, by 
transmutation a bear-herd, and now by present 
profession a tinker ? Ask Marian Hacket, the fat 
ale-wife of Wincot, if she know me not : if she say 
1 am not fourteen pence on the score for sheer ale, 
score me up for the lyingest knave in Christendom. 
What, I am not bestraught 9 ; Here’s 

1 Serv* O, this it is tliat makes your lady mourn. 

2 Serv* O, this it is that makes your servants 

droop. 

iord. Hence comes it that your kindred shun 
your house, 

As beaten hence by your strange lunacy. 

O, noble lord, bethink thee of thy birth ; 

Call home thy ancient thoughts from banishment, 
And banish hence these abject lowly dreams ; 

Look how thy servants do attend on thee, 

Each in his office ready at thy beck. 

Wilt thou have musick? hark ! Apollo plays, 

\^^fusick* 

And twenty caged nightingales do sing : 

Or wilt thou sleep ? we’ll have thee to a couch, 
Softer and sweeter than the lustful bed 
On purpose trimm’d up for Scmiramis. 

Say, thou wilt walk ; we will bestrew the ground ; 
Or wilt thou ride ? thy horses shall be trapp’d. 
Their harness studded all with gold and pearl. 

Dost thou love hawking ? thou hast hawks will soar 
Above the morning lark ; Or wilt thou hunt ? 

Thy hounds shall make the welkin answer them. 
And fetch shrill echoes from the hollow earth. 

1 Serv* Say, thou wilt course ; thy greyhounds 

are as swift 

As breathed stags, ay, fleeter than the roe. 

2 Serv* Dost thou love pictures? we will fetch 

thee straight 

Adonis, painted by a running brook : 

And Cytherea all in sedges hid ; 

Wliich seem to move and wanton with her breath. 
Even as the waving sedges play with wind. 

3 Serv* Or Daphne, roaming through a thorny 

wood ; 

Scratching her feet that one shall swear she bleeds ; 
And at that sight shall sad Apollo weep, 

So workmanly the blood and tears are drawn. 

Lord* Thou art a lord, and nothing but a lord : 
Thou hast a lady far more beautiful 
Than any woman in this waning age. 

1 Serv, And, till the tears that she hath shed for thee. 
Like envious floods, o’er-ran her lovely face, 

She was the fairest creature in the world ; 

And yet she is inferior to none. 

Sly* Am I a lord ? and have I such a lady ? 

Or do I dream ? or have I dream’d till now ? 

I do not sleep ; 1 see, 1 hear, I speak ; 

1 smell sweet savours, and 1 feel soft things 
Upon my life, I am a lord, indeed; 

And not a tinker, nor Christophero Sly. •— * 

Well, bring our lady hither to our sight : 

And once a^n, a pot o’ the smallest ale. 

2 ^rv* Will’t please your mightiness to wash your 

hands? 

[Servants present an etuer, bason, and napkin* 
^ Distracted. 
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O, how we Joy to see your wit restor’d ! 

O, that once more you knew but what you are ! 
These fifteen years you have been in a dream ; 

Or, when you wak’d, so wak’d as if you slept. 

Sly. 'Ihcse fifteen years ! by my fay, a goodly nap. 
But did 1 never speak of all that time? 

I Serv* O, yes, my lord ; but very idle words : — 
For though you lay here in this goodly chamber, 

Yet would you say, ye were l)eaten out of door ; 

And rail upon the hostess of the house ; 

And say, you w'ould present her at the Icet ^ 
Because slie brought stone jugs and no seal’d quarts ; 
Sometimes you would call out for Cicely Ilackct. 
Sly. Ay, tlie woman’s maid of the house 
3 Serv* Why, sir, you know no house, nor no 
such maid ; 

Nor no such men, as you have reckon’d up, — 

As Stephen Sly, and old John Naps of Greece, 

And Peter Turf, and Henry Pimpernell ; 

And twenty more such names and men as these, 
Which never were, nor no man ever saw. 
f^y. Now, Lord be thanked for my good amends ! 
All* Amen. 

Sly. I thank thee ; thou shaft not lose by it. 

Enter the Page, as a lady, with Attendants* 

Page. How fares my noble lord ? 

Sly* Marry, I fare well ; for here is cheer enough. 
Where is my wife? 

Page* Here, noble lord ; What is thy will with her? 
Sly* Are you my wife, and will not call me — 
husband ? 

My men should call me — lord ; I am your goodman. 
Page* My husband and my lord, my lord and 
husband ; 

I am your wife in all obedience. 

Sly* I know it well : — What must I call her ? 
J.ord* IVIadam. 

Sly. Alice madam, or Joan madam ? 

Lord. Madam, and nothing else; so lords call 
ladies. 

Sly* Madam wife, they say that 1 have dream’d, 
and slept 

Above some fifteen year and more. 

Page* Ay, and the time seems thirty unto me. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Your honotir’s players, hearing your amend- 
ment. 

Are come to play a pleasant comedy. 

For so your doctors hold it very meet ; 

Seeing too much sadness hath congeal’d your blood, 
And melancholy is the nurse of frenzy, 

Therefore, they thought it good you hear a play, 
And frame your mind to mirth and men'iment, 
Which bars a thousand harms, and lengthens life. 

Sly* Marry, I will ; let them play it : Is not a 
commonty9 a Christmas gambol, or a tumbling- 
trick ? 

Page* ^9 my good lord ; it is more pleasing stuff. 
Sly. VHat, household stuff? 

Page* It is a kind of history. 

Sly* Well, we’ll see’t ; Come, madam wife, sit 
by my side, and let the world slip ; we shall ne’er 
be younger. [They sU down* 

1 » Court-lcet, » Fcr comedy. 
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SCENE I, — - Padua. A public Place. 
Enter Lucentio and Tranio. 

Luc. Tranio, since — for the great desire I had 
To see fair Padua, nursery of arts,*— 

I am arriv’d for fruitful Lombardy, 

The pleasant garden of great Italy ; 

And, by my father’s love and leave, am arm’d 
With his good will, and thy good company, 

Most trusty servant, well approv’d in all ; 

Here let us breatlie, and happily institute 
A course of learning, and ingenious 3 studies. 

Pisa, renowned for grave citizens. 

Gave me my being, and my father first, 

A merchant of great traffick through the w'orld, 
Vincentio, come of the Bentivolii. 

Vincentio, his son, brought up in Florence, 

It shall become, to serve all hopes conceiv’d, 

To deck his fortune with his virtuous deeds ; 

And tliereforc, Tranio, for the time I study. 
Virtue, and that part of philosophy 
Will I apply, that treats of happiness 
By virtue ’specially to be achiev’d. 

Tell me thy mind : for I have Pisa left, 

And am to Padua come : as he that leaves 
A shallow plash 4, to plunge him in the deep 
And with satiety seeks to quench his thirst. 

Tra. Mi perdonate gentle master mine, 

I am in all affected as yourself ; 

Glad that you thus continue your resolve. 

To suck the sweets of sweet i)hilosophy. 

Only, good master, while we do admire 
This virtue, and tliis moral discipline. 

Let’s be no stoicks, nor no stocks, I pray ; 

Or so devote to Aristotle’s checks 
As Ovid be an outcast quite abjur’d : 

Talk logick with acquaintance that you have. 

And practise rhetoric in your common talk ; 
Musick and poesy use to quicken you ; 

The mathematicks and the metaphysicks. 

Fall to them, as you find your stomach serves you : 
No profit grows, where is no pleasure ta’en j — 

In brief, sir, study what you most affect. 

Luc. Gramercies, Tranio, well dost thou advise. 
If, Biondello, thou wert come ashore. 

We could at once put us in readiness j 
And take a lodging fit to entertain 
Such friends, as time in Padua shall beget. 

But stay a while : What company is this ? 

Tra, Master, some show, to welcome us to town. 

jEn^er Baptist A, Katiiarima, Biauca, Gremio, and 
Hortensio. Lucentio and Tranio stand aside. 
Bap. Gentlemen, importune me no further, 

For now I firmly am resolv’d you know ; 

That is, — not to bestow my youngest d'jgighter. 
Before I have a husband for the elder ; 

If either of you both love Katharina, 

Because I know you well, and love you well. 
Leave shall you have to court her at your pleasure. 

Gre. To cart her rather; She’s too rough for me: — 
There, there Hortensio, will you any wife ? 

Kath. 1 pray you, sir, [To Bap.] is it your will 
To make a stale of me amongst these mates ? 

s Ingenuous. * Small piece of water. 

* J*aniU>n rae. « Hanth rules. 


Hor. Mates, maid ! how mean you that ? no mates 
for you. 

Unless you were of gentler, milder mould. 

Kath. I’faith, sir, you shall never need to fear; 

I wis 7 , it is not half way to her heart ; 

But, if it were, doubt not her care sliould be 
To comb your noddle with a three-legg’d stool. 
And paint your face, and use you like a fool. 

Hor. From all such devils, heaven deliver us ! 
Gre. And me too. 

I Tra. Hush, master ! here is some good pastime 
I toward ; 

That wench is sUuk mad, or wonderful froward. 

Luc. But in the other’s silence I do sec 
Maid’s mild behaviour and sobriety. 

Peace, Tranio. 

Tra. Well said, master ; mum ! and gaze your fill. 
Bap. Gentlemen, that I may soon make good 
What I have said, — Bianca, get you in : 

And let it not displease tliee, good Bianca ; 

For I will love thee ne’er the less, my girl. 

Kath. A pretty peat ! ’tis best 
Put finger in the eye, — an she knew why. 

Bian. Sister, content you in my discontent. — 
Sir, to your pleasure humbly I subscribe ; 

My books, and instruments, shall be my company ; 
On them to look, and practise by myself. 

Luc. Hark, Tranio! thou mayst hear Minerva 
speak. [Aside, 

Hor. Signior Baptista, will you be so strange ? 
Sorry am I, that our good will effects 
Bianca’s grief, 

Gre. Why will you mew 9 her up, 

Signior Baptista, for this fiend of hell. 

And make her bear the penance of her tongue ? 

Bap. Gentlemen, content ye ; I am resolv’d : — ■ 
Go in, Bianca. [Erit Bianca. 

And for I know, she taketh most delight 
In musick, instnunents and poetry, 

Schoolmasters will I keep within iny house 
Fit to instruct her youth. — If you, Hortensio, 

Or signior Gremio, you, — know any such. 

Prefer them hither; for to cunning men 

I will be very kind, and liberal 

To mine own children in good bringing up ; 

And so farewell. Katharina, you may stay ; 

For I have more to commune with Bianca. [Ent. 
Kath. Why, and 1 trust, I may go too ; May I 
not? 

What shall I be appointed hours ; as though, belike, 
I knew not what to take, and what to leave ? [Exit. 

Gre. You may go to the devil ; your gifts ^ are 
so good, here is none will hold you. Our love is 
not so great, Hortensio, but w'e may blow our nails 
together, and fast it fairly out ; our cake’s dough on 
both sides. Farewell : — Yet, for the love I bear 
my sweet Bianca, if I can by any means light on a 
fit roan, to teach her that wdierein she delights, I 
will wish him to her father. 

LTor. So will I, signior Gremio ; But a word, I 
pray. Though the nature of our quarrel yet never 
brook’d parle, know now, upon advice % it toucheth 
us both, — that we may yet again have access to 

r Think. « Pet. » Shut 

» Endowments. * Consideration. 
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our fair mistress, and be happy rivals in Bianca*s 
love, to labour and effect one thing ’specially. 

Gre, What’s that, I pray ? 

JSTor. Marry, sir, to get & husband for her sister. 
Gre, A husband ! a devil, 

Hor. I say, a husband. 

Gre* I say, a devil t Think’st thou, Hortensio, 
though her father be very rich, any man is so very 
a fool to be married to her? 

Hor, Tush, Gremio, though it pass your patience, 
and mine, to endure her loud alarums, why, man, 
there be good fellows in the world, an a man could 
light on them, would take her with all faults, and 
money enough. 

Gre* I cannot tell ; but I had as lief take her 
dowry with this condition, — to be whipped at the 
high-cross, every morning. 

Hor* ’Faith as you say, there’s small choice in 
rotten apples. But, come ; since this bar in law 
makes us friends, it shall be so forth friendly main- 
tained, — till by helping Baptista’s eldest daughter 
to a husband, we set liis youngest free for a hus- 
band, and tlien have to’t afresh. — Sweet Bianca ! 
— Happy man be his dole ! 3 How say you, signior 
Gremio ? 

Gre* I am agreed : and ’woidd I had given him 
the best horse in Padua to begin his wooing, that 
would thoroughly woo her, wed her, and rid the 
house of her. Come on. 

lExeufit Gremio and Hortensio. 
Tra* [Advancing.] I pray, sir, tell me, — Is it 
^ possible 

That love should of a sudden take such hold ? 

Luc* O Tranio, till I found it to be true, 

I never thought it possible, or likely ; 

But see ! while idly I stood looking on, 

I found the effect of love in idleness : 

And now in plainness do confess to thee, — 

That art to me as secret, and as dear, 

As Anna to the queen of Carthage was, — 

Tranio, I burn, I pine, I perish, Tranio, 

If I achieve not this young modest girl : 

Counsel me, Tranio, for I know thou canst ; 

Assist me, Tranio, for I know thou wilt. 

Tra. Master, it is no time to chide you now ; ! 

Affection is not rated ^ from the heart : 

If love have touch’d you, nought remains but so, — 
Redime te captum quani queas minimo* 

Luc, Gramercies, lad; go forward: this contents; 
The rest will comfort, for thy counsel’s sound. 

Tra* Master, you look’d so longly ^ on the maid, 
Perhaps you mark’d not what’s the pith of all. 

Luc* O yes, I saw sweet beauty in her face. 

Such as the daughter ^ of Agenor had. 

That made great Jove to humble him to her hand. 
When with his knees he kiss’d the Cretan strand. 
Tra, Saw you no more ? mark’d you not, how her 
sister 

Began to scold ; and raise up such a storm, 

That mortal ears might hardly endure the din ? 

Luc, Tranio, I saw her coral lips to move. 

And with her breath she did perfume the air ; 
Sacred, and sweet, was all I saw in her. 

Tra* Nay, then ’tis time to stir him from his 
trance. 

I piny, awake, sir j If you love the maid. 

Bend thoughts and wits to achieve her. Thus it 
stands : — 

3 Oidn or lot. •* Driven out by chiding. 

.3 Longingly. 6 Europa 


Her elder sister is so curst and shrewd. 

That, till the father rid his hands of her, 

Master, your love must live a maid at home ; 

And therefore has he closely mew’d Iier up, 

Because she shall not be annoy’d w'ith suitors. 

Luc. Ah, Tranio, what a cruel father’s he ! 

But art thou not advis’d, he took some care 
To get her cunning schoolmasters to instruct her? 
7'ra. Ay, marry, am I, sir ; and now ’tis plotted. 
Luc. I have it, Tranio. 

Tra. Master, for my hand, 

Both our inventions meet and jump in one. 

Luc. Tell me thine first. 

Tra* You will be schoolmaster, 

And undertake the teaching of the maid : 

That’s your device. 

JjUC. It is : May it be done ? 

T'ra, Not possible; For w'ho shall be.ar your part, 
And be in Padua here Vincentio’s son ? 

Keep house, and ply his book ; welcome his friends ; 
Visit his countrymen, and banquet tlicrri ? 

Luc* Basta 7 ; content thee ; for I have it full. 
We have not yet been seen in any house ; 

Nor can we be distinguished by our faces, 

For man, or master : then it follows thus ; — 

Thou shalt be master, Tranio, in my stead, 

Keep house, and port and servants, as I should * 

I will some other be ; some Florentine, 

Some Neapolitan, or mean man of Pisa. 

’Tis hatch’d, and shall be so : — Tranio, at once 
Uncase thee ; take my colour’d hat and cloak : 
When Biondello comes, he waits on thee ; 

But I will charm him first to keep his tongue. 

Tra, So had you need. [ Thctf exchange habits* 
In brief then, sir, sith it your pleasure is, 

And I am tied to be obedient ; 

(For so your father charg’d me at our parting ; 

Re serviceable to niy son, quoth he, 

Although, I think, ’twas in another sense,) 

I am content to he Lucentio, 

Because so well 1 love imeentio. 

Luc. Tranio, he so, because Lucentio loves : 

And let me be a slave, to achieve that maid 
Whose sudden sight hath thrall’d my wounded eye. 

E 7 Uer Biondello. 

Here comes the rogue . — Sirrah, where have you 
been ? 

Rum. Where have I been ? Nay, how now, where 
are you ? 

Master, has my fellow Tranio stol’n your clothes ? 
Or you stol’n his ? or both ? pray, what’s the news i 
Luc* Sirrah, come hither ; ’tis no time to jest, 
And therefore frame your manners to the time. 

Your fellow Tranio here, to save my life, 

Puts my apparel and my countenance on> 

And 1 for my escape have put on his ; 

For in a quarrel, since I came ashore, 

I kill’d a man, and fear I was descried : 

Wait you pn him, I charge you, as becomes. 

While I make way from hence to save my life : 

You understand me ? 

Rion* I, sir, ne’er a whit. 

Luc* And not a jot of Tranio in your mouth ; 
Tranio is chang’d into Lucentio. 

Rion* The better for him ; Would I were so too I 
Tra* So would I, boy, to have the next wisli 
after, — 

^ ’Tis enough. ^ Show, appearance. 9 Since. 
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Tliat Lucentio indeed had Baptista's youngest 
daughter. 

But, sirrali, «— not for my sake, but your master’s, — 

I advise 

You use your manners discreetly in all kind of com- 
panies ; 

When I am alone, why, then I am Tranio ; 

But in aii places else, your master Lucentio. 

Luc. Tranio, let’s go : — 

One thing more rests, that thyself execute ; — 

To make one among these wooers : If thou ask me 
wliy, — 

Sufliceth, my reasons are both good and weighty. 

[ Exeunt. 

SCENE II. — Before Ilortensio’s House. 
Enter Petruchio and Grumio. 

Pet. Verona, for a wdiile I take my leave. 

To see my friends in Padua ; but, of all, 

My best beloved and approved friend, 

Ilortensio ; and, I trow, this is his house : — 

Here, sirrah Grumio : knock, 1 say. 

(iru. Knock, sir! whom should I knock ? is there 
any man has rebused your worship? 

Pet. Villain, I say, knock me here soundly. 

Gru. Knock you here, sir? why, sir, what am I, 
sir, that I should knock you here, sir? 

Pet. Villain, I say, knock me at this gate. 

And rap me well, or I’ll knock your knave’s pate. 
Gru. My master is growm quarrelsome ; 1 should 
knock you first, 

And then I know after who comes by the w'orst. 

Pet. Will it not be ? 

’Faith, sirrah, an you’ll not knock, I’ll wring it ; 
ril try how you can sol,fa^ and sing it. 

[He imngs Grumio 6?/ the ears. 
Gru. Help, masters, help ' my master is mad. 
Pel. Now, knock when 1 bid you : sirrah ! villain! 

Eriter IIortensio. 

Hor. How now? what’s the matter? — My old 
friend Grumio? and niy good friend Petruchio! — 
How do you all at Verona? 

Pet. Signior IIortensio, come you to part the 
fray ? Cun tutto il core bene trovatOi may I say. 

Ilor. jdlla nostra casa bene venuto, 

Molto honorato signor mio Petruchio. 

Rise, Grumio, rise ; we will compound this quarrel. 

Gru. Nay, ’tis no matter, what he ’leges in Latin. 
— If this be not a lawful cause for me to leave his 
service, — Look you, sir, — he bid me knock him, 
and rap him soundly, sir: Well, w^asit lit for a ser- 
vant to use his master so ; being, perhaps, (for aught 
I sec,) two-and-thirty, — a pip out? 

Whom, ’would to heaven I had well knock’d at first. 
Then had not Grumio come by the worst. 

Pet. A senseless villain — Good Hortensio, 

I bade the rascal knock upon your gate, 

And could not get him for my heart to do it, 

Gru. Knock at the gate ? — O heavens ! 

Spake you not these words plain — Sirrahj knock 
me here, 

Hap me here, knock me well, and knock me soundly 9 
And come you now wdth — knocking at the gate ? 
Pet. Sirrah, be gone, or talk not, I advise you. 
llw. Petruchio, patience ; I am Grumio’s pledge : 
Why, this a heavy chance ’twixt him and you ; 

Your ancient, trusty, pleasant servant Grumio. 

2 Alleges. 


And tell me now, sweet mend, — what happy gale 
Blows you to Padua here, from old Verona? 

Pet. Such wind as scatters young men through 
the world, 

To seek their fortunes further than at home, 

Where small experience grows. But, in a few, 
Signior Hortensio, thus it stands witli me ; — 
Antonio, my father, is deceased ; 

And I have thrust myself into this maze, 

Haply to wive, and thrive, as best I may ; 

Crowns in my purse I have, and goods at home, 

And so am come abroad to see the world. 

Hor. Petruchio, shall I then come roundly to thee, 
And wish thee to a shrewd ill-favour’d wife? 
Tliou’dst thank me but a little for my counsel : 

And yet I’ll promise thee she shall be ricli, 

And very rich : — but thou’rt too much my friend, 
And ril not wish thee to her. 

Pet. Signior Ilortensio, ’twixt such friends as we, 
Few words suffice : and therefore, if thou know 
One rich enough to be Petrucliio’s wife, 

( As wealth is burthen of my wooing dance,) 

Be she as foul as was Florentius’ love 
As old as Sybil, and as curst and shrewd 
As Socrates’ Xaiitipj>e, or a worse, 

She moves me not, or not removes, at least. 
Affection’s edge in me ; were she as rough 
As are the swelling Adriatick seas; 

I come to wive it wealthily in Padua ; 

If wealthily, then happily in Padua. 

Gru. Nay, look you, sir, he tells you flatly what 
his mind is : Why, give him gold enough and marry 
him to a puppet, or an aglet baby ■* ; or an old tiot 
with ne’er a tooth in her head ; why nothing comes 
amiss, so money comes withal. 

Hor. Petruchio, since we have stepp’d thus far in, 
I will continue that I broach’d in jest. 

I can, Petruchio, help thee to a wife 

With wealth enough, and young, and beauteous : 

Brouglit up as best becomes a gentlewoman : 

Her only fault (and that is fault enough,) 

Is, — that she is intolerably curst, 

And shrewd, and froward ; so beyond all measure, 
Tliat, were my state far woreer than it is, 

I would not wed her for a mine of gold. 

Pet. Ilortensio, peace ; thou know’st not gold’s 
effect : — 

Tell me her father’s name, and ’tis enough ; 
for I will board her, though she chide as loud 
As thunder, when the clouds in autumn crack. 

Hor. Her father is Bapista Minola, 

An affable and courteous gentleman ; 

Her name is Katliarina Minola, 

Renown’d in Padua for her scolding tongue. 

PeU I know her father, though I know not her ; 
And he knew my deceased fatlier well : — 

I will not sleep, Hortensio, till I see her ; 

And therefore let me be thus bold with you, 

To give you over at this first encounter, 

Unless you will accompany me thither. 

Gru. I pray you, sir, let him go while the humour 
lasts. O’ my word, an she knew him as well as I 
do, she would think scolding would do little good 
upon him x She may, perhaps, call him half a score 
knaves, or so: why, that’s nothing; an he begin 
once, he’ll rail in his rope-tricks ^ I’ll tell you what, 
sir, — an she stand him but a little, he will throw a 

3 Sec the story. No. 39. of ** ^ Thousand NotabtC Thmgs,** 

* A small image on the tag of a lace. 

» Abusive language. 
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figure in her face) and so disfigure her with it, that 
she shall have no more eyes to see withal than a cat : 
You know him not, sir. 

//or. Tarry, Petruchio, I must go witl» thee ; 
For in Baptista’s keep my treasure is : 
lie hath the jewel of my life in hold, 

His youngest daughter, l)eautifiil Bianca ; 

And her withholds from me, and other more 
Suitors to her, and rivals in my love : 

Supposing it a tiling impossible, 

(For those defects I have before rehears’d,) 

That ever Katliarina w ill be woo’d, 

Therefore this order ® hath Baptista ta’cn ; — 

That none shall liave access unto Bianca, 

Till Katharine the curst have got a husband. 

Gru,* Katliarine the curst ! 

A title for a maid, of all titles the worst. 

Hor, Now shall my friend Petruchio do me grace; 
And offer me, disguis’d in sober robes, 

To old Baptista as a schoolmaster 
Well seen 7 in musick, to instruct Bianca : 

That so I may by this device, at least, 

Have leave and leisure to make love to her, 

And, unsuspected, court her by herself. 

Enter Gkemio ; with him Lucentio disguised^ ivith 
books under his arm. 

Gru. Here’s no knavery ! See ; to beguile the 
old folks, how the young folks lay their heatls to- 
gether ! Master, master, look about you : Who goi‘S 
there ? ha ! 

//or. Peace, Grumio ; *tis the rival of my love ; — 
Petruchio, stand by a while. 

Gru. A proper stripling, and an amorous ! 

[ They retire* 

Gre* O, very w-^ell ; I have perused the note. 
Hark you, sir ; I’ll have them very fairly bound : 
All books of love, see that at any hand ; 

And see you read no other lectures to her; 

You understand me : — over and beside 
Signior Bapista’s liberality. 

I’ll mend it with a largess : — Take your papers too, 
And let me have them very well perfum’d ; 

For she is sweeter than perfume itself, 

To whom they go. What will you retid to her? 

Luc* Whate’er I read to her, 111 plead for you. 
As for my patron, (stand you so assur’d,) 

As firmly as yourself were still in place ; 

Yea, and (perhaps) with more succssful words 
Than you, unless you were a scholar, sir. 

Gre, O this learning ! what a thing it is ! 

Gru* O this woodcock ! what an ass it is ’ 

Pet. Peace, sirrah. 

Hor* Grumio, mum ! — Save you, signior Gre- 
' mio! 

Gre* And you’re well met, signior Hortensio. 
Trow you. 

Whither I am going ? — Tp Baptista Minola. 

I promis’d to enquire carefully 
About a schoolmaster for fair Bianca : 

And, by good fortune, I have lighted well 
On this young man : for learning, and behaviour. 
Fit for her turn ; well read in poetry, 

And other books, — good ones, I warrant you. 

Hor. *Tis well : and T have met a gentleman, 
Hath promis’d me to help me to another, 

A fine musician, to instruct our mistress; 

So shall I no whit be behind in duty 
To fair Bianca, so belov’d of me. 

< These measures. 
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Gre* Belov’d of me, — and that my deeds shall 
prove. 

Gru. And that his bags shall prove. [Aside* 
Hor, Gremio, ’tis now no time to vent our love : 
Listen to me, and if you speak me fair, 

I’ll tell you news indifferent good for either. 

Here is a gentleman, whom by chance I met. 

Upon agreement from us to his liking. 

Will undertake to woo curst Katharine ; 

Yea, and to marry her, if her dowry please. 

Gre* So said, so done, is well ; — 

Hortensio, have you told him all her faults ? 

Pet. I know ; she is an irksome brawling scold ; 
If that be all, masters, I hear no harm. 

Gre. No, say’st me so, friend ? What country- 
man ? 

Pet. Born in Verona, old Antonio’s son : 

My father dead, my fortune lives for me ; 

And I do hope good days, and long, to see. 

Gre. O, sir, such a life, with such a wife, were 
strange : 

But, if you have a stomach, to’t I pray you ; 

Yoo shall have me assisting you in all. 

But will you woo this wild-cat ? 

Pel. Will I live? 

Gru. Will he woo her? ay, or I’ll hang her. 

[^hide. 

Pet. Why came I hither, but to that intent ? 
Tliink you, a little din can daunt mine ears ? 

Have 1 not In my time heard lions roar ? 

Have I not heard the sea, pufl’’d up with winds, 
Rage like an angry boar, chafed with sweat ? 

Have I not heard great ordnance in the field, 

And heaven’s artillery thunder in the skies? 

Have I not in a pitched battle heard 

Loud ’larums, neighing steeds, and trumpets’ clang ? 

And do you tell me of a woman’s tongue ; 

That gives not half so great a blow to tlie ear. 

As will a chesnut in a farmer’s fire ? 

Tush ! tush ! fejir boys witlj bugs. ® 

Gru* For he fears none. 

[Aside. 

Gre* Hortensio, hark ! 

This gentleman is happily arriv’d, 

My mind presumes, for his own good, and yours. 

Hor. I promis’d we would be contributors. 

And bear his charge of wooing, whatsoe’er, 

Gre. And so we will ; provided, that he win her. 
Gru* I would, I were as sure of a good dinner, 

[Aside* 

Enter Tranio, bravely apparelV d ; and Biondello. 

Tra* Gentlemen, save you ! If I may be bold. 
Tell me, I beseech you, which is the readiest way 
To the house of signior Baptista Minola ? 

Gre* He that has the two fair daughters : — is’t 
[Aside to Tranio.] he you mean ? 

Tra* Even he. Biondello ! 

Gre* Hark you, sir ; You mean not her to 

Tra* Perhaps, him and her, sir ; What have you 
to do? 

Pet Not her that chides, sir, at any hand, I pray. 
Tra. I love no chiders, sir ; — Biondello, let’s 
away. 

Luc. Well begun, Tranio. [Aside* 

Hor* Sir, a word ere you go ; — 

Are you a suitor to the maid you talk of, yea, or no ? 
Tra* An if I be, sir, is it any offence ? 
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Gre. No ; if, \^ithout more words, you will get 
you hence. 

Tra. Why, sir, I pray, are not the streets as free 
For me, as for you ? 

Gre. But so is not she. 

Tra* For what reason, I beseech you ? 

Gre. For this reason, if you’ll know, — — — 

That she’s Uie choice love of signior Greniio. 

Ilur. That she’s the chosen of signior Hortensio. 
Tra, Softly, niy masters ! if you be gentlemen. 
Do me this right, — hear me with patience. 

Baptista is a noble gentleman, 

To whom my father is not all unknown ; 

And, were his daughter fairer than she is, 

She may more suitors have, and me for one. 

Fair Leda’s daughter had a thousand wooers ; 

Then well one more may fair Bianca have : 

And so she shall ; Lucentio shall make one. 

Though Paris came, in hope to speed alone. 

Gre. W’hat ! this gentleman will out-talk us all. 
Luc. Sir, give him head ; 1 know he’ll prove a 
jade. 

Pet. Hortensio, to what end are all these words ? 
Hor. Sir, let me be so bold as to ask you. 

Did you yet ever see Baptista’s daughter ? 

Tra. No, sir ; but hear I do, that he hath two ; 
The one as famous for a scolding tongue. 

As is the other for beauteous modesty. 

Pet. Sir, sir, the lirst’s for me ; let her go by. 
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Gre. Yea, leave that labour to great Hercules ; 
And let it be more than Alcides’ twelve. 

Pet. Sir, understand you this of me, insooth ; — 
The youngest daughter, whom you hearken for, 
Her father keeps from all access of suitors ; 

And will not promise her to any man, 

Until the elder sister first be wed : 

The younger then is free, and not before. 

Tra. If it be so, sir, that you are the man 
Must stead us all, and me among the rest ; 

An if you break the ice, and do this feat, — 
Achieve the elder, set the younger free 
For our access, — whose hap shall be to have her, 
Will not so graceless be, to be ingrate. 

Hor. Sir, you say well, and well you do con- 
ceive ; 

And since you do profess to be a suitor. 

You must, as we do, gratify this gentleman, 

To whom we all rest generally beholden. 

Tra. Sir, I shall not be slack : in sign whereof 
Please ye we may contrive this afternoon. 

And quaff carouses to our mistress* health ; 

And do as adversaries do in law, — 

Strive mightily, but eat and drink as friends. 

Gru. liion. O excellent motion ! Fellows let’s 
be gone. 

Hor. The motion’s good indeed, and be it so ; — 
Petruchio, I shall be your ben venuto. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT 11. 


SCENE I. — A Room in Baptista ’5 House* 
Enter Kathahina and Bianca. 

Rian. Good sister, wrong me not, nor wrong 
yourself. 

To make a bondmaid and a slave of me : 

That I disdain ; but for these other gawds % 

Unbind my hands, I’ll pull them off’ myself. 

Or, what you will command me, will 1 do. 

So well 1 know my duty to my elders. 

JCath* Of all thy suitors, here I charge thee, tell 
Whom thou lov’st best : see thou dissemble not. 

Ria7i. Believe me, sister, of all the men alive, 

I never yet beheld that special face 
Which I could fancy more than any other. 

JHuath* Minion, thou licst ; Is’t not Hortensio? 
Rian. If you afiect * him, sister, here I swear. 

I’ll plead for you myself, but you shall have him. 

JCath. O then, belike, you fancy riches more ; 
You will have Gremio to keep you fair. 

Rian. Is it for him you do envy me so? 

Nay, then you jest ; and now 1 well perceive. 

You have but jested w'ith me all this while : 

I pr’ythee, sister Kate, untie my hands. 

Eatk. If that be jest, then all the rest was so. 

[Strikes her. 

Enter Baptista. 

Rap. Why, how now, dame ! whence grows this 
insolence ? 

Bianca, stand aside ; — poor girl ! she weeps : — 
Go ply thy needle ; meddle not with her. — 

For shame, thou hilding 2 of a devilish spirit, 

Why dost thou wrong her that did ne’er wrong thee ? 
When did she cross thee with a bitter word ? 

® Trifling ornaments. > Love. * A worthless woman. 


Eath* Her silence flouts me, and I’ll be reveng’d. 

[Flies ajter Bianca. 
Rap. What, in my sight ? — Bianca, get thee in. 

[Exit Bianca. 

EaXh* Will you not suffer me ? Nay, now I see. 
She is your treasure, she must have a husband ; 

I must dance barefoot on her wedding-day. 

And, for your love to her, lead apes in hell. 

Talk not to me ; I will go sit and weep. 

Till I can find occasion of revenge. 

[Exit K ATir ARINA. 

Rap. Was ever gentleman thus griev’d as I ? 
But who comes here ? 

Enter Gremio, wUh Lucentio in the habit ^ a 
mean man; Petruchio, with Hortensio as a 
musician ;*and Tranio, udth Biondello bearing 
a lute and books. 

Gre, Good-morrow, neighbour Baptista. 

Rap. Good-morrow, neighbour Gremio: save 
you, gentlemen ! 

Pet. And you, good sir ! Pray, have you not a 
daughter 

Call’d Katharina, fair, and virtuous ? 

Bap. I have a daughter, sir, call’d Katharina. 
Gre, You are too blunt, go to it orderly. 

Pet. You wrong me, signior Gremio ; give me 
leave. — 

I am a gentleman of Verona, sir. 

That, — hearing of her beauty, and her wit, 

Her affability, and bashful modesty, 

Her wondrous qualities and mild behaviour, — 

Am bold to show myself a forward guest 
3 Companions, 

R 4 
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Within your house* to make mine eye the witness 
Of that report which I so oft have heard* 

And, for an entrance to my entertainment, 

I do present you with a man of mine, 

Hortensio. 

Cunning in musick, and the mathematicks, 

To instruct her fully in those sciences, 

Whereof, I know, she is not ignorant : 

Accept of him, or else you do me wrong ; 

His name is Licio, born in Mantua. 

Bctp, You’re welcome, sir; and he, for your 
good sake ; 

But for my daughter Katharine, — this I know. 
She is not for your turn, the more my grief 
PeL I see, you do not mean to part with her ; 

Or else you like not of my company. 

JSapn Mistake me not, 1 speak but as I find. 
Whence are you, sir? what may 1 call your name? 

Pet> Pctruchio is my name ; Antonio’s son, 

A man well known throughout all Italy. 

Bap* I know him well ; you are welcome for 
his sake. 

Gre* Saving your tale, Petnichio, I pray, 

IjCt us, that are poor petitioners, speak too : 

Baccare ! ^ you are marvellous forward. 

Pet. O, iiardon me, signior Cirernio ; I would 
fain be doing. 

Gre. I doubt it not, sir ; but you will curse your 
wooing. 

Neighbour, this is a gift very grateful, T am sure of 
it. To express the like kindness myself, that have 
been tnore kindly beholden to you than any, I freely 
give unto you this young scholar [Presenting Lu- 
CENTio. J that hath been long studying at lihelms : 
as cunning in Greek, Latin, and other langufiges, 
as the other in musick and mathematicks : his name 
is Cambio ; pray, accept his service. 

Bap* A thousand thanks, signior G remio : wel- 
come, good Cambio. — But, gentle sir, [ To Tka- 
vio.] methinks you walk like a stranger; IVIay I 
be so bold to know the cause of your coming ? 

Tra* Pardon me, sir, the boldness is mine ow^n ; 
That, being a stranger in this city here, 

Do make myself a suitor to your daughter, 

Unto Bianca, fair, and virtuous. 

Nor is your firm resolve unknown to me, 

In the preferment of the eldest sister : 

This liberty is all that 1 request, — 

That, upon knowledge of my parentage, 

I may have w^elcome ’mongst the rest that w'oo, 
And free access and favour as the rest. 

And, toward the education of your daflighters, 

I heie bestow a simple instrument, 

And this small packet of Greek and Latin books ; 
If you accept thorn, then their worth is great. 

Bap* Luccntio is your name? of whence, I pray? 
Tra* Of Pisa, sir ; son to Vincentio. 

Bap. A mighty man of Pisa ; by report 
I know him w'cll ; you are very welcome, sir. — • 
Take you [To Hor.] the lute, and you [To Luc.] 
the set of books. 

You shall go see your pupils presently. 

Holla, within ! 

Enter a Servant. 

Sirrah, lead 

Thesegentlemen to my daughters; and tell them both, 
These are tlieir turors ; bid them use them well. 

[Exit Servant, with Hortensio, Lucentio, 
and Biondello. 

* A proverbial exclamation then in uec. 


We will go walk a little in the orchard, 

And then to dinner : You are passing welcome. 
And so I pray you all to think yourselves. 

Pet* Signior Baptista, my business asketh haste. 
And every day I cannot come to woo. 

You knew my father well ; and in him, me. 

Left solely heir to all his lands and goods. 

Which I have better’d rather than decreas’d : 

Then tell me, — if I get your daughter’s love. 
What dowry shall 1 have with her to wife ? 

Bap* After my death, the one half of my lands : 
And, in posscs^iion, twenty thousand crowns. 

Pet. And, for that dowry, I’ll assure her of 
Her widowhood, — be it that she survive me, — 

In all my lands and leases whatsoever : 

Let specialties be therefore drawn l)etwx‘en us. 

That covenants may be kept on either hand. 

Bap. Ay, when the special thing is well obtain’d, 
This is, — her love ; for that is all in all. 

Pet* Why, that is nothing ; for I tell you, father, 
I am as peremptory as slie proud-minded ; 

And where two raging fires meet together, 

They do consume the thing that feeds their fury : 
Tliough little fire grows great with little wind. 

Yet extreme gusts will blow out fire and all : 

So I to her, and so she yields to me ; 

For I am rough, and vioo not like a babe. 

Bap. Well may’st thou woo, and happy be fi»y 
speed ! 

But be thou arm’d for some unhappy words. 

Pel. Ay, to the proof ; as mountains are for 
winds, 

That shake not, though they blow perpetually. 

Be-enter Hortensio, with his head broken* 

Bap* II ow’ now, my friend ? why dost thou look 
so pale ? 

Hor. For fear, I promise you, if I look pale. 
Bap. What, will my daugliter prove a good mu- 
sician ? 

Uor. I think, she’ll sooner prove a soldier ; 

Iron may hold with her, but never lutes. 

Ttap. Why, then thou canst not break her to the 
lute? 

Hor. Why, no ; for she hath broke the lute to me. 
I did but tell her, she mistook her frets 
And bow’d lier hand to teach her fingering ; 

When, with a most imj)atient devilish spirit, 

Frets, call you these? quoth she: I'U fume wUh them: 
And, with that word, she struck me on the head, 
And through the instrument my pjite made way ; 
And there I stood amazed for a while. 

As on a pillory, looking through the lute 
While she did call me, — rascal fiddler, 

And — twangling Jack ; with twenty such vile terms, 
As she had studied to misuse me so. 

Pet* Now, by the world, it is a lusty wench ; 

I love her ten times more than e’er I did : 

O, how I long to have some chat w ith her ! 

Bap. Well, go witli me, and be not so discom- 
fited : 

Proceed in practice with my younger daughter ; 
She’s apt to learn, and thankful for good turns. — 
Signior Petruchio, will you go with us ; 

Or shall I send my daughter Kate to you ? 

Pet* I pray you do ; I will attend her here, — 
[Exeunt Bapti.sta, Gremio, Tranio, 
and Hortensio. 

A fret in mustc is the stop which causes or regulates the 
vibration of the string, 
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And woo her with sonic spirit when she comes. 

Say, that she rail ; Why, then I’U tell her plain, 

She sings as sweetly as a nightingale ; 

S:iy, that she frown : I’ll say, she looks as clear 
As morning roses newly wash’d with dew : 

Say, she be mute, and will not speak a word ; 

Then I’ll commend her volubility, 

And say — she uttcreth piercing eloquence : 

If she do bid me pack, I’ll give her thanks, 

As though she bid me stay by her a week ; 

If she deny to wed, I’ll crave the day 

When I shall ask the banns, and vi hen be married. — 

lJut here she comes ; and now, Petruchio, speak. 

Enter Kathakina. 

CJood-raorrow, Kate ; for that’s your name, I hear. 
Kalh. Well have you heard, but something hard 
of hearing ; . 

They call me — Katharine, that do talk of me. 

Pet. You lie, in faith ; for you are call’d plain 
Kate, 

And l)onny Kate, and sometimes Kate the curst ; 
But Kate, the prettiest Kate in Christendom, 

Kate of Kate-IIall, my super-dainty Kate, 

Por dainties are all caites ; and therefore, Kate, 

Take this of me, Kate of my consolation ; — 
Hearing thy mildness prais’d in every town, 

Tliy virtues spoke of, and thy beauty sounded, 

(Yet not so deeply as to thee belongs,) 

IMyself am mov’d to woo thee for my wife. 

Kath* Mov’d ! in good time : let him that mov’d 
you hither. 

Remove you hence : I knew you at the first. 

You w'ere a moveable. 

Pet. Why, w hat’s a moveable ? 

KatJu A joint-stool. 

Pet, Thou hast hit it : come, sit on me. 

Kath. Asses are made to bear, and so are you. 
Pet. Alas, good Kate ! I will not burden thee : 
For, knowing thee to be but young and light, — 
JCath. Too light for such a swain as you to catch; 
And yet as heavy as my weight should be. 

Pet. Should be? should buz. 

Kath. Well ta’en, and like a l)uzzard. 

Pet. O, slow^-winged turtle ! sliall a buzzard take 
tbee ? 

Kath. Ay, for a turtle j as he takes a buzzard. 
Pet. Come, come, you wasp ; i’taith, you are too 
angry. 

Kath. If I be w aspish, best beware my sting. 

Pet, My remedy is then to i)luck it out. 

Kath. Ay, if the fool could find it where it lies. 
Pet. Who knows not wdiere a wasp doth wear his 
sting ? 

In his tail. 

Kath. In liis tongue. 

Pet* Nay, come again. 

Good Kate ; I am a gentleman. 

Kath, That I’ll try. 

[Striking him. 

Pet. I swear I’ll cuff you, if you strike again. 
Kath. So may you lose your arms : 

If you strike me, you are no gentleman ; 

And if no gentleman, why, then no arms. 

Pet. A herald, Kate ? O, put me in thy books, 
Kath. What is your crest ? a coxcomb ? 

Pet. A combless cock, so Kate w'ill be my hen. 
Kath. No cock of mine, you crow too like a 
craven, ® 


Pet. Nay, come, Kate, come ; you must not look 
so sour. 

Kath. It is my fashion, when I see a crab. 

Pet, Wliy here’s no crab: and therefore look 
not sour. 

Kath, There is, there is. 

Pet, Then show it me. 

Kaih. Had I a glass, I would. 

Pet, What, you mean my face ? 

Kath, Well aim’d of such a young one. 

Pet, Now, by saint George, I am too young for 
you. 

Kath, Yet you are wither’d. 

Pet. ’Tis with cares. 

Kath. I fare not. 

Pet. Nay, hear you, Kate : in sooth, you ’scape 
not so. 

Kath. I chafe you, if I tarry ; let me go. 

Pet. No, not a whit ; I find you passing gentle. 
’Twas told me, you were rough, and coy, and sullen, 
And now I find report a very liar ; 

For thou art pleasant, gamesome, passing courteous ; 
But slow in speech, yet sweet as sprii»g-tiine llow'ers; 
Thou canst not frown, thou caiist not look askance, 
Nor bite the lij), ns angry wenches w'ill ; 

Nor hast thou pleasure to be cross in talk ; 

But thou with mildness entertain’st thy wooers. 

With gentle conference, soft and affable. 

Why does the world report, that Kate doth limp? 

0 slanderous w'orld ! Kate, like the hazle-twig, 

Is straight and slender ; and as brown in hue 
As hazle-uuts, and sweeter than the kernels. 

O, let me see thee walk : thou dost not halt. 

Kath. Go, fool, and whom thou keep’st command. 
Pet. Did ever Dian so become a grove, 

As Kate this chamber with her princely gait? 

O, be thou Dian, and let her be Kate ; 

And then let Kate be chaste, and Dian sportful ! 
Kath. Where did you study all this goodly speech? 
Pet. It is extempore, from my mother-wit. 

A'ath. A witty mother ! witless else her son. 

Pet. Am I not wise ? 

Kalh. Yes. 

Pet. And therefore, setting all this chat aside, 
Thus in plain terms : — Your father hath consented 
That you shall be my wife ; your dowry ’greed on ; 
And, w'ill you, nill you, I w'ill marry you. 

Now, Kate, I am a husband for your turn ; 

For, by this light, whereby I see thy beauty, 

(Thy beauty, that doth make me like thee well,) 
’I'hou must be married to no man but me ; 

For I am he, am born to tame you, Kate ; 

And bring you from a wild-cat to a Kate 
Conformable, as other household Kates. 

Here comes your father ; never make denial ; 

1 must and will have Katharine to my wife. 

Re-enter Baptista, Grkmio, and Tiianio. 

Rap. Now, 

Signior Petruchio ; How speed you with 
My daughter ? 

Pet. How but well, sir ? how but well ? 

It were impossible I should speed amiss. 

Bap, Why, how nowq daughter Katharine? in 
your dumps ? 

Kath, Call you me, daughter ? now I promise >ou, 
You have sliow’d a tender fatherly regard, 

To wish me wed to one half lunatick ; 

A mad-cap ruffian, and a swearing Jack, 

That thinks with oaths to face the matter out. 


® A degenerate cock. 
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Pet* Father, *tis thus, — yourself and all the world, 
That talk’d of her, have talk’d amiss of her ; 

If she be curst, it is for policy : 

For she’s not froward, but modest as the dove ; 

She is not hot, but temperate as the morn ; 

For patience she will prove a second Grissel ; 

And Roman Lucrece for her chastity ; 

And to conclude, — we have ’greed so well together, 
That upon Sunday is the wedding-day. 

Kath, I’ll see thee hang’d on Sunday first. 

Gre. Hark, Petruchio ! she says, she’ll see thee 
hang’d first. 

Tra* Is this your speeding? nay, then, good 
night our part ! 

Pet. Be patient, gentlemen ; I choose her for 
myself ; 

If she and I be pleas’d, what’s tliat to you ? 

Tis bargain’d ’twixt us twain, being alone, 

That she sliall still be curst in company, 

I tell you ’tis incredible to believe 

How much she loves me : O, the kindest Kate ! — 

She hung about my neck ; and kiss on kiss 

She vied ? so fast, protesting oath on oath. 

That in a twink she won me to her love. 

Give me thy hand, Kate : I will unto Venice, 

To buy apparel ’gainst the wedding-day : — 
Provide the feast, father, and bid the guests ; 

I will be sure, my Katharine sliall be fine. 

Pap. I know not what to say ; give me your 
hands ; 

Heaven send you joy, Petruchio ! ’tis a match. 

Gre. Tra. Amen, say we ; we will be witnesses. 
Pet. Father, and wife, and gentlemen, adieu ; 

I will to Venice, Sunday comes apace : 

We will have rings, and things, and fine array ; 
And kiss me, Kate, we will be married o’ Sunday. 
[Exeunt Petruchio and Katharina, severcdly. 
Grc. Was ever match clapp’d up so suddenly ? 
Pap. Gentlemen, now I play a merchant’s part. 
And venture madly on a desperate mart. 

Tra. ’Twas a commodity lay fretting by you ; 
’Twill bring you gain, or perish on the seas. 

Pap. The gain I seek is — quiet in the match. 
Gre. No doubt but he hath got a quiet catch. 
But now, Baptista, to your younger daughter ; — 
Now is the day we long have looked for ; 

1 am your neighbour, and was suitor first, 

I'ra. And I am one, that love Bianca more 
Than words can witness, or your thoughts can guess. 
Gre. Youngling ! thou canst not love so dear as I. 
Tra. Grey-beard ! thy love doth freeze. 

Gre, Skipper, stand back ; ’tis age that nourisheth, 
Tra. But youth in ladies’ eyes that flourisheth. 
Pap. Content you, gentlemen ; I’ll compound 
this strife : 

’Tis deeds must win the prize ; and he, of both. 
That can assure my daughter greatest dower 
Shall have Bianca’s love. — 

Say, signior Gremio, what can you assure her ? 

Gre. First, as you, know my house within the city 
Is richly furnished with plate and gold ; 

Basons, and ewers, to lave her dainty hands ; 

My hangings all of Tyrian tapestry : 

In ivory coffers I have stuff’d my crowns ; 

r To vyc and revye were terras at cards, now superseded by 
.he word brag. 
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In cypress chests my arras, counterpoints s. 

Costly apparel, tents and canopies, 

Fine linen, Turkey cushions, boss’d with pearl, 
Valance of Venice gold in needle-work. 

Pewter and brass, and all things that belong 
To house, or housekeeping : then, at my farm, 

I have a hundred milch-kine to the pail. 

Six score fat oxen standing in my stalls. 

And all things answerable to this portion. 

Myself am struck in years, I must confess ; 

And, if I die to-morrow, this is hers. 

If whilst I live, she will be only mine, 

Tra. That, only, came well in Sir, list to me ; 

I am my father’s heir, and only son : 

If I may have your daughter to my wife, 

I’ll leave her houses three or four as good, 

Within rich Pisa walls, as any one 
Old signior Gremio has in Padua ; 

Besides two thousand ducats by the year, 

Of fruitful land, all which shall be her jointure.-— 
What, liave I pinch’d you, signior Gremio ? 

Gre, Two thousand ducats by the year, of land ! 
My land amounts not to so much in all : 

That she shall have ; besides an argosy 
That now is lying in Marseilles’ road : — — 

What, have I chok’d you with an argosy ? 

2Va. Gremio, ’tis known, my father hath no less 
Than three great argosies ; besides two galliasses ', 
And twelve tight gallics : these I will assure her, 
And twice as much, whate’er thou offer’st next. 

Gre. Nay, I have ofler’d all, I have no more ; 
And she can have no more than all I liave ; 

If you like me, she shall have me and mine. 

Tra. Why, then the maid is mine from all the 
world. 

By your firm promise ; Gremio is out-vied. 

Pap. I must confess, your offer is the best : 

And, let your father make her the assurance. 

She is your own ; else, you must pardon me : 

If you should die before him where’s her dower ? 
Tra. That’s but a cavil ; he is old, I young. 

Gre. And may not young men die, as well as old ? 
Pap. Well, gentlemen, 

I am thus resolv’d : — On Sunday next you know, 
My daughter Katherine is to be married 
Now, on the Sunday following, shall Bianca 
Be bride to you, if you make this assurance ; 

If not, to signior Gremio : 

And so I take my leave, and thank you both. 

[Exit. 

Gre. Adieu, good neighbour. — Now I fear thee 
not ; 

Sirrah, young gamester, your father were a fool 
To give thee all, and in his waning age, 

Set foot under thy table : Tut ! a toy ! 

An old Italian fox is not so kind, my boy. [Exit. 

Tra. A vengeance on your crafty wither’d liide ! 
Yet I have faced it with a card of ten. ^ 

’Tis in my head to do my master good ; — 

I see no rea.son, but suppos’d Lucentio 
Must get a father, call’d — suppos’d Vincentio. 

[Exit. 

^ Coverings for beds j now called counterpanes. 

9 A large merchant-ship. 

> A vessel of burthen worked both with soils aud oars. 

2 The highest card. 
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ACT III. 


SCENE I, — A Room in Baptista’s House, 

Enter Lucentio, Hortensio, and Bianca, 
Luc. Fiddler, forbear ; you grow too forward, sir : 
Have you so soon forgot the entertainment 
Her sister Katharine welcom’d you witiial ? 

Hor. But, wrangling pedant, this is 
The patroness of heavenly harmony ; 

U’lien give me leave to have prerogative ; 

And when in musick we have spent an hour, 

Your lecture shall have leisure for as much. 

Luc. Prej)osterous ass ! that never read so far 
To know the cause why musick was ordain’d ! 

Was it not, to refresh the mind of man, 

After his studies, or his usual pain ? 

Then give me leave to read philosophy, 

And w hile I pause serve in your hannony. 

Jlor. Sirrah, 1 will not bear these braves of thine. 
Rian. Why, gentlemen, you do me double wrong, 
To strive for that which resteth in my choice : 

I’ll not be tied to hours, nor ’pointed times, 

But learn my lessons as I please myself. 

And to cut off’ all strife, here sit we down : — 

Take you your instrument, play you the whiles ; 
Ilis lecture will be done, ere you hsive tun’d. 

I/or. Y’ou’ll leave his lecture when I am in tune ? 

[To Bianca. — IIortenmo retires, 
Luc. That will be never ; tunc your instrument. 
Rian. Where left we last ? 

Luc. Here, madam : 

JIac ibat Stmois ; his est Sigeta tellus : 

Hie steterat Priami regia celsa senis, 

Rian. Construe them. 

Luc. Hac ibtttf as I told you before, — Simois, I 
am Lucentio, — hie est, son unto Vincentio of 
Pisa, — Sigeia tellus, disguised thus to get your 
love ; — Hie steterat, and that Lucentio that comes 
a wooing, — Priami, is my man Tranio, — regia, 
bearing my port, — celsa senis, that we might be- 
guile the old pantaloon. 

Hor, Madam, my instrument’s in tune. 

[Returjiing. 

Rian, Let’s hear; — [ Hortensio 

Ofje! the treble jars. 

Luc, Spit in the hole, man, and tune again. 

Rian. Now let me see if 1 can construe it : Hac 
ibat Simois, I know you not ; hic est Sigcia tellus, I 
trust you not ; — Ilic steterat Priami, take heed he 
hear us not ; — regia, presume not ; — celsa senis, 
despair not. 

Hor, Madam, ’tis now in tune. 

Luc. All but the base. 

Hor, The base is right ; *tis the base knave that 
jars. 

How fiery and forward our pedant is ! 

Now, for my life, the knave doth court my love : 
Pednscule \ I’ll watch you better yet. 

Rian, In time I may believe, yet 1 mistrust. 

Luc. Mistrust it not ; for sure, JEacides 
Was Ajax, — call’d so from his grandfather. 

Rian. I must believe my master ; el>e I promise 
you, 

I should be arguing still upon that doubt : 

But let it rest. — Now, Licio, to you ; — 

3 The old cully in Italian farces. ^ Pedant. 


Good ma.sters, take it not unkindly, pray, 

Tliat I have been thus pleasant with you both. 

Hor, You may go walk, [To Lucentio. J and 
give me leave awhile ; 

My lessons make no music in three parts. 

Luc. Are you so formal, sir? well, I must wait, 
And watch withal ; for, but I be deceiv’d, 

Our fine musician grow'eth amorous. [Aside, 

Hor. Madam, before you touch the instrument, 
To learn the order of my fingering, 

I must begin the rudiments of art ; 

To teach you gamut in a briefer sort, 

More pleasant, pithy, and effectual, 

Than hath been taught by any of my trade : 

And there it is in writing, fairly drawn. 

Rian. Why, I am past my gamut long ago. 

Hor. Yet read the gamut of Hortensio. 

Rian. [Reads.^ Gam ut I am, the ground of all 
accord, 

A re, to plead Hortensio* s passion ; 

B mi, Bianca, take him for thy lord, 

C faiit, that loves tidlh all qfection ; 

D sol re, one cliff, two notes have I ; 

E la mi, show pity, or I die. 

Call yon tlus — gamut ? tut ! I like it not : 

Old fashions please me best ; 1 am not so nice, 

To change true rules for odd inventions. 

Enter a Servant, 

Serv. Mistress, your father prays you leave your 
books, 

And help to dress your sister’s chamber up ; 

Y’oii know, to-morrow is the wedding day. 

Rian. Farewell, sweet masters, both ; 1 must be 
gone. [Exeunt Bianca and Servant. 

Luc* ’Faith, mistress, tlien I have no cause to 
stiiy. [Exit. 

Hor. But I have cause to pry into this pedant ; 
Methinks, he looks as though he were in love ; — • 
Yet if thy thoughts, Bianca, be so humble, 

To cast thy waiid’ring eyes on every stale 
Seize thee, that list : If once I find thee ranging, 
Hortensio will be quit with thee by changing. 

[Exit, 

SCENE II. — Before Baptista’s House. 

Enter Baptista, Gremio, Tranio, Katharina, 
Bianca, Lucentio, and Attendants, 

Rap, Signior Lucentio, [To Tranio.] this is 
the ’pointed day 

That Katharine and Petruchio should be married, 
And yet we hear not of our son-in-law : 

What will be said ? what mockery will it be, 

To want the bridegroom, when the priest attends 
To speak the ceremonial rites of marriage ? 

What says Lucentio to this shame of ours? 

Kath, No shame but mine ; I must, forsooth, be 
forced 

To give my hand, oppos’d against my licart. 

Unto a mad-brain rudesby, full of spleen ^ ; 

Who woo’d in haste, and means to wed at leisure, 

J told you, I, he was a frantick fool, 

Hiding his bitter jests in blunt behaviour: 

^ Bait, decoy. ® Caprice, inconstancy. 
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Aiid^ to be noted for a merry man, 

He’ll woo a thousand, ’point the day of marriage. 
Make friends, invite, yes, and proclaim the banns ; 
Yet never means to wed where he hath woo’d. 

Now must the world point at poor Katharine, 

And say, — Xo, there is mad Petruchid*s u'lfcy 
If it would please him come and mai'rt/ her. 

Tra* Patience, good Katharine, and Baptista, too ; 
Upon my life, Petruchio means but well, 

\Vhatever fortune stays him from his word ; 
Though he bo blunt, I know him passing wise ; 
Though he be merry, yet withal he’s honest. 

Kdtiu ’Would Katliarlne Jiad never seen him 
though ! 

[Eiit, weepiniTy followed bp Bianca and others. 
Bap* Go, girl ; I cannot blame thee now to weep ; 
For such an injury would vex a saint, 

Much more a shrew of thy impatient humour. 


Enter Biondkllo. 

Bion* Master, master ! news, old news, and such 
news as you never heard of ! 

Bap, Is it new and old too ? how may that be ? 

Bion. Why, is it not news, to hear of Petmehio’s 
coming ? 

Bap, Is he come ? 

Bio7i. Why, no, sir. 

Bap. What then? 

Bio?i, He is coming. 

Bap. When will he be here ? 

Biofu When he stands where I am, and sees you 
there. 

Tra. But, say, what : — To thine old new^s. 

Bion Why, Petruchio is coming, in a new hat 
and an old jerkin ; a pair of boots that have been 
candle- cases, one buckled, another laced; an old 
rusty sword ta’en out of the town armory, with a 
broken hilt and chapeless ; with two broken points : 
His horse hipped with an old inothy saddle, the 
sdrrups of no kindred : besides, possessed w ith the 
glanders, and like to mose in the chine ; troubled 
with the lampass, infected with the fashions 7, full 
of wind-galls, sped with spavins, raied with the 
yellows, past cure of the fives 8, stark spoiled with 
tlie staggers, begnawn with the bots ; swayed in the 
back, and shoulder-shotten ; ne’er legg’d before, 
and with a half-check ’d bit, and' a head-stall of 
sheep’s leather ; which, being restrained to keep 
him from stumbling, hath been often burst, and 
now repaired with knots ; one girt six times pieced, 
and a woman’s crupper of vclure % which hath two 
letters for her name, fairly set down in studs, and 
here and there pieced with packthread. 

Bap* Who comes with him ? 

Bion, O, sir, his lackey, for all the world capari- 
soned like the horse ; with a linen stock * on one 
leg, and a kersey boot-hose on the other, gartered 
with a red and blue list ; an old hat, and The humour 
tf forty fancies pricked in’t for a feather : a monster, 
a very monster in apparel ; and not like a Christian 
footboy, or a gentleman’s lackey, 

Tra, *Tis some odd humour pricks him to this 
fashion ; 

Yet oftentimes he goes but mean apparcU’d. 

Bap, I am glad he is come, howsoe’er he comes. 

Bum, Why, sir, he comes not. 

Bap, Didst thou not say, he comes ? 

t Farcy. 

» Vives ; a distemper in horses, little differing from the 
strangles. 

» Velvet, ‘ Stocking, 


Bion, Who ? that Petruchio came ? 

Bap, Ay, that Petruchio came. 

Bion, No, sir ; I say, his horse comes with him 
on his back. 

Bap, Why, that’s all one, 

Bion. Nay, by saint Jamy, I hold you a penny, 
A horse and a man is more than one, and yet not 
many. 

Enter Petruchio and Grumio. 

Pet. Come, where be these gallants? who is at 
home ? 

Bap. You are welcome, sir. 

Pet. And yet I come not well. 

Bap. And yet you halt not. 

Tra. Not so well apparell’d 

As I wish you were. 

Pet. Were it better 1 should rush in thus. 

But where is Kate ? where is my lovely bride ? — 
Howdoes my father? — Gentles, methinks you frown: 
And wlierefore gaze this goodly company ; 

As if they saw some wondrous monument. 

Some comet, or unusual prodigy ? 

Bap.Whyj sir, you know this is your wedding-day; 
First were we sad, fearing you would not (‘ome ; 
Now sadder, that you come so unprovided. 

Fye ! dolFthis habit, shame to your estate, 

An eyc-sore to our solemn festival. 

Tra, And tell us, what occasion of import 
Hath all so long detain’d you from your wife, 

And sent you hither so unlike yourself? 

Pet, Tedious it were to tell, and harsh to hear : 
Sufficeth, I arn come to keep my word, 

Though in some jiart enforced to digress ; 

Which, at more leisure, I will so excuse 
As you shall well be sjitisfied withal. 

But, where is Kate ? I stay too long from her ; 
The morning wears, ’tis time we were at church. 

Tra. See m>t your bride in these imreverent robes 
Go to my chamber, put on clothes of mine. 

Pet. Not I, believe me ; thus I’ll visit her. 

Bap. But thus, I trust, you will not marry her. 
Pet. Good sooth, even thus ; therefore have done 
with words; 

To me she’s married, not unto iny clothes : 

Could I repair what she will wear in me, 

As I can cliange these poor accoutrements, 

’Twere well for Kate, and better for myself. 

But what a fool am I, to chat with you, 

When 1 should bid good-morrow to my bride. 

And seal the title with a lovely kiss ? 

[Ed-eunt Petruchio, Grumio, and Biondei-lo. 
Tra- He hatli some meaning in his mad attire ; 
We will persuade him, he it possible, 

To put on better ere he go to church. 

Bap. I’ll after him, and see the event of this. 

[Edit. 

Tra. But, sir, to her love concerneth us to add 
Her father’s liking : Which to bring to pass, 

As I before imparted to your worship, 

I am to get a man, — wliate’er he be, 

It skills* not much ; we’ll fit him to our turn, — 
And he sliall be Vincentio of Pisa ; 

And make assurance, here in Padua, 

Of greater sums than I have promised. 

So shall yo’» quietly enjoy your hope. 

And marr) ' et Bianca with consent. 

Luc, Wfc* - it not that my fellow-schoolmaster 
Doth watch Bianca’s steps so narrowly, 

* Matters. 
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Scene II. 

’Twere good, methhiks, to steal our marriage ; 

Which once perform’d, let all the world say, — no, 
ril keep mine own, despite of all the world. 

Tra. That by degrees we mean to look into. 

And watch our vantage in this business : 

We’ll over-reach the grey -beard, Gremio ; 

7"he narrow-prying father, Minola ; 

The quaint 3 musician, amorous Licio; 

All for my master’s sake, Lucentio. — 

Re-enter Grkmio. 

Signior Gremio, came you from the church ? 

Grc As willingly as e’er I came from school. 

Tra. And is the bride and bridegroom coming 
home ? 

Gre. A bridegroom, say you ? ’tis a groom, indeed, 

A grumbling groom, and that the girl shall find. 

'Tra. Curster tlian she ? why, ’tis impossible. 

Gre. Wliy, he’s a devil, a devil, a very fiend. 

T'ra. Why, she’s a devil, a devil, the devil’s dam. 
Gre. Tut ! slu‘’s a lamb, a dove, a fool to him. 

I’ll tell you, sir Lucentio ; Wiien tlie priest 
Should ask — if Katharine should be his wife, 

Atfi hi/ fio/^s-wounsy quoth he; and swore so loud. 
That, all ama/ed, the priest let fall the book : 

And, as he stoop’d again to take it up. 

The mad-brain’d bridegroom took him such a cuff. 
That down fell priest and book, and book and priest ; 
Now take the?n itpy quoth he, if any list, 

7'ra. What said the wench, when he arose again ? 
Gre. Trembled and shook ; for why, he stamp’d, 
and swore. 

As if the vicar meant to cozen him. 

Hut after many ceremonies done, 
lie calls for wine : — A healthy quoth he ; as if 
He had been aboard carousing to his mates 
After a storm : — QuafTd off the muscadel 
And threw the sops all in the sexton’s face ; 

Having no other reason, — 

But that his beard grew thin and hungerly. 

And seem’d to ask him sops as he was drinking. 
This done, he took the bride about the neck ; 

And kiss’d her lips with such a clamorous smack. 
That, at tlie parting, all the church did echo. 

I, seeing this, came thence for very shame ; 

And, after me, I know the rout is coming ; 

Such a mad marriage never wa^i before , 

Hark, hark ! I hear the minstrels play. [Musick. 

Mntet Petruciiio, Katharina, Bianca, Baptista, 
Hortknsio, Grumio, and Traiiu 

Pet, Gentlemen and friends, I thank you for your 
pains : 

I know, you think to dine with me to-day, 

And have prepar’d great store of wedding cheer ; 

But so it is, my haste doth call m^' ' mce. 

And therefore here I mean to ta\ ay leave. 

Rap. Is’t posssible, you will away to-night ? 

Pet. I must away to-day, before night come : — 
Make it no wonder ; if you knew my business, 

You would entreat me rather go than stay, 

And, lionest company, 1 thank you all, 

That have beheld me give away myself 
To this most patient, sweet, and virtuous wife : 

^ Strange, 

. It was the custom for the company present to drink wine 
immediately after the marriage ceremony. » 


! Dine with my father, drink a health to me ; 

For I must hence, and farewell to you all, 

Tra. Let us entreat you stay till after dinner. 

Pet, It may not be. 

Grc. Let me entreat you. 

Pet. It cannot be. 

Kath. Let me entreat you. 

Pet, I am content. 

Kath. Are you content to stay ? 

Pet I am content you shall entreat me stay ? 

But yet not stay, entreat me how you can. 

Kath. Now, if you love me, stay. 

Pet. Grumio, my horses. 

Grii. Ay, sir, they be ready ; the oats have eaten 
the horses. 

Kaih. Nay, then, 

Do w'hat thou canst, I will not go to-day ; 

No, nor to-morrow, nor till I please myself. 

The door is open, sir, there lies your way, 

You may be jogging, whiles your boots are green ; 
For me, I’ll not be gone, till I please myself; — 
’Tis like, you’ll prove a jolly surly groom, 

That take it on you at the first so roundly. 

JVf. O, Kate, content thee; pr’y thee be not angry. 
A'ath I will be angry ; What hast thou to do ? 
Father be quiet : he shall stay my leisure. 

I Gre. Ay, marry, sir : now it begins to work. 

Kath. Gentlemen, forward to the bridal dinner.-— 

, I see, a woman may be made a fool, 

If she had not a spirit to resist. 

Pel. They shall go forward, Kate, at thy com- 
mand : — 

Obey the bride, you that attend on her : 

Go to the feast, revel and domineer, 

Be mad and merry, — or go liang yourselves ; 

But for my bonny Kate, she must with me. 

Nay, look not big, nor stamp, nor stare, nor fret; 

I w’ill be master of what is mine own : 

She is my goods, my chattels ; she is my house, 

My household stuff', my field, my barn, { 

My liorse, my ox, my ass, my any thing ; ^ 

And here she stands, touch her whoever dare ; \ 

I’ll bring my action on the proudest he \ 

That stops my way in Padua. — Grumio, 

Draw forth thy weapon ; we’re beset with thieves ; 
Rescue thy mistress, if thou be a man : — 

Fear not, sweet wencli, they shall not touch thee, 
Kate : 

I’ll buckler thee against a million. 

[jEjreH?it Petruchio, Katharina, and Grumio. 
Rap. Nay, let tlicm go, a couple of quiet ones, 
Grc. Went they not quickly, I should die with 
laughing. 

Tra. Of all mad matches, never was the like ! 
Xnc* Mistress, what’s your opinion of your sister? 
Rian. That being mad herself, she’s madly mated. 
Gre. I warrant him, Petruchio is Kated. 

Rap. Neighbours and friends, though bride and 
bridegroom wants 

For to sujiply the places at the table. 

You know, there wants no junkets ^ at the feast 
Lucentio, you shall supply the bridegroom’s place ; 
And let Bianca take her sister’s room. 

Tra. Shall sweet Bianca practise how to bride it? 
Rap. She shall, Lucentio. — Come, gentlemenj 
let’s go. [Kxeunt. 


^ Delicacies. 
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ACT IV. 


SCENE 1.—^ Hall in Petruchio’« Counhy House. 

Enter Grumlo. 

Gru. Fye, fye, on all tired jades, on all mad 
masters ! and all foul ways ! Was ever man so 
beaten ? was ever man so rayed ? ^ was ever man .so 
weary? I am sent before to make a lire, and they 
are coming after to wanii them. Now, were I not 
a little pot, and soon hot, my very lips might freeze 
to my teeth, ere I should come by a fire to tliaw 
me ; But, I, w'ith blowing the lire, shall warm 
myself : for, considering the weather, a taller man 
than I will take cold. Holla, hoa ! Curtis ! 

EiUer Curtis. 

Curt. Who is that, calls so coldly? 

Gru. A piece of ice; If thou doubt it, tliou mayst 
slide from my shoulder to my heel, with no greater 
a run but my head and my neck. A lire, good 
Curtis. 

Curt, Is my master and his wife coming, Grumio? 

Gru. O, ay, Curtis, ay : and therefore liie, lire ; 
cast on no water. 

Curt* Is she so hot a shrew as she’s reported ? 

Gru. She was, good Curtis, before this frost; 
but, tliou know’st, winter tames man, W'oman, and 
beast ; for it hath tamed my old master, and my 
nevtr mistress, and myself, fellow Curtis. 

Curt. Away, you three-inch fool ! I am no beast. 

Gru. Am I but three inches ? why, thy horn is a 
foot ; and so long am 1, at the least. But wilt thou 
make a fire, or shall I complain on thee to our mis- 
tress, whose hand (she being now at hand) thou 
shall soon feel, to thy cold comfort, for being slow 
in thy hot ollice ? 

Curt. I pr’ythee, good Grumio, tell me. How 
goes the world? 

Gru. A cold world, Curtis, in every office but 
thine ; and, therefore, fire : Do thy duty, and have 
thy duty j for my master and, mistress are almost 
frozen to death, 

Curt. There*s fire ready : And therefore, good 
Grumio, the news ? 

Gru> Why, Jack boy ! ho hoy ! and fire ; for I have 
caught extreme cold. Where’s the cook < is supper 
ready, the house trimmed, rushes strewed ; cobwebs 
swept *, the serving-men in their new fustian ; their 
white stockings, and every officer Ids wedding- 
garment on ? Be the jacks fair witldn, the jills fair 
without, the carpets laid, and every thing in order? 

Curt. All ready ; and therefore, I pray thee, news? 

Gru. First, know, my horse is tired j my master 
and mistress fallen out. 

Curt. How ? 

Gru. Out of their saddles into the dirt ; And 
thereby hangs a tale. 

Curt. Let’s ha’t, good Grumio, 

Gru. Lend thine ear. 

Curt. Here. 

Gru* There. [Striking him. 

Curt. This is to feel a tale, not to hear a tale. 

Gru* And therefore *tis called a sensible tale: 
and tins cuff was but to knock at your car, and 
beseech Ibtening. Now I begin: ImprimiSf we 

8 Striped. 


came down a foul hill, my master riding behind iny 
mistress : — 

Curt. Both on one horse ? 

Gru. What’s that to thee ? 

Curt. Why, a horse. 

Gru. Tell thou the tale : But hadst thou not 

crossed me, thou shouldst have heard how' her horse 
fell, and she under her horse ; thou shouldst have 
heard m how miry a place: how she was bemoiled?; 
how he left her with the hoise upon her; how' he 
beat me because her horse stumbled ; how slie w^aded 
through the dirt to pluck him ofl' me ; how he swoie; 
how she prayed — that never prayed before ; how 
I cried ; how the horses ran away ; how her bridle 
was burst ; how I lost my crupper ; — with many 
things of worthy memory ; which now shall die in 
oblivion, and thou return unexperienced to thy grave. 

Curt. By this reckoning, he is more shrew than 
she. 

Gru. Ay ; and that, thou and the proudest ot 
you all shall find, when he comes home. But whnt 
talk I of this ? — call forth Nathaniel, Joseph, 
Nicholas, Philip, Walter, Sugarsop, and the rest ; 
let their heads be sleekly combed, their blue coats 
brushed, and their garters of an indifl'erent 8 knit : 
let them curtsey with their left legs ; and not pre- 
sume to touch a hair of my master’s horse-tail, till 
they kiss their hands. Are they all ready ? 

Curt. They are. 

Gru. Call them forth. 

Curt. Do you hear, ho ! you must meet my 
master, to countenance my mistress. 

Gru. Why, she hath a face of her own. 

Curt. Who knows not that ? 

Gru. Thou, it seems ; that callest for company 
to countenance her. 

Curt. I call them forth to credit her. 

Gru. Why, she comes to borrow nothing of them. 

Enter several Servants. 

Nath. Welcome home, Grumio. 

PhU. How now, Grumio? 

Jos. What, Grumio ! 

Nich. Fellow Grumio ! 

Nath. How now, old lad ? 

Gru. Welcome, you ; — how now, you ; — what, 
you ; — fellow, you — and thus much for greeting. 
Now, my spruce companions, is all ready and all 
things neat ? 

Nath. All things are ready : How near is our 
master? 

Gru. E’en at band, alighted by this ; and there- 
fore be not, silence ! 1 hear my master. 

Enter Petruchio and Katuarina. 

Pet. Where be these knaves ? What, no man at 
door. 

To hold my stirrup, nor to take my horse ! 

Where is Nathaniel, Gregory, Philip ? — 

AU Serv. Here, here, sir ; here, sir. 

Pet. Here, sir ! here, sir ! here, sir, here, sir ! — • 
You logger-headed and unpolish’d grooms ! 

What, no attendance ? no regard ? no duty ? — 
Where is the foolish knave I sent before ? 

7 Bemired 8 dilibrent one from the other. 
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Scene I. 

Gru* Ilercy sir ; as foolish as I was before. 

J^et. You peasant swain ! you malt-horse drudge ! 
Did 1 not bid thee meet me in the park. 

And bring along these rascal knaves with thee ? 

Ch'u, Nathaniel’s coat, sir, was not fully made, 
And Gabriel's pumps were all unpink’d i’the heel ; 
There was no link to colour Peter’s hat. 

And Walter’s dagger was not come from sheathing : 
There were none fine, but Adam, Ralph, and Gre- 
gory; 

The rest were ragged, old, and beggarly ; 

Yet, as they are, here are they come to meet you. 
Pet. Go, rascals, go, and fetch my supper in. — 
[Exeunt S07ue of the Servants. 
JHiere is the life that late I led — [Sings. 

Where are those Sit down, Kate, and welcome. 

Soud, soud, soud, soud ! * 

Re-enter Servants with Supper, 

Why, when, I say ? — Nay, good sweet Kate, be 
merry. 

Off with ray boots, you rogues, you villains ; 

When ? 

It was the friar of orders [Sings. 

As he forth walked on his way : — 

Out, out, you rogue ! you pluck my foot aw ry : 
Take that, and mend the plucking off* the other. — 

[Strikes him. 

Be merry, Kate ; — Some water, here ; w hat, ho ! — 
Where’s my spaniel Troilus ? Sirrah, get you 
hence, 

And bid my cousin Ferdinand come hither ; — 

[Exit Servant 

One, Kate, that you must kiss, and be acquainted 
with. — 

Where are my slippers ? — Sh.'ill I have some water ? 

[A bason is presented to him. 
Come, Kate, and wash, and welcome heartily : — 
[Servant lets the ewer fall. 
Ycm villain ! will you let it fall ? [Strikes him 
Kath. Patience, I pray you ; ’twas a fault un- 
willing. 

Pet. A beetle-headed, flap-ear’d knave ! 

Come, Kate, sit dow n ; I know you have a stomach. 
Will you give thanks, sweet Kate; or else shall I ? — 
What is this ? mutton? 

1 Serv, Ay. 

Pet. Who brought it. 

1 Serv. I- 

Pet. ’Tis burnt ; and so is all the meat : 

What dogs are these ? — Where is the rascal cook ? 
IIow durst you, villains, bring it from the dresser, 
And serve it thus to me tliat love it not ? 

There, take it to you, trenchers, cups, and all : 

[ Throws the meat, ^c. about the stage. 
You heedless joltheads, and unmanner’d slaves ! 
What, do you grumble ? I’ll be with you straight. 

■Kath. I pray you, husband, be not so disquiet ; 
The meat was well, if you were so contented. 

Pet. I tell thee, Kate, 'twas burnt and dried away ; 
And I expressly am forbid to touch it. 

For it engenders choler, planteth anger ; 

And better ’twere, that both of us did fast, — 

Since of ourselves, ourselves are cholerick, — 

Than feed it with such over-roasted flesh. 

Be patient ; to-morrow it shall be mended, 

® A torch of pitch. 

* A word coined by Shakspeare to express the noise made 
hy a person heated and fatigued. 
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And, for this night, we’ll fast for company : 

Come, I will bring thee to thy bridal chamber. 

[Exeunt Petkuchio, Kathakjna, and 
Curtis. 

Hath, [Advancing.] Peter, didst ever see the like? 
Peter. He kills her in her own humour. 

Re-enter Curtis. 

Gru. Where is he? 

Curt. In her chamber. 

Making a sermon of continency to her ; 

And rails, and swears, and rates ; tliat she, poor soul 
Knows not which w'^ay to stand, to look, to speak ; 
And sits as one new-risen from a dream. 

Away, away ! for he is coming hither. [Exeunt, 

Re-enter Petruchio. 

Pet. Thus have I politickly begun my reign, 
And ’tis my hope to end successfully : 

My falcon now is sharp, and passing empty ; 

And, till she stoop, she must not be full-gorg’d, 
For then she never looks upon her lure. 

Another way I have to man ray haggard \ 

To make her come, and know her keeper’s call, 
That is, — to watch her, as we watch these kites. 
That bate S and beat, and will not be obedient. 

She eat no meat to-day , nor none shall eat ; 

Last night she slept not, nor to-night she shall not: 
As with the meat, some undeserved fault 
rU find about the making of the bed ; 

And here I’ll fling the pillow, there the bolster, 
Tills way the coverlet, another way the sheets ; > — 
Ay, and amid this hurly, I intend 
That all is done in reverend care of her ; 

And, in conclusion, she shall watch all night ; 

And, if she chance to nod, I’ll rail and brawl, 

And with the clamour keep her still awake. 

This is the way to kill a wife with kindness ; 

And thus I’ll curb lier mad and headstrong hu- 
mour : — 

He that knows better how to tame a shrew. 

Now let him speak ; ’tis charity to shew. 

SCENE II. — Padua. Before Bnpiistals House. 

Enter Tranio and Hortensio. 

Tra. Is’t possible, friend Lieio, that Bianca 
Doth fancy any other but Luceiitio ? 

I tell you, sir, she bears me fair in hand. 

Hor. Sir, to satisfy you in what I have said, 
Stand by, and mark the manner of his teaching. 

[They stand aside. 

Enter Bianca and Lucentio. 

Luc, Now, mistress, profit you in what you read? 
Rian, What, master, read you ? first resolve me 
that. 

Luc* I read that I profess, the art of love. 

Ria7i. And may you prove, sir, masterof your art! 
Luc, While you, sweet dear, prove mistress of 
my heart. [ They retire. 

Hor, Quick proceeders, marry ! Now, tell me, I 
pray, 

You that durst swear that your mistress Bianca 
Lov’d none in the world so wdl as Lucentio. 

* A thing stuSbd to look like the game which the hawk 
was to pursue. 

s To tame my wild hawk. 

* Flutter. ^ Pretend. 
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Tra, O despiteful love ! unconstant woman- 
kind ; — 

I tell thee, Licio, this is wonderful. 

Il<yr» Mistake no more : I am not Licio, 

Kor a musician as I seem to be ; 

But one that scorn to live in this disguise, 

For such a one as leaves a gentleman, 

And makes a god of such a cullion 6 
Know, sir, that I am call’d — Ilortensio. 

Tra. Signior Hortensio, I have often heard 
Of your entire aflection to Bianca ; 

And since mine eyes are witness of her lightness, 

I will with you, — if you be so contented, — 
Forswear Bianca and her love for ever. 

//or. Signior Lucentio, 

Here is my hand, and here I firmly vow — 

Never to woo her more ; but to forswear her, 

As one unworthy all the former favours 
That I have fondly flatter’d her withal. 

Tra. And here 1 take the like unfeigned oath, — 
Ne’er to marry witfi her though she would entreat. 
Hot. ’Would, all the w’orld, but he, had quite 
forsworn ! 

For me, that I may surely keep mine oath, 

I will be married to a wealthy w idow^. 

Ere three days pass ; wliich hath as long lov’d me, 
As I have lov’d this proud disdainful haggard : 

And so farewx'U, signior Lucentio. — 

Kindness in women, not their beauteous looks, 
Shall win my love : — and so I take my leave, 

In resolution as 1 swore before. 

[Exit Hortensio. — Lucentio ami Bianca 
advance, 

Tra. Mistress Bianca, bless you with such grace 
As ’longetli to a lover’s blessed case ! 

Nay, I liave ta’en you napping, gentle love ; 

And have forsworn you, with Hortensio. 

Bian. Tranio, you jest : But Iiave you both for- 
sworn me? 

Tra Mistress we have. 

i«c. Then we arc rid of Licio. 

Tra, He’ll have a widow now. 

That shall be woo’d and wedded in a day. 

Bia7i* Heaven give him joy ! 

Tra. Ay, and he’ll tame her, 

Bian, He says so, Tranio. 

Tra, ’Faith, he is gone unto the taming-school. 
Bian. The taming-school ! what, is there such a 
l^Iace ? 

Tra, Ay, mistress, and Petruchio is the master ; 
Hiat teacheth tricks eleven and twenty long, — 

To tame a shrew, and charm her chattering tongue. 
Enter Biondei.lo, running, 

Bion, O master, master, I have watch’d so long 
That I’m dog-weary ; hut at last I spied 
An ancient angel 7 coming down the hill, 

Will serve the turn. 

Tra, What is he, Biondello ? 

Bion, Master, a mercatant^ or a pedant 
I know not what ; but formal in apparel, 

In gait and countenance surely like a father. 

Luc, And what of him, Tranio ? 

Tra. If he be credulous, and trust my tale, 

I’ll make him glad to seem Vincentio ; 

And give assurance to Baptista Minola, 

As if lie were the right Vincentio. 

Take in your love, and then let me alone. 

[Exeunt Lucentio and Bianca. 
^ Despicable follow. Messenger. 

9 A merchant or a schoolmaster. 
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Enter a Pedant. 

Pi'd, God save you, sir ! 

Tra. And you, sir ! you are welcome. 

Travel you far on, or are you at the furthest ? 

Ped, Sir, at the furthest for a week or two : 

But then up further ; and as far as Rome j 
And so to Tripoly, if heaven lend me life, 

Tra, What count||j;pnan, I pray ? 

Ped, Of Mantua. 

Tra, Of Mantua, sir? — marry, heaven forbid » 
And come to Padua, careless of your life ? 

Ped. My life, sir ! how, I pray ? for tliat goes hard. 
Tra. ’Tis death for any one in Mantua 
To come to Padua ; Know you not the cause ? 
Your ships are staid at Venice ; and the duke 
(For private quarrel ’twixt your duke and him) 
Hath publish’d and proclaim’d it openly : 

’Tis marvel ; but that you’re but newly come. 

You might have heard it else proclaim’d about. 

Ped. Alas, sir, it is worse for me than so ; 

For I have hills for money by exchange 
From Florence, and must here deliver them. 

Tra, Well, sir, to do you courtesy, 

This will I do, and this will I advise you ; — 

First, tell me, have you ever been at Pisa ? 

Ped. Ay, sir, in Ihsa have 1 often been ; 

Pisa, renowned for grave citizens. 

Tra, Among them, know you one Vincentio? 
Ped. I know him not, but 1 have heard of him ; 
A merchant of incomparable wealtli. 

Tra. He is my father, sir ; and, sooth to say, 

In countenance somewhat doth resemble you. 

Bian, As much as an apple doth an oyster, and 
all one. [Aside* 

Tra, To save your life in this extremity, 

This favour will I do you for his sake ; 

And think it not the worst of all your fortunes, 
That you are like to sir Vincentio, 

His name and credit shall you undertake, 

And in my house you shall be friendly lodg’d ; — 
Look, that you take upon you as you should ; 

You understand me, sir ; — so shall you stay 
Till you have done your business in the city ; 

If this be courtesy, sir, accept of it. 

Ped, O, sir, I do ; and will repute you ever 
Tlie patron of my life and liberty. 

/’ra. Then go with me, to make the matter good. 
This, by the way, I let you understand ; 

My father is here look’d for every day. 

To pass assurance of a dower in marriage 
’Twixt me and one Baptista’s daughter here : 

In all these circumstances I’ll instruct you : 

Go with me, sir, to clothe you as becomes you. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE in. A Room in Petruchio’s House. 

'' Enter Kathakina and Grumio. 

Gru. No, no, forsooth : I dare not for my life. 
Kath, The more my wrong, the more his spite 
appears : 

What, did he marry me to famish me ? 

Beggars, that come unto my father’s door, 

Upon entreaty, have a present alms ; 

If not elsewhere they meet with charity : 

But I, •— who never knew how to entreat, — 

Nor never needed that I should entreat, 

Am starv’d for meat, giddy for lack of sleep ; 

With oaths kept waking, and with brawling fed ; 
And that which spites me more than all these wants, 
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He does it under name of perfect love ; 

As who sliould say, — If I should sleep, or eat, 
*Twere deadly sickness, or else present death. — 

I pr*ythee go, and get me some repast ; 

I care not w^t, so it be wholesome food. 

Gru. What say you to a neat*s foot ? 

Kath. *Tis passing good ; I pr’y thee let me have it. 
Gru* I fear it is too cholenck a meat : 

How say you to a fat tripe, finely broil’d ? 

Kath. 1 like it well j good Grumio, fetch it me. 
Gru, I cannot tell ; I fear *tis cholerick. 

What say you to a piece of beef, and mustard? 
Kath* A dish that 1 do love to feed upon. 

Gru, Ay, but the mustard is loo hot a little. 
A'ath. Why, then the beef, and let the mustard rest. 
Gru, Nay, then I will not ; you shall have the 
mustard. 

Or else you get no beef of Grumio. 

Kath. Then both, or one, or any thing thou wilt. 
Gru. Why then the mustiird without the beef. 
Kath. Go, get thee gone, tliou false deluding 
slave, l^Iieals him. 

That feed’st me with the very name of meat ; 
Sorrow on thee, and all the pack of you, 

That triumph thus upon my misery ! 

Go, get thee gone, 1 say. 

Enter Fetritcuio xrith a dish of meat ; ami 
IIORTENSIO. 

Pet. How fares my Kate? What, sweeting, all 
amort ? 9 

Jlor. Mistress, what cheer? 

Kath. ’Faith, as cold as can be. 

l^et. Pluck up thy spirits, look cheerfully upon me. 
Here, love ; thou seest how diligent 1 am. 

To dress thy meat myself, and bring it thee j 

[A’/s the dish on a tabic. 
I am sure, sweet Kate, this kindness merits thanks. 
What, not a word ? Nay then, thou lov’st it not ; 
And all my pains is sorted to no proof* — 

Here, take away this dish. 

Kath. ’ Pray you, let it stand. 

Pet. The poorest service is repaid with thanks ; 
And so shall mine before you touch the meat. 

A"ath. I thank you, sir. 

Hor. Signior Petruchio, fye ! you are to blame ! 
Come, mistress Kate, I’ll bear you company. 

Pet. Eat it up all, Hortensio, if thou lov’st me 

\^.dside. 

Much good do it unto thy gentle heart ! 

Kate, eat apace ; — And now', my honey love. 

Will Vfe return unto thy father’s house ; 

And revel it as bravely as the best. 

With silken coats, and caps, and golden rings, 

With ruffs, and cuffs, and farthingales, and things ; 
With scarfs, and fans, and double change of bravery 
With amber bracelets, beads, and all this knavery. 
What, hast thou din’d ? The tailor stays thy leisure. 
To deck thy body with his ruffling treasure. 

Enter Tailor, 

Come, tailor, let us see these ornaments ; 

Enter Haberdasher. 

Lay forth the gown.— What news with you, sir ? 
Ilab, Here is the cap your worship did bespeak. 
Pet. Why, this was moulded on a porringer ? 
Why, ’tis a cockle, or a walbutshell, 

A knack, a toy, a trick, a baby’s cap ; 

Away with it, come, let me have a bigger, 

® Dispirited ; a Gallicism. ' Finery. 
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K'ath. I’ll have no bigger ; this doth fit tlie time. 
And gentlew omen wear such caps as these. 

Pet. When you arc gentle, you shall have one too, 
And not till then. 

llor. Tliat tvill not be in haste, [^jiside. 

Kath. Why, sir, I trust, I may have leave to speak ; 
And speak I will ; I am no child, no babe ; 

Your betters have endur’d me say my mind ; 

And, if you cannot, best you stop your cars. 

My tongue will tell the anger of my heart ; 

Or else my heart, concealing it, will break : 

And rather tlian it shall, I will be free 
Even to the uttermost, as I please, in w'ords* 
pet. Why, thou say’st true ; it is a paltry cap, 

A custard-coffin a bauble, a silken pie : 

I love thee well, in that thou lik’st it not. 

Kath. Love me, or love me not, I like the cap j 
And it T will have, or I will liave none. 

Pet. Thy gown ? why, ay : — Come, tailor, let us 
see’t. 

0 mercy, see what masking stuff is here? 

What’s this? a sleeve? ’tis like a dcmi-cannon : 
What ! up and down, carv’d like an apple-tart? 
Here’s snip, and nip, and cut, and slish, and slash, 
Like to a censer in a barber’s shop : — 

Why, what, o’dcvil’s name, tailor, call’st thoii this? 
Hor. I see, she’s like to have neither cap nor 
gown. f Aside. 

Tai. Y^ou bid me make it orderly and well, 
According to the fashion, and tlie time. 

Pet. Marry, and did ; but if you be remember’d, 

1 did not bid you mar it to the time. 

Go, hop me over every kennel home, 

For you shall hop without my custom, sir : 

I’ll none of it ; hence, make your best of it. 

Kath. I never saw a better-fashion’d gown, 
Morequaint^, more pleasing, nor more commendable; 
Belike, you mean to make a pnppet of me. 

Pet. Wily, true ; he means to make a puppet of 
thee. 

Tai. She says, your worship means to make a 
puppet of her. 

Pet. O monstrous arrogance ! Thou liest, thou 
thread. 

Thou thimble, ^ 

Thou yard, three quarters, half- yard, quarter, nail, / 
Thou flea, thou nit, thou winter cricket tliou : — , 
Brav’d in mine owui house w'ith a skein of thread If 
Away thou rag, thou quantity, thou remnant : f 

Or I shall so be-mete ^ thee with thy yard, ' 

As thou shalt think on prating whilst thou liv’st ! 

I tell thee, I, that thou hast marr’d her gown. 

Tai. Your worship is deceiv’d ; the gow n is made 
Just as my master had direction : 

Grumio gave order how it should be done. 

G?'u. I gave him no order, I gave him the stuff. 
TaL But how did you desire it should be made ? 
Gru. Marry, sir, with needle and thread. 

Tai. But did you not request to have it cut? 

Gru. Thou hast faced many things. 

7'ai. I have. 

Gru. Face not me : thou hast braved many men ; 
brave not me : I will neither be faced nor braved. 

I say unto thee, — I bid thy master cut out the 
gown ; but I did not bid him cut it to pieces : ergo, 
ffiou liest. 

Tai. Why, here is the note of the fashion to testify. 

* A coffin was the culinary term for raised crust. 

3 The.se censers resembled our brasiers in shape. 

* Curious. ' Be-measure, 

s 
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Read it, 

Ciru. The* note lies in his throat, if he says I said so. 
Tai. JmprimiSt a loosc-^bodied gown : 

Gru» Master, if ever 1 said loose-bodied gown, 
sew me in the skirts of it, and beat me to death with 
a bottom of brown thread : 1 said, a gown. 

Fet. Proceed. 

Tai. With a small compassed cape , 

Gru. 1 confess tlie cape. 

Tai. With a trunk sleeve ; —— I 

Gru. I confess two sleeves. 

Tai, The sleeves curiously cut* 

Pet* Ay, tliere’s the villainy. 

Gru* Error i*the bill, sir ; error i’the bill. I com- 
manded the sleeves should be cut out, and sewed 
up again ; and that I’ll prove upon thee, though thy 
little finger be armed in a thimble. 

Tai, Tliis is true, that I say ; an I had thee in 
place where, thou shouldst know it. 

Gru* I am for thee straight : take thou the bill, 
give me thy mete-yard and spare not me. 

Hot, Gramcrcy, Grumio ! then he shall have no 
odds. 

Pet. Well, sir, in brief, the gown is not for me. 
Gru* You are i’the right, sir. 

Pet, Hortensio, say thou wilt see the tailor 
paid : — ^Adde* 

Go, take it hence ; be gone, and say no more. 

Hor, Tailor, I’ll pay thee for thy gown to-morrow. 
Take no unkindness of his hasty words : 

Away, I say ; commend me to thy master. 

{^ExU Tailor. 

Pet* Well, come, my Kate ; we will unto your 
father’s, 

Even in these honest mean habiliments ; 

Our purses shall be proud, our garments poor ; 

For ’tis the iimij^ jthat makes the body^jdch 
AnS as'the'sun breaks throughlirc darkest clouds. 
So honour peerctli in the meanest habit. 

What, is the jay more precious than the lark. 
Because his feathers arc more beautiful ? 

Or is the adder better than the eel, 

Because his painted skin contents the eye ? 

O, no, good Kate ; neither art thou the worse 
For this poor furniture, and mean anay. 

If thou account’st it shame, lay it on me : 

And therefore frolick ; we will hence forthwith, 

To feast and sport us at thy father’s house. 

Go, call my men, and let us straight to him ; 

And bring our horses unto Long-lane end, 

There will we mount, and thither walk on foot. — 
Let’s see ; 1 think *tis now some seven o’clock, 

And well we may come there by dinner-time, 

JCath, I dare assure you, sir, *tis almost two ; 

AiUd ’twill be supper time, ere you come there. 

Pet* It shall be seven, ere I go to horse ; 

Look, what I speak, or do, or think to do. 

You are still crossing it. — Sirs, let ’t alone : 

I will not go to-day ; and ere I do, 

It shall be what o’clock I say it is. 

Hor* Why, so! this gallant will command the 
sun. \_Exeunt* 

SCENE IV. — Padua. P^ore Baptista’i House* 

Enter Trakio, and the Pedant dressed like 
VlNCENTlO. 

Tra, Sir, this is the house : Please it you, that I 
call? 

« Measuring yard. 


Ped. Ay, what else ? and, but I be deceived, 
Signior Baptista may remember me, 

Near twenty years ago, in Genoa, where 
We were lodgers at tlie Pegasus. 

Tra. ’Tis well ; 

And hold your own, in any case, with such 
Austerity as ’longeth to a father. 

Enter BioNDEi.i.o. 

Ped* I warrant you ; But, sir, here comes your boy ; 
’Twere good, he were school’d. 

jfVa. Fear you not him. Sirrah, Biondello, 
Now do your duty throughly, I advise you ; 
Imagine ’twere the right Vincentio. 

Bion, Tut I fear not me. 

Tra. But hast thou done thy errand to Baptista ? 
limn, I told him, that your father was at Venice ; 
And that you look’d for him this day in Padua. 
Tra. Thou’rt a tall 7 fellow ; hold thee diat to 
drink. 

Here comes Baptista: — set your countenance, sir. — 

Enter Bavtista and Lucentio. 

Signior Baptista, you are happily met • — 

Sir, [7b the Pedant.] 

This is the gentleman I told you of j 
I pray you, stand good father to me now, 

Give me Bianca for my patrimony. 

Ped. Soft, son ! — 

Sir, by your leave ; having come to Padua 
To gather in some debts, my son Tmeentio 
Made me acquainted with a weighty cause 
Of love between your daughter and himself : 

And, — for the good report I hear of you ; 

And for the love he bearetli to your daiigliter 
And she to him, — to stay him not too long, 

I am content, in a good father’s care. 

To have him match’d ; and, — if you please to like 
No worse than I, sir, — upon some agreement, 

Me shall you find most ready and most willing 
With one consent to have her so bestowed j 
For curious ^ I cannot be with you, 

Signior Baptista, of whom I hear so well. 

Bap. Sir, pardon me in what 1 have to say ; — 
Your plainness, and your shortness, please me well. 
Right true it is, your son, Lucentio here, 

Doth love my daughter, and she loveth him, 

Or both dissemble deeply their affections : 

And therefore, if you say no more than this, 

That like a father you will deal with him, 

And pass 9 my daughter a sufficient dower, 

'fhe match is fully made, and all is done : 

Your son shall have my daughter with consent. 
Tra* I thank you, sir. Wliere then do you know 
best. 

We be affied • ; and such assurance ta’cn, 

As shall with either part’s agreement stand ? 

Bap. Not in my house, Lucentio; for, you know, 
Pitchers have ears, and I have many servants : 
Besides, old Gremio is heark’ning still ; 

And, happily we might be interrupted, 

Tra. Then at my lodging, an it like you, sir : 
There doth my father lie ; and there, this night. 
We’ll pass the business privately and well : 

Send for your daughter by your servant here, 

My boy shall fetch the scrivener presently. 

The worst is tliis, — that, at so slender warning, 
You’re like to have a thin and slender pittance, 

^ Brave. ^ Scrupulous. * Assure or convey 

> iU'trothed. * Haply, perhaps, 
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Bap* It likes me well ; — Cambio, hie you home. 
And bid Bianca make her ready straiglit ; 

And, if you will, tell what hath hapiiened : — 
Lucentio*8 father is arriv’d in Padua, 

And how she’s like to be Lucentio’s* wife. 

Luc. I pray the gods she may with all my heart ! 
Tra. Dally not with the gods, but get thee gone. 
Signior Baptista, shall I lead the way ? 

Welcome ! one mess is like to be your cheer : 
Come, sir ; we’ll better it in Pisa, 

Bap* I follow you. 

[Ereuitt Tranio, Pedant, and Baptista. 
Bion, Cambio. — 

Luc* What say’st thou, Biondello ? 

Bion. You saw my master wink and laugh upon 
you ? 

Luc* Biondello, what of that? 

Bion. ’Faith nothing; but he has left me here 
behind, to expound the meaning or moral of his 
signs and tokens. 

Luc* I pray thee moralize them. 

Bion* Then thus, Baptista is safe, talking uith 
the deceiving father of a deceitful son. 

Luc. A nd wliat of him ? 

Bion* His daughter is to be brouglit by you to 
the supper. 

Z?/c. And then? 

Bion. The old priest at Saint Luke’s church is 
at your command at all hours. 

JLuc* And what of all this? 

Bion* I cannot tell ; except they are busied about 
a counterfeit assurance : Take you assurance of her, 
cu7n privilegio ad imprimendum solihn: to the church; 
— take the priest, clerk, and some sufiiclent Iionest 
witnesses : 

If this be not what you look for, I have no more to 
say, 

But, bid Bianca farewell for ever and a day. 

[Going. 

I.uc* Ilear’st thou, Biondello ? 

Bion. 1 cannot tarry : I knew a girl married in 
an afternoon as she went to the garden for parsley 
to stuff a rabbit; and so may you, sir; and so adieu, 
sir. My master hath appointed me to go to Sjunt 
Ivuke’s, to bid the priest be ready to come against 
you come with your appendix. [ExU. 

I.uc. I may, and wall, if she be so contented: 

She w'ill be pleas’d, then wherefore should I doubt ? 
Hap wdiat liap may, I’ll roundly go about her. 

It shall go hard, if Cambio go without her. [Exit* 

SCENE V. — ^ public Hood. 

Enter Pethuchio, Katharina, and IIortensio. 
Pet, Come on ; once more toward our father’s 
house. 

Good Lord, how bright and goodly shines the moon ! 
Eath. The moon ! the sun ; it is not moonlight 
now. 

Pet* I say, it is the moon that shines so bright. 
Eatli. I know, it is the sun that shines so bright. 
Pet, Now', by my mother’s son, and that’s my- 
self. 

It shall be moon, or star, or what I list, 

Or ere I journey to your father’s house ; 

Go on, and fetch our horses back again. — 
F.vermorc cross’d, and cross’d ; nothing but cross’d ! 
Hor* Say as he says, or we shall never go. 

Eath* Forward, I pray, since we have come so far, 
And be it moon, or sun, or what you please : 


And if you please to call it a rush candle, 
Henceforth I vow it shall be so for me. 

Pet. I say, it is the moon. 

Katli. I know^ it is. 

Pet* Nay, then you lie ; it is the blessed sun. 
Eath* Then, God be blessed, it is the blessed sun : — 
But sun it is not, w'hen you say it is not ; 

And the moon changes, even as your mind. 

What you will have it nam’d, even that it is ; 

And so it shall be so, for Katharine. 

Jlor. Petruchio, go thy ways ; the field is won. 
Pet. Well, forw'ard, forward; thus the bowl 
should run, 

And not unluckily against the bias — 

But soft ; what company is coming here ? 

Enter Vincentio, in a travelling dress. 

Good morrow, gentle mistress : Where away ? — 

[To ViNr’ENTIO. 

Tell me, sweet Kate, and tell me truly too, 

Hast tliou beheld a fresher gentlewoman ? 

Such war of white and red wdthin her cheeks ! 

What stars do spangle heaven with such beauty, 

As those two eyes become that heavenly face ? — 
Fair lovely maid, once more good day to thee ; — 
Sw'eet Kate, embrace her for her beauty’s sake. 

Ilor . ’A will make the man mad, to make a 
woman of him. 

Eath. Young budding virgin, fair, and fresh, 
and sw'eet. 

Whither away ; or where is thy abode ? 

Happy the parents of so fair a child ; 

Happier the man, whom favourable stars 
Allot thee for his lovely bed-fellow ! 

Pet* Why, how now, Kate ! I hope thou art not 
mad : 

'Hiis is a man, old, wrinkled, faded, wither’d ; 

And not a maiden, as thou say’st he is. 

A'ath. Pardon, old father, my mistaking eyes, 
That have been so bedazzled with the sun. 

That every thing I look on seemeth green : 

Now I perceive, thou art a reverend father ; 
I’urdon, I pray thee, for my mad mistaking. 

Pet* Do, good old grandsire ; and, withal, make 
known / 

Which way thou travellest : if along with us, 

Wo shall be joyful of thy company, 

Vin* Fair sir, — and you my merry mistress, — 
That wdth your strange encounter much amaz’d me ; 
My name is call’d — Vincentio; my dwelling — Pisa ; 
And bound I am to Padua; there to visit 
A son of mine, which long I have not seen. 

Pet. What is his name ? 

Vin. Lucentio, gentle sir. 

Pet* Happily met ; the happier for thy son. 

And now by law, as well as reverend age, 

I may entitle thee — my loving father ; 

The sister to my wife, this gentlewoman, 

Thy son by this hath married ; Wonder not, 

Nor be not griev’d ; she is of good estec*m. 

Her dowry wealthy, and of worthy birth ; 

Beside, so qualified as may beseem 
The spouse of any noble gentleman. 

Let me embrace with old Vincentio ; 

And wander we to see thy honest son, 

Who will of thy arrival be full joyous. 

Vin* But is this true? or is it else your pleasure. 
Like pleasant travellers, to break a jest 
Upon the company you overtake ? 

Hor, I do assure thee, father^ so it is, 

S 2 
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Pet, Come, go along, and see the truth hereof* ; 
For our first merriment hath made tliec jealous. 

[Exeunt Petruciiio, Kathakina, and 
ViNCENTlO. 


Jlor, Well, Petruchio, this hath put me in heart. 
Have to my widow ; and if she be froward, 

Then hast thou taught Hortensio to be untoward. 

[Exit. 


ACT V. 


SCENE I. — Padua. Before LiiccntioV House. 

Ente7' on one side Biondello, Locentio, and 
Bianca ; Gremio walking on the other side. 

JRion, Softly and swiftly, sir ; for the priest is ready. 
Luc. I fly, Biondollo : but they may chance to 
need thee at home, therefore leave us. 

Bion. Nay, I’ll see the church o’ your back ; and 
then come back to my master as soon as 1 can. 

[Exeunt LircENTio, Bianca, and Biondello. 
Gre. I marvel Cambio comes not all this while. 

Enter Petruciiio, Katharina, Vincentio, and 
jittendants. 

Pet. Sir, here’s the door, this is I^uccntio’s house, 
My father’s bears more toward the market-place ; 
Thither must I, and here 1 leave you, sir. 

Vin. You shall not choose but drink before you go; 

I think, I shall command your welcome here, 

And by all likelihood, some cheer is toward. 

{Alioch. 

Gre. They’re busy within, you were best knock 
louder. 

Enter Pedant abovCf at a window. 

Ped. What’s he, that knocks as he would beat 
down tlie gate ? 

Vin. Is signior Lucentio within, sir? 

Ped. He’s within, sir, but not to be spoken withal. 
Vtn. What if a man bring him a hundred pound 
or two, to make merry withal ? 

Ped. Keep your hundred pounds to yourself ; he i 
shall need none, so long as I live. 

Pet. Nay, I told you, your son was beloved in 
Padua, — Do you hear, sir ? — to leave frivolous 
circumstances, — I pray you, tell signior Imceiitio, 
that his father is come from Pisa, and is here at the 
door to speak with him. 

Ped. Thou liest ; his father is come from Pisa, 
and here looking out at die window. 

Vm. Art tliou his father ? 

Ped. Ay, sir ; so his mother says, if I may be- 
lieve her. 

Pet. Why, how now, gentlemen ! [Tb Vincen.J 
why, this is flat knavery, to take upon you another 
man’s name. 

Ped. Lay hands on the villain ; I believe ’a means 
to cozen somebody in this city under my countenance. 

Re-enter Biondello. 

JBion. I have seen them in the church together : 
But who is here ? mine old master, Vincentio ? now 
we arc undone, and brought to nothing. 

Vin. Come hither, crack-hemp. 

[Seeing Biondello. 
Bion. I hope, I may choose, sir. 

Vin. Come hither, you rogue ; What, have you 
forgot me ? 

Bion. Forgot you ? no, sir : I could not forget 
you, for I never saw you before in all my life. 


Vin. What, you notorious villain, didst thou 
never see thy master’s father, Vincentio ? 

Bion, What, my old, worshipful old master ? yes, 
marry, sir ; see wbei e he looks out of the window. 

Vtn, Is’t so, indeed ? [ Beals Biondello. 

Bion. Help, help, help ! here’s a madman will 
murder me. 

Ped. Help, son ! help, signior Baptista ! 

\ Exilj from the window. 

Pet. Pr’ythee, Kate, let’s stand aside, and see 
the end of this controversy. [ Theif retire. 

Re-enter Pedant below; Baptista, Tranio, and 
Servants. 

Tra. Sir, what are you, that oifer to boat my 
servant ? 

Vm. What am I, sir? nay wdiat arc you, sir? — 
O immortal gods ! () fine villain ! A silken doublet ' 
a velvet hose ' a scarlet cloak ! and a copatain hat ! 

— O, I am undone ! I am undone ’ while I play 
the good husband at home, my son and my servant 
spend all at the university. 

2’m. How now ! what’s the matter? 

Bap. What, is the man lunatrek? 

Tra. Sir, you seem a sober ancient gentleman 
by your habit, but your words show' you a madman ' 
Why, sir, w’hat concerns it you, if I wear pearl and 
gold? I thank my good father, I am able to main- 
tain it. 

Vm. Thy father? O, villain I he is a sail-maker 
in Bergamo. 

Bap. You mistake, sir ; you mistake, sir : Pray, 
what do you think is his name? 

Vin. His name ? as if 1 knew not his name : I 
have brought him up ever since he was three years 
old, and his name is — 'JVanio. 

Ped. Away, away, mad ass ! his name is Lucen- 
tio ? and he is mine only son, and heir to the lands 
of me, signior Vincentio. 

Vm. Lucentio ! O, be hath murdered his master ’ 

— Lay hold on him, 1 charge you, in the duke’s 
name : — O, my son, my son ! — tell me, thou vilhiin, 
where is my son Lucentio ? 

Tra. Call forth an officer : — [Enter one uith an 
Officer.^ Carry this mad knave to the gaol : — Father 
Baptista, I charge you see, that he be forthcoming, 

Vin. Carry me to the gaol ! 

Gre. Stay, officer ; he shall not go to prison. 

Bap. Talk not, signior Gremio ; I say he shall 
go to prison. 

Gre. Take heed, signior Baptista, lest you be 
cheated in this busines ; I dare swear, this is the 
right Vincentio. 

Ped. Swear, if thou darest. 

Gre. Nay, I dare not swear it. 

Tra. Then thou wert best say, that I am not 
Lucentio. 

Gre. Yes, I know thee to be signior Lucentio. 

Bap. Away with the dotard ; to the gaol with him. 

3 A hat with a conical crown. 
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Vin. Thus strangers may be haled and abused : 

C) monstrous villain ! 

Re-’Cntcr Biondello, with Lucentio, and Bianca. 

Bion. O, we are spoiled, and — Yonder he is ; 
deny him, forswear him, or else we are all undone. 
Iaic* Pardon, sweet father. {Kneeling, 

Vui. Lives my sweetest son ? 

[Biondello, Tranio, and Pedant run out, 
Bian, Pardon, dear father. [A'neeling, 

Bap, How hast thou offended ? — 

Where is Liicentio ? 

Luc. Here’s Liiccntio, 

lliglit son unto the right Vincenlio ; 

That have by marriage made thy daughter mine, 
W'hile counterfeit su])poses blear’d thine eyne.‘* 

Ore. Here’s packing’’, with a witness, to deceive 
us all ! 

Vtn. Wlierc is that villain Tranio, 

That fac’d and brav’d me in this matter so? 

Bap, Why, tell me, is not this my Cambio? 
liian. Cambio is chang’d into Lucent io. 

Luc, IjOvc wrought these miracles. Bianca’s love 
JNIade me exchange my state with Tranio, 

While he did bear my countenance in the town , 
And happily I have arriv’d at last 
Unto the w ished haven of my bliss : — 

Wliat Tranio did, myself enforc’d him to ; 

Then jtardon him, sweet father, for my sake. 

Vin. I’ll slit the villain’s nose, that would have 
sent me to the gaol. 

Bap. But do you hear, sir ? [ To Lucentio.] 

Have you married my daughter vithout asking my 
good-will ? 

Via. Fear not, Bai)tista ; we will content you, go 
to . But I will in, to be revenged for this villainy. 

f Exit, 

Bap. And I, to sound the depth of this knavery. 

[LV//. 

Luc, Look not pale, Bianca; thy father will not 
frown. {Exeunt Luc. and Bian. 

Ore. My cake is dough : But I’ll in among the 
rest ; 

Out of hope of all, — but my share of the feast. 

{Exit. 

Pltruchio and Katiiarina adennec. 

Kath, Husband, let’s follow, to see the end of 
this ado. 

Pet. First kiss me, Kate, and we will. 

Kath. What, in the midst of the stieet? 

Pet. What, art thou ashamed of me ? 

Kath. No, sir: Heaven forbid : — but ashiimed 
to kiss. 

Pet. Why, then let’s home again : — Come, siiTah, 
let’s away. 

Kath. Nay, I will give thee a kiss : now pray 
thee, love stay. 

Pet. Is not this well? — Come, my sweet Kate ; 
Better once than never, for never too late. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE II. — A Room in Lucentio’s House. 

A Banquet set out* Enter Baptista, Vincentio, 
Gremio, the Pedant, Lucentio, Bianca, Pe- 
TRucHio, Katiiarina, Hortensio, and Widow, 
Tranio, Biondello, Grumio, and others, at- 
tending. 

Luc. At last, though long, our jarring notes agree ; 

^ Deceived thine eyes. 

* Tricking, underhand contrivances. 

® A proverbial expression, repeated after a disapiwuitmcnt 
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And time it is, when raging war is done, 

To smile at ’scapes and perils overblown. — 

My fair Bianca, bid my father welcome, 

While I with self-same kindness welcome thine : — - 
Brother Petruchio, — sister Kalhaiina, — 

And thou, Hortensio, with thy loving widow, 

FVast with the best, and welcome to my house ; 

My banquet is to close our stomachs u]>, 

After our great good cheer . Pray you, sit down 
For now we sit to chat, as well as eat. 

[Tlict/ sit at table. 

Pet. Nothing but sit and sit, and eat iind eat ! 
Bap. Padua aflbrds this kindness, son Petruchio. 
Pet. Padua affords nothing but what is kind 
Hor. For both our sakes, I would that word vveie 
true. 

Pet. Now, for my life, Hortensio fears his widovv. 
IFid. Then never trust me if I be afeard. 

Pet, You are sensible, and yet you miss my 
sense ; I mean, Hortensio is afeard of you. 

IVid. He that is giddy, thinks the world turns 
round. 

Pci, Bound ly re])lied. 

Kath, He that is giddy, thinks the world turns 
round : 

1 pray you, tell me what you inejint by that. 

IVul. Your husband, being troubled with a shrew, 
Measuics my husband’s sorrow by his woe: 

And now )ou know my meaning, 

Kath. A very mean meaning. 

Tf'id, Bighb I mean you. 

A'ath, And I am mean, indeed, respecting you. 
Pet, To her, Kate ! 

I for. To her, widow ’ 

Pet. A hundred marks, my Kate docs put her 
down. 

Bap. How likes Gremio these quick-witted folks ? 
Ore. Believe me, sir, they butt together well. 
Bian. FI ead, and butt? an hasty- witted body 
Would say, your head and butt were head and horn. 
Vtn. Ay, mistress bride, hath that awaken’d you? 
Bian. Ay, but not frighted me; therefore I’ll 
sleep again. 

Pet. Nay, that you shall not ; since you have 
begun, 

Have at you for a bitter jest or two. 

Bian. Am I your bird ? I mean to shift my bush, 
And then pursue me as you draw your bow : — 
You are welcome all. 

{Exeunt Bianca, Katiiarina, and Widovv. 
Pet. She hath prevented me. — Here, signior 
Tranio, 

This bird you aim’d at, though you hit her not ; 
Therefore, a health to all that shot and miss’d. 

Tra. O, sir, Lucentio slipp’d me like his grey- 
hound, 

Which runs himself, and catches for his master. 

Pet. A good swift simile, but something currish. 
Tra. ’Tis well sir, tliat you hunted for yourself; 
’Tis thought, your deer does hold you at a bay. 

Bap. O ho, Petruchio, Tranio hits you now'. 

! Luc. I thank thee for that gird 7, good Tranio. 
Hor, Confess, confess, hath he not hit you here ? 
Pet, * A has a little gall’d me, I confess ; 

And as the jest did glance away from me, 

’Tis ten to one it maim’d you two outright. 

Bap, Now, in good sadness, son I’etruchio, 

I think thou hast the verrxest shrew of all. 

' Sarcasm, 

S a 
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l*et» Wfll, I say — no : and therefore, for as- 
surance, 

I^et’s each one send unto his wife ; 

And he, whose wife is most obedient 
To come at first when he doth send for her, 

Shall win the wager which we will })ropose. 

Hor. Content : — What is the wager ? 

Luc* Twenty crowns. 

Pet. Twenty crowns ! 

ril venture so much on my hawk, or hound, 

But twenty times so much upon my wife. 

Iaic* a hundred then. 

Hor, Content. 

Pet, A match ; ’tis done. 

Hor, Who shall begin ? 

Luc. That will I, Go, 

Biondello, bid your mistress come to me. 

Bion, I go. [Exit. 

Bap. Son, I will be your half, Bianca comes. 
Luc, ril have no halves : I’ll bear it all myself. 

lie-enter Biondelu). 

How now ! what news? 

Bian, Sir, my mistress sends you word 

That she is busy, and she cannot come. 

Pet. How ! she is busy, and she cannot come ! 

Is that an answer ? 

Gre, Ay, and a kind one too : 

Pray heaven, sir, your wife send you not a worse. 
Pet. I hope, better. 

Ifor, Sirrah, Biondello, go, and entreat my wife 
To come to me forthwith. [Exit Biondfluo. 

Pet, O, ho ! entreat her ! 

Nay, then she must needs come. 

I am afraiil, sir, 

Uo what you can, yours will not be entreated. 

Tie enter Biondi-llo. 

Now, where’s my w ife ? 

hion. She says, you have some goodly jest in 
hand ; 

She will not come; she bids you come to her. 

Vet. Worse, and w'orse; she wdll not come ! () vile, 
Intolerable, not to be endur’d ! 

Sirrah, Grumio, go to your mistress; 

Say, I command her come to me. [Exit Grumio, 
Hor. I know her answer. 

Pet, What ? 

Hor. She will not come. 

Pet. The fouler fortune mine, and there an end. 

Enter Katharina. 

Bap. Now, by my holidame, here comes Ka- 
tharina ! 

JCath. What is your will, sir, that you send for me ? 
Pet. Where is your sister, and Hortensio’s wife ? 
Bath. They sit conferring by the parlour fire. 
Pet. Go fetch them hither ; if they deny to come. 
Swinge me them soundly forth unto their husbands : 
Aw'ay, I say, and bring them hither straight. 

[Exit Katharina. 
Luc. Here is a wonder, if you talk of a wonder. 
Hor, And so it is ; I wonder what it bodes. 

Pet* Marry, peace it bodes, and love and quiet life, 
An awful rule, and right supremacy ; 

And, to be short, what not, Aat’s sweet and happy. 

Bap, Now fair befal thee, good Petruchio ! 

'ITie wager thou hast won ; and I will add 
Unto their losses twenty thousand crowns ; 

Another dowry to another daughter, 

For she is chang’d, as she had never been. 


Pet. Nay, I will win my wager better yet ; 

And show more sign of her obedience. 

Her new-built virtue and obedience. 

Re-enter Katharina, with Bia-Nca am/ Widow. 

See, where she comes ; and brings your froward 
wives 

As prisoners to her womanly persuasion. 

Katharine, that cap of yours becomes you not 
Off with that bauble, throw it under foot. 

[Katharina pulls off her capi and throws 
it down. 

Wid. Well ! let me never have a cause to sigh. 
Till I be brought to such a silly pass ! 

Burn. Fye ! what a foolish duty call you this ? 
Iaic. I would, your duty were as foolish too : 

The wisdom of your duty, fair Bianca, 

Hath cost me an hundred crowns since supper-time. 
Bian. The more fool you, for laying on my duty. 
Pet. Katharine, I charge thee, tell these head- 
strong w'omen 

What duty they do owe their lords and husbantls. 
Wid Come, come, you’re mocking ; we \\ ill have 
no telling. 

Pet. Come on, I say ; and first begin with her. 
Wul, She shall not. 

Pet. I say, she shall ; — and first begin with her. 
A'ath. Fye, fye! unknit that threat’ning unkind 
brow ; 

And dart not scornful glances from those eyes. 

To wound thy lord, thy king, thy governor ; 

It blots thy beauty, as frosts bite the meads ; 
Confounds thy fame, as whirlwinds shake fair bud«, 
And in no sense is meet, or amiable. 

A woman mov’d, is like a fountain troubled, 
Muttdy, ill-seeming, thick, bereft of beauty ; 

And, wdiile it is so, none so dry or thirsty 
Will deign to sip, or touch one drop of it, 

'I'hy husband is thy lord, thy life, tliy keeper, , 
Thy head, thy sovereign ; one that cares for thee, 
And for thy maintenance : commits his body 
To painful labour, both by sea and land ; ' 

To watch the night in storms, the day in cold 
WJiile thou best warm at home, secure and safe ; 
And craves no other tribute at thy hands. 

But love, fair looks, and true obedience ; — 

Too little payment for so great a debt. I 

Such duty as the subject owes the prince, 

I Even such, a woman oweth to her husband ; 

And when she’s froward, peevish, sullen, sour, 

And not obedient to his honest will, \ 

What is she, but a foul contending rebel. 

And graceless traitor to her loving lord ? ^ 

I am asham’d, that women are so simple 
To offer w'ar, where they should kneel for peace j 
Or seek for rule, supremacy, and sway, 

When tliey are bound to serve, love, and obey. 

Why are our bodies soft, and weak, and smooth, | 
Unapt to toil and trouble in tlie world ; i 

But that our soft conditions ® and our hearts, I 
Should well agree with our external parts ? j 
Come, come, you froward and unable worms ! 

My mind hath been as big as one of yours, 

My heart as great ; my reason, haply more 
To bandy word for word, and frown for frown : 

But now, I see our lances are but straws ; 

Our strength as weak, our weakness past compare,— 
That seeming to be most, which we least are. 

Then vail your stoma^:h$9, for it is no boot ; 

8 Gentle teniiKsrs. 9 Abate your spirits. 
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And place your hands below your husband’s foot : 

In token of which duty, if he please. 

My hand is ready, tnay it do him ease. 

Pet. 'Why, there’s a wench ! — Come on, ami kiss 
me, Kate. 

Tmc. Well, go thy ways, old lad ; for thou shalt 
ha’t. 

Vm. ’Tis a good hearing, when children arc to- 
ward. 

Luc. But a haish hearing, when women are fro- 


Pet. Come, Kate, we’ll to bed : — 

We three are married, but you two arc sped. 

’Twas I won the wager, though you hit the white : 

[TV? Lucentio. 

And, being a winner, God give you good night ! 

[^Exeunt Petruchio and Kath. 
Hor. Now go thy ways, thou hast tam’d a curst 
shrew. 

I Ate. *Tis a wonder, by your leave, she will be 
tam’d so. {^Exeunt. 



WINTER’S TALE 


PERSONS KEPRKSENTEO. 


Sicilian Lords. 


LtoNTEs, Kinj^ of Sicilia. 

Mamillius, his Son, 

Camillo, 

Antigonus, 

Clkomenes, 

Dion, J 
Another Sicilian Lord. 
lloGERO, a Sicilian Gentleman. 

An Attendant on the j/onng Prince Mamillius, 
(Officers of a (oort of Jndicatnie. 

PoLixENES, L'lng of Bohemia. 

Florizel, his Son. 

AncifinAMUs, a Bohemian Lord. 

A Manner. 

Gaoler. 

An old Shepherdy reputed Father of Perdita. 

SCENE, sometinies in 


I Clown, his Son. 

SeiViint to the old Shepherd. 

Al'tolyccs, a Rogue. 

Tiiiie, as Chorus. 

IIlumionf, Queen t(f Leontes. 

Peudita, Daughter to Leoiites and llcunioiic. 
Pai'lina, U'lfe l(t Antigonus. 

Emilia, a Lodi/, \ 

Two other I.adies, J 

Dokcas,} 


attending the Queen. 


Lords, J.adtes, and Attendants , Soti/i^ fora Lhncc; 
Shepherds, Shepherdesses, Guards, Sfc. 


Sicilia, .sometimes m Bohemia. 


ACT 


I. 


SCENE I. — Sicilia. An Antichamber in Leontes' 
Palace. 

Enter Camillo and Archidamus. 

Arch, If you shall chance, Camillo, to visit Bo- 
hemia, on the like occasion vs hereon my services 
are now on foot, you shall see, as I have said, great 
difference betwixt our Bohemia and your Sicilia. 

Cam. I think, this coming summer, the king of 
Sicilia means to pay Bohemia the visitation wliicli 
lie justly owes him. 

Arch. Wherein our entertainment shall shame us, 
we will be justified in our loves ; for, indeed, — 

Cam. ’Beseech you, 

Arch. Verily, I speak it in the fredora of my 
knowledge: we cannot with such magnificence — 
in so rare — I know not what to say. — — We will 
give you sleepy drinks : that your senses, unintel- 
ligent of our insuflicience, may, though they cannot 
praise us, as little accuse us. 

Cam* You pay a great deal too dear, for what’s 
given freely. 

Arch* Believe me, I speak as my understanding 
instructs me, and as mine honesty puts it to utterance. 

Cam, Sicilia cannot show himself over-kind to 
Bohemia, They were trained together in their 
childhoods; and there rooted betwixt them then 


such an allection, which cannot choose hut branch 
now. Since their more mature dignities, and royal 
necessities, made separation of their society, their 
encounters, though not personal, have been royally 
altornied', nitli interchange of gifts, letters, loving 
embassies; tli.'it they Iiave seemed to be together, 
though absent ; shook hands, as over a vast-'; and 
embraced, as it were, fiom the ends of opposed 
winds. The heavens continue their loves ! 

Arch. 1 think, there is not in the world either 
malice, or matter, to alter it. You have an un- 
speakable comfort of your young prince Mamillius; 
it is a gentleman of the greatest promise, that ever 
came into my note. 

Cam. I very well agree with you in the hopes of 
him : it is a gallant cliihl ; one that, indeed, phy- 
sicks the subject **, makes old hearts fresh : they, 
that went on crutches ere he was horn, desire yet 
tlicir life, to see him a man. 

Arch. Would they else he content to die? 

Cam. Yes : if there were no other excuse why 
they should desire to live. 

Arch. If the king had no son, they would desire 
to live on crutches till he had one. [Ej’eunt. 

1 Supplied by substitution of embassies. 

2 Wittc waste of country. 

3 Aflbrds a cordial to the state. 



ScKNE II. WINTEir: 

SCENE 11. — Room of State in the Palace. 

Rater Leontes, Poi.ixenes, Hermione, Mamil- 
Lius, Camillo, and Attendants. 

Pol. Nine changes of the watVy star Iiave been 
The shepherd’s note, since wc have left our throne 
Without a burden : time as long again 
Would be fill’d up, my brother, witli our thanks ; 
And yet we should for perpetuity, 

(h> hence in debt ; And therefore, like a cipher, 

Vet standing in rich place, I multiply. 

With one vve-thank-you, many thousands more 
That go before it. 

l.con. Stay your thanks aw Idle ; 

And pay them when you part. 

Pol. Sir, that’s to-morrow. 

I am (piestion’d by my fears, of what may chance, 

Or breed upon our absence : That may blow 
No sneaping'* winds at home, to make us saj, 

Tim IS pvt forth too tnilj/ 1 Besides, I have stay’d 
'fo tire your royalty. 

Leon. We are tougher, brother. 

Than you can put us to’t. 

Pul. No longer stay. 

l.con. One seven-night longer. 

Pal. Very sooth, to-morrow\ 

Leon. We’ll part the time betw een’s then : and 
in that 

Til no gain-saying. 

Pol. Tress me not, ’beseech you so ; 

There is no tongue that moves, none, none i’ the 
world, 

So soon as yours, could win me : so it should now, 
Were tliere necessity in your request, although 
”1 were needful 1 denied it. My alfairs 
Do even drag me homeward ; wdiich to hinder, 
Were, in y’our love, a whip to me ; my stay. 

To you a charge, and trouble : to save both. 
Farewell, our brother. 

Leon. '^rongue-tied, our queen ? speak you. 
He?'. I had thought, sir, to have held my peace, 
until 

You had draw n oaths from him, not to stay. You, 
sir, 

Charge him too coldly ; Tell him, you are suic, 

All in Bohemia’s well ; this satisfaction 
The by-gone day proclaim’d ; say this to him, 
lie’s beat from his best w'ard. 

Leon. Well said, Ilennione. 

Her. To tell, he longs to see his son, w ere strong ; 
But let him say so then, and let him go ; 

But let him say so, and he shall not slay. 

We’ll thwack him hence w ith distafls. — 

YY‘t of your royal presence [To Polixenes.] 1*11 
adventure 

The borrow of a week. When at Bolieniia 
You take my lord, I’ll give liim my commission, 

To let him there a muntli, behind the gest ^ 

Prefix’d for his parting : yet, good deed®, Leontes, 

1 love thee not a jar o’the clock behind 
WJiat lady she her lord. — You’ll stay ? 

Pol, No, madam. 

Her. Nay, but you will. 

Pol. 1 may not, verily. 

Her. Verily ! 

You put me off with limber vow's ; But I, 

J Nipping. 

nests wore the names of the stages where the king ap- , 
pointed to he, during a royal progress. 

•• Indeed. 1 
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Though you would seek to unsjiherc the stars with 
oaths, 

Should yet say, Sir, no going. Verily, 

You shall not go ; a lady’s verily is 
As potent as a lord’.s- Will you go yet ? 

Force me to keep you as a prisoner, 

Not like a guest ; so you shall pay your fees. 

When you depart, and save your thanks. H ow say 
you ? 

My prisoner ? or my guest ? by your dread verily, 
One of them you shall be. 

Pol. Your guest then, madam *. 

To be your prisoner, should import odendiiig ; 
Which is for me less easy to commit, 

Than you to punish. 

Her. Not your gaoler then, 

But your kind hostess. Come, Til question you 
Of my lord’s tricks, and yours, when you w'ere Vioys : 
Y'ou were pretty lordlings^ then. 

Pol. We were, fair queen, 

Two lads, that thought there was no more behind. 
But such a day to-morrow as to-day. 

And to be boy eternal. 

Her. Was not myloid the verier wag o’the two? 
Pol. ^Ve were as twinn’d lambs, that did frisk i’ 
the sun. 

And bleat the one at the other : w hat we chang’d, 
Was innocence for innocence ; w'e knew not 
The doctrine of ill-doing, no, nor dream’d 
That any did • Had w'c pm sued that life. 

And our weak spirits ne’er been higher rear’d 
With stronger blood, wc should have answer’d 
heaven 

Boldly, Not Guiitp : the imposition clear’d. 
Hereditary ours. 

He?'. By this w'c gather, 

You liave tripp’d since. 

Pol. O my most sacred lady, 

Temptations have since then been born to us ; for 
111 those uuflcdg’d days w'as iny wife a girl ; 

Your precious self had then not cross’d the eyes 
Of my young play-fellow. 

Her Grace to boot ' 

Of this make no conclusion ; lest you say. 

Your queen and 1 arc devils : Yet, go on ; 

The ollenccs we have made you do, w e’ll answer ; 
If you first sinn’d with us, and that with us 
You did continue fault, and that you slipp’d not 
With any but w ith us. 

Leon. Is he won yet ? 

Her. He’ll stay, my lord. 

J.con. At my request, he would not. 

Ilcrmione, my dearest, thou never spok’st 
To better purpose. 

Her. Never ? 

LeoJi. Never, but once. 

Her. What ? have I twice said well ? when w as’t 
before ? 

I pr’ythce,tell me : Cram us with praise, and make us 
As fat as tame things ; One good deed, dying 
tongueless. 

Slaughters a thousand, waiting upon that. 

Our praises are our wages : You may ride us, 

With one soft kiss, a thousand furlongs, ere 
With spur wc heat an acre. But to the goal ; — 
My last good deed was, to entreat his stay ; 

What was my first ? it has an elder sister, 

Or 1 mistake you ; O, would her name w'cre Grace ! 

" A diminutive of lords 
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But once before I spoke to the purpose ; When ? 
Nay, let me have*t, 1 long. 

Leon, Why, tliat was when 

Three crabbed months had sour’d themselves to 
death, 

Ere I could make thee open thy white hand. 

And clap thyself my love ; then didst thou utter, 

J am yours for ever. 

Her. It is Grace, indeed, — 

Why, lo you now, I have spoke to the purpose twice : 
The one for ever earn’d a royal husband ; 

The other, for some while a friend. 

[Giving her hand to Polixenes. 
Leon, Too hot, too hot : {^Aside. 

To mingle friendship far, is mingling bloods. 

I have tremor cordis on me ; — my heart dances ; 
But not for joy, — not joy. —This entertainment 
May a free face put on : derive a liberty 
From heartiness, from bounty, fertile bosom, 

And well become the agent ; it may, I grant : 

But, as now they are, making practisM smiles, 

As in a looking-glass ; — and then to sigh, as ’twcrc 
I’he mort o’ the deer ^ ; O, that is entertainment 
My bosom likes not, nor my brows. — Mamillius, 
Art thou my boy ? 

Mam. Ay, my good lord. 

Leon. I’fccks ? 

Why that’s my bawcock. ' What, hast smutch’d 
thy nose ? — 

They say, it’s a copy out of mine. Come, captain, 
We must be neat ; not neat, but cleanly, captain : 
And yet the steer, the heifer, and the calf. 

Are all call’d, neat, — Still virginal ling 

[Observing Pouxenes and IIermione. 
Upon his palm? — How now, you wanton calf? 
Art thou my calf? 

Mam. Yes, if you will, my lord. 

Leon. Thou want’st a rouglt pash, and the shoots 
that I have 3, 

To be full like me : — yet, they say we are 
Almost as like as eggsj women say so, 

That will say any thing : but were they false 
As o’er-died blacks, as wind, as waters ; false 
As dice are to be wish’d, by one that fixes 
No bourn ’twixt his and mine ; yet were it true 
To stiy this boy were like me. — Come, sir page, 
Look on me with your welkin** eye: Sweet villain ! 
Most dear’st! my collop ! — Can thy dam? — may’t 
be ? 

Affection ! thy intention stabs the center : 

Thou dost make possible, things not so held, 
Communicat’st with dreams; — (How can this 
be?} — 

With what’s unreal thou co-active art, 

And fellow’st nothing : Then, ’tis very credent^. 
Thou may’st co-join with something; and thou dost: 
(And tliat beyond commission ; and I find it,} 

And that to the infection of my brains, 

And hardening of my brows. 

Fol, What means Sicilia ? 

Her. He something seems unsettled. 

Pot. How, my lord ? 

What cheer ? how is’t with you, best brother ? 

Her. You look, 

8 Trembling of the heart. 

9 The tunc played at the death of the deer. 

» Hearty fellow. 

* i. e. Playing with her fingers, as if on a spinet. 

3 Thou wantest a rough head, and the buddmg horns that 
1 have. 

< Blue, like the sky ' Credible 


Act L 

As if you held a brow of much distraction : 

Arc you mov’d, my lord ? 

Leon. No, in good earnest, — 

How sometimes nature will betray its folly. 

Its tenderness, and make itself a pastime 
To harder bosoms ! Looking on the lines 
Of my boy’s face, methoughts, I did recoil 
Twenty-three years : and saw myself unbreech’d, 

In my green velvet coat ; my dagger muzzled, 

Lest it should bite its master, and so prove, 

As ornaments oft do, too dangerous. 

How like, methought, I then was to this kernel, 
This squash 6, this gentleman : — Mine honest friend, 
Will you take eggs for money ? 7 
Mayn. No, my lord, I’ll fight. 

Leon. You will ? why, happy man be his dole ! » 
— My brother, 

Are you so fond of your young prince, as we 
Do seem to be of ours ? 

Pol. If at home, sir, 

He’s all my exorcise, my mirth, my matter : 

Now my sworn friend, and then mine enemy ; 

My parasite, my soldier, statesman, all : 

He makes a July’s day short as December ; 

And, with his varying childness, cures in me 
Thought's that would thick my blood. 

Leon. So sbinds this squire 

Offic’d with me : We two will w'alk, my lord, 

And leave you to your graver steps. --- Hermione, 
How thou lov’st us, show in our brother’s welcome; 
Let w'hat is dear in Sicily be cheap : 

Next to thyself, and my young rover, he’s 
A})parent 9 to my heart. 

Her. If you would seek us, 

We are your’s i’ the gaiden : Shall’s attend yon 
theic ? 

Leon. To your own bents dispose you : you’ll 
be found, 

Be you beneath the sky : — I am angling now, 
Though you perceive me not how I give line. 

Go to, go to ! 

\^Aside. Observing Polixenes and IIermione. 
She arms her with the boldness of a wife 
To her allowing > husband ! Gone already. 

[Exeunt Poi.ixenes, Hermione, and 
Attendants. 

Go, play, boy, play ; — thy mother plays, and I 
Play too ; but so disgrac’d a part, whose issue 
Will hiss me to my grave ; contempt and clamour 
W’ill be my knell. — Go, play, boy, play ; — There 
have been, 

Or I am much deceiv’d, cuckold.s ere now ; 

And many a man there is, even at this present, 
Now, while I speak this, holds his wife by the arm, 
That little thinks she’s false : Should all despair, 
That have revolted wives, the tenth of mankind 
Would hang themselves ; but many a thousand of us 
Have the disease, and feel’t not, — How now, boy ? 
Mam. I am like you, they say. 

Leon. Why, that’s some comfort. — 

What ! Camiilo there ? 

Cam. Ay, my good lord. 

Leoju Go play, Mamillius; thou’rt an honest 
man. — [Exit Mamillius. 

Camiilo, this great sir will yet stay longer. 

Cam. You had much ado to make his anchor hold : 
When you cast out, it still came home. 

® Fea>cod. 7 Will you be cajoled ? 

** May his lot in life be a happy one ! 

9 Heir apparent, next claimant. * Approving. 
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Xt'o/t. Didst note it? 

Cam- IL' would not stay at your petitions j made 
Ills business more material. 

Lco71‘ Didst iiereeive it ? — 

'I'hey’re here with me already ; whispering, round- 

i»g 

SkUia is a so-forih : ’Tis far gone, 

When I shall gust 3 it last. — How eame’t, Camillo, 
I'hat he did stay ? 

Cavi> At the good (pjccn’s entreaty 

Leon» At the queen’s be’t : good should be per- 
tinent ; 

lJut so it is, it is not. Was this taken 
l?y any understanding pate but thine ? 

For thy conceit is soaking, will draw in 

More than the common blocks : — Not noted, is’t. 

Hut of the finer natures? by some severals. 

Of head- piece extraordinary? lower messes 
Perchance, arc to this business purblind : say. 

Cam. Business, my lord ? I think, most under- 
stand 

Bohemia stays here longer. 

J.ron. I la? 

Coni. Stays here longer. 

i.eon. Ay, but why ? 

Cam. To satisfy your highness, and the entreaties 
Of our most gracious mistress. 

Leon. Satisfy 

The entreaties of your mistress ? satisfy ? 

Let that suflice. I have trusted thee, t’amillo, 

With all the nearest things to my lieart, as well 
J\Iy chamber-councils ; w'hercin, piiest-like, thou 
Hast cleans’d my bosom; I from thee departed 
'I'liy penitent reform’d : but we have been 
Deceiv’d in thy integrity, deceiv’d 
In that which seeitis so. 

Cam. Re it forbid, my lord ' 

T.eon. To bideujxm’t; — Thou art not honest ; or, 
If thou inclin’st that way, thou art a cow-ard ; 

Which boxes ’’ honesty behind, restraining 
From course requir’d ; Or else thou must be counted 
A servant, grafted in my serious trust, 

And therein negligent ; or else a fool. 

That seest a game play’d home, the rich stiike ’ 
drawn, 

A nd tak’st it all for jest. 

Ca7n. My gracious lord, 

I may be negligent, foolish, and fearful ; 

In every one of these no man is free, 

But that his negligence, his folly, fear, 

Amongst the infinite doings of the world, 

Sometime puts forth ; In your afl’airs, my lord, 

If ever I were wilful-negligent, 

It was my folly ; if industriously 
I play’d the fool, it was my negligence. 

Not weighing well the end ; if ever fearful 
To do a thing, where 1 the issue doubted, 

Whereof the execution »lid cry out 
Against the non-performance, ’tw^as a fear 
Which oft affects the wisest : these, my lord, 

Are such allow’d infirmities, that honesty 
Is never free of. But, ’beseech your grace, 

Be plainer with me ; let me know' my trespass 
By its own visage ; if I then deny it, 

’Tis none of mine. 

Leon. Have not you seen, Camillo, 

( But that’s past doubt : you have ; or your eye-glass 
Is tliicker than a cuckold’s horn ;) or lieard, 

® To round in the ear was to tell secretly 3 Taste. 

Inferiors in rank. ® To hox is to hamstring. 


(For, to a vision so apparent, rumour 
Cannot be mute,) or thought, (for cogitation 
Resides not in that man, tliat docs not think it,) 

My wife is slippery? If tliou wilt confess, 

( Or else be imj)udently negative, 

'To have nor eyes, nor ears, nor thought,) then say, 
My wife’s a woman that deserves a name 
Too rank to mention : say it, and justify it. 

Cnm. I would not be a stander-by, to hear 
My sovereign mistress clouded so, without 
My present vengeance taken : ’Shrew my heart, 

You never spoke what did become you less 
Than this : which to reiterate, w ere sin 
As deep as that, though true. 

Leon. Is whispering nothing ? 

Is leaning cheek to cheek ? stopping the career 
Of laughter with a sigh ? (a note infallible 
Of breaking honesty : ) wishing clocks more swift ? 
Hours, minutes ? noon, midnight ? and all eyes blind 
With the pin and w^eb but theirs, theirs only, 

That w'ould unseen be wicked ? is this nothing ? 
Why, then the woild, and all that’s in’t, is nothing ; 
The covering sky is nothing ; Bohemia nothing ; 
My wife is nothing; nor nothing have these notliings. 
If this he nothing. 

Ca?n. Good my lord, be cured 

Of this diseas’d opinion, and betimes ; 

For ’tis most dangerous. 

Lco?i. Say, it be ; ’tis true. 

Cam. No, no, my lord. 

Leon. It is; you lie, you lie ; 

I say, thou liest, Camillo, and I hate thee ; 
Pronounce thee a gross lout, a mindless slave : 

Or else a hovering tenq)orizcr, that 
Canst w'ith thine eyes at once see good and evil, ’ 
Inclining to them both . Were my wife’s liver 
; Infected as her life, she would not live 
The running of one glass, 

('am. Who does infect her ? 

Leo 7 t. Why he, that w ears her like her medal, 
hanging 

About his neck, Bohemia : Who — if I 
Had servants true about me, that bare eyes 
To see alike mine honour as their profits, 

Their own particular thrifts, — they would do that 
Which should undo more doing ; Ay, and thou, 
His ciqibearer, — whom I from meaner form 
Have bench’d, and rear’d to worship; who may’st 
see 

Plainly, as heaven sees earth, and earth sees heaven, 
How I am galled, — thou rnight’st bespice a cup, 
I’o give mine enemy a lasting wink ; 

Which draught to mo were cordial. 

Cam. Sir, hiy lord, 

I could do this : and that with no rash 7 potion, 

But with a ling’ring dram, that should not w'ork 
Maliciously like poison : But I cannot 
Believe tliis crack to be in my d.read mistress, 

So sovereignly being honourable. 

I have lov’d thee, 

Leon. Make’t thy question, and go rot ! 

Dost tliink, I am so muddy, so unsettled, 

To appoint myself in this vexation ? sully 
Tlie purity and whiteness of my sheets, 

Which to preserve, is sleep ; which being spotted, 
Is goads, thorns, nettles, tails of wasps ? 

Give scandal to the blood o’ the prince my son, 
Who, I do think is mine, and love as mine ; 

5 Disorders of the eye ^ Hasty. 
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Without ripe moving to’t ? Would I do this ? 
Could man so blench ? 8 
Cariu I must believe you, sir ; 

I do ; and will fetch off Bohemia for’t : 

Provided, that when he’s remov’d, your highness 
Will take again your queen, as yours at first ; 

Even for your son’s sake : and, thereby, for sealing 
The injury of tongues, in courts and kingdoms 
Known and allied to yours. 

Leon, Thou dost advise me, 

Even so as I mine own course have set down ; 

I’ll give no blemish to her honour, none. 

Cam, My lord, 

Go then ; and with a countenance as clear 
As friendship wears at feasts, keep with Bolieinia, 
And with your queen: I am liis cupbearer; 

If from me he have wholesome beverage. 

Account me not your servant. 

Leon, This is all ; 

Do’t, and thou hast the one half of my heart ; 

Do’t not, thou split’st thine own. 

Cam, ril do’t, my lord. 

Leon, I will seem friendly, as tliou hast advis’d 
me. lEiU, 

Cam. O miserable lady ! — But, for me, 

What case stand I in? 1 must be the poisoner 
Of good Polixenes : and my ground to do’t 
Is the obedience to a master ; one, 

Who, in rebellion with himself, will have 
All that are his, so too. — To do this deed, 
Promotion follows ; If I could find example 
Of thousands, that had struck anointed kings, 

And flourish’d after, I’d not do’t *. but since 
Nor brass nor stone, nor parchment, bears not one, 
Let villainy itself forswear’t. I must 
Forsake the court ; to do’t, or no, is certain 
To me a break-neck. Happy star, reign now ! 
Here comes Bohemia. 

Enter Polixenes. 

Pol, This is strange, methinks, 

My favour here begins to warp. Not speak ? 

Good-day, Camillo. 

Cam, Hail, most royal sir ! 

Pol. What is the news i’ the court ? 

Cam, None rare, my lord. 

Pol, The king hatli on him such a countenance. 
As he had lost some province, and a region, 

Lov’d as he loves himself : even now I met him 
With customary compliment ; when he, 

Wafting his eyes to the contrary, and falling 
A lip of much contempt, speeds fix)in me : and 
So leaves me, to consider what is breeding, 

That clianges thus his manners. 

Cam, 1 dare not know, my lord. 

Pol, How ! dare not ? do not. Do you know, and 
dare not 

Be intelligent to me? ’Tis thereabouts ; 

For, to yourself, what you do know, you must ; 
And cannot say, you dare not. Good Camillo, 
Your chang’d complexions are to me a mirror, 
Which shows me mine chang’d to : for I must be 
A party in this alteration, finding 
Myself thus alter’d with it. 

Cam, There is a sickness 

Which puts some of us in distemper ; but 
I cannot name the disease ; and it is caught 
Of you that yet are well. 

8 t\ e. Could any man so start oiTfrom propriety. 


Act I. Scene 11. 

Pol, How ? caught of me ? 

Make me not sighted like the basilisk : 

I have look’d on thousands, who haye sped the 
better 

By my regard, but kill’d none so. Camillo, — , 
As you are certainly a gentleman ; thereto 
Clerk-like, experienc’d, which no less adorns 
Our gentry, than our parents’ noble names. 

In whose success 9 we are gentle — I beseech you, 
If you know aught which does behove my know- 
ledge 

Thereof to be inform’d, imprison it not 
In ignorant concealment. 

Cam. I may not answer. 

Pol. A sickness caught of me, and yet I well ! 

I must be answered. — Dost tliou hear, Camillo, 

I conjure thee, by all the parts of man. 

Which honour does acknowledge, — whereof the 
least 

Is not this suit of mine, — that thou declare 
What incidency thou dost guess of hai*m 
Is creeping toward me ; how far off, how neai* ; 
Which way to be prevented, if to be ; 

If not, how best to bear it. 

Cam, Sir, I’ll tell you ; 

Since I am charg’d in honour, and by him 
Tliat I think Iionourablc ; Therefore, mark my 
counsel ; 

Which must be even as swiftly follow’d, as 
1 mean to utter it ; or both yourself and me 
Cry, lost, and so good night. 

Pol. On, good Camillo. 

Cam. I am appointed him to murder you. 

Pol. By whom, Camillo ? 

Cam. By the king. 

Pol. For what? 

Cam, He thinks, nay, witli all confidence he 
swears. 

As he had seen’t, or been an instrument 

To vice S you to’t, — tliat you have touch’d his queen 

Forbiddenly. 

Pol. O, then my best blood turn 

To an infected jelly ; and my name 
Be yok’d with his, that did betray the best ! 

Turn then my freshest reputation to 
A savour, that may strike the dullest nostril 
Where I arrive ; and my approach be shiinn’d, 
Nay, hated too, worse than the great’ st infection 
Tliat e’er was heard, or read ! 

Cam, Swear his thought over 

By each particular star in heaven, and 
By all their influences, you may as well 
Forbid the sea for to obey the moon, 

As or, by oath, remove, or counsel, shake 
The fabrick of his folly ; whose foundation 
Is pil’d upon his faith, and will continue 
The standing of his body. 

Pol, How should this grow ? 

Cam* I know not : but, I am sure, ’tis safer to 
Avoid what’s grown, than question how ’lis born. 

If therefore you dare trust my honesty, — 

That lies enclosed in this trunk, which you 
Shall bear along impawn’d, — > away to-night. 

Your followers I will whisper to the business ; 

And will, by twos, and threes, at several posterns, 
Clear them o’ the city ; For myself, I’ll put 
My fortunes to your service, which are here 

9 For succession. 

* Gentle was opposed to simple ; well born. 

9 I. r. The person. s Draw. 
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Act IL Scene I. 

By this discovery lost. Be not uncertain ; 

For, by tlie honour of my parents, I 

Have utter’d truth ; which if you seek to prove, 

I dare not stand by ; nor shall you be safer 
Than one condemn’d ; by the king’s own moutli, 
thereon 

Is execution sworn. 

iW. I do believe thee • 

I saw his heart in his face. Give me thy hand ; 
Be pilot to me, and thy places shall 
Still neighbour mine ; My ships are ready, and 
My people did expect my hence departure 
IVo days ago. — This jealousy 
Is for a precious creature : as she’s rare. 


Must it be great ; and, as his person’s mighty, 
Must it be violent ; and as he does conceive 
He is dishonour’d by a man which ever 
Profess’d to him, why, his revenges must 
In that be made more bitter. Fear o’ershadcs me. 
Good expedition be my friend, and comfort 
The gracious queen, part of his theme, but nothing 
Of his ill-ta’en suspicion ! Come, Camilla ; 

I will respect thee as a father, if 

Thou bear’st my life off hence : Let us avoid. 

Cam. It is in mine authority to command 
The keys of all the posterns : Please your highness 
To take the urgent hour : come, sir, away. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT IL 


SCENE I. — T/ie same. 

Enter Herruone, Mamilhus, and Ladies. 

Her. Take the boy to you ; he so troubles me, 
’Tis past enduring. 

1 Lady. Come, my gracious lord, 

Shall 1 be your play-fellow ? 

Mam. No, I’ll none of you. 

1 l,ady. Why, my sweet lord ? 

Mam. You’ll kiss me hard ; and speak to me as if 
I were a baby still. — 1 love you better. 

2 Lady. And why so, my good lord ? 

Mam. Not for because 

Your bro%vs are blacker ; yet black brows, they ssiy. 
Become some women best ; so that there be not 
Too much hair there, but in a semi-circle. 

Or half-moon made with a pen. 

2 Lady. Who taught you this ? 

Mam. I learn’d it o\tt of women’s faces. — Pray 
now j 

What colour are your eye-brows ? 

1 Lady. Blue, my lord. 1 

Mam. Nay, that’s a mock ; 1 have seen a lady’s 

nose 

That has been blue, but not her eye-brows. 

2 Lady. Hark ye ; 

The queen, your mother, rounds apace ; we shall 
Present our services to a line new prince, 

One of these days ; and then you’d wanton with us 
If we would have you. 

1 Lady. She is spread of late 

Into a goodly bulk : Good time encounter her ! 

Her. What wisdom stirs amongst you ? Come, 
sir, now 

I am for you again : Pray you sit by us. 

And toll’s a tale. 

Mam. Merry, or sad, shall’t be ? 

Her. As merry as you will. 

Mam. A sad tale’s best for winter : 

I have one of sprites and goblins. 

Her. Let’s have that, sir. 

Come on, sit down : — Come on, and do your 
best 

To fright me with your sprites ; you’re powerful 
at it. 

Mam. There was a man, 

Her. Nay, come, sit down ; then on. 

Mam. Dwelt by a church-yard ; ^ — I will tell it 
softly ; 

Yon crickets shall not hear it. 


Ifcr. Come on then, 

And give’t me in mine car. 

Enter Leontes, Antigonus, Lords, and others. 

Leon. Was ho met there ? his train ? Camille 
with him ? 

1 Lord. Behind the tuft of pines I met them ; 
never 

Saw I men scour so on their way : 1 ey’d them 
Even to their ships. 

J.eon. How bless’d am I, 

In my just censure ? ' in my true opinion ? — 
Alack, for lesser knowledge ! How accurs’d. 

In being so blest ! — ’J’here may be in the cup 
A spider steep’d, and one may drink, depart, 

And yet partake no venom ; for his knowledge 
Is not infected : but if one present 
The abhorr’d ingredient to his eye, make known 
How he liath drank, he cracks his gorge, his sides, 
With violent hefts * : — I have drank, and seen the 
spider. 

Camillo was his help in this, his pander ; — 

There is a i)lot against my life, my crown ; 

All’s true Uiat is mistrusted : — that false villain, 
Whom I employed, was pre-employ’d by him : 

He has discover’d my design, and 1 
Remain a pinch’d thing ; yea, a very trick 
For them to play at will : — IIow came the posterns 
So easily open ? 

1 Lord. By his great authority ; 

Which often hath no less prevail’d than so, 

On your command. 

Leon. I know’t too well. 

Give me the boy ; I am glad, you did not nurse him : 
Though he does bear some signs of me, yet you 
Have too much blood in him. 

Her. What is this ? sport ? 

Leon. Bear the boy hence, he shall not come 
about her ; 

Away with him : — and let her sport herself 
With that she’s big witli; foi ’tis Polixenes 
Has made thee swell thus. 

Her. But I’d say, he had not, 

And, I’ll be sworn, you would believe my saying, 
Howe’er you lean to the naywaid. 

Leon. You, my lords, 

l^ook on her, mark her well ; be but about 
To say, she is a goodly lady^ and 

* Judgment. * Heaving*. 

1 ® A thing pinch’d out of clouts, a puppet. 
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The justice of your hearts will thereto axld, 

Tis pily she's not honesty honourable ; 

Praise her but for tliis her without-door form, 
(Which, on my faith, deserves liigh spcecli,) and 
straight 

The shrug, the hum, or ha ; these petty brands, 
That ealumy doth use : — O, I am out, 

That mercy docs; for calumny will sear? 

Virtue itself: — These shrugs, these hums, and ha’s. 
When you have said, she’s goodly, come between. 
Ere you can say she’s honest : Cut be it known, 
From him that has most cause to grieve it should be. 
She’s an adultress. 

Her, Should a villain say so, 

The most replenish’d villain in the w'orld. 

He were as much more villain : you, iny lord. 

Do but mistake. 

Leon, You have mistook, my lady, 

Polixenes for Lcontes: O thou thing, 

Which I’ll not call a creature of thy place, 

Lest barbarism, making me the precedent. 

Should a like language use to all degrees. 

And mannerly distinguishment lea^e out 
Betwixt the prince and beggar ! — 1 have said, 

She’s an adultress ; I have said with whom : 

More, she’s a traitor ; and Camillo is 
A federary ® wdth her ; and one that know's 
What she should shame to know' herself : 

She’s pnvy 

To this their late escape. 

Her, No, by my life. 

Privy to none of this : How will this grieve you, 
When you shall come to clearer knowledge, that 
You thus liave publish’d me? Gentle, my hml, 
You scarce can right me throughly then, to say 
You did mistake. 

Leon. No, no; if I mistake 

In those foundations which I build upon. 

The center is not big enough to bear 
A school-boy’s top. — Away with her to prison : 
He, who shall speak for her, is afar off guilty 
But that he speaks, ‘ 

Her, There’s some ill planet reigns : 

I must be patient, till the heavens look 
With an aspe'et more favourable. Good my lords, 

I am not prone to weej)ing, as our sex 
Commonly are ; the want of which vain dew', 
Perchance, shall dry your pities : but I have 
That honourable grief lodg’d here, w hicli burns 
Worse than tears drownj^^ ’Beseech you all, my 
lords. 

With thoughts so qualified as your charities 
Shall best instruct you, measure me ; — and so 
Tlie king’s will be perform’d ! 

Leon, Shall I be beard ? 

[7’f> the Guards. 

Her. Who is’t that goes with me ? — ’Beseech 
your highness, 

My women may be with me ; for, you see. 

My plight requires it. Do not weep, good fools ; 
I’here is no cause : when you shall know your 
mistress 

Has deserv’d prison, then abound in tears. 

As I come out : this action, I now go on. 

Is for my better grace Adieu, my lord : 

I never wish’d to see you sorry ; now', 

I trust, I shall. — • My women, come ; you have 
leave. 

7 Brand as infamous. ^ Confederate 

^ Remotely guilty. * In merely speaking. 


Leon. Go do our bidding ; hence. 

[Lreunt Quken and Ladies. 

1 Lord. ’Beseech your highness, call the rpi 
again. 

^nt. Be certain what you do, sir ; lost your justice 
Prove violence ; in the w hich three great ones suH’er, 
Yourself, your queen, your son. 

1 Lord. For her, my lord, — 

I dare my life lay down, and will dri’t, sir, 

Please you to accept it, that the queen is .spotless 
I’the eyes of heaven, and to you ; I mean, 

In this which you accuse her. 

Jlut. If it prove 

She’s othcrw'ise, I’ll keep iny stables where 
I lodge my wife ; I’ll go in couples with licr ; 

Than when I feel, and see her, no further trust liei ; 
For every w'oman in the world is false, 

If she be. 

Leon. Hold your peaces. 

1 Lord. Good my lord, — 

ylnt. It is for you we speak, not for ourselves . 
You arc abus’d, and by some jmttcr on, 

That w'ill be damn’d for’t ; ’would I knew' the villain. 

Leon. Cease ; no nioi e. 

You smell this business with a sense as cold 
As is a dead man’s nose : I see’t and feel’l, 

As you feel doing thus ; and see withal 
The instruments that feel. 

If it be so, 

Wc need no grave to bury honesty ; 

Tliere’s not a grain of it, the face to sweeten 
Of the whole dungy earth. 

Leon. What’ lack I credit? 

1 J.ord. 1 had rather you did lack, than I, my hml, 
Iqion this ground ; and more it would content me 
'Fo have lier honour true, than your suspicion ; 

Be hlam’d for’t how you might. 

l.con. Why, what need w'o 

Commune witli you i>f this? but rather follow 
Our forceful instigation ? Our prerogative 
Call not your counsels ; but our natural goodness 
Imparts this . which, — if you (or stupified, 

Or seeming so in skill,) cannot, or will not, 
lielish as truth, like us ; inform yourselves. 

We need no more of your advice : the matter, 

The loss, the gain, the ordering on’t, is all 
Properly ours. 

j4nt. And I wisJi, my liege, 

You had only in your silent judgment tried it, 
Without more overture. 

Leon. How could that be ? 

Either thou art most ignorant by age. 

Or thou w’ert born a fool. Camillo’s flight. 

Added to their familiarity, 

(Which was as gross as ever touch’d conjecture, 

! That lack’d sight only, nought for approbation 
But only seeing, all other circumstances 
Made up to the deed,) doth push on this proceeding. 
Yet, for a greater confirmation, 

(For, in an act of this iiniiortance, ’twero 

Most piteous to be wild,) I have despatcli’d in post, 

To sacred Delphos, to Apollo’s temple, 

Cleomenes and Dion, whom you know 
Of stuff’d sufficiency 3: Now, from the oracle 
Tlicy will bring all; who.se spiritual counsel had. 
Shall stop or spur me. Have I done well ? 

1 Lord. Well done, my lord. 

Leon. Though I am satisfied, and need no more 

^ Of abilities more than suffii ient 
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'i'han what I know', yet shall the oracle 
(live rest to the minds of others ; such as he, 

Whose ignorant credulity will not 
Come up to the truth : So have we thought it good. 
From our free person she should be confin’d j 
Lest that the trcacliery of the two, fled hence, 

He left her to perfonn. (^ome, follow us ; 

We arc to speak in publick ; for this business 
Will raise us all. 

Ant* [y^,w/e.] To laughter, as I take it, 

If the good truth were known. \^Ejieunl. 

SCENE II. — The outer Room of a Prison. 

Enter Paulina and Attendants. 

Paul. The keeper of the prison, — call to him; — 
{ExU an Attendant. 
Let him have knowledge wdio 1 am. — Good lady! 
No court in Europe is too good for thee, 

What dost thou then in prison ? — Now, good sir, 

Re-enter Attendant^ with the Keeper, 

You know me, do you not ? 

Keep. For a worthy lady, 

And one whom much I honour. 

J\iu/. Pray you, then. 

Conduct me to the queen. 

AWp. I may not, madam ; to the contrary 
1 have express comn\andment. 

Paul. Here’s ado. 

To lock up honesty and honour from 

"I'he access of gentle visitors ! Is it lawful, 

Pray you, to see her women ? any of them 
Emilia ? 

Keep. So please you, madam, to put 
Apart these your attendants, 1 shall biing 
Emilia forth. 

J^aul. I pray now, call her. 

Withdraw yourselves. [Eiennt Attend. 

Keep. And, madam, 

I must be ])rosent at your confeience. 

Paid. Well, be it so, pr'ythee. '[Tint Kecpei. 
Here’s sucli ado to make no stain a stain. 

As passes colouring. 

Re-enter Keeper, ^vith Ismiua. 

Dear gentlewoman, liow fares our gracious lady? 

Emil. As well as one so great, and so forlorn, 
May hold together ; On her frights and griefs, 
(Wliich never tender lady hath borne greater,) 

She is, something befou* her time, deliver’d. 

Paul. A boy ? 

Emil. A daughter, and a goodly babe, 

Ensty, and like to live : the queen receives 
Mucli comfort in’t ; says, My pi'Lsoner, 

J am innocent as you* 

Paul. I dare be sw'orn ; — 

These dangerous unsafe lunes ’ o’the king! beshrew 
them ! 

He must be told on’t, and he shall : the office 
Ilecomes a woman best ; I’ll lake’t upon me ; 

If 1 prove honcy-inoutli’d let my tongue blister ; 
And never to my red-look’d anger be 
The trumpet any more : Pray you, Ehnilia, 
C’ommend my best obedience to the queen ; 

If she dares trust me with her little babe, 
ril sliow’t the king, and undertake to be 
Her advocate to th’ loudest : We do not know 


I low he may soften at the sight o’ the child ; 

The silence often of pure innocence 
Persuades, when speaking fails. 

Emil. Most w'oithy madam, 

Your honour, and your goodness, is so evident, 
That your free undertaking cannot miss 
A tliriving issue ; there is no lady living, 

So meet for tliis great errand: Please your ladyshij) 
To visit the next room, I’ll presently 
Acquaint the queen of your most noble offer ; 

Who, hut to-day, hammer’d of this design ; 

Hut durst not tempt a minister of honour, 

Lest she should be denied. 

Paul. Tell her, Emilia, 

I’ll use that tongue I have : if wit How from it, 

As boldness from my bosom, let it not be doubted 
1 shall do good. 

Emil. Now be you blest for it ! 

ril to the queen ; Please you, come something 
nearer. 

Kex'p. Madam, if t please the queen to send the 
babe, 

I know' not wdiat I shall incur, to pass it. 

Having no warrant. 

Paul. You need not fear it, sir 

The child w'as prisoner to the womb ; and is. 

By law and process of great nature, thence 
Freed and enfranchis’d : not a party to 
The anger of the king ; nor guilty of, 

If any lie, the trespass of the queen. 

Keep. 1 do believe it. 

Paul. Do not you fear • iqiou 

ISfine honour, 1 v\ill stand ’tvvixt jou and danger. 

\^Excuut. 

SCJCNE III. — A Room in the Palace. 

Enter Lkonti s, Antigonus, Lords, and other 
Attendants. 

Leon. Kor night, nor day, no rest ; It is but v^ eak- 
ness 

I'o bear the matter thus ; mere weakness, if 
The cause were not in being; — part o’the cause, 
She, the adullrcss ; — for the harlot king 
Is quite beyond mine arm, out of the blank 
And level of my biain, ])lot-pioof : but she 
I can hook to me : Say, that she were gone, 

Given to the fire, a moiety of my rest 

Might come to me again. Who’s theie? 

1 Allen. My lord ? 

[Advancin 

J.eon. How docs the boy ? 

1 Aden. lie took good rest to night ; 

’Tis hop’d, his sickness is discharg’d. 

Leon. To see. 

His nobleness ! 

Conceiving the dishonour of his mother, 

Fie straight declin’d, droop’d, took it deeply ; 
F'asteu’d and fix’d the shame on’t in himself; 
Threw off his spirit, liis appetite, his sleep, 

And downright languish’d. — I.eavemc solely ^ — go 
See how he fares. Attend.] — l"ye, f}e! no 

thought of him ; 

The very thought of my revenges that way 
Recoil upon me ; in himself too mighty ; 

And in his parties, his alliance, — Let him he, 

Until a time may serve ; for present vengeance, 
Take it on her. Camillo and Polixenes 
Laugh at me ; make their pastime at my sorrow : 


* Lunacies, fits of madness. 


’’ Alone. 
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They should not laugh if I could reach tliem ; nor 
Shall she, within my power. 

Enter Paulina, uilh a Child, 

1 Lord. You must not enter. 

Paul, Nay, rather, good my lords, be second to 
me: 

Fear you his tyrannous passion more, alas, 

Than the queen’s life ? a gracious innocent soul j 
More free, than he is jealous. 

Ant, That’s enough. 

I Alien, Madam, he hath not slept to night ; com- 
manded 

None should come at him. 

Paul. Not so hot, good sir ; 

I come to bring liim sleep. ’Tis such as you, — 
That creep like shadows by him, and do sigh 
At each his needless heaving, — such as you 
Nourish the cause of his awaking : I 
Do come with words as med’cinal as true ; 

Honest, as either ; to purge him of that humour. 
That presses him from sleep. 

Leon. What noise there, ho ? 

Paul. No noise, my lord; but needful conference. 
About some gossips for your highness. 

Leon. How ? — 

Away with that audacious lady : Antigonus, 

I charg’d thee, that she should not come about me ; 
I knew, she would. 

Ant, I told her so, my lord, 

On your displeasure’s peril, and on mine, 

Slw should not visit you. 

Leon, What, cjinst not rule her ? 

Vaul, From all dishonesty, he can ; in this, 
(Unless he take the course that you have done. 
Commit me, for committing honour,) trust it, 

He shall not rule me. 

Ant. Lo you now ; you hear ! 

When she will take the rein, I let her run ; 

But she’ll not stumble. 

Paid, Good my liege, I come, — 

And, I beseech you, hear me, wlio profess 
Myself your loyal servant, your physician, 

Your most obedient counsellor ; yet that tiare 
Less appear so, in comforting your evils 
Tlian such as most seem yours : — I say, I come 
From your good queen. 

Leon. Good queen ! 

Paul. Good queen, my lord, good queen : I say 
good queen ; 

And would by combat make her good, so were I 
A man, the worst 7 about you. 

Leon, Force her hence. 

Paul. Let him, that makes but trifles of his eyes. 
First hand me : on mine own accord. I’ll ofl’; 

But first, I’ll do my errand. — The good queen, 
For she is good, hath brought you forth a daughter ; 
Here ’tis ; commends it to your blessing. 

[^Laying down the Child, 
Leon, Out ! 

A very witch ! Hence with her, out o’ door ; 

A most intelligencing bawd 1 

Paid, Not so : 

I am as ignorant in that, as you 

In so entitling me ; and no less honest 

Than you are mad; which is enough. I’ll warrant. 

As this world goes, to pass for honest. 

Leon, Traitors ! 

Will you not push her out? Give her the bastard : — 

« .^betting your ill coursei. 7 Lowest. 


Act II. Scene III 

Thou, dotard, [To Antigonus.] thou art woman- 
tir’d unroosted 

By thy dame Partlet here, — take up the bastard ; 
Take’t up, I say ; give’t to thy crone. ^ 

Paul* For ever 

Unvenerable be thy hands, if thou 
Tak’st up the princess, by that forced * baseness 
Which he lias put upon’t ! 

Leon, He dreads his wife. 

Paul. So, I would, you did : then, ’twerc past all 
doubt. 

You’d call your children yours. 

Leon, A nest of traitors ' 

Ant, I am none, by this good light. 

Paul. Nor I ; nor any, 

But one, that’s here ; and that’s himself : for l\e 
The sacred honour ofiAiimself, his q^icen’s, 

His hopeful son’s, his babe’s, betrays to slander. 
Whose sting is sharper than the sword’s^; and will 
not 

(For as the case now stands, it is a curse 
He cannot be compell’d to’t,) once remove 
'Hie root of his opinion, which is rotten, 

As ever oak, or stone, was sound. 

Leon, A callat'^. 

Of boundless tongue ; who late hath beat her 
husband. 

And noV baits me ! — This brat is none of mine ; 

It is the issue of Polixenes ; 

Hence with it ; and, together with the dam, 
Commit them to the fire. 

Paul. It is yours; 

And, might we lay the old proverb to your charge, 
So like you, ’tis the worse. — Behold, my lords, 
Altliough tlie print be little, the wliole matter 
And copy of the father : eye, nose, lip, 

The trick of his frown, his forehead ; nay, the valley, 
The pretty dimples of his chin, and elu ek ; his 
smiles ; 

The very mould and frame of hand, nail, finger ; — 
And thou, good goddess nature, which hast made it 
So like to him that got it, if thou hast 
The ordering of the mind too, ’inongst all colours 
No yellow 3 in’t ; lest she suspect as he does. 

Her children not her husband’s! 

Leon, A gross hag ’ — 

And lozel tliou art worthy to be bang’d, 

That wilt not stay her tongue. 

Ant. Hang all the husbands 

That cannot do that feat, you’ll leave yourself 
Hardly one subject. 

J.eon. Once more, take her hence. 

Paul. A most unworthy and unnatural lord 
Can do no more. 

Leon. I’ll have thee burn’d. 

Paid, I care not ; 

It is an heretick, that makes the fire, 

Not she, which burns in’t. I’ll not call you tyrant ; 
But this most cruel usage of your queen 
(Not able to produce more accusation 
Than your own weak-hing’d fancy,) something 
savours 

Of tyranny, and will ignoble make you, 

Yea, scandalous to the world. 

Leon, On your allegiance, 

Out of the chamber with her. Were I a tyrant, 

» Pecked by a viroman ; hen-pecked. 

® Worn out old woman 

• Forced i» false j uttered with violence to truth. ■* Trull. 
^ The colour of jealousy. *■ Worthless fellow. 
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Act IIL Scene I. 

Where were her life ? she durst not call me so, 

If she (lid know me one. Away with her. 

Pau/. I pray you, do not push me ; 1*11 be gone. 
Look to your babe, my lord ; ’tis yours : Jove send 
her 

A better guiding spirit! — What need these hands? — 
You, that are thus so tender o’er his follies, 

Will never do him good, not one of you. 

So, so : — Farewell ; we are gone. [Exit. 

Leon. Thou, traitor, hast set on tjiy wife to this. — 
My child? away with’t! even thou, that hast 
A heart so tender o’er it, take it hence. 

And see it instantly consum’d with (ire; 

Even thou, and none but thou. Take it up straight: 
Within this hour bring me word ’tis done, 

(And by good testimony,) or I’ll seize thy life. 

With what thou else call’st thine ; If thou refuse. 
And wilt encounter with iny wrath, say so ; 

The bastard brains with these my proper hands 
Shall I dash out. Go, take it to the lire ; 

For 'thou sett’st on thy wife. 

Ant. 1 did not, sir; 

These lords, my noble fellows, if they please. 

Can clear me in’t. 

1 Lord. We can ; my royal liege. 

He is not guilty of her coming hither. 

I,eon. You are liars all. 

1 Lord, ’Beseech your highness, give us better 
credit : 

We have always truly serv’d you ; and beseech 
So to esteem of us : And on our knees we beg, 

( As recompense of our dear services. 

Past, and to come,) that you do change this purpose ; 
Which being so horrible, so bloody, must 
Lead on to some foul issue : We all kneel. 

Leon* I am a feather for each wind that blows ; r~ 
Shall I live on, to see this bastard kneel 
And call me father? Better burn it now. 

Than curse it then. But, be it ; let it live ; 

It shall not neither. — You, sir, come you hither ; 

[To Amtigonus. 

You, that have been so tenderly ofheious 
With lady Margery, your midwife, there. 

To save this bastard’s life : — for ’tis a bastard. 

So sure as this beard’s grey, — what will you ad- 
venture 

To s^ve this brat's life ? 

Ant, Any thing, my lord, 

'I'hat'my ability may undergo, 


ACT 


SCENE I.— • y/ Street in some Town. 

Enter Cleomfkes and Dion. 

CUo. The climate’s delicate ; the air most sweet ; 
Fertile the isle ; the temple much surpassing 
I'he common praise it bears. 

T)ion. I shall report, 

For most it caught me, the celestial habits, 
(Methinks, I so should term them,) an(i the re- 
verence 

Of the grave wearers. O, the sacrifice ! 

How ceremonious, solemn, and unearthly 
It was i’the offering ! 

Cleo* 


And nobleness impose : at least thus much ; 

I’ll pawn the little blood which I have left, 

To save the innocent : any thing possible, 

Leon. It shall be possible : Swear by this sword 
Thou wilt perform my bidding. 

Ant. I will, my lord- 

Leon. Mark, and perform it ; (seestthou?) for 
the fail 

Of any point in’t shall not only be 
Death to thyself, but to ihy lew’d-tongu’d wife ; 
Whom, for this time, we pardon. We enjoin thee, 
As thou art liegeman to ns, that thou carry 
This female bastard hence ; and that thou bear it 
To some remote and desert place, (]uite out 
Of our dominions ; and that there thou leave it. 
Without more mercy, to its own protection, 

And favour of the climate. As by strange fortiino 
It came to us, I do in justice charge thee, — 

On thy soul’s peril, and thy body’s torture, — 

That thou commend it strangely to some place 
Where chance may nurse, or end it : Take it up. 

Ant, I swear to do this, though a present death 
Had been more merciful. — Come on, poor babe : 
Some powerful spirit instruct the kites and ravens, 
To be thy nurses 1 Wolves, and bears, they say. 
Casting their savageness aside, have done 
lake offices of pity. •— Sir, be prosperous 
In more than this deed doth require I and blessing, 
Against this cruelty, fight on thy side. 

Poor thing, condemn’d to loss ! [ Exit with the child. 

Leon. No, 1 ’ll not rear 

Another’s issu.. 

1 Atten. Please your highness, posts, 

From those you sent to the oracle, are come 
An hour since : Cleomencs and Dion, 

Being well arriv’d from Delphos, are both landed, 
Hasting to the court. 

1 Ijord. So please you, sir, their speed 

Hath been beyond account. 

Leon. Twenty-three days 

They have been absent ; *Tis good speed ; foretells, 
The great Apollo suddenly will have 
Tlie truth of this appear. Prepare you, lords ; 
Summon a session, that we may arraign 
Our most disloyal lady : for as she hath 
Been publickly accus’d, so shall she have 
A just and open trial. While she lives, 

My heart will be a burden to me. Leave me ; 

And think upon my bidding. [^ExeunU 


III. 


And the ear-deafening voice o’the oracle, 

Kin to Jove’s thunder, so surpriz’d my sense, 

That I was nothing. 

IHon. If the event o’the journey 

Prove as successful to the queen, — O, be’t so ! — 
As it hath been to us, rare, pleasant, speedy, 

The time is worth the use on’t. 

Cleo. Great Apollo 

Turn all to the best 1 These proclamations, 

So forcing faults upon Hennione, 

I little like. 

^ It was anciently a practice to swear by the cross at 'he hilt 
of a sword. 

«. e. Commit it to some place as a stranger. 

T 


But, of all, the burst 
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Dion> The violent carriage of it 
Will clear, or end, the btisiness : When the oracle, 
Thus (by Apollo’s great divine seal’d up,) 

Shall the contents discover, something rare, 

Even then, will rush to knowledge. — Go, — fresh 

liorses ; — 

And gracious be the issue! [^Exeunt. 

SCENE II. — A Court of Justwe. 

Leontes, Lords, and Officers, appear properly 
seated. 

Leon. The sessions (to our great grief, we pro- 
nounce,) 

Even pushes ’gainst our heart : The party tried. 
The daugfiter of a king ; our wife ; and one 
Of us too much belov’d. — Let us be clear’d 
Of being tyrannous, since we so openly 
Proceed in justice ; wliicli shall have due course, 

Even 7 to the guilt, or the purgation. 

Produce the prisoner. 

Qffi. It is his highness’ pleasure, that the queen 
Appear in person here in court. — Silence ! 

Hermione is hrovglit in, guarded ; Paulina and 
Ladies attending. 

Leon. Read the indictment. 

Offi. Hermione, queen to the worthy l/contes, 
king of Sicilia, thou art here accused and arraigned 
of high treason, in committing adultery with Polixenes, 
king of Bohemia; and conspiring with Camillo to 
to take away the life of our sovereign lord the king, 
thy royal husband; the pretence wheraf being by 
circumstances partly laid open, thou, Hermione, con- 
trary to the faith and allegiance of a true subject, didst 
coutisel and aid them, for their belter safety to fly 
away by night, 

ILer. Since w’hat I am to say, must be but that 
Which contradicts my accusation ; and 
The testimony on my part, no other 
But what comes from myself ; it shall scarce boot me 
To say, Not guilty : mine integrity, 

Being counted falsehood, shall, as I express it, 

Be so receiv’d. But thus, — If pow'ers divine 
Behold our human acti»)ns, (as they do,) 

I doubt not then, but innocence shall make 
False accusation blush, and tyranny 
Tremble at patience. — You, my lord, best know, 
(Who least will seem to do so,) my past life 
Hath been as continent, as chaste, as true, 

As I am now unhappy ; which is more 
Than history can pattern, though devis’d, 

And play’d to take spectators : For behold me, — 
A fellow of the royal bed, which owe ^ 

A moiety of the throne, a great king’s daughter, 
The mother to a hopeful prince, -—here standing 
To prate and talk for life, and honour, ’fore 
Who please to come and hear. For life, I prize it 
As I weigh grief, which I would spare : for honour, 
*Tis a derivative from me to mine. 

And only tliat I stand for. I appeal 
To your own conscience, sir, before Polixenes 
Came to your court, how I was in your grace, 

How merited to be so; since he came, 

With what encounter so uncurrent I 

Have strain’d to appear thus ; if one jot beyond 

The bound of honour ; or, in act, or will, 

7 Equal ^ Scheme laid. 

* Own, possess 


Act 111 

That way inclining ; harden’d be the liearts 
Of all that hear me, and my ncar’st of kin 
Cry, Fye upon my grave ! 

Leon. I ne’er hoard yet, 

That any of these bolder vices wanted 
licss impudence to gainsay what they did, 

Tlian to perform it first. 

Her. That’s true enougn ; 

Thougli ’tis a saying, sir, not due to me. 

Leon. You will not own it. 

Her. More than mistress ofj 

Which comes to me in name of fault, I must not 
At all acknowledge. For Polixenes, 

(With whom I am accus’d) I do confess, 

I lov’d him, as in honour he requir’d ; 

With such a kind of love, as might become 
A lady like me ; with a love, even such, 

So, and no other, as yourself commanded ; 

Which not to liave done, 1 think, had been in me 
Both disobedience and ingratitude, 

To you, and toward your friend ; whose love had 
spoke, 

Even since it could speak, from an infant, freely, 
That it was yours. Now, for conspiracy, 

I know not how it tastes ; though it be dish’d 
For me to try how : all I know of it 
Is, that Camillo was an honest man ; 

And, why he left your court, the gods tlicmselves, 
Wotting no more than I, are ignorant. 

Leon. You knew of his departure, as you know 
What you have imderta’en to do in his absence. 
Her. Sir, 

You speak a language that I understand not : 

My life staiuls in the level i of your dreams, 
winch ril lay dov\n. 

Leon. Your actions are my dreams; 

You had a bastard by Polixenes, 

And I hut dreain’d it : — As you were past all shame, 
(Those of your fact arc so,) so past all truth ; 
Which to deny, concerns more than avails : 

For as 

Thy brat hath been cast out, like to itself, 

No father owning it, (wliich is, indeed, 

More criminal in thee, than it,) so thou 
Shalt feel our justice ; in whose easiest passage, 
Look for no less than death. 

Her. Sir, spare your threats ; 

The bug, which you would fright me with, I seek. 
To me can life be no commodity : 

The crown and comfort of my life, your favour 
I do give lost ; for I do feel it gone, 

But know not how it went : My second joy. 

And first-fruits of my body, from his presence, 

I am barr’d, like one infectious : My third comfort, 
Starr’d most unluckily, is from my breast. 

The innocent milk in its most innocent mouth, 
Haled out to murder: Myself on every post 
Proclaim’d a strumpet ; With immodest hatred, 
Tlie child-bed privilege denied, which 'longs 
To women of all fashion ; — Lastly, hurried 
Here to this place, i* the open air, before 
I have got strength of limit. 3 Now, my liege, 

Tell me what blessings I have here alive, 

That I should fear to die ? Therefore, proceed. 

But yet, hear this ; mistake me not ; No ! life, 

I prize it not a straw : — but for mine honour, 

* Is within the reach. 2 They who have done like you. 

■» *. e. The degree of strength which it is customary to 
acquire before women are suffered to go abroad after child- 
bearing. 
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Scene II. 

(Which I would free,) if 1 shall be condemn’d 
Upon surmises ; all proofs sleeping else, 

Hut what your jealousies awake; 1 tell you, 

’Tis rigour, and not law. — Your honours all, 

I do refer me to the oracle ; 

Apollo be my judge. 

1 Lord. This your request 

Is altogether just : therefore, bring forth, 

And in Apollo’s name, his oracle, 

\^Exe\mt certain Officers. 
Her. The emperor of Russia was my father : 

O, that he were alive, and here beholding 
Ills daughter’s trial ! that he did but see 
The flatness of my misery; yet wdth e^es 
Of i)ity, not revenge ! 

Ttc-enler Oflicers with Ci.fomenrs and Dion. 

OJJh You here shall swear upon this sword of 
justice. 

That you, Cleomenes and Dion, have 

Hecn l)Oth at Delphos; and from thence have brought 

I'tiis seal’d up oracle, by the hand deliver’d 

Of great Apollo’s priest : and that, since then, 

Yfni have not dar’d to break the holy seal. 

Nor read the secrets in’t. 

etco. Dion. Ail this we swear. 

Iwon. Break up the seals and read. 

OJp. Hennione u chaste^ Polixenes 

blatnelesSf Caniillo a true subject^ Leontes a jealous 
ti/raut, his innocent babe trub/ begotten ; and the lang 
shall live without aii heirt if thaty whU'h is losty be 7iot 
found. 

Lords. Now blessed be the great Apollo ! 

Jfer, Praised. 

ljeo7i. Hast thou read truth ? 

OJp. Ay, my lord ; even so 

As it is here set down. 

Leon. There is no truth at all i* the oracle . 

Die sessions shall proceed ; this is mere falsehood. 

Enter a Servant, hastily. 

Si rv. My lord tlie king, the king ! 

l.eon. What is the business? 

Serv. O sir, 1 shall be hated to report it : 

The prince your son, with mere conceit and fear 
Of the queen’s speeds, is gone. 

I.eon. How ! gone ? 

Serv. Is dead. 

Leon, Apollo’s d^ngry : and the heavens themselves 
Do strike at my injustice. fllEKMioNEyam^.s.] How 
now there ? 

Paul. This news is mortal to the cjuecn : — Look 
down, 

And see what death is doing. 

Leoii. Take her hence ; 

Her heart is but o’ercharg’d ; she will recover. — 

I have too much believ’d mine own suspicion : — 
’Beseech you, tenderly apply to her 
Some remedies for life. — Apollo, pardon 

\_Exeu7it Paulina and Ladies, ivUh Herm. 
My great profaneness ’gainst thine oracle ! — 

I’ll reconcile me to Polixenes ; 

New woo my queen ; recall the good Camillo ; 
Whom I proclaim a man of truth, of mercy ; 

Tor, being transported by my jealousies 
To bloody tlioughts and to revenge, I chose 
Camillo for the minister, to poison 
My friend Polixenes : which had been done, 

♦ Of the event of the queen’s trial. 


But that ihe good mind of Camillo tordied 
My swift command, though I wdth death, and with 
Reward, did threaten and encourage him, 

Not doing it, and being done : he, most humane, 
And fill’d with honour, to my kingly guest 
Unclasp’d my jiractice ; quit his fortunes here, 
Which you knew great ; and to the certain hazard 
Of all incertainties himself commended, 

No richer than his honour ; — How he glisters 
Thorough my rust ! and how his piety 
Does my deeds make the blacker ! 

Re-enter Paulina. 

Paul. Woe the while ! 

O, cut my lace ; lest my heart, cracking it, 

Break too ! 

1 Lord. What fit is this, good lady ? 

Paul. W’^hat studied torments, tyrant, bast for me ? 
What wheels? racks? fires? What flaying? boiling, 
In leads, or oils? what old, or newer torture 
Must I receive ; whose every w'ord deserves 
'fo taste of thy most w orst ? U'by tyranny 
Together w'orking with thy jealousies, — 

Fancies too w eak for boys, too green and idle 
For girls of nine ! — O, think, wliat they liave done, 
And then run mad, indeed ; stark mad ! for all 
'riiy by-gone fooleries were but spices of it. 

I'liat tliou betray ’dst I*oHxenes, ’twas nothing ; 

That did but sliow thee, of a fool, inconstant, 

And horribly ungrateful : nor was’t much, 

Thou wouldst have poison’d good Camillo’s honour, 
To have him kill a king ; poor trespasses, 

More monstrous standing by : whereof I reckon 
The casting forth to crows thy baby daughter. 

Nor is’t directly laid to thee, the death 
Of the young prince, wdiosc honourable thoughts 
(Thoughts high for one so tender,) cleft the heart 
That could conceive, a gross and foolish sire 
Blemish’d his gracious dam ; this is not, no, 

Laid to thy answer : But the last, — O, lords, 
When I liave said, cry, woe ! — the queen, the queen, 
The sweetest, dearest, creature’s dead; and ven- 
geance for’t 
Not dropp’d dow n yet. 

1 Lord. The higher powders forbid ! 

Paul. I say, she’s dead ; I’ll swear ’t : if word, 
nor oath, 

Prevail not, go and see: if you can bring 
Tincture, or lust»-c, in her lip, her eye, 

Heat outwardly, or breath within, I’ll serve you 
As I would do the gods. — But, O, thou tyrant ! 
Do not repent these things ; for they arc heavier 
Than all thy woes can stir : therefore betake tliee 
To nothing but despair, A thousand knees 
Ten thousand years together, naked, fasting, 

Upon a barren mountain, and still winter 
In storm perpetual, could not move the gods 
To look that w ay thou w^ert. 

Leon. Go on, go on : 

Thou canst not speak too much : I have deserv’d 
All tongues to talk their bitterest. 

1 Lord, Say no more ; 

Howe’er the business goes, you have made fault 
I’the boldness of your speech. 

Paul. I am sorry for’t ; 

All faults I make, when I shall come to know them, 
I do repent : Alas, I have sliow’d too much 
The rashness of a woman ; he is touch’d 
To the noble heart. — XVhat’s gone, and what’s past 
help, 

T o 
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Should be past grief : Do not receive affliction 
At my petition, I beseech you ; rather 
Let me be punish’d, that have minded you 
Of what you should forget. Now, good my liege, 
Sir, royal sir, forgive a foolish woman : 

The love I bore your queen, — lo, fool again ! — 
I’ll speak of her no more, nor of your children ; 

I’ll not remember you of my own lord. 

Who is lost too ; Take your patience to you. 

And I’ll say nothing. 

Leon* Thou didst «'.peak but well, 

When most the truth ; whicli 1 receive much better 
Than to be pitied of thee. Pr’ythec*, bring me 

To the dead bodies of my queen and son : 

One grave shall be for both ; upon them shall 
The causes of their dealli appear, unto 
Our shame perpetual ; Once a day I’ll visit 
The chapel where they lie ; and tears shed there. 
Shall be my recreation : So long as 
Nature will bear up with this exercise, 

So long I daily vow to use it. Come, 

And lead me to these sorrows. [Exeunt. 

SCENE III. Bohemia. A desert Country yiear 
the Sea. 

Enter Antigonus, uith the Child; and a Mariner. 

Ant. Thou art perfect ^ tlieii, our ship hath 
touch’d upon 
The deseits of Bohemia ? 

Mar. Ay, my lord, and fear 

We have landed in ill time : the skies look grimly, 
And threaten present blusters. In my conscience, 
The heavens with that we have in hand are angry, 
And frown upon us. 

Ant. Their sacred w ills be done ! — Go, get aboard ; 
Look to thy bark ; I’ll not be long, before 
I call upon thee. 

Mar* Make your l)(‘st haste ; and go not 
Too far i’the land : ’tis like to be loud weather; 
Besides, this place is famous for the creatures 
Of prey, that keep upoii’t. 

Ant, Go thou away i 

I’ll follow instantly. 

Mar. I am glad at heart 

To be so rid o’the business. [Exit* 

Ant. Come, poor babe ; 

I have heard, (but not believ’d,) the spirits of the 
dead 

May walk again : if such thing be, thy mother 
Appear’d to me last night; for ne’er was dream 
So like a waking. To me corner a creature, 
Sometimes her head on one side, some another ; 

I never saw a vessel of like sorrow, 

So fill’d, and so becoming ; in pure white robes, 
Like very sanctity, she did approach 
My cabin where I lay ; thrice bow’d before me ; 
And gasping to begin some speech, her eyes 
Became two s[>outs ; the fury spent, anon 
Did this break from her ; Good Antigonus, 

Since fate, against thy better disposition, 

Math 7nade thy person for the thrower-out 
Of my poor babe, according to thine oath, — 

IHaces remote enough are in Bohemia, 

There weep, and leave it crying ; and, for the babe 
Js counted lost for ever, Perdita, 

1 pr^ytkee, calVt ; for this ungentle business. 

Put on thee by my lord, thou ne'er shall see 

5 Well-assured. 


7'hy wife Paulina more : — and so, with shrieks, 

She melted into air. A (frighted much, 

I did in time collect myself; and thouglit 
This was so, and no slumber. Dreams are toys ; 
Yet, for this once, yea, superstitiously, 

I will be squared by this. I do believe, 

TIermioiic hath suffer’d death ; and that 
Apollo would, this being indeed the issue 
Of king Polixenes, it should here be laid, 

Either for life, or death, upon the cartli 

Of its right father. — Blossom, speed thee well ! 

[ Laymg down the Child. 
There lie ; and there tliy character ® : there these ; 

[Laj/ing down a hmidlc. 
Which may, if fortune please, both breed thee, pretty. 
And still lest thine. — The storm begins ; — Poor 
wretch, 

That, for thy mother’s fault, art thus expos’d 
'I’o loss, and wliat may follow ' — 1 cannot, 
But my lieart bleeds : and most accurs’d am I, 

To be by oath enjoin’d to this. — Farewx*ll ’ 

The day frowns more and more ; thou art like to have 
A lullaby too rough : I never saw 
The heavens so dim by day. A savage clamour ? — 
Well may I get aboard ! — This is tlje chase ; 

I am gone for ever, [Exit, pursued by a Hear, 

Enter an old Shepherd. 

Shep. I would tlicie were no age between ten 
and three and twenty ; or that youth wmuhl sleep 
out the rest : for there is nothing in the between 
but wronging the ancientry, stealing, fighting. — 

Hark you now! Would any but these boiled 

brains of nineteen, and two and twenty, liunt this 
weather ? They have scaretl away two of my best 
slicep; which, I fear, the w'olf wdll sooner find, 
than the master ; if any where I have them, *tis by 
the sea-side, browzing on ivy. Good luck, an’t be 
thy will ! what have we here ? [ Taking up the 
Child.'] Mercy pn’s, a barnc ? ; a very pretty barne ! 
A pretty one ; a very pretty one : I’ll take it up for 
pity : Yet I’ll tarry till my son come ; he hollaed 
but even now. Whoa, ho lioa ! 

Etiter Clown. 

Clo. Ililloa, loa ! 

Shep. What, art so near ? if thou’lt see a thing 
to talk on when thou art dead and rotten, come 
hither. What ailest thou, man ? 

Clo. I have seen two such sights, by sea and by 
land; — but I am not to say, it is a sea, for it is 
now the sky ; betwixt the firmament and it, you 
cannot thrust a bodkin’s point. 

Shep, Why, boy, how is it? 

Clo* I would you did but see how it chafes, how 
it rages, how it takes up the shore ! but that’s not 
to the point : O, the most piteous cry of tlie poor 
souls ! sometimes to see ’em, and not to see ’em : 
now the ship boring the moon w ith her main-mast ; 
and anon swallowed with yest and froth, as you’d 
thrust a cork into a hogshead. And then for the 
land service. — To see how the bear tore out lus 
shoulder-bone ; how he cried to me for help, and 
said his name was Antigonus, a nobleman : — But 
to make an end of the sliip : — to see how the sea 
flap-dragoned 8 it : — but, first, bow the poor souls 
roared, and the sea mocked them ; — and how the 

6 The writing afterward discovered with Perdita, 

7 Child. s Swallowed. 
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poor gontlemaii roared, and the bear mocked him, 
both roaring louder than the sea or weather. 

Slifp> ’Name of mercy, when was this, boy ? 

Clo. Now, now ; I have not winked since I saw 
tiiese sights : the men are not yet cold under water, 
nor the bear half dined on the gentleman : he’s at 
it now. 

Shep. Would I had been by, to have helped the 
old man ! 

Ch. I would you had been by the ship side, to 
have helped her ; there your charity would have 
lacked footing. [yhixh. 

Shep. Heavy matters ! heavy matters ! but look 
thee here, boy. Now bless thyself; thou met’st 
with things dying, I with things newborn. Here’s 
a sight for thee ; look thee, a bearing-cloth ' for a 
^quire’s child ! I.ook thee here ; lake up, lake up, 
hoy ; open’t. So, let’s see : It was told me, I should 
be rich by the fairies; this is some changeling : — 
open’t : What’s within, boy ? 


Clo, You’re a made old man ; if the sins of your 
youth are forgiven you, you’re well to live. Gold ! 
all gold ! 

Shep. This is fairy gold, boy, and ’twill prove so : 
up with it, keep it close ; home, home, the next 
way. We are lucky, boy; and to be so still, re- 
quires nothing but secrecy. — Let my shcej) go : — 
Come, good boy, the next way home. 

Clo. Go you the next way with your findings ; 
I’ll go sec if the bear be gone from tlic gentleman, 
and how much he hath eaten ; they are never curst, 
but when they are hungry ; if there be any of him 
left, I’ll bury it. 

Shep. I’hat’s a good deed : If thou mayst dis- 
cern by that which is left of him, what he is, fetch 
me to the sight of him. 

Clo. Marry, will I ; and yon shall help to pul him 
i’the ground. 

Shep. ’Tis a lucky day, boy; and we’ll do good 
deeds on’t. \_Excunt. 


7VCT IV. 


Enter Time, as Chorus. 

Tune. I, — that please some, try all ; both joy 
and terror, 

Of good and bad ; that make, and unfold error,— 
Now take upon me, in the name of Time, 

To use my wings. Impute it not a critne. 

To me, or my swift ])assagc, that I slide 
O’er sixteen years, and leave the growth untried 
Of that wide gap : since it is in my powder 
To o’erthrow’ law, and in one self-horn hour 
To plant and o’erwhclm custom : Let me pass 
'Hie same I am, cre ancient’st order was. 

Or what is now received : I witness to 

The times that brought them in ; so shall I do 

To the freshest things now reigning; and make stale 

’i'hc glistering of tliis prescnit, as my tale 

Now seems to it. Your patience this allowing, 

I turn my glass ; and give my scene such growing. 
As yo». had slept between. Leontes leaving 
The eifects of his fond jealousies ; so grieving, 

That he shuts up himself; imagine me. 

Gentle spectators, that I now may be 
In fair Bohemia ; and remember well, 

I mentioned a son o* the king’s, which Florizel 
I now name to yon ; and with speed so pace 
To speak of Perdita, now grown in grace 
Equal with wond’ring : What of her ensues, 

I list not prophecy ; but let Time’s news 
Be known, when ’tis brought forth: — a shepherd’s 
daughter. 

And what to her adheres wdiieh follow's after. 

Is the argument ^ of time : Of this allow, 

If ever you have spent time worse cre now ; 

If never yet, that Time himself doth say, 

He wishes earnestly, you never may. [ExU» 

SCENE I. — Bohemia. j 4 Room ill the Palace 
of Polixenes. 

Enter Polixenes and Camillo. 

Pol. I pray thee, good Camillo, be no more xm- 

' The mantle in which a child was carried to be Ixnptized. 

* Subject. 


portunate ; ’tis a sickness, denying thee any thing ; 
a death, to grant this. 

Cam. It is fifteen years, since 1 saw' my country ; 
though I have, for the most part, been aired abroad, 
I desire to lay my bones there. Besides, the peni- 
I tent king, my master, hath sent for me : to w hose 
feeling sorrow's I might be some allay, or I o’er- 
weeii to think so ; which is another spur to my 
departure. 

Pul. As thou lovcst me, Camillo, wipe not out 
the rest of thy services, by leaving me now ; the 
need I have of thee, thine own goodness hath made ; 
better not to have had thee, than thus to want thee : 
thou, having made the businesses, which none, with- 
out thee, can sufficiently manage, must either stay to 
execute them thyself, or take aw'ay with thee the 
voiy services thou hast done ; w'hich if I have not 
enough considered, fas too much I cannot,) to be 
more thankful to thee, shall be my study ; and my 
profit therein, the heaping friendships. Of that 
fatal country, Sicilia, pr’ythee speak no more : 
whose very naming punislics me with the remem- 
brance of that penitent, as thou call’st him, and 
reconciled king, my brother ; w hose loss of his most 
precious queen, and children, arc even now to be 
afresh lamented. Say to me, when saw’st thou the 
prince Florizel, my son ? Kings are no less unhappy, 
their issue not being gracious, than they are in losing 
them, w hen they have approved their virtues. 

Cam. Sir, it is three days, since I saw the prince: 
What his happier affairs may be, tire to me un- 
known : but I have, missingly, noted he is of late 
much retired from court; and is less frequent to his 
princely exercises, than formerly he hath appeared. 

Pol. I have considered so much, Camillo; and 
with some care ; so far, that I have eyes under ray 
service, which look upon his removedness : from 
whom I have this intelligence ; That he is seldom 
from the house of a most homely shepherd ; a man, 
they say, that fn'ui very nothing, and beyond the 
imagination of his neighbours, is grown into an un- 
speakable estate. 

^ Think too highlj of myself. < Observed at intervals. 

T 3 
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Cam, I have lieard, sir, of such a inan, who Iiath 
a daughter of most rare note ; the report of her is 
extended more, than can be thought to begin from 
such a cottage. 

Pol. That’s likewise part of my intelligence. But, 
I fear the angle that plucks our son thither. Thou 
shalt accompany us to the place: where we will, 
not appearing what we are, have some question 
with the shepherd ; from wdiosc simplicity, I think 
it not uneasy to get the cause of my son’s resort 
thither. IVythee, be my j)resent partner in this 
business, and lay aside the tlioughts of Sicilia. 

Cam* I willingly tibey your command. 

Pol* My best Camillo ! — We must disguise our- 
selves. lExeunt. 

SCENE II. Poad 7 icar the Shepherd ’5 Cottage. 

Enter Autolycus, singing. 

When daffodils begin to peer, — 

With heigh / the doxi/ over the dale^ — 

Why then comes in the sweet o' the year ; 

Por the red blood reigns in the winter s pale. 

The white sheet bleaching on the hedge-, — 

With, hey / the sweet birds, 0 how they sing t 

Doth set my pugging tooth on edge ; 

Por a quart of ale is a dish for a king. 

The lark, that tirra, lira chants, — 

With, hey! with hey ! the thrush and the jay 

Jlre summers' songs for me and my aunts, 

Wilde we lie tumbling in the hay. 

I have served prince Florizel, and, in my time, 
wore three-pile ; but now 1 am out of sei vice : 

Put shall I go mourn for that, my dear 9 [Sings. 
The pale moon shines by 7iigh( : 

And when J wander here and there, 

1 then do must go right. 

If tinkers may have leave to live. 

And bear the sow-skin budget ; 

Then my account J well may give, 

And in the stocks avouch it. 

My father named me, Autolycus ; who, being, as 
I am, littered under Mercury, was likew ise a suap- 
per-up of unconsidered trifles : With die, and drab, 
I purchased this caparison ; and my revenue is the 
silly cheat Gallows, and knock, are too powerful 
oil the highway : beating, and hanging, are terrors 
to me ; for the life to come, I sleep out the thought 
of it, — A prize ! a prize ! 

Enter Clown, 

Clo. Let me sec : — Every ’levcn wether — tods ; 
every tod yields — pound and odd shilling : fifteen 
hundred shorn, — Wliat comes the wool to? 

Aiit- If the springe hold, the cock’s mine. 

[Aside. 

Clo, I cannot do’t w'ithout counters. — Let me 
see J what am I to buy for our sheep-shearing feast? 
Three pound (f sugar ; jive pound of currants ; rice 

■ - What will this sister of mine do with rice ? But 

my father hath made her mistress of the feast, and 
she lays it on. She hath made me four-and-twenty 
nosegays for the shearers : three-man song-men 7 , 
all, and very good ones; but they are most ofj 

^ Rich velvet Ihdung pockets, 

7 Singers of catches in llirec paits 


them means 8 and bases. I must have saffron, to 
colour the warden pies 5 ; mace, — dates, — none • 
that’s out of my note ; nutmegs, seven ; a race, or 
two, of ginger; but that I may beg ; — /Imr pound 
if prunes, and as many if raisins o' the sun. 

Aut. O, that ever I was born ! 

[Grovelling on the ground. 

Clo. I’lhc name of me, 

Ant. O help me, help me ! pluck but off these 
rags ; and then, death, death ! 

Clo. Alack, poor soul ! thou hast need of more 
rags to lay 011 thee, ratlier than have these oil’. 

Aut. O, sir, the loathsomeness of them otFends 
me more than the stripes I have received; which 
aie mighty ones and millions. 

Clo. Alas, poor man ! a million of beating may 
come to a great matter. 

Aut. 1 am robbed, sir, and beaten; my money 
and apparel ta’en from me, and these detestable 
things j>Ht upon me. 

Clo. What, by a horse man, or a foot-man ? 

Aut. A foot-man, sw eet sir, a foot-man. 

Clo. Indeed, he should be a foot-man, by the 
garments he hath left with thee ; if this he a hoise- 
inan’s coat, it hath seen very hot service. Lend 
rne thy hand, I’ll help thee ; come, lend me thy 
hand. [Tlelping him up. 

Aut. () ! good air, tenderly, oh ! 

Clo. Alas, poor soul. 

Aut. O, good sir, softly, good sir . I feai, sir, my 
shoulder-blade is out. 

Clo. How' now ? canst stand ? 

Aut. Softly, dear sir; [Picks his poefud.] good 
sii, softly . you lui’ done me a charitable office. 

Clo. Dost lack any money? 1 have a little money 
for thee. 

..lut. No, good sw'cet sir ; no, T beseech you, sir : 
1 have a kinsman not past tliree quarters of a mile 
hence, unto w hom J was going ; I shall theie have 
money, 01 any thing I want ; Offer me no money, 
1 pray jou ; that kills my heart. 

Clo. Wliat manner of fellow was he that robbed 
you ? 

Aid. A fellow, sir, that I have known to go 
about w'ith trol-my-dames * : I knew him once a 
servant of the prince ; I cannot tell, good sir, for 
which of his virtues it w^as, but he was ceitainly 
wdiipped out of the couit. 

Clo. Ilis vices, you would say ; there’s no virtue 
whipped out of the court : they cherish it, to make 
it stay there ; and yet it wdll no more but abide. 

Aut. Vices I would say, sir. I know this man 
well : he hath been since an ai)c-bcarer ; then a 
process-server, a bailiff’; then he married a tinker’s 
wife within a mile where my land and living lies ; 
and, having flown over many knavish professions, 
he settled only in rogue : some call him Autolycus. 

Clo. Out upon him ! Prig, for my life, prig : he 
liaunts w'akes, fairs, and bear-baitings, 

Aut. Very true, sir ; he, sir, he ; tliat’s the rogiu?, 
that put me into this apparel. 

Clo, Not a more cowardly rogue in all Bohemia ; 
if you had but looked big, and spit at him, he’d 
have run. 

Aut. I must confess to you, sir, I am no fighter : 
I am false of heart that way ; and that he knew, I 
warrant him. 

Clo. How do you now ? 

" Tenors. ^ ® Pies made of a 6pecie.s of pears. 

‘ The tnachinc used in the game of pigeon-holes. 
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AiiL Sweet fcir, much better than 1 was ; I can 
stand, and walk : I will even take niy leave of you, 
and pace softly towards my kinsman’s. 

Clo, Shall I bring thee on tlie way ? 

Aut. No, good-faced sir ; no, sweet sir. 

Cto. Then fare tliee well ; I must go buy spices 
for our sheep-shearing. 

Aut. Prosper you, sweet sir ! — [Exit Clown.] 
Your purse is not hot enough to piircliasc your spice, 
ril be with you at your slieep-sheaiing too : If I 
make not this cheat bring out another, and the 
slieaiers prove slieep, let me be unrolled, and my 
name put in the book of virtue ! 

Jog on, jog on, the fool-pnlh wajj. 

And tnerrifi/ lient ' the Uile-n 
A merry heart goes all ‘the day, 

Your sad tires in a rnile-a. [Exit. 


SCENE III. — A Shepherd’^- Cottage. 


Enter Florizkl and Pkki) 1 t\. 


Flo. 'fhese your unusual weeds to each part of you 
Do give a life • no shepherdess; but Flora, 

Peering in A])rirs front. This your sheep-shearing 
Is as a meeting of the petty go<ls, 

And you the queen ou’t. 

Per. Sir, my gracious lord. 

To chide at your extremes 3, it not becomes me ; 

(), pardon, that 1 name them : your high self, 

'J'he gracious mark** o’thc land, yon luue ol)scur’d 
With a swain’s wearing; and me, poor lowly maid, 
Most goddess-like prank’d^ up i lint that our feasts 
111 every mess have folly, and the feeders 
Digest it with a custom, I should blush 
To see you so attir’d ; sworn, I think. 

To sliow myself a glass. 

Flo. I bless the time, 

When my good falcon made her tliglit jicross 
Thy father’s ground. 

Per. Now' Jove aflord you cause ! 

To me, the difference*"’ forges dread ; your gn*atness 
Hath not been us’d to fear. Even now 1 tremble 
'I’o think, your father, by some accident, 

Should pass this way, as you did : O, the fates ! 
How w'ould he look, to sec his wairk, so noble, 
Vilely bound up ? What would he say ? Or how' 
Should I, in these my borrow’d flaunts, behold 
The sternness of his presence ? 

Flo. Apprehend 

Nothing but jollity. The gods themselves. 
Humbling their deities to love, have biken 
The shapes of beasts upon them ; Jupiter 
Became a bull, and bellow’d ; the green Neptune 
A ram, and bleated ; and the fire* rob’d god. 
Golden Apollo, a poor humble swain. 

As I seem now ; Their transformations 
Were never for a piece of beauty rarer ; 

Nor in a way so chaste ; since iny desires 
Hun not before mine honour. 


Per. O but, dear sii, 

Your resolution cannot hold, w'hcn ’tis 
Oppos’d, as it must be, by tlie power o’the king : 
One of these two must be necessities, 

Which then will speak ; that you must change this 
purpose, 

Or I my life. 

Flo. Thou dearest Perdita, 


* Take hold of. 3 Excesses. 

Object of all men's notice. * Dressed with ostentation. 

* i.tf. Ofstetion. 


With these forc’d thoughts, I pr’ythee, darken not 
The mirth o’tho feast ; Or I’ll be thine, iny fair. 

Or not my father’s ; for 1 cannot be 
Mine own, nor any thing to any, if 
T be not thine : to this I am most constant. 

Though destiny say, no. Be merry, gentle ; 

Sti angle such thoughts as these, with any thing 
That you behold the while. Your guests arc coming : 
IJft up your countenance : as it were the day 
Of celebration of that nuptial, which 
We two have sw'orn shall come. 

Per. O lady fortune, 

Stand you auspicious ! 

Enter Sheplicrd, with Polixenes and Cathillo, 
disguised; Clown, MorsA, Dorcas, and others. 
Flo See, your guests approach : 

Address yourself to entertain them sprightly, 

And let’s be red w ith mirth. 

Shep. Fye, daughter! when my old wife liv’d, 
upon 

This day, slie was both pantler, butler, cook ; 

Both dame and servant : welcom’d all ; serv’d all : 
Would sing her song, and dance her turn : now heie, 
At iijjper end o’tlie table, now', i’tho middle ; 

On his shoulder, and his ; her face o'fire 

With labour ; and the thing, she took to quench it, 

She would to each one sip : You are retir’d, 

As if you w'cre a feasted one, and not 
The hostess of the meeting . Fray you, bid 
These unknown friends to us welcome . for it i? 

A way to make us better friends, more known. 
Come, quench your blushes; and present yourself 
Thai which you are, mistress o’the feast : Come on, 
And bid us welcome to your shcep-sliearing, 

As your good fiock shall jjrosper. 

Per. Welcome, sir' [7b Pol. 

It is my father’s will, I should take on me 
The hostess-shi]> o’thc day : — You’re welcome, sir! 

[To Camillo. 

Give me those flowers tliere, Dorcas. — lieverend 
sirs, 

For you there’s rosemary, and rue ; these keep 
Seeming, and savour 7, all the winter long: 

Grace, and remembrance, be to you both, 

And w'elcome to our shearing * 

Pol. Sliejiherdess, 

(A fair one are you,) w'cll you fit our ages 
With flow ers of winter. 

Per. Sir, the year growing ancient. — 

Not yet on summer’s death, nor on the l)irth 
Of trembling w'intcr, — the fairest flow'crs o’the 
season 

Are our caiaiations, and streak’d gillyflowers, 
Which some call nature’s bastards : of that kind 
Our riistick garden’s barren ; and I care not 
"^ro get slips of them. 

Pol. Wherefore, gentle maiden. 

Do you neglect them ? 

Per, For ^ 1 have heard it said, 

There is an art, which, in their piedness, shares 
With great creating nature. 

Pot. Say, there be ; 

Yet nature is made better by no mean, 

But nature makes that mean : so, o’er that art. 
Which, you say, adds to nature, is an art 
That nature makes. You see, sweet maid, we marry 
A gentle scion to the wildest stock ; 

7 Likeness and smell. 

T 4 


I’ Because that. 
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And make conceive a bark of baser kind 
By bud of nobler race ; This is an art 
Which does mend nature, — change it rather : but 
The art itself is nature. 

Per, So it is. 

Pol, Then make your garden rich in gillyflowers. 
And do not call them bastards. 

Per, I’ll not put 

The dibble in earth to set one slip of them : 

No more than, were I painted, I would wish 
This youth should say, ’twere well. — Here’s flowers 
for you ; 

Hot lavender, mints, savory, marjoram ; 

The marigold, that goes to bed with the sun. 

And with him risea weeping ; these arc flowers 
Of middle summer, and, I think, they are given 
To men of middle age ; You are very welcome. 

Cam, I should leave grazing, were I of your flock, 
And only live by gazing. 

Per, Out, alas ! 

You’d be so lean, that blasts of January 
Would blow you through and through. — Now, my 
fairest friend, 

1 would, 1 had some flowers o’the spring, that miglit 
Become your time of day, — O Proserpine, 

For the flowers now, that frighted, thou let’st fall 
From Dis’s 9 waggon ! daffodils. 

That come before the swallow dares, and take 
The winds of March with beauty ; violets dim 
But sweeter than the lids of Juno’s eyes, 

Or Cytherea’s breath ; pale primroses. 

That die unmarried, ere they can behold 
Bright Phoebus in his strength ; bold oxlips and 
The crown imperial ; lilies of all kinds, 

The flower-de-luce being one ! O, these, I lack. 
To make you garlands of j and my sweet friend, 
To strew him o’er and o’er. — Come, take your 
flowers : 

Methinks, 1 play as 1 have seen them do 
In Whitsun’ pastorals : sure, this robe of mine 
Hoes change my disposition. 

Plo, What you do, 

Still betters what is done. When you speak, sweet, 
I’d have you do it ever ; when you sing, 

I’d have you buy and sell so ; so give alms ; 

Pray so ; and, for the ordering your affairs. 

To sing tliem too ; When you do dance, I wish you 
A wave o’the sea, that you might ever do 
Nothing but that ; move still, still so, and own 
No other function : Each your doing, 

So singular in each particular, 

Crowns what you are doing in the present deeds, 
That all your acts are queens. 

Per, O Doricles, 

Your praises are too large . but that your youth, 
And the true blood, which fairly peeps through it, 
Do plainly give you out an unstain’d shepherd ; 
With wisdom I might fear, my Doricles, 

You woo’d me the false way. 

Plo, I think, you have 

As little skill to fear, as I have purpose 
To put you to’t. — But, come ; our dance, I pray ; 
Your hand, my Perdita : so turtles pair, 

T^iat never mean to part. 

Per, I’ll swear for ’em. 

Pol, This is the prettiest low-born lass, that ever 
Han on the green-sward : nothing she does, or seems. 
But smacks of something greater than herself j 
Too noble for this place. 

s ria>o. 


Cam, He tells her sometliing, 

That makes her blood look out : Good sootli, she is 
The queen of curds and cream. 

do. Come on, strike up. 

J)ur. Mopsa must be your mistress. 

Atop, In good time ! 

C/o. Not a word, a word ; wo stand upon our 
manners. — 

Come, strike up, [Afusick, 

Here a dance of Shepherds and Shepherdesses, 

Pol, Pray, good shepherd, what 
Fair swain is this, which dances with your daughter? 

Shep, They call him Doricles ; and he boasts 
himself 

To have a wortliy feeding * ; but I have it 
Upon his own report, and I believe it ; 

He looks like sooth - : He says, he loves my 
daugliter ; 

1 think so too ; for never gaz’d the moon 
Upon the water, as he’ll stand, and read, 

As ’twere, my daughter’s eyes : and, to be plain, 

I think, there is not half a kiss to choose, 

Who loves another best, 

Pol, She dances featly.3 

Shep, So she docs any thing ; though I report it, 
That should be silent : if young Doricles 
Do light upon her, she shall bring him that 
Which he not dream ^ of. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv, O master, if you did but hear the pedler at 
the door, you would never dance again after a tabor 
and pipe ; no, the bag))ipc could not move you : ho 
sings several tunes, faster than you’ll tell money ; 
he utters them as he had eaten ballads, and all 
men’s ears grew to his tunes. 

Clo. lie could never come better ; he shall come 
in : I love a ballad but even too well : if it be 
doleful matter, merrily set down ; or a very pleasant 
thing indeed, and sung lamentably. 

Serv. He hath songs, for man, or woman, of all 
sizes ; no milliner can so fit his customers with 
gloves. 

Pol, This is a brave fellow. 

Clo. Believe me, thou talkest of an admirable 
conceited fellow. Has he any unbraided wares ? ^ 

Serv. He hath ribands of all the colours i’thc 
rainbow ; points more than all the lawyers in Bo- 
hemia can learnedly handle, though they come to 
him by the gross j inkles, caddisses^^, cambricks, 
lawns ; why, he sings them over, as they were gods 
or goddesses. 

Clo. Pr’ytliee, bring him in ; and let him ap- 
proach singing. 

Per. Forewarn him, that he use no scurrilous 
words in his tunes. 

Clo, You have of tlicse pedlers, that have more 
in ’em than you’d think, sister. 

Per, Ay, good brother, or go about to think. 

Enter Autolycus, singing, 

Lawny as white as driven snow ; 

Cyprus, blojck as e’er was crozv ; 

Gloves, as sweet as damask roses ; 

Masks for faces, and for noses ; 

Bugle bracelet, necklace amber. 

Perfume for a lady's chambei' : 

> A valuable tract of pasturage. ^ Truth. 

5* Neatly. < Plain goods. 

I A kind of tape. 
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Golden quoifst and stomachers. 

For my lads to give their dears ; 

Come, buy of me, come ; come buy, come buy ; 

Buy, la<U, or else your lasses cry ; 

Come, buy, tjc. 

Clo, If I were not in love with Mopsa, thou 
shouldst take no money of me ; but being cnthraird 
as 1 am, it will also be tlie bondage of certain ribands 
and gloves. 

Mop, 1 was promis’d them against the feast ; but 
they come not too late now. 

Clo. Have I not told thee, how I was cozened by 
the w ay, and lost all my money ? 

Aiit. And, indeed, sir, there are cozeners abroad ; 
therefore it behoves men to be wary. 

C/o. Fear not tliou, man, thou slialt lose nothing 
here, 

Aut. I hope so, sir; for T have about me many 
parcels of charge. 

Clo. What hast here ? ballads ? 

Mop. Pray now, buy some : I love a ballad in 
print, a’-life ; foi then we arc sure they are true. 

Aut. Here’s a ballad, of a fish, that appeared upon 
the coast, on Wednesday the fourscore of April, forty 
thousand fathom above water, and sung t)]is ballad 
against the hard hearts of maids : it was thought, she 
was a woman, and was turned into a cold fish. The 
ballad is very pitifui, and true. 

J)or. Is it true, think you? 

Aut. Five justices’ hands at it ; and witnesses, 
more than my pack will hold. 

Clo. Lay it by; Another. 

Aut. This is a merry ballad ; but a very pretty one. 

^fop. Let’s have some merry one. 

Aut. Why this is a passing merry one ; and goes 
to the tunc of, Two maids wooing a man : there’s 
scarce a maid cstward, but she sings it j ’tis in re- 
quest, I can tell you. 

Mop. We can both sing it ; if thou’lt bear a part 
thou shalt hoar ; ’tis in three parts. 

Dor. We had the tune on’t a month ago. 

Aut. I can bear my iiart ; you must know, *tis 
my occupation : have at it with you. 

SONG. 

A. Get you hence, for I must go ; 

H'here, it fis not you to kium. 

H. Whither 9 M, 0, whither 9 D. WhUher 9 

iVI. It becomes thy oath full well, 

Thou to me thy secrets tell : 

H. Me too, let me go thither. 

M. Or thou go'' St to the grange, or will : 

H. If to either, thou dost ill. 

A. Neither. D. What, neither? A. Neither, 

H. Thou hast swoim my love to be i 

M. Thou hast sworn tl more to me .• 

Then, whither gdst 9 say, whither 9 

Clo. We’ll have this song out anon by ourselves ; 
My father and the gentleman are in sad 6 talk, and 
we’ll not trouble diem ; Come, bring away thy pack 
after me. Girls, I’ll buy for you both ; — Pedler, 
let’s have the first choice. — Follow me, girls. 

Aut, And you shall pay well for ’em. \^Aside. 

Will you buy any tape. 

Or lace for your cape. 

My dainty duck, my dear^a ? 

^ Serious, 


Any silk, any thread. 

Any toys for your head, 

Of the new' st, andfn'st,jin'st wear^a 
Come to the pedler ; 

Money's a medler, 

That doth utter 7 all men's wear-a. 

[Fxeunt Clown, Autolvcus, Dorcas, 
and Mopsa. 

Fnier a Servant. 

Serv. Master, there is three carters, three shep- 
herds, three neat-herds, three swine-herds that have 
made themselves all men of hair 8 • they call them- 
selves saltiers ^ : and they have a dance which the 
wenches say is a gallimaufry > of gambols, because 
tliey are not in’t ; but they themselves are o’the mind, 
it will please plentifully. 

Shep. Away ! we’ll none on’t ; here has been too 
ijnuch humble foolery already ; — I know, sir, we 
weary you. 

iW. You weary those that refresh us ; Pray, let’s 
see these four threes of herdsmen. 

Serv. One three of them, by their own report, 
sir, hath danced before the king ; and not the worst 
of the three, but jumps twelve foot and a half by the 
squire. 

Shep. Leave your prating ; since these good men 
are pleased, let them come in ; but quickly now. 

Serv. Why, they stay at door, sir. [Fxit. 

Re-enter Servant, uith twelve Ru sticks habited like 
Satyrs. They dance, and then exeunt, 

Pol. O, father, you’ll know more of that here- 
after. — 

Is it not too far gone? — ’Tis time to part them.*— 
He’s simple, and tells much. l^Aside.l — How now, 
fair shepherd ? 

Your heart is full of something, that does take 
Your mind from feasting. Sooth, when I was young, 
And handed love, as you do, I was wont 
To load my slie witli knacks : I would have ran- 
sack’d 

The pedler’s silken treasury, and have pour’d it 
To her acceptance ; you have let him go, 

And nothing marted 3 wath him ; if your lass 
Interpretation should abuse ; and call this 
Your luck of love, or bounty : you w’ere straited 
For a rej)ly, at least, if you make a care 
Of happy holding Jicr. 

Flo. Old sir, I know 

She jirizes not such trifles as these are : 

Tlie gifts, she looks from me, are pack’d and lock’d 
Up in my heart ; which I have given already, 

But not delivered. — O, hear me breathe my life 
Before this ancient sir, who, it should seem, 

Hath sometime lov’d : I take thy hand, this hand, 
As soft as dove’s down, and as wiiite as it ; 

Or Ethiopian’s tooth, or the fann’d snow, 

That’s bolted ^ by the northern blasts twice o’er. 

Pol. What follows this ?— 

How prettily the young swain seems to wash 
The hand, was fair before ! — I have put you out ; — 
But to your protestation ; let me hear 
What you profess. 

Flo, Do, and be witness to’t. 

7 Sell. ^ Dressed themselves in habits imitating hair. 

I Satyrs. i Medley. 

* Souare, foot-rule. ^ Bought, trafficked. 

* The sieve used to separate flour from bran is called a uolt- 
ing-cloth. 
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JV. And this my neighbour too? 

Flo, And he, and more 

Than he, and men ; tlie earth, the heavens, and all ; 
That, — were I crown’d the most imperial monarch, 
Thereof most worthy ; were I the fairest youth 
Tliat ever made eye swerve ; had force, and know- 
ledge, 

More than was ever man’s, — I would not prize them. 
Without her love ; for her, employ them all ; 
Commend them, and condemn them, to her service. 
Or to their own perdition. 

Pol. Faijly ollbr’d. 

Cam, This shows a sound affection. 

Shep, But, my daughter, 

Say you the like to him ? 

Per, I cannot speak 

So well, nothing so well ; no, nor mean !)et1cr ; 

By the pattern of mine owui thoughts 1 cut out 
The purity of his. 

Shep, Take hands, a bargain : 

And, friends unknown, you shall hear w itness to’t . 

I give my daughter to him, and will make 
Her portion equal his. 

Flo. O, that must be 

I’the virtue of your daughter : one being dead, 

I shall liave more than you can dream of yet ; 
Enough then for your w onder : But, come on. 
Contract us Tore these witnesses. 

Shep, Come, your hand ; 

And, daughter, yours. 

Pol, Soft, swain, awhile, ’beseech you ; 

Have you a father ? 

Flo, I have ; But what of him ? 

Pol. Knows he of this ? 

Flo, He neitlicr does, nor shall. 

Pol, Methinks, a father 
Is, at the nuptial of his son, a guest 
That best becomes the table. Pray you, once more ; 
Is not your father grown incapable 
Of reasonable aflairs ? is he not stui)id 
With age and altering rheums ? Can he speak ? hear ? 
Know man from man ? dispute his own estate ? ^ 
Lies he not bed- rid ? and again does nothing, 

But wliat he did being childish ? 

Flo, No, good sir ; 

He has his health, and ampler strength, indeed, 
Than most have of his age. 

Pol. By my white beard, 

You offer him, if this be so, a wrong 
Something unfilial : Reason, my son 
Should choose himself a wife ; but as good reason, 
The father, (all whose joy is nothing else 
But fair posterity,) should hold some counsel 
In such a business. 

Flo, I yield all this ; 

But, for some other reasons, my grave sir, 

Which ’tis not fit you know', I not acquaint 
My father of this business. 

Pol, Let him know’t. 

Flo, He shall not. 

Pol, Pr’ythee, let liim. 

Flo, No, he must not. 

Shep, Let him, my son ; he shall not need to grieve 
At knowing of thy choice. 

Flo, Come, come, he must not : — 

Mark our contract. 

P(rf, Mark your divorce, young sir, 

{^DUcovering himself. 

Whom son 1 dare not call ; thou art too base 
^ Talk over his affairs. 


To be acknowledg’d : Thou a scepter’s heir, 

That thus affect’st a sheep-hook ! — Thou old traitor, 
I am sorry, that, by hanging thee, I can but 
Shorten tliy life one w'eek. — And tliou, fresh piece 
Of excellent witchcraft ; wdio, of force must know 

The n>yal fool thou cop’st w'ith ; 

Shep. O, my heart ' 

Pol. I’ll have thy beauty scratch’d with biiars, and 
made 

More homely than thy slate. — For thee, fond bov, 

If I may ever know', thou dost but sigh. 

That thou no more slialt see this knack, (as never 
I mean thou shall,) we’ll bar thee fionni succession ; 
Not hold tliec of our blood, no not our kin. 

Far^ than Deucalion olV; — IMark thou my words; 
Follow us to the court. — Thou cluirl, for this time, 
Though full of our displeasure, jet w-e fiee thee 
From the dead blow of it. — And you, cncljunf- 
inent, — 

Worthy enoiigli a herdsman ; yea, him too, 

That makes himself, but for our honour thciein, 
Ilnw'orthy thee, — if ever, henceforth, thou 
These runal latches to his entrance open, 

I w'ill devise a <leatli as cruel for tliee. 

As thou art tender to’t. 

Per. Even liei e undone ! 

I was not much afeard ; for once or tw-ice, 

I was Jibout to speak ; and tell him plainly. 

The self-same sun, that shines upon his court, 
Hides not his visage from our cottage, hut 
Looks on alike. — Wilt please you, sir, lu-goiie? 

[7’c Floiuzel. 

I told you, w'liat would come of this ; ’Beseech yoi 
Of your own state take care : this dream of mine, - 
Being now' awake, FII queen it no inch further, 

But milk my cw'es, and weep. 

Cam. Why, how now, father 

Speak ere thou diest. 

Shej), T cannot speak, nor think, 

Nor dare to know that which 1 know, O, sir, 

[Tr> FLOIlIZEr.. 

You have undone a man of fourscore three, 

That thought to fill liis grave in quiet; yea, 

'I'n die upon the bed my father died. 

To lie close by his honest bones ; but now 
Some hangman must put on my shroud, and lay me 
Where no priest shovels-in dust. — O wretched girl ! 

[7’o Perdita. 

That knew’st this was the prince, and wouldst ad- 
venture 

To mingle faith with him. — Undone ! undone ! 

If J might die within this hour, I have liv’d 
To die when I desire. [Frit. 

Flo, Why look you so upon me ? 

I am but sorry, not afear’d ; delay’d, 

But nothing alter’d : What I was, I am ; 

More straining on, for plucking back ; not follow'ing 
My leash ? unwillingly. 

Cam. Gracious my lord. 

You know your father’s temper : at this time 
He will allow no speech, — which, I do guess, 

You do not purpose to him ; — and as hardly 
Will he endure your sight as yet, I fear : 

Then, till the fury of his highness settle, 

Come not before him. 

Flo, I not purpose it. 

I think, Camillo. 

Cam, Even he, my lord, 

Per, How often have I told you, ’twould be thus ? 
* Further, ^ A Iradiug-stnng. 
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How often said, my dignity would last 
But till ’twere known ? 

iJ’/o. It cannot fail, but by 

The violation of my faith ; And then 
lyct nature crush the sides o’the earth togetlier, 

And mar the seeds witJiin ! — Lift up thy looks : — 
From my succession wipe me, father ! I 
Am heir to my alfcction. 

Cam. Be advis’d. 

Flo. I am ; and by my fancy « : if my reason 
Will thereto be obedient, 1 have reason ; 

If not, my senses, better jdcas’d with madness. 

Do bid it welcome. 

Cam. This is desperate, sir. 

F/o. So call it : but it does fulfil my vow ; 

I needs must think it honesty. Camillo, 

Not for Bohemia, nor the pomp that may 
Be thereat glean’d ; for all tlie sun secs, or 
The close earth wombs, or the profound seas hide 
In unknown fathoms, will I break my oath 
To this my fair belov’d ; 'J'lierefore, I pray you. 

As you have ever been my father’s friend, 

When he shall miss me, (as, in faith, I mean not 
To see him any more,) cast your good counsels 
Upon his passion ; Let myself and fortune. 

Tug for the time to come. This you may know, 

And so deliver, — I am put to sea 

With her, whom here I cannot hold on shore ; 

And, most opportune to oui need, I have 
A vessel rides fast by, but not prepar’d 
For this design. Wliat course I mean to hold, 
Shall nothing benelit your knowledge, nor 
Concern me the reporting. 

(\im. O, my loid, 

I would your spirit were easier for advice, 

Or stronger for your need. 

i'7o. Hark, I’erdita. [Takes her asnlc. 

ril hear you by and by. ['J'o Camillo. 

Cam. He’s irremovable, 

Resolv’d for flight ; Now were I happy, if 
Ilis going I could frame to serve my turn ; 

Save him from danger, do him love and honour ; 
I’mchase the sight again of dear SI(*ilia, 

And that unhappy king, my master, whom 
I so much thirst to .see. 

Flo, Now, good Camillo, 

I am so fraught with curious business, that 
I leave out ceremony. [ Going. 

Cam. Sir, I think. 

You have heard of my poor services, i’the love 
'i'hat I have borne your father ? 

Flo. Very nobly 

Have you deserv’d : it is my father’s musick. 

To speak your deeds ; not little of his care 
To have them recompens’d as thought on. 

Cam, Well, my lord, 

If you may please to think I love the king ; 

And, through him, wiiat is nearest to him, which is 
Your gracious self; embrace but my direction, 

(If your more ponderous and scttleil project 
May suffer alteration,) on mine honour 
Til point you where you shall have such receiving 
As shall become your highness ; w here you may 
Lnjoy your mistress ; (from the whom, I see, 
There’s no disjunction to be made, but by, 

As heavens forefend ! your ruin ;) marry her; 

And (with my best endeavours, in your absence,) 
Your discontenting 9 father strive to qualify. 

And bring him up to liking. 

* Love, For discontented. 


Flo. How, Camillo, 

May this, almost a miracle, be done ? 

That I may call thee something more than man. 
And, after that, trust to thee. 

Cam. Have you thought on 

A place, whereto you’ll go ? 

Flo. Not any yet : 

But as the unthought-on accident * is guilty 
To what we wildly do ; so we profess 
Ourselves to be the slaves of chance, and flics 
Of every wind that blow's. 

Cam. Then list to me ; 

This follows, — if you will not change your purpose, 
But undergo this flight : — Make lor Sicilia ; 

And there present yourself, and your fair princess, 
(For so, I sec, she must be,) Tore Leonlcs ; 

She shall be Iiabited, as it becomes 
The partner of your bed. Methinks, I see 
Leontes opening his free arms, and weeping 
His w'elcomes forth • asks thee, tlie son, forgiveness, 
As ’tw'erc i’the father’s })crson : kisses the hands 
Of your fresh ])nneess : o’er and o’er divides him 
’Twixt his iinkindiiess and liis kindness; the one 
He chides to hell, and bids the other grow, 

Faster than thought, or time. 

Flo. W’orthy Camillo, 

What colour for my visitation shall I 
Hold up before him ? 

Cam. Sent by the king your father 

'To greet him, and to give him comforts. Sir, 

The manner of your bearing towards him, with 
What you, as from your father, shall deliver, 

; Things know n betw ixt us three, Fll write you down . 
The which shall ])()int you forth at every sitting, 
‘■W’hat you must say ; that he shall not iicrceive, 

But that you Iiave your flitlicr’s bosom there, 

And speak his very heart. 

Fh. I am bound to you : 

There is some saj) in this. 

Cam. A course more promising 

Than a wild dedication of yourselves 
To unpath’d w'atcrs, undream’d shores ; most certain. 
To miseries enough ; no hope to help you ; 

But, as you shake ofl'onc, to lake anotlier : 

N<»thiiig so certain us your anchors ; who 
Do their best office, if they can but stay you 
Where you’ll he loath to be : Besides, you know, 
Prosperity’s the very bond of love ; 

Whose fresh cc)mplexion and whose heart together 
Affliction alters. 

Per. One of these Is true : 

I think, affliction may subdue the cheek, 

But not take in * the mind. 

Cam. Yea, say you so ? 

There sliall not, at your father’s house, these seven 
years, 

Be born another such, 

Flo. My good Camillo, 

She is as forw ard of her breeding, as 
I’the rear of birth. 

Cam. I cannot say, ’tis pity 

She lacks instructions ; for she seems a mistress 
To most that teach. 

Per. Your pardon, sir, for this ; 

I’ll blush you thanks. 

Flo. My prettiest Perdita. 

But, O, the thorns we stand upon ! — Camillo, — 
Preserver of my father, now of me : 

’ The unexpected dbcovery made by Polixenes. 

1 ^ Conqjicr. 
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The inedicin 3 of our house ! — how shall we do? 1 
We are not furnish’d like Bohemia’s son ; ! 

Nor shall appear in Sicily 

Cam. My lord, 

Fear none of this ; I think, you know, my fortunes 

Do all lie there : it shall be so iny care 

To have you royally appointed, as if 

The scene you play, were mine. For instance, sir. 

That you may know you shall not want, — one word. 

[ They talk aside. 

Enter Autolycus. 

Aut. Ha, ha! nhat a fool honesty is ! and trust, 
bis s\vorn brother, a very simple gentleman I I have 
sold all my trumpery; not a counterfeit stone, not 
a riband, glass, j)omander^, biooch, table-book, 
ballad, knife, tape, glove, slioe-tye, bracelet, horn- 
ring, to keep my pack from fasting : they tfirong 
who should buy first; as if my trinkets had been 
hallowed, and brought a benediction to the buyer : 
by which means I saw v.hose ])urse was best in 
picture ; and, what I saw, to my good use, I remem- 
bered. My clown (who wants but something to be 
a reasonable man,) grew so in love w ith the song, 
that he would not stir his pettitoes, till he had botli 
tune and words ; which so drew the rest of the herd 
to me, that all tlieir other senses stuck in ears. 1 
would have filed keys off, that hung in chains : no 
hearing, no feeling, but my sir’s song, and admiring 
the nothing of it. So that, in this time of lethargy, 

I picked and cut most of their festival purses : and 
had not the old man come in with a whoobub 
against his daughter and the king’s son, and scared 
my choughs ^ from the chaff, I had not left a purse 
alive in the whole army. 

[Camillo, Florizel, and Perdita, come 
forward. 

Cam. Nay, but my letters by this means being there 
So soon as you arrive, shall clear tliat doubt. 

Elo, And those that you’ll procure from king 
Leontes, 

Cam. Shall satisfy your father. 

Per. Happy be you ! 

All, that you speak, shows fair. 

Cam. Who have w e here ? 

[iLVeemg Autolycus. 

We’ll make an instrument of this ; omit 
Nothing, may give us aid. 

Aut. If they have overheard me now, why 

hanging. [Aside. 

Cam. How now, good fellow ? Why shakest thou 
so? Fear not, man; here’s no harm intended to 
thee. 

Aut, I am a poor fellow, sir. 

Cam, Why, be so still ; here’s nobody will steal 
that from thee : Yet, for the outside of thy poverty, 
we m\ist make an exchange : therefore, disease tliee 
instantly, (thou must think, there’^ necessity in’t,) 
and change garments with this gentleman : Though 
the pennyworth, on his side, be the worst, yet hold 
thee, there’s some boot.® 

Aut. I am a poor fellow, sir : — I know ye well 
enough. [Aside. 

Cam. Nay, pr’ythee, despatch ; the gentleman is 
half flayed already. 

Aut. Are you in earnest, sir ? — I smell the trick 
of it — [Aside. 

3 Physician. 

♦ A little ball made of perfUmes, and worn to prevent 
infection in times of plague. 

B A bird resembling a jackdaw. 

« Something over and above. 


Flo, Despatch, I pr’ythee. 

Aut, Indeed I have had earnest ; but I cannot 
with conscience take it. 

Ca7}i, Unbuckle, unbuckle. — 

[Flo. and Autol. exchange garments. 
Fortunate mistress, — let my prophecy 
Come home to you — you must retire yourself 
Into some covert : take your sweetheart’s hat, 

And pluck it o’er your brows ; muffle your face ; 
Dismantle you : and as you can, dishken 
The truth of your ow n seeming ; that you may, 

( For I do fear eyes over you,) to shipboard 
Get undescried. 

Per. I see, tlie play so lies. 

That I must bear a i)art. 

Cam. No remedy. — 

Have you done there ? 

Flo. Should I now meet my father. 

He wmild not call me son. 

Cam. Nay, you shall have 

No hat: — Come, lady, come. — Farewx‘ll, my friend. 

Aut. Adieu, sir. 

Flo. O Perdita, what have we twain forgot ? 
Pray you, a w'ord. [They converse apart. 

Cam. What I do next, shall be, to tell the king. 

[Abide. 

Of this escape, and whither they are bound ; 
Wherein, my hope is, I shall so prevail. 

To force him after : in whose company 
1 shall review Sicilia ; for whose sight 
I liave a woman’s longing. 

Flo, Fortune speed us ! — 

Thus w'c set on, Camillo, to tlie sea-side. 

Cam. 'fhe swifter speed, the better. 

[Exeunt Flouizel, Perdita, and Camillo, 

Aut. 1 understand the business, I hear it ; To 
have an c)pen ear, a quick eye, and a nimble hand, is 
necessary for a cut-purse : a good nose is requisite 
also, to smell out work for the other senses. 1 see, 
this is the time tliat the unjust man doth thrive. 
What an exchange had this been, without boot? 
what a boot is here, with this exchange ? Sure, tlie 
gods do this year connive at us, and w-^e may do any 
tiling extempore. The prince liimself is about a piece 
of iniquity ; stealing away from his father, with liis 
clog at his heels : If I thouglit it were not a piece 
of honesty to acquaint the king withal, I would do’t : 
I hold it the more knavery to conceal it : and therein 
am I constant to my profession. 

Enter Clown and Shepherd. 

Aside, aside ; — here is more matter for a hot brain . 
Every lane’s end, every shop, church, session, hang- 
ing, yields a careful man work. 

Clo. See, see ; wdiat a man you arc now 1 there 
is no other way, but to tell the king she’s a change- 
ling, and none of your flesh and blood. 

Shep. Nay, but hear me, 

Clo. Nay, but hear me. 

Shep. Go to then. 

Clo. Slie being none of your flesh and blood, 
your flesh and blood has not offended the king ; 
and, so, your flesh and blood is not to he punished 
by liim. Show those things you found about her. 
■This being done, let the law go whistle ; I warrant 
you. 

Shep. I will tell the king all, every word, yea, 
and his son’s pranks too; who, I may say, is no 
1 honest man neither to his father, nor to me, to go 
I .-ihout to make me the king’s brother-in-law. 



Scenic III. 

(Vo. Indeed, brother-in-law was the furthest off i 
^ou could have been to him; and then your. blood 
iiad been the dearer, by 1 know how much an ounce. 

Jut. Very wisely ; pupiiies ! [^Aside. 

Shep. Well ; let us to the king: there is that in 
tliis fardel 7, will make him scratch his beard. 

Aut. X know not what impediment this complaint 
may be to the flight of ray master. 

do. ’Fray heartily he be at palace. 

Aut. Though I am not naturally honest, I am so 
sometimes by chance : — Let me pocket up iny 
pedler’s beard. — off' lufi false heard. ^ llovv 

now, rusticks? whither aie you bound i 

Slicp. 'I'o the palace, an it like your worship. 

Aut. Your aflairs tJiere? wiial? with wljom ? the 
condition of that fardel, the place of your dwelling, 
your names, your ages, of what having**, breeding, 
and any thing that is fitting to be known, discover. 

Cho We are but plain fellows, sir. 

Aut. A lie ; you are roiigli : Let me have no 
lying ; it becomes none but tradesmen, and they 
often give us soldiers the lie : but we pay them for 
it w ith stamjied coin, not stabbing steel ; therefore 
they do not give us the lie. 

do. Your worship hud like to have given us iine, 
if you had not taken yourself with the manner.^ 

She/). Are you a courtier, an’t like you, sii ? 

Aut. Whether it like me, or no, I am a courtier. 
Seest thou not the air of the court, in these enfold- 
ings? hath not my gait in it, tlie measure of the 
court? receives not thy nose court-odour from me? 
reflect I not on thy baseness, coint-contem])t ? 
Think’st thou, for that I insinuate, or toze ' from 
thee thy business, I am therefore no courtier? I am 
courtier cap-a-pe ; and one that will either push 
on, or pluck back thy business there : whereupon I 
command thee to open thy affair. 

S7iep. My business, sir, is to the king. 

Aut. What advocate hast thou to liini ? 

Shep. I know not, an’t like you. 

do. Advocate’s the court- word for a pheasant ; 
say, you have none, 

Shep. None, sir; I have no pheasant, cock nor hen. 

Aut. How bless’ d arc wc, that are not simjjle men! 
Yet nature might have made me as these are, 
Therefore I’ll not disdain. 

do. This cannot be but a great courtier. 

S/iep. His garments are rich, but he wears them 
not handsomely. 

do. He seems to be tlio more noble in being 
fantastical ; a great man, I’ll warrant ; 1 know, by 
the picking on’s teeth. 

Aul. TJie fardel there ? what’s i’ the fardel ? 
Wherefore that box ? 

Shep, Sir, there lies such secrets in this fardel, 
and box, which none must know hut the king ; 
and whicli he shall know w'ithin this hour, if I may 
come to the speech of him. 

Aut. Age, thou hast lost thy labour. 

Shep. Why, sir? 

Aut. The icing is not at the palace; he is gone 
aboard a new ship to purge melancholy, and air 
himself : For if thou be’st capable of things serious, 
thou must know, the king is full of grief. 

Shep. So *tis said, sir ; about his son, that should 
kave married a shepherd’s daughter. 

^ Aut. If that shepherd be not in hand-fast, let 
him fly j the curses he shall have, the tortures he 

' Bundle, parcel. « Estate, projjerty. 

* In the fact. * I cajole or lorce. 
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shall feel, will break the back of man, the heart of 

Clo. Think you so, sir ? 

Aut. Not he alone sliall suffer what wit can make 
heavy, and vengeance hitter; hut those that are 
germane ^ to him though removed fifty times, shall 
all come under the hangman : which though it be 
grcjit pity, yet it is necessary. An old sheep- 
whistling rogue, a ram-tender, to offer to have his 
daughter come into grace ! Some say, he shall he 
stoned ; but that death is too soft for him, say I : 
Draw our throne into a ‘sheep-cote ' all deatlis are 
too few, the sharpest too easy. 

do. Has the old man e’er a son, sir, do you hear, 
an’t like you, sir ? 

Aut. He has a son, who shall be flayed alive; 
then, ’nointed over with honey, set on the head of a 
wasp’s nest ; then stand, till he be three quarters 
and a dram dead ; then recovered again with aqua- 
vita*, or some other hot infusion • tl)en, law as he is, 
and in the Jioltest day prognostication proclaims'*, 
shall lie he set against a brick-wall, the sun looking 
with a southward eye upon him ; where he is to be- 
hold him, with flies blown to death. But w'hat talk 
we of tlicse traitorly rascals, w hose miseries are to 
he smiled at, their offences being so cajiital ? Tell 
1 me, (for you seem to be honest plain men,) w^hat 
you have to the king : being something gently con- 
sidered'*, I’ll bring you where lie is aboard, tender 
your persons to his presence, whisper him in your 
behalfs ; and, if it he in man, besides the king, to 
effect your suits, here is the man shall do it. 

do. He seems to be of great authority: close 
w’ith him, give him gold ; and though authority be 
a stubborn bear, yet he is oft led by the nose w ith 
gold ; show the inside of your purse to the outside 
of his hand, and no more ado : Ilemember stoned, 
and flayed alive. 

Shep. An’t please you, sir, to undertake the bu- 
siness for us, here is that gold I have : 1 11 make it 
as much more ; and leave this young man in pawai, 
till I bring it you. 

Aut. After 1 liave done what 1 promised ? 

Shep. Ay, sir. 

Ant. Well, give me the moiety; — Are you a 
party in this business ? 

Clo. In some sort, sir ; but though my case he a 
pitiful one, 1 hope I shall not be flayed out of it. 

Aut. O, that’s the case of the shepherd’s son ; — 
Hang him, he’ll be made an example. 

Clo. Comfort, good comfort: we must to the 
king, and show our strange sights ; he must know, 
*tis none of your daughter nor my sister ; we are 
gone else. Sir, 1 will give you as much as this old 
man does, when the business is performed ; and re- 
main, as he says, your jiawn, till it be brought you. 

Azit. I will trust you. Walk before toward the 
sea side; go on the right hand; I will but look 
upon the hedge, and follow you. 

Clo. We are blessed in this man, as I may say ; 
i even blessed. 

Shep. Let’s before, as he bids us : he was pro- 
vided to do us good. [^Exeunt Shepherd and Clown. 

Aut. If I had a mind to be honesty I see, fortune 
would not suffer me ; she drops booties in my mouth. 
I am courted now with a double occasion ; gold, 

I and a means to do the prince my master good ; 

1 which, who knows how that may turn back to my 

* Related. 3 The hottest day foretold in the almanack. 

* Being handsomely bribed. 


WINTER'S TALE. 



286 


WINTER’S TALE. 


Act V. 


advancement ? 1 will bring these two moles, tliesc 
blind ones, aboard him ; if he think it lit to shore 
them again, and that the complaint they have to the 
king concerns him nothing, let him call me, rogue. 


for being so far oflicioiis ; for I am proof against 
that title, and what shame else belongs to’t: To 
liim will I present them, there may be matter in it. 


ACT V. 


SCENE I. — Sicilia. A Room in the Palace of 
Leontes. ! 

Enter Lkovtes, Cleomenes, Dion, Paulina, and 
others. 

Cleo. Sir, you have dime enough, and have per- 
form’d 

A saint-like sorrow : no fault could you make. 
Which you have not redeem’d ; indeed paid down 
More penitence than done trc'-jiass : At the last, 

Do, as the heavens have done ; forget your evil ; 
With them, forgive yourself, 

Leon. Whilst I remember 

Her, and her virtues, I cannot forget 
My blemishes in them ; and so still think of 
The wrong I did myself: vhich was so much, 

^'liat heirless it hath made my kingdom ; and 
Destroy’d the sweet’st companion, that e’er man 
Bred his hopes out of. 

Pant. True, too true, my lord : 

If one by one, you wedded all the world. 

Or, from the all that are, took something good. 

To make a perfect woman j she you kill’d, 

Would be unparallel’d. 

J^eon* I think so. Kill’d ! 

She I kill’d? I did so ; but thou strik’st me 
Sorely, to say I did ; it is as bitter 
Upon thy tongue, as in my thought : Now, good 
now. 

Say so but seldom. 

Cleo. Not, at all, good lady : 

You might have spoken a thousand things that 
would 

Have done the time more benefit, and grac’d 
Your kindness better. 

Paul. You are one of those, 

Would have him wed again. 

Dion. If you would not so. 

You pity not the state, nor the remembrance 
Of his most sovereign dame ; consider little. 

What dangers, by his highness’ fail of issue. 

May drop upon his .kingdom, and devour 
Incertain lookers-on. What were more holy. 

Than to rejoice, the former queen is well? 

What holier, than, — for royalty’s repair. 

For present comfort and for future good, — 

To bless the bed of majesty again 
With a sweet fellow to’t ? 

paid* There is none worthy, 

Respecting her that’s gone. Besides, the gods 
Will have fulfill’d their secret purposes : 

For has not the divine Apollo said, 

Is’t not the tenour of his oracle, 

'Hiat king Leontes shall not have an heir. 

Till his lost child be found? which, that it shall, 

Is all as monstrous to our human reason, 

As my Antigonus to break his grave, 

And come again to me ; who, on my life. 

Did perish with tlie infant. ’Tis your counsel, 

My lord should to the heavens be contrary, 


Oppose against their wills. — Care not for issue ; 

[7’f> lil'ONThS. 

The crown will find an heir : Great Alexander 
Left his to the w orthiest ; so his successor 
Was like to be the best. 

J,eon. Ciood Paulina, — 

Who hast the memory of llermione, 

1 know in honour, — O, that e\er 1 
Had squar’d me to thy counsel ! — then, even now', 
I might have look’d upon my queen's fidl eyes ; 
Have taken treasuie from lier lips, 

Paul. And left them 

More rich, for what tliey yielded. 

Leon. Thou speak’st truth. 

No more such wives; tlierefore, no wife, one worse, 
And better us’d, would make her sainted spirit 
Again possess her corpse ; and, on this stage, 
(Where we oflenders now apjiear,) soul-vcx’d 
Begin, And why to 

Paul. Had she such ])ower, 

She had just cause. 

l>eoii She had ; and would incense me 

To murder her I married. 

Paul. I sliould so : 

Were I the ghost that walk’d, I’d bid you mark 
Her eye ; and tell me, for w'hat dull part in’t 
You chose her : then I’d shriek, that even your ears 
Should rift ’’ to hear me; and the words that follow'd 
Should be, Remember mine. 

Leon. Stars, very stars. 

And all eyes else dead coals ! — fear thou no w'ife, 
I’ll have no wife, Paulina. 

Paul. Will you sw'car 

Never to marry, but by my free leave ? 

Leon. Never, Paulina ; so be bless’d my spirit ! 

Paul* Then, good my lords, bear witness to his 
oath. 

Cko. You tempt him over-much. 

Paul. Unless another, 

As like llermione as is her picture, 

AftVont^ his eye. 

Cleo. Good madam, 

Paul. I have done. 

Yet, if my lord will marry, — if you will, sir, 

No remedy, but you will ; give mo the office 
To choose you a queen : she shall not be so young 
As was your former ; but she sliall be such. 

As, walk’d your first queen’s ghost, it should take joy 
To see her in your arms. 

Leon* My true Paulina, 

We shall not marry, till thou bidd’st us. 

Paul. That 

Shall be, when your first queen’s again in breath ; 
Never till then. 

Enter a Gentleman. 

Gent* One that gives out himself prince Florizel, 
Son of Polixenes, with his princess, (she 
The fairest I have yet beheld,) desires access 
To your high presence. 

> Split. 
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Scene 1 . 


WINTER’S TALE. 


287 


J,eon. What with him? he comes not 

Jjke to his father’s greatness : his approach, 

So out of circumstance, and sudden, tells us, 

‘ fis not a visitation fram’d, but forc’d 
13y need, and accident. What train? 

G('hl, But few, 

And those but mean, 

Leon. Ills princess, say you, with him? 

Gcnl. Ay; the most peerless piece of earth, I 
think, 

That e’er the sun shone bright on. 

Pan/. O Ilermione, 

As every present time dotii boast itself 
Above a better, gone ; so must thy grave 
(rive way to what’s seen now. Sir, you yourself 
Have said, and writ so, (hut your w’riting now 
]s colder tlian that theme,) S/ie /tad not /m:tt. 

Not tons not to />r ct/naZ/'d ; — thus your verse 
I'lovv’d with her beauty once ; ’tis shixwvdly ebb’d, 
I’o say, you have seen a better. 

(",(’nt. l*ardon, madam : 

The one I have almost forgot ; (jour pardon,) 

Tlie other, w’hen she has obtain’d jour eye. 

Will have j’our tongue too. This is such a creature, 
Woidd she begin a sect, might quench the zeal 
Of all professors else ; make jiioselytes 
Of who she but bid follow. 

Pan/. I low ? not women ? 

Gant. Women will love her, that she is a woman 
More worth than any man ; men, that she is 
Tlu‘ rarest of all w'oineii. 

Leon. Go, Cloomenes: 

Yourself, assisted with your honour’d friends, 

Bring them to our embracement. — Still ’lis strange, 
[Exeunt Clkomenes, Lords, and Gentleman. 
He thus should steal upon us. 

Pan/. Had our ])rince, 

(Jewel of children,’) seen this hour, he had pair’d 
Well with this lord ; there was not full a month 
Between their births. 

Leoti. IVythee, no more ; thou know'’st, 

He dies to me agani, when talk’d of: sure, 

When 1 sliall see this gentleman, thy speeches 
Will bring me to consider that, which may 
Uiifurnish me of reason, — They are come. 

He- enter Cleomenes, with Feorizel, Perdita, 
and Attendants. 

Your mother was most true to wedlock, prince ; 

For she did print your royal father oil, 

Conceiving jmu : Were I hut tw'onty-one, 

^"our father’s image is so hit in you, 

His very air, that I should call you brother, 

As I did him ; and speak of something, wildly 
By us perfonn’d before. Most dearly w'elcome ! 
And your fair princess, goddess ! — (), alas ! 

I lost a couple, that ’twixt heaven and earth 
Might thus have stood, begetting wonder, as 
You, gracious couple, do ! and then I lost 
(All mine own folly,) the society, 

Amity too, of your brave father ; whom, 

Though bearing misery, I desire my life 
Once more to look upon. 

E/o. By his command 

Have I here touch’d Sicilia: and from liim 
Give you all greetings, that a king, at friend, 

Can send his brother : and, but infirmity 
(Which waits upon worn times,) hath somctliing 
seiz’d 

His wish’d ability, he had himself 


The lands and waters ’twixt your throne and his 
Measur’d, to look ujion you ; wliom he loves 
(He baric me say so,) more tlian all the scepters, 
And those that bear them, living, 

I. eon. O, my brother, 

( Good gentleman) the wrongs T have done thee, stir 
Afresh within mo ; and these thy offices, 

So rarely kind, arc as interpreters 
Of my bchind-hand slackness ! — Welcome hither. 
As is the spring to the e.arth. And hath he too 
Expos’d this paragon to the fearful usage 
(At least, ungentle,) of the dreadful Neptune, 

To greet a man, not worth her pains ; much less 
The adventure of her person ? 

F/o. Good tny lord. 

She came from Libya. 

J. eotu Where the warlike Sinai us, 

That noble honour’d lord, is fear’d, and lov’d ? 

E/o. Most royal sir, from thence: from him, whose 
daughter 

His tears proclaim’d his, parting wdth her : thence 
(A prosperous south- w'ind friendly,) we have cross’d, 
'I’o execute the charge my father gave me. 

For visiting your highness : My best train 
I have from your Sicilian shores dismiss’d ; 

Wiio for Bohemia bend, to signify 
Not only my success in Libya, sir. 

But mj' anival, and my w'ife’s in safety 
Here, where we are. 

l.eo:i. The blessed gods 

Purge all infection from our air, whilst you 
Do climate here ’ You have a holy father, 

A graceful gentleman ; against whose person, 

So sacied as it is, I have done sin : 

For which the heavens, taking angry note. 

Have left me issuelcss ; and your father’s bless’d, 
(As he from heaven merits it,) with you, 

Woithy his goodness. What might I have been, 
Might I a son and daughter now have look’d on. 
Such goodly things as you ? 

Enter a I.ord. 

L( (1. Most noble sir, 

'riiat which I shall re])ort, will bear no credit. 

Were not the })roof so nigh. Please you, great sir, 
Bohemia greets you from himself, by me : 

Desires you to attach ^ his son ; w-ho has 
(His dignity and duly both cast off’,) 

Fled from his father, from his hopes, and with 
A shepherd’s daughter. 

Leon. Where’s Bohemia? speak. 

Lord. Here in the city ; I now came from him ; 
I speak amazedly ; and it becomes 
My marvel, and my message. To your court 
Whiles he w\as hast’ning, (in the chase, it seems, 

Of this fair couple,) meets he on the way 
I'lie father of this seeming lady, and 
Her brother, having both their country quitted 
With this young prince. 

F/o. Camillo has betray’d me ; 

Whose honour, and whose honesty, till now, 
Endur’d all w'^eathers. 

Lord. Lay’t so, to his charge ; 

He’s with the king your father. 

Leon. Who? Camillo? 

Lord. Camillo, sir ; I spake with him ; who now 
Has these poor men in question. ® Never saw I 
Wretches so quake : they kneel, they kiss the earth ; 
Forswear themselves as often as they speak : 

[ 7 Seize, arrest. « Conversation. 
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Bohemia stops his ears, and threatens them 
With divers deaths in death. 

Per* O, my poor father ! — 

The heaven set spies upon us, will not have 
Our contract celebrated. 

J*eon. You are married ? 

Flo. We are not, sir, nor are we like to be ; 

The stars, I see, will kiss the valleys first : — 

I'he odds for high and low’s alike. 9 

Leon. My lord, 

Is this the daughter of a king ? 

Flo. She is, 

When once she is my wife. 

Leoti. That once, I see, by your good father’s 
speed, 

Will come on very slowly. 1 am sorry. 

Most sorry, you have broken from his liking, 

Where you were tied in duty ; and as sorry, 

Your choice is not so rich in worth as beauty. 

That you might well enjoy her. 

Flo. Dear, look up : 

Though fortune, visible an enemy, 

Siiould chase us, with my father ; power no jot 
Hath she, to change our loves. — ’Beseech you, sir, 
Komember since you ow’d no more to time 
Than I do now ; with thought of such attections. 
Step forth mine advocate ; at your request. 

My father will grant precious things, as trifles. 

Leon. Would he do so, I’d beg your precious 
mistress. 

Which he counts but a trifle. 

Pmd. Sir, my liege, 

Your eye hath too much youth in’t ; not a month 
’Fore your queen died, she w'as more worth such 
gazes, 

Than what you look on now. 

Leon. I thought of her. 

Even in these looks I made. — But your petition 

[To Flokizel. 

Is yet unanswer’d ; I will to your father ; 

Your honour not o’erthrown by your desites, 

I am a friend to them, and you ; upon which errand 
I now go toward him ; therefore, follow me. 

And mark what way I make : Come, good my lord. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE II. — Before the Palace. 

Enter Autolvcus and a Gentleman. 

Aut. ’Beseech you, sir, were you present at this 
relation ? 

1 Getit. I was by at the opening of the fardel, 
heard the old shepherd deliver the manner how he 
found it : whereupon, after a little amazedness, we 
were all commanded out of the chamber ; only this 
methought I heard the shepherd say, he found the 
child. 

Aut. I would most gladly know the issue of it. 

1 Gent. 1 make a broken delivery of the business; 
-—But the changes I perceived in the king, and 
Camillo, were very notes of admiration : they seemed 
almost, with staring on one another, to tear the 
cases of their eyes ; there was speech in their dumb- 
ness, language in their very gesture ; they looked, 
as they had heard of a world ransomed, or one de- 
stroyed : A notable passion of wonder appeared in 
them : but the wisest beholder, that knew no more 
but seeing, could not say, if the importance ^ were 
joy, or sorrow : but in the extremity of the one, it 
must needs be. 

9 A quibble on the false dice so called. 

> Ihe thing imported. 


Entet' another Gentleman. 

Here comes a gentleman, that, happily, knows more : 
The news, llogero? 

2 Gent. Nothing but bonfires : The oracle is ful.. 
filled ; the king’s daughter is found ; such a deal 
of wonder is broken out witJiin this hour, that bal- 
lad-makers cannot be able to expr^s it. 

Enter a third Gentleman. 

Here comes the lady Paulina’s steward ; he can de- 
liver you more. — How goes it now, sir? this news, 
which is called true, is so like an old tale, tliat the 
verity of it is in strong suspicion : Has the king found 
his heir? 

3 Gent. Most true ; if ever truth were pregnant 
by circumstance : ' that which you hear, you’ll 
swear you see, there is such unity in the proofs. 
The mantle of queen llerrnione : — her jewel about 
the neck of it: — the letters of Antigonus, found 

with it, which they know to be his character : 

the majesty of the creature, in resemblance of the 
mother ; — the affection - of nobleness, which nature 
shows above her breeding, — - and many other evi- 
dences, proclaim her, wuth all certainty, to be the 
king’s daughter. Did you sec the meeting of tlie 
two kings ? 

2 Gent. No. 

3 Gent. Tlien have you lost a siglit, which was 
to be seen, cannot be sjioken of. Tlieie might you 
have beheld one joy crown another ; so, and in such 
manner, that it seemed, sorrow wept to take leave 
of them ; for their joy w aded in tears. There was 
casting up of eyes, holding up of hands ; with 
countenance of such distraction, that they were to 
be known by garment, not by favour, 3 Our king, 
being ready to leap out of himself for joy of his 
found daughter ; as if that joy were now become a 
loss, cries, 0, til!/ mother, tin/ mother ! then asks 
Bohemia forgiveness ; then embraces liisson-in-law^; 
then again worries he his daughter, with clipping •* 
her ; now he thanks the old shepherd, wdiicli stands 
by, like a w'cather-bcaten conduit of many kings’ 
reigns. I never heard of such another encounter, 
which lames report to follow it, and undoes tle- 
scription to do it. 

2 Gent. What, pray you, became of Antigonus, 
that carried hence the child ? 

3 Gent. Like an old tale still ; which will have 
matter to rehearse, though credit be asleep, and not 
an ear open : He was torn to pieces w ith a bear ■ 
this avouches the shepherd’s son ; who has not only 
his innocence (which seems much) to justify him, 
but a handkerchief, and rings, of his, that I^auliiia 
knows. 

1 Gent. What became of bis bark, and his fol- 
lowers ? 

3 Gent. Wreck’d, the same instant of their mas- 
ter’s death ; and in the view of the shejiherd : sg that 
all the instruments, which aided to expose the chihl, 
were even then lost, when it was found. But, O, 
the noble combat, that, ’twixt joy and sorrow, w'as 
fought in Paulina ! She had one eye declined for 
the loss of her husband ; another elevated that tlie 
oracle was fulfilled : She lifted the Princess from 
the earth ; and so locks her in embracing, as if she 
would pin her to her heart, that slie might no more 
be in danger of losing. 

« Disposition or quality. 3 Countenance, features. 

s Embracing. 
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1 Gent, The dignity of this act was worth the 
audience of kings and princes ; for by such was it 
acted. 

3 Gent, One of the prettiest touches of all, and 
that which angled for mine eyes (caught the water, 
though not the fish,) was, when at the relation of 
the queen’s death, with the manner how she came 
to it, (bravely confessed, and lamented by the king,) 
how attentiveness wounded his daughter : till, from 
one sign of dolour to another, she did, with an alas ! 
I would fain say, bleed tears ; for, I am sure, my 
heart wept blood. Who was most marble there, 
changed colour; some swooned, all sorrowed: if 
all the world could have seen it, the woe had been 
universal. 

1 Gent, Are they returned to the court ? 

3 Gent, No : the princess hearing of her mother’s 
statue, wliich is in the keeping of Paulina, — a piece 
many years in l^ing, and now newly performed by 
that rare Italian master, Julio Romano; who, had 
he himself eternity, and could put breath into his 
work, would beguile nature of her custom, so per- 
fectly he is her ape : he so near to Hermione hath 
done Hermione, that, they say, one would speak to 
her, and stand in hope of answer : tliither with all 
greediness of affection, are they gone; and there 
they intend to sup. 

2 Gent, 1 thought, she had some great matter 
there in hand ; for she hath pnvately, twice or 
thrice a day, ever since the death of Hermione, 
visited that removed house. Shall we thither, and 
with our company piece the rejoicing? 

1 Gent, Who would be thence, that has the be- 
nefit of access? every wink of an eye, some new 
grace will be born ; our absence makes us untlirifty 
to our knowledge. Let’s along. 

[Exeunt Gentlemen. 

^ut. Now, had I not the dash of my former life 
in me, would preferment drop on my head. I 
brought the old man and his son aboard the prince ; 
told him, I heard him talk of a fardel, and I know 
not what: but he at that time, over-fond of the 
shepherd’s daughter, (so he then took her to be,) 
who began to be much sea-sick, and himself little 
better, extremity of weather continuing, this mys- 
tery remained undiscovered. But ’tis all one to me : 
for had I been the finder-out of this secret, it w'ould 
not have relished among my other discredits. 

Enter Shepherd and Clown. 

Here come those I have done good to against 
my will, and already appearing in the blossoms of 
their fortune. 

Shep, Come, boy ; I am past more children; but 
thy sons and daughters will be all gentlemen born, 

Clo, You are well met, sir : You denied to fight 
with me this other day, because I was no gentleman 
born : See you these clothes ? say, you see them 
not, and think me still no gentleman born : you 
were best say, these robes are not gentlemen born. 
Give me the lie ; do ; and try whether I am not 
now a gentleman bom. 

•dut, I know, you are now, sir, a gentleman born. 

Clo, Ay, and have been so any time these four 
hours. 

Shep, And so have I, boy, 

Clo, So you have : — but I was a gentleman born 
before my father : for the king’s son took me by the 
b^nd, and called me, brother: and then the two 
kings called my father, brother; and then the 


prince, my brother, and the princess, my sister, 
called my father, father; and so we wept: and 
there was the first gentleman-like tears that ever 
we shed. 

Shep. We may live, son, to shed many more. 

Clo. Ay ; or else ’twere hard luck, being in so 
preposterous estate as we are. 

Aut, I humbly beseech you, sir, to pardon me all 
the faults I have committed to your worship, and 
to give me your good report to the prince my 
master. 

Shep. Pr’ytliee, son, do ; for we must be gentle, 
now we are gentlemen. 

Clo, Thou wilt amend thy life ? 

Aut. Ay, an it like your good worship. 

Clo. Give me thy hand: 1 will swear to the 
prince, tliou art as honest a true fellow as any is in 
Bohemia. — Hark ! the kings and the princes, our 
kindred, are going to see the queen’s picture. Come, 
follow us : we’ll be thy good masters. [Exeunt. 

SCENE III. — A Room in Paulina’^ House. 

Enter Leontes, Polixenes, Florizei., Perdita, 
Camillo, Paulima, Lords, and Attendants. 

Leon* O grave and good Paulina, the great comfort 
That I have had of thee ! 

Paul. W’hat, sovereign sir, 

I did not well, I meant well : All my services, 

You have paid home ; but that you have vouchsaf'd 
With your crown’d brother, and these your con- 
tracted 

Heirs of your kingdoms, my poor house to visit, 

It is a surplus of your grace, which never 
My life may last to answer. 

Leon. O Paulina, 

We honour you wdth trouble : But we came 
To see the statue of our queen : your gallery 
Have we pass’d through, not without much content 
In many singularities ; but we saw not 
That which ray daughter came to look upon, 

■’rhe statue of her mother. 

Paul. As she liv’d peerless. 

So her dead likeness, I do well believe, 

Excels whatever yet you look’d upon. 

Or hand of man hath done ; therefore I keep it 
Lonely, apart : But here it is : prepare 
To see the life as lively mock’d, as ever 
Still sleep mock’d .death : behold; and say, *tis well. 

[Paulina undraws a Curtain, and discovers 
a Statue. 

I like your silence, it the more shows off 
Your wonder : But yet speak ; — • first, you, my 
liege. 

Comes it not something near? 

Leon. Her natural posture ! •— 

Chide me, dear stone ; that I may say, indeed. 
Thou art Hermione : or, rather, thou art she, 

In thy not chiding ; for she was as tender, 

As infancy, and grace. — But yet, Paulina, 
Hermione was not so much wrinkled ; nothing 
So aged, as this seems. 

Pol, O, not by much. 

Paul, So much the more our carver’s excel- 
lence ; 

Which lets go by some sixteen years, and makes her 
As she liv’d now. 

Leon,. As now she might have done, 

I So much to my good comfort, as it is 
I Now piercing to my soul. O, thus she stood, 

TT 
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Even with such life of majesty^ (warm life, 

As now it coldly stands,) when first I woo’d lier ! 

I am asham’d : Does not the stone rebuke me, 

For being more stone than it ? — O, royal piece. 
There’s magick in thy majesty ; which has 
My evils conjur’d to remembrance ; and 
From thy admiring daughter took tlie spirits, 
Standing like stone witli thee ! 

Per. And give me leave ; 

And do not say, ’tis superstition, that 
I kneel, and then implore her blessing. — Lady, 
Dear queen, that ended when I but began, 

Give me that hand of yours, to kiss. 

Paul. O, patience ; 

The statue is but newly fix’d, the colour’s 
Not dry. 

Cam. My lord, your sorrow w'as too sore laid on 
Which sixteen winters cannot blow away. 

So many summers, dry : scai ce any joy 
Did ever so long live ; no sorrow. 

But kill’d itself much sooner. 

Pol. Dear my brother, 

Let liim, that was the cause of this, have power 
To take off so much grief from you, as he 
Will piece up in himself. 

Paul. Indeed, my loid, 

If I had thought the sight of my poor image 
Would thus have wrought you, (for the stone is 
mine,) 

I’d not have show’d it. 

Leon. Do not draw the curtain. 

Paul. No longer shall you gaze on’t ; lest your 
fancy 

May tliink anon, it moves. 

Leon. Let be, let be. 

Would I were dead, but that, methinks already — 
What was he, that did make it ? — See, my lord, 
Would you not deem, it breath’d ? and tiiat those 
veins 

Did verily bear blood ? 

Pol. Masterly done : 

The very life seems warm upon her lip. 

Leon. The fixurc of her eye has motion in’t 
we are mock’d with art. 

Paul. I’ll draw the curtain ; 

My lord’s almost so far transported, that 
lie’ll think anon, it lives. 

Leon, O s'weet Paulina, 

Make me to think so twenty years together ; 

No settled senses of the world can match 
The pleasure of that madness. Left alone. 

Paul. I am sorry, sir, I have thus far stirr’d you : 
but 

I could afflict you further. 

Leon, Do, Paulina; 

For this affliction has a taste as sweet 
As any cordial comfort. — Still, metliinks, 

There is an air comes from her : What fine chizzel 
Could ever yet cut breath? Let no man mock 
me. 

For I will kiss her. 

Paul. Good my lord, forbear : 

The ruddiness upon her lip is wet ; 

You’ll mar it, if you kiss it ; stain your own 
With oily painting : Shall I draw the curtain ? 
Lem, No, not these twenty years. 

Per» So long could I 

Stand by) a looker on. 

Paul, Either forbear, 

As if. 


Quit presently the chapel ; or resolve you 
For more amazement ; If you can behold it, 

I’ll make the statue move indeed ; descend, 

And take you by the hand : but then you’ll think, 
(Wliich I protest against,) I am assisted 
By wicked powers. 

Leon. What you can make her do, 

I am content to look on : what to speak 
I am content to hear : for ’tis as easy 
To make her speak, as move. 

Paul. It is requir’d 

You do awake your faith : Then, all stand still ; 

Or those, that think it is unlawful business 
I am about, let them depju t. 

Leon. Proceed ; 

No foot shall stir. 

Paul. Musick ; awake her ; strike 

[Musick. 

’Tis time ; descend ; be stone no more : approach . 
Strike all that look upon with marvel. Come ; 

I’ll fill your grave up ; stir ; nay, come away ; 
Bequeath to death your numbness, for from him 
Dear life redeems you. — You perceive she stirs : 

[IIfkmione comes doivn from the Pedestal. 
Start not : her actions shall be holy, as. 

You hear, my spell is lawful . do not shun her. 
Until you sec her die again ; for then 
You kill her double ; Nay, present your hand : 
Wlien she was young, you woo’d her; now, in 
agt', 

Is she become the suitor. 

Leon. O, she’s w’ann ! [Embracing her. 

If this be magick, let it be an art 
Lawful as eating. 

Pol. Slie embraces Iiim. 

Cam. She hangs about his neck ; 

If she pertain to life, let her speak too. 

Pol. Ay, and make’t manifest where she has 
liv’d, 

Or, how' stolen from the dead ? 

Paul. That she is living, 

Were it but told you, should he hooted at 
Like an old tale ; but it appears, she lives 
Though yet she speak not. Mark a little while. — 
Please you to interpose, fair madam ; kneel. 

And pray your mother’s blessing. — Turn, good 
lady ; 

Our Perdita is found. 

[Presenting Perdita, who kneels to 
IIermione. 

Her, You gods, look down. 

And from your sacred vials pour your graces 
Upon my daughter’s head ! — Tell me, mine own, 
Where hast thou been preserv’d ? where liv’d ? how 
found 

Thy father’s court ? for thou shalt hear, that I, — 
Knowing by Paulina, that the oracle 
Gave hope thou wast in being, — have preserv’d 
Myself, to see the issue. 

Paul. There’s time enough for that ; 

Lest they desire, upon tliis push, to trouble 
Your joys with like relation. — Go together. 

You precious winners all ; your exultation 
Partake to every one. I, an old turtle, 

Will wing me to some wither’d bough ; and there 
My mate, that’s never to be found again, 

I Lament till I am lost. 

! Leon, O peace, Paulina ; 

Thou shouldst a husband take by my consent, 

As I by thine, a wife : this is a match, 
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Anti made belwcen’s by vows. Thou hast found 
mine ; 

But how, is to be question’d : for I saw her, 

As I thought, dead ; and have, in vain, said many 
A jirayer upon her grave : I’ll not seek far 
(For him, I partly know his mind,) to find thee 
An honoural)le husband : — Come, tkmillo. 

And take her by tiie hand : wdiose wortli, and 
honesty, 

Is richly noted ; and here justified 

By us a pair of kings. — Let’s from this place. — 


What ? — Look upon my brother : — both your 
pardons. 

That e’er I put between your holy looks 
My ill suspicion. — This your son-in-law, 

And son unto the king, (whom heavens directing,) 
Is troth-plight to your daughter, — Good Paulina, 
Lead us from hence ; where we may leisurely 
liLach one demand, and answer to his part 
Perform’d in this wide gap of time, since first 
We were dissevered : Hastily lead away. 

[^Exeu7it, 
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SCENE, Ephesus. 


ACT I. 


SCENE I. — A Hall in the Duke’i Palace, 

Enter Duke, .Eoeon, Gaoler, Officers, and other 
Attendants, 

Mge. Proceed, Solinus, to procure my fall, 

And, by the doom of death, end woes and all, 
Duke, Merchant of Syracusa, plead no more ; 

I am not partial to infringe our laws : 

The eimiity and discord, which of late 
Sprung from the rancorous outrage of your duke 
To merchants, our well dealing countrymen, — 
Who, wanting gilders * to redeem their lives, 

Have seal’d his rigorous statutes with their bloods, — 
Excludes all pity from our threat’ning looks, 

For, since the mortal and intestine jars 
*Twixt thy seditious countrymen and us, 

It hath in solemn synods been decreed, 

Both by the Syracusans and ourselves, 

To admit no traffick to our adverse towns : « 

Nay, more, 

If any born at Ephesus, be seen 
At any Syracusan marts and fairs ; 

Again, If any Syracusan born, 

Come to the bay of Ephesus, he dies. 

His goods confiscate to the duke’s dispose ; 

Unless a thousand marks be levied, 

To quit the penalty, and to ransome him. 

Thy substance valued at the highest rate, 

Cannot amount unto a hundred marks ; 

Therefore, by law thou art condemn’d to die. 

JEge* Yet this my comfort; when your words 
are done, 

My woes end likewise with the evening sun. 

1 Name of a coin. 


Duke. Well, Syracusan, say, in brief, the cause 
Why thou departedst from thy native home ; 

And for what cause thou cam’st to Ephesus. 

JEge. A heavier task could not have been impos’d 
Than I to speak my griefs unspeakable : 

Yet, that the world may witness, that my end 
Was wrought by nature, not by vile offence, 

I’ll utter what my sorrow gives me leave. 

In Syracusa w'as I born ; and w'ed 
Unto a woman, happy but for me. 

And by me too, had not our hap been bad. 

With her I liv’d in joy ; our wealth increas'd, 

By prosperous voyages I often made 
To Epidamnum, till my factor’s death ; 

And he (great care of goods at random left) 

Drew me from kind embracements of my spouse : 
From whom my absence was not six months old, 
Before herself (almost at fainting under 
The pleasing punishment that women bear,) 

Had made provision for her following me, 

And soon, and safe, arrived where I was. 

There she had not been long, but she became 
A joyful mother of two goodly sons ; 

And which was strange, the one so like the other, 
As could not be distinguished but by names. 

That very hour, and in the self-same inn, 

A poor mean woman was delivered 
Of such a burden, male twins, both alike ; 

Those, for their parents were exceeding poor, 

1 bought, and brought up to attend my sons. 

My wife, not meanly proud of two such boys, 
Made daily motions for our home return ; 
Unwilling I agreed ; alas, too soon. 

We came aboard : 
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A league from Epidamnum had we sail’d, 

Before the always-wind-obeying deep 
Gave any tragic instance of our harm ; 

But longer did we not retain much hope ; 

For what obscured light the heavens did grant 
Did but convey unto our fearful minds 
A doubtful warrant of immediate death ; 

Which, though myself would gladly have embraced. 
Yet the incessant weepings of my wife, 

Weeping before for what she saw must come. 

And piteous plainings of the pretty babes. 

That mourn’d for fashion, ignorant what to fear. 
Forc’d me to seek delays for them and me. 

And this it was, — for other means was none. — 
The sailors sought for safety by our boat. 

And left the ship, then sinking-ripe, to us : 

My wife, more careful for the elder Ijorn, 

Had fasten’d him unto a small spare mast. 

Such as sea-faring men provide for storms ; 

To him one of the other twins was bound, 

Whilst I had been like heedful of the other. 

The children thus dispos’d, my wife and I, 

Fixing our eyes on whom our care was fix’d, 
Fasten’d ourselves at either end the mast ; 

And floating straight, obedient to the stream. 

Were carried towards Corinth, as we thought. 

At length the sun, gazing upon the earth. 

Dispers’d those vapours that offended us ; 

And, by the benefit of his wish’d light. 

The seas wax’d calm, and we discover’d 
Two ships from far making amain to us, 

Of Corinth that, of Epidaurus this : 

But ere they ctime, — O, let me say no more ! 
Gather the sequel by that went before. 

Duke. Nay, forward, old man, do not break off so ; 
For we may pity, though not pardon thee. 

^ge. O, had the gods done so, I had not now 
Worthily term’d them merciless to us ! 

For, ere the ships could meet by twice five leagues. 
We were encounter’d by a mighty rock ; 

Which being violently borne upon. 

Our helpful ship was splitted in the midst, 

So that, in this unjust divorce of us, 

Fortune had left to both of us alike 
What to delight in, wliat to sorrow for. 

Her part, poor soul ! seeming as burdened 
With lesser weight, but not with lesser w'oe. 

Was carried with more speed before the wind ; 

And in our sight they three were taken up 
By fishermen of Corinth, as we thought. 

At length, another ship had seiz’d on us ; 

And, knowing whom it was their hap to save. 

Gave helpful welcome to their shipwreck’d guests ; 
And would have reft ’’ the fishers of their prey. 
Had not their bark been very slow of sail, 

And therefore homeward did they bend their 
course, — 

Tlius have you heard me sever’d from my bliss ; 
That by misfortunes was my life prolong’d, 

To tell sad stories of my own mishaps. 

Duke. And, for the sake of them thou sorrowest 
for, 

Do me the favour to dilate at full 

What hath befall’n of them, and thee, till now. 

My youngest boy, and yet my eldest care. 
At eighteen years became inquisitive 
^ter his brother ; and importun’d me, 

^at his attendant, (for his case was like. 

Reft of his brother, but retain’d his name,) 

^ Bereft, deprived. 


Might bear him company in the quest of him : 
Whom whilst I labour’d of a love to see 
I hazarded the loss of whom I lov’d. 

Five summers have I spent in furthest Greece, 
Roaming clean 3 through the bounds of Asia, 

And, coasting homeward, came to Ephesus ; 
Hopeless to find, yet loth to leave unsought. 

Or that, or any place that harbours men. 

But here must end the story of my life ; 

And happy were I in my timely death. 

Could all my travels warrant me they live. 

Duke. Hapless iEgeon, whom the fates have 
mark’d 

To bear the extremity of dire mishap ! 

Now, trust me, were it not against our laws. 
Against my crown, my oath, my dignity, 

Which princes, would they, may not disannul. 

My soul should sue as advocate for thee. 

But, though thou art adjudged to the death, 

And passed sentence may not be recall’d, 

But, to our honour’s great disparagement, 

Yet will I favour thee in what I can : 

Therefore, merchant, I’ll limit thee this day 
To seek thy help by beneficial help ; 

Try all the friends thou hast in Ephesus ; 

Beg thou, or borrow, to make up the sum. 

And live ; if not, then thou art doom’d to die : — 
Gaoler, hike him to thy custody. 

Gaol. I will, my lord. 

^ge. Hopeless, and helpless, doth JEgeon wend% 
But to procrastinate his lifeless end. {Exeunt. 

SCENE ll.^Apuhlick Place. 

Enter Antipholus and Dromio (f Syracuse, and a 
Merchant. 

Mer. Therefore, give out, you are of Epidamnum 
Lest that your goods too soon be confiscate. 

This very day, a Syracusan merchant 
Is apprehended for arrival here ; 

And, not being able to buy out his life. 

According to the statute of the town, 

Dies ere the weary sun set in the west. 

There is your money tJ»at I had to keep. 

Ant. S. Go bear it to the Centaur, where w'C host, 
And stay there, Dromio, till I come to thee. 

Within this hour it will be dinner-time : 

Till that I’ll view the manners of the town. 

Peruse the traders, gaze upon the buildings. 

And then return, and sleep within mine inn ; 

For with long travel I am stiff and weary. 

Get thee away. 

Dro. S. Many a man would take you at your wordj^ 
And go indeed, having so good a mean. 

[Exit Dro. S. 

Ant. S. A trusty villain sir; that very oft. 
When I am dull with care and melancholy. 
Lightens my humour with his merry jests. 

What, will you walk with me about the town. 

And tlien go to my inn, and dine w'ith me ? 

Mer. I am invited, sir, to certain merchants. 
Of whom I hope to make much benefit ; 

I crave your pardon. Soon, at five o’clock. 

Please you. I’ll meet with you upon the mart, 

And afterwards consort you till bed-time ; 

My present business calls me from you now'. 

Ant. S. Farewell till then : 1 will go lose myselli 
And wander up and down, to view tlie city. 

Clear, completely. < Go. 

'• i. r, Seivaiit. 
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Mer* Sir, I commend you to your own content. | 
[Mrit Merchant. 

Ant* S. He tliat commends me to mine own con- 
tent, 

Commends me to the thing I cannot get. 

I to the world am like a drop of water, 

That in the ocean seeks another drop ; 

Who, failing there to find his fellow forth, 

Unseen, inquisitive, confounds Inmsclf ; 

So I, to find a mother, and a brother, 

In quest of them, unhappy, lose myself. 

Enter Drojuo of Ephesus. 

Here comes the almanack of my true date, — 

What now ? How chance, then art return’d so soon ? 
JDro, E. Return’d so soon ! rather approach’d too 
late : 

The capon burns, tlie pig falls from the spit ; 

The clock has strucken twelve upon the bell, 

My mistress made it one upon my cheek : 

She is so hot, because the meat is cold ; 

The meat is cold, because you come not home ; 

You come not home, because you have no stomach ; 
You have no stomach, having broke your fast ; 

Rut we, tliat know what ’tis to fast and pray, 

Are penitent for your default to-day. 

Ant* S. Stop in your wind, sir; tell me this, I 
pray ; 

Where have you left the money that I gave you ? 
Ero. E. O, — sixpence, that I had o’ Wednesday 
last. 

To pay the saddler for my mistress’ crupper; — 

The saddler had it, sir, I kept it not. 

Ant. S . I am not in a sportive humour now : 

Tell me, and dally not, wljcrc is the money ? 

We being strangers here, how dar’st thou trust 
So great a charge from thine own custody? 

Dro. E. I pray you, jest, sir, as you sit at dinner : 

I from my mistress come to you in post ; 

If I return, I shall be post indeed ; 

For she will score your fault upon my pate. 
Methinks, your maw, like mine, should be your 
clock, 

And strike you home without a messenger. 


ACT 


SCENE I, — A publick Place* 

Enter Adriana and Luciana. 

Adr* Neither my husband, nor the slave return’d, 
That in such haste I sent to seek his master ! 

Sure, Luciana, it is two o’clock, 

Luc. Perhaps, some merchant hath invited him, 
And from the mart he’s somewhere gone to dinner. 
Good sister, let us dine, and never fret : 

A man is master of his liberty : 

Time is their master ; and, when they see time, 
They’ll go, or come : if so, be patient, sister. 

Adr. Why should their liberty tlian ours be more ? 
Luc. Because their business still lies out o’door. 
Adr, Look, when I serve him so, he takes it ill. 
Luc. O, know, he is the bridle of your will. 
Adr. There’s none but i^ses will be biridl6(T so. 
Luc, Why headstrong liberty is lash’d with n oc. 
There’s notliing situate under heaven’s eye, 

But hath his bound, in eartli, in sea, in sky : 


Act 1L 

Ant. S. Come, Dromio, come, these jests are out 
of season ; 

Reserve them till a merrier hour than this ; 

Where is the gold I gave in charge to thee ? 

Ero. E. To me, sir ? why you gave no gold to me, 
AfU. S. Come on, sir knave, have done your fool- 
ishness. 

And tell me, liow thou hast dispos’d thy charge. 
Ero. E. My charge was but to fetch you from the 
mart 

Home to your house, tlie Phoenix, sir, to dinner ; 
My mistress, and her sister, stay for you. 

Ant. S. Now, as I am a cluistian, answer me. 

Til what sjife place you have bestow’d my money ; 
Or I shall break that merr)’^ sconce ^ of yours, 

'J'hat stands on tricks when T am undispos’d : 

Where is the thousand marks thou hadst of me ? 

Ero. E. I have some marks of yours upon my pate. 
Some of my mistress’ marks upon my shoulders, 
But not a thousand marks between you both. — 

If I should pay your worship those again, 
Perchance, you will not bear them patiently* 

Ant. S. Thy mistress’ maiks ! what mistress, slave, 
hast thou ? 

Ef'o. E. Your worship’s ivife, my mistress at the 
Phamix : 

She that doth fast, till you come home to dinner. 
And prays, that you will hie you home to dinner. 
Ant. S. What, wilt thou llout me thus unto my 
face, 

Being forbid ? There, take you that, sir knave. 
Ero. E. What mean you, sir ? for heaven’s sake, 
hold your hands ; 

Nay, an you will not, sir, I’ll take my heels. 

' ll^'xit Dromio, E. 

Ant. S. Upon my life, by some device or other, 
The villain is o’er-raught 7 of all my money. 

They say, tliis town is full of cozenage ; 

As, nimble jugglers, that deceive the eye, 

Disguised cheaters, prating mountebanks, 

And many such like liberties of sin ; 

If it prove so, I will be gone the sooner. 

I’ll to the Centaur, to go seek this slave ; 

1 greatly fear my money is not safe. [EAt, 


U. 

The beasts, the fishes, and the winged fowls, 

Are their males’ subject, and at their controls i 
Men, more divine, the masters of all these, 

Lords of the wdde w orld, and wild w at’ry seas, 
Indued with intellectual sense and souls. 

Of more pre-eminence than fish and fowls, 

Arc masters to their females, and their lords ; 

Then let your will attend on their accords. 

Adr, This servitude makes you to keep unwed. 
Luc. Not this, but troubles of the marriage bed. 
Adr. But were you w edded, you would bear some 
sway. 

Luc, Ere I learn love, I’ll practise to obey. 

Adr, I low if your husband start some other 
where ? 

t.uc. Till he come home again, I would forbear. 
Adr, Patience, uimiov’d, no marvel though she 
pause ; 

They can be meek, that have no other cause. 

® Head. 7 Over-reached. 
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A wretched soul, bruis’d with adversity, 

We bid be quiet, when we hear it cry ; 

But were we burden’d with like weight of pain, 

As much, or more, we should ourselves complain ; 

So thou, that hast no unkind mate to grieve thee, 
Witli urging helpless patience wouldst relieve me : 
But if thou live to see like right bereft. 

This fool-begg’d patience in tliee will be left. 

Iaic. Well, I will marry one day, but to try ; — 
Here comes your man, iu>w is your husband nigh. 

Enter Dromio of Epliesus. 

Adr, Say, is your tardy master now at hand ? 
Dro- E> Nay, he is at two hands with me, and 
that my two cars can witness. 

Adr, Say, didst thou speak with him ? know’st 
thou his mind? 

Dro. E- Ay, ay, lie told his mind upon mine car : 
Beshrew his liand, I scarce could understand it. 

Luc. Spake he so doubtfully, thou couldst not feel 
his meaning? 

Dro. E. Nay, he struck so plainly, I could too 
well feel his blows ; and withal so doubtfully, that 
I could scarce understand tliera.^ 

Adr. But say, I pr’ythee, is he coming home ? 

It seems, he hath great care to please ids wife. 

Dro. E. Why, mistress, sure my master is stark 
mad ; 

When I desir’d him to come home to dinner, 

He ask’d me for a lliousand marks in gold ; 

^Tis dtnner^tiniCf quoth 1 ; J/y go/d, quoth he : 

Vour meat doth buniy quoth 1 ; J/y go/d, quoth he : 
tl'Ul you come home 9 quotli I ; il/y go/d, quoth he . 
Where is the thousand marks I ^ave thccy vdlain 9 
The pig, quoth I, is burn'd , My gold, quodi he : 

My mistress, sir, quoth I ; Hang ujt thy mistress ; 

I know not thy mistress ; out on thy mistress! 

Luc. Quoth wdio? 

J)ro. E. Quoth my master . 

I know, quoth he, 7io house, no wife, no mistress ; — 
8o that my errand, due unto my tongue, 

I thank him, I bear home ujiori my shoulders ; 

For, in conclusion, he did beat me there. 

Adr, Go back again, thou slave, and fetch him 
home. 

Dro. E, Go back again, and be new beaten home? 
For heaven’s sake, send some other messenger, 

Adr. Back, slave, or 1 will break thy pate across. 
Dro* E. And he will bless that cross with other 
beating ; 

Between you 1 shall have a holy head. 

Adr, Hence, prating peasant ; fetch thy master 
home. 

Dro, E. Am I so round with you, as you with me, 
That like a football you do spurn me thus ? 

You spurn me hence, and he will spurn me hither : 
If I last in this service, you must case me in leather. 

Luc. Fye, how impatience lowrcth in your face. 
Adr, His company must do his minions grace. 
Whilst I at home starve for a merry look. 

Hath homely age the alluring beauty took 
From my poor cheek? then he hath wasted it: 

Are my discourses dull ? barren iny wit ? 

If voluble and sharp discourse be raarr’d. 
Unkindness blunts it, more than marble hard. 

Do their gay vestments his affections bait? 

That’s not my fault, he’s master of my state : 

* i, e. Scarce fctand under them. 


What ruins are in me, that can be found 
By him not ruin’d? then is he the ground 
Of my defeatures 9 ; My decayed fair ‘ 

A sunny look of his would soon repair ; 

But, too unruly deer, he breaks the pale. 

And feeds from home ; poor I am but his stale. 9 
Luc. Self-arming jealousy ! — fye, beat it hence. 
Adr. Unfeeling fools can with such wTongs dis- 
pense, 

r know his eye doth homage otherw'hcrc ; 

Or else, what lets ^ it but he would be here ? 

Sister, you know, he promis’d me a chain ; — • 
Would that alone alone he would detain, 

So he would keep fair quarter with his bed ! 

I see, the jewel, best enamelled. 

Will lose his beauty ; and though gold ’bides still, 
’riiat others touch, yet often touching will 
Wear gold : and so no man, that hath a name, 

But falsehood and corruption doth it shame. 

Since that my beauty cannot please his eye. 

I’ll weep what’s left away, and weeping die. 

Luc. How many fond fools serve mad jealousy ! 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE IT. — 7'he same. 

Enter Antiimiolus q/* Syracuse. 

Ant. S. The gold, I gave to Diomio, is laid up 
Safe at the Centaur ; and the heedful slave 
Is wander’d forth, in care to seek me out. 

By computation, and mine host’s report, 

I could not speak with Dromio, since at first 
I sent him from the mart : See, here he comes. 

Enter Dromio of Syracuse. 

How now, sir? is your merry humour alter’d ? 

As you love strokes, so jest with me again. 

You know no Centaur, you receiv’d no gold ? 

Your mistress sent to have me home to dinner? 

My house was at the Pluenix ? Wast thou mad. 
That thus so madly thou didst answer me? 

Dro. S. What answer, sir ? w hen spake I such a 
I word ? 

Ant. S. Even now, even hero, not half an hour 
since. 

Dro. S. I did not see you since you sent me hence. 
Home to the Centaur, with the gold you gave me. 

Ant. S. Villain, thou didst deny the gold’s receipt; 
And told’st me of a mistress, and a dinner; 

For which, I hope, thou felt'st I was displeas’d. 

Dro. S. I am glad to see you in this merry vein ; 
What means this jest? 1 pray yon, master, tell me. 
Ant. .S’. Yea, dost thou jeer, and tloiit me in the 
teeth ? 

Think’st thou, I jest? Hold, take thou that, and 
that, [Beating him. 

Dro. S Hold, sir, for heaven’s sake : now your 
jest is earnest ; 

Upon what bargain do you give it me ? 

Ant. S. Because that I familiarly sometimes 
Do use you for my fool, and chat with you. 

Your sauciness will jest upon my love. 

And make a common of my serious hours. 

When the sun shines, let foolish gnats make sport. 
But creep in crannies, when he hides his beams. 

If you will jest with me, know my aspect 
And fashion your demeanour to my looks, 

Or I will beat this method in your sconce. 

» Alteration of features, < Fair, for f.iirncss. 

* Stalking-horse. 3 Hinders. 

* Study my countenance. 
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Dro* S<^ Sconce, call you it ? ik) you would leave 
battering, I had rather liave it a head : an you use 
these blows long, I must get a sconce for my head, 
and insconce ^ it too ; or else I shall seek iny wit in 
my shoulders. But, I pray, sir, why am I beaten ? 

jint. 5’. Dost thou not know ? 

Dro, S. Nothing, sir ; but that 1 am beaten. 

Ant, S, Shall I tell you why ? 

Dro, S, Ay, sir, and wherefore ; for, tliey say, 
every why hath a wherefore. 

Ant. S, Why, first, — for flouting me; and then, 
wherefore, — 

For urging it the second time to me. 

Dro. S. Was there ever any man thus beaten out 
of season? 

When, in the why, and the wherefore, is neither 
rhyme nor reason ? — 

Well, sir, I thank you. 

Ant. S. Thank me, sir? for what. 

Dro. S. Marry, sir, for this somctliing that you 
gave me for nothing. 

Ant. S. I’ll make you amends next, to give you 
nothing for something. But say, sir, is it dinner- 
time ? 

Dro. S. No, sir ; I think, the meat wants that 1 
have. 

Ant, S. In good time, sir, what’s that ? 

Dro. S. Basting. 

Arit. S. Well, sir, then ’twill be dry. 

Dro. S. If it be, sir, 1 pray you cat none of it. 

Ant. S. Your reason ? 

Dro. S. Lest it make you cholerick, and purchase 
me another dry basting, 

Aiit. S. Well, sir, learn to jest in good time ; 
There’s a time for all things. 

Dro. S. I dtirst }ia\e denied that, before you were 
so cholerick. 

Ant. S. By what rule, sir ? 

Dro. S. Marry, sir, by a rule as plain as the plain 
bald pate of father Time himself. 

Am. S. Let’s hear it. 

Dro. S. There’s no time for a man to recover his 
hair, that grows bald by nature. 

Ant. S. May lie not do it by fine and recovery ? 

Dro. S. Yes, to pay a fine for a peruke, and 
recover the lost hair of another man. 

Ant. S. Why is time such a niggard of hair, 
being, as it is, so plentiful ? 

Dro. S. Because it is a blessing that be bestows 
on beasts : and what he hath scanted men in hair, 
he hath given them in wit. 

Ant. S. Why, but there’s many a man hath more 
hair than wit. 

Dro. S. Not a man of those, but he hath the wit 
to lose his hair. 

Ant. S. Why, thou didst conclude hairy men 
plain dealers without wnt. 

Dro. S. The plainer dealer, the sooner lost ; Yet 
he loseth it in a kind of jollity. 

Ant. S. For what reason ? 

Dro. S. For two ; and sound ones too. 

AfU. S. Nay, not sound, I pray you. 

Dro. S. Sure ones then. 

Ant. S. Nay, not sure, in a thing falsing. 

Dro. S, Certain ones then. 

Ant. S, Name them. 

Dro. S. The one, to save the money that he 
spends in tiring ; the other, that at dinner they 
should not drop in his porridge. 

• A sconce wai a fortification. 


Act II. Scene II. 

Ant. S. You would all this time have proved, 
tlierc is no time for all things. 

Dro. S. Marry, and did, sir ; namely, no time to 
recover hair lost by nature. 

Ant. S. But your reason was not substantial, 
why there is no time to recover. 

Dro. S. Thus I mend it : Time himself is bald, 
and therefore, to the world’s end, will have bald 
followers. 

Ant. S. I knew it wmuld be a bald conclusion . 
But soft ! wlio wafts ® us yonder ? 

Enter Adiiiana and Luciana. 

Adr. Ay, ay, Antiplioliis, look strange and frow n : 
Some other mistress hath thy sweet aspects, 

I am not Adriana, nor thy wife. * 

The time was once, when thou unurg’d w^ouldst vow 
That never w'ords were music to tliine ear, 

That never object pleasing in thine eye, 

That never touch well-welcome to thy hand, 

Tliat nev'cr meat swx*ct-savour’d in lliy Uiste, 

Unless I .spake, look’d, touch’d, or carv’d to thee. 
How comes it now, my husband, oh, how comes it 
'I’hat thou art then estranged from thyself ? 

'riiyself I call it, being stiange to me. 

That, undividable, incorporate, 

Am better than thy dear self’s better part. 

Ah, do not tear away thyself from me ; 

For know, my love, as easy inayst thou fall 
A orop of water in the breaking gulph, 

And take unrningled thence that drop again, 
Without addition, or diminishing, 

As take from me thyself, and not me too. 

How dearly would it touch thee to the quitk, 
Shoiildst thou but hear 1 were licentious ? 

And that this body, consecrate to thee, 

By ruffian lust should be contaminate? 

Wouldst tliou not spit at me, and spurn at me, 

And burl the name of husband in my face, 

And tear the stain’d skin ofl’my hailot brow', 

And from my false hand cut the wedding ring, 

And break it with a deep-divorcing vow ? 

Keep then fair league and truce with thy true bed ; 
I live dis-stain’d, thou undishonoured. 

Ant, S. Plead you to me, fair dame ? I know 
you not : 

In Ephesus I am but two hours old, 

As strange unto your town, as to your talk ; 

Who, every word by all my wit being scann’d, 
Want wit in all one w'ord to understand. 

Jaic. Fye, brotlier ! how the w orld is chang’d 
with you ; 

When were you wont to use my sister thus ? 

She sent for you by Dromio home to dinner 
Ant. S, By Dromio ? 

Dro. S. By me? 

Adr. By thee : and this thou didst return from 
him, — 

Tliat he did buffet thee, and in his blow's 
Denied my house for his, me for liis wife. 

Ant. S. Did you converse, sir, w'ith this gentle- 
woman ? 

What is the force and drift of your compact ? 

Dro. S. I, sir ? I never saw her till this time. 
Ant, S. Villain, thou best; for even her very 
words 

Didst thou deliver to me on the mart. 

Dro. S. I never spake with her in all m> life, 

® Beckons. 
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Jnt, S. How can she tlius then call us by our 
names. 

Unless it be by inspiration ? 

Adr. How ill agrees it with your gravity. 

To counterfeit thus grossly with your slave ? 
Abetting Iiim to tliwart me in my mood ? 

Be it my wrong, you are from me exempt, 

But wrong not that wrong with a more contempt. 
Come, I will fasten on this sleeve of tliine : 
niou art an elm, my husband, I a vine ; 

Whose weakness, married to thy stronger state, 
Makes me with thy strength to communicate : 

If aught possess tliee from me, it is dross. 

Usurping ivy, briar, or idle 7 moss ; 

Who, all for want of pruning, with intrusion 
Infect thy sap, and live on tliy confusion. 

Ani. S* To me she speaks ; she moves me for her 
theme ; 

What, was I married to her in my dream ? 

Oi sleej) I now, and think I hear all this ? 

What error drives our eyes and ears amiss ? 

Until I know this sure uncertainty, 

I’ll entertain the oUer’d fallacy. 

Lite. Dromio, go bidthe&er\ ants spread for dinner. 
JJro. S, (), for my beads ! I cross me for a sinner. 
This is tlie fairy land j — O, spite of spites ! — 

We talk with goblins, owls, and elvish sprites; 

If we obey them not, this will ensue. 

They’ll suck our breath, or pinch us black and blue 
Lih\ Why prat’st thou to thyself, and answer’st 
not ? 

Dromio, thou drone, thou snail, thou slug, thou sot ! 


AC1 


SCENE I. — The same. 

Enter Antipholus o/* Ephesus, Dromio of Ephesus, 
Angelo, and Balthazar. 

Ant. E. Good signior Angelo, you must excuse 
us all ; 

My wife is shrewish, when I keep not hours ; 

Say, that I linger’d with you at your shop, • 

To see the making of her carkanct 

And that to-morrow you will bring it home. 

But here’s a villain, that would face me down 
He met me on the mart ; and that I beat him, 

And charg’d him w ith a thousand marks in gold. 
And that I did deny my wife and house ; — 

Thou drunkard, thou, what didst thou mean by this? 
JDro. E. Say what you wdll, sir, but I know what 
I know : 

That you beat me at the mart, 1 liave your hand to 
show : 

If the skin were parchment, and the blows you gave 
were ink. 

Your own handwriting would tell you what I think. 
Ant. E. 1 think, thou art an ass. 

JDro. E. Marry, so it doth appear 

By the wrongs I suffer, and the blows I bear. 

I should kick, being kick’d ; and, being at that 
pass. 

You would keep from my heels, and beware of an 
ass, 

7 Unfruitful, barren. 

** A necklace strung with pearls. 


Dro. S. 1 am transform'd, master, am not I ? 
Ant. S. I think, thou art, in mind, and so am I. 
Dro. S. Nay, master, both in mind, and in my 
shape. 

Ant. S. Thou hast thine own form. 

Dro. S. No, I am an ape, 

Luc. If thou art chang’d to aught, 'tis to an ass. 
Dro. S. ’Tis true ; she rides me, and I long for 
grass. 

’ Tis so, I am an ass ; else it could never be, 

But I should know her as well as she knows me. 

Adr. Come, come, no longer will I be a fool, 

To put the finger in the eye and weep, 

Wliilst man, and master, laugh my woes to 
scorn 

Come sir, to dinner ; Dromio, keep the gate ; — 
Husband, I’ll dine above with you to-day. 

And shrive 9 you of a thousand idle pranks : 

Siirah, if any ask you for your master. 

Say, he dines forth, and let no creature enter. — . 
Come, sister : — Dromio, play the porter w^ell. 

Ant. S. Am I in earth, in heaven, or in hell ? 
Sleeping or w'aking ? mad, or well-advis’d ? 

Knowm unto these, and to myself disguis’d 
I’ll say as they say, and perse ver so. 

And in this mist at all adventures go. 

Dro. S. Master, shall I be porter at the gate ? 
Adr. Ay ; and let none enter, lest I break jour 
pate. 

Luc. Come*, come, Antipholus, we dine too late. 

[Exeunt, 


III. 

Ant. E. You are sad, signior Balthazar : ’Fray 
heaven, our cheer 

May answer my good will, and your good welcome 
here. 

Bid. I hold your dainties cheap, sir, and jour 
welcome dear. 

Ajit. E. O, signior Balthazar, either at flesh or fish, 

A table full of welcome makes scarce one dainty 
dish. 

Bat. Good meat, sir, is common ; that every churl 
affords. 

Ant. E. And welcome more common ; for that’s 
nothing but words. 

Bal. Small clieer and great welcome, makes a 
merry feast. 

Ant. E. Ay, to a niggardly host, and more spar- 
ing guest ; 

But though my cates > be mean, take tliem in good 
part ; 

Better cheer may jou have, but not with better 
heart. 

But, soft ; my door is lock’d : Go bid them let 
us in. 

Dro. E. Maud, Bridget, Marian, Cicely, Gillian, 
Jen’ ! 

Dro. iS*. [Jrithtn.] Mome«, rnalt-horse, capon, 
coxcomb, idiot, patch ! 3 

Either get thee from the door, or sit down at the 
hatch. 

** Hear your confession. * Dishes of meat 

* Blockhead. ® Fool. 



298 


COMEDY OF ERRORS. 


Act hi. 


i>ro. £• What patch is made our porter ? My 
master stays in the street, 

Dro, S> Let him walk from Avhence he came, lest 
he catch cold on's feet. 

jint. JE. Who talks within there ? ho, open the 
door. 

Dro. S. Right, sir, I’ll tell you when, an you’ll 
tell me wherefore ? 

Ant. E. Wherefore, for my dinner ; I have not 
din’d to-day. 

Dro. S. Nor to-day here you must not ; come 
again when you may. 

A7it. E. What art thou, that keep’st me out from 
the house I owe ? 

Dro. S. The porter for this tin)C, sir, and my 
name is Dromio. 

Dro. E. O villain, thou hast stolen both mine 
office and my name ; 

The one ne’er got me credit, the otlier mickle blame. 
If thou hadst been Dromio to-day in my place, 
Thou wouldst have chang’d tliy face for a name, or 
thy name for an ass. 

Luce. [Within.] What a coil '' is there? Dromio, 
who are those at the gate ? 

Dro. E. Let thy master in, Luce. 

Luce. Faith, no ; he comes too late ; 

And so tell your master. 

Dro. E. O liord, I must laugh ; — 

Have at you with a proverb. — 8iiall I set in my 
staff? 

L%ice. Have at you with another . that’s, — When? 
can you tell ? 

Dro. S. If thy name be call’d laice, Luce, thou 
hast answer’d him well. 

Ant. E. Do you hear, you minion ? you'll let us 
in, I hope? 

Luce. I thought to have ask’d you. 

Dro. S. And you said, no. 

Dro. E. So, come, help ; well struck; there was 
blow for blow. 

Ant. E, Tliou baggage, let me in. 

I.uce. Can you tell for whose sake ? 

Dro. E. Master, knock the door hard. 

I.uce. Let him knock till it ake. 

Ant. E. You’ll cry for this, minion, if I beat the 
door down. 

Luce. What needs all that, and a pair of stocks 
in the town ? 

Adr. [Wuhtn.] Who is that at the door, that 
keeps all this noise? 

Dro. S. Ry my troth, your town is troubled with 
unruly boys. 

Ant. E. Are you there, wife? you might have 
come before. 

Adr. Your wife, sir knave ! go, get you from the 
door. 

Dro, E. If you went in pain, master, this knave 
M’ould go sore. 

Ang. Here is neither cheer, sir, nor welcome; we 
would fain have either. 

J}al. In debating which was best, we shall peart® 
with neitlier. 

Dro. E* They stand at the door, master ; bid 
them welcome hither. 

Ant. E. There is something in the wind that wc 
cannot get in. 

Dro, E, You would say so, master, if your gar- 
ments were thin. 


Your cake here Is warm within ; you stand here in 
the cold : 

It would make a man mad as a buck, to be so bought 
and sold. 

Ant. E, Go, fetch me something. I’ll break ope 
the gate. 

Dro. S. Break any breaking here, and I’ll break 
your knave’s pate. 

Dro. E. Here’s too much, out upon thee ! I pray 
thee, let me in. 

Dro. S. Ay, when fowls have no feathers, and 
fish have no fin. 

Ant. E. Well, I’ll break in; Go, borrow me a crow. 
Dro. E. A crow without a feather; master, mean 
you so? 

For a fish without a fin, there’s a fowl without a 
feather : 

If a crow help us in, sirrah, we’ll pluck a crow 
together. 

Ant. E, Go, get thee gone, fetch me an iron crow. 
Hal. Have patience, sir ; O, let it not be so ; 
Herein you war against your reputation. 

And draw within the compass of suspect 
The un violated honour of your wife. 

Once this, — Your long experience of her wdsdom, 
Her sober virtue, years, and modesty, 

Plead on her part some cause to you unknowm ; 
And doubt not, sir, but she will wa-li excuse 
Wliy at this time the doors are made? against you. 
Be rul’d by me ; depart in patience. 

And let us to the Tiger all to dinner ; 

And, about evening, come yourself alone, 

To know the reason of this strange restraint. 

If by stiong hand you olfer to break in, 

Now in the stirring passage of the day, 

A vulgar e< mment v\ill be made on it; 

And that supposed by the common rout 
Against your yet imgalled estimation, 

'J'hat may with foul intrusion enter in, 

And dwell upon your grave when you are dead : 
bur slander lives upon succession; 

For ever hous’d, wliere it once gets possession. 

Ant. E. You have prevail’d ; 1 will depart in quiet, 
.And, in despight of mirtli, mean to be merry. 

1 know a wrench of excellent discourse, — 

Pretty and witty ; wild, and, yet too, gentle ; — 
There will we dine : this woman that 1 mean, 

My wife (but, I jirotest, without desert,) 

Hath oftentimes upbraided me withal ; 

To her wall we to dinner. — Get you home. 

And fetch the chain ; by this I know^, ’tis made ; 
Bring it, I pray you, to the Porcujiiiie ; 

For there’s the house : that chain w ill I bestow 
( Be it for nothing but to spite my wife,) 

Upon mine hostess there : good sir, make haste : 
Since mine own doors refuse to entertain me. 

I’ll knock elsewhere, to see if they’ll disdain me. 
Ang. I’ll meet you at that place, some hour hence. 
Ant. E. Do so ; This jest shall cost me some ex- 
pence. [Ei'cunt. 

SCENE II. — The same. 

Enter Lucian a, and Antipiiolus of Syracuse. 
Luc. If you did wed my sister for her wealth. 
Then, for her wx'alth’s sake, use her with more 
kindness : 

Or if you like else wliere, do it by stealth ; 

Muffle your false love with some show of blindness: 


* I own, am owner of. 
® Take part. 


^ Bustle, tumult. 


• i. c. Made fast 


8 By tins tunc. 



Scene IL 

Let not my sister read it in your eye ; 

Be not thy tongue thy own shame’s orator ; 

Look sweet, speak fair, become disloyalty ; 

Apparel vice like virtue’s harbinger : 

Bear a fair presence, though your heart be tainted ; 

Teach sin the carriage of a holy saint ; 

Be secret- false : What need she be acquainted? 

WJiat simple thief brags of his own attaint? 

’Tis double wToug, to truant with your bed, 

And let her read it in thy looks at board : 

Shame hath a bastard fame, well managed; 

111 deeds are doubled with an evil word. 

Alas, poor women ! make us but believe. 

Being compact of credit, that you love us ; 
Though others have the arm, sliow us the sleeve ; 

We in your motion turn, and you may move us, 
Then, gentle brother, get you in again ; 

Comfort my sister, cheer her, call her wife : 

’Tis holy sport, to be a little vain 

When the sweet breath of flattery conquers strife. 
Ant, S, Sweet mistn'ss, (what }our name is else, 
T know not, 

Nor by w'liat w'onder you do hit on mine,) 

Less, in your knowledge, and your grace, yem show 
not, 

Than our earth’s wonder; more tl laii earth di- 
vine. 

Teach me, dear creature, how to think and speak ; 

IjHV open to my earthly gross conceit, 

Smother’d in errors, feeble, shallow, weak, 

The folded meaning ofjonr words’ deceit. 
Against rny soul’s ]uire trutli wliy labour you, 

To make it wander in an unknown lielil? 

Are you a goddess? would you make me new ? 

Transform me then, and to your jiow er I’ll yield. 
But if that I am I, then well I know, 

Your weeping sister is no wife of mine, 

Nor to her bed no liomage rlo I owe ; 

Far more, far more, to you do I decline. 

O, train me not, sweet mermaid, with tliy note, 

To drown me in thy sister’s flood of tears; 

Sing, siren, for thyrelf, and I will dote: 

Spread o’er the silver vva\es thy golden hairs. 
Lwc. W’^hat, are you mad, that you do reason so? 
Ant. S. Not mad, but mated ' ; how , I do not know . 
Lnc. It is a fault that sjuingctii from your eye. 
Ant. S. For gazing on your beams, fair sun, 
being by. 

Luc. Gaze where you should, and that will clear 
your sight. 

Ajit. S. As good to wink, sweet love, as look on 
niglil. 

Luc. Why call you me love ? call my sister so. 
Ant. S. Thy sistei’s sister. 

Luc. That’s my sister. 

Ant S. ’ No ; 

It is thyself, mine own self’s better part ; 

Mine eye’s clear eye, my dear heart’s dearer heart. 
Luc. All this my sister is, or else should be. 

' Ant. S. Call thyself sister, sw'eet, for I aim thee : 
Thee will I love, and with ihec lead my life ; 

Thou hast no husband yet, nor I no wife ; 

Give me thy hand. 

Luc. 0, soft, sir, hold you still : 

I’ll fetch my sister, to get her goodw'ill. [ICAf laic. 

^ Vain, is light of tongue. 
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Enter, from the House of Antipholus ^Ephesus, 
DiioMio if Syracuse. 

Ant. S. Why, how now, Dromio? where run’st 
thou so fast. 

Ero. S. Do you know me, sir? am I Dromio? 
am I your man ? arn 1 myself? 

Ant. S. Tlioii art Dromio, thou art my man, thou 
art thyself. 

Era. S. I am an ass, I am a w oman’s man, and 
besides myself. 

Ant. S. What w'oman’s man? and how^ besides 
thyself? 

Ero. S. Marry, sir, besides myself, I am due to 
a woman ; one that claims me, one that haunts me, 
one that will have me. 

Ant. S. Wdiat claim lays she to thee ? 

Ero. S. Marry, sir, such claim as you wmuld lay 
to your horse. 

Ant. S. Go, hie thee ])resently, post to the road ; 
And if the wind blow' any w ay from shore, 

I will not harbour in this town to-night. 

If any bark put forth, come to the mart, 

W’herc I will walk, till thou return to me. 

1 1‘ every one know us, and w e know none, 

’Tis time, 1 think, to trudge, pack, and he gone. 
Eto. S. As fiom a bear a man would run for 
life, 

So lly I from her that would be my w ife. [Exit. 

Ant. S. There’s none but witches do inhabit here; 
And therefore ’tis high time tiial 1 were liencc. 

She, that doth call me husband, even my soul 
Doth for a w’ife abhor : but her fair si^-ler, 

Possess’d with such a gentle sovereign grace, 

Of such enchanting presence and liiscyuJ su, 

Hath almost made me trailer to myself; 

But, lest myself he guilty to self-w rong, 
ril stop mine ears against the mermaid’s song 

Enter .\ni;flo. 

Ang. Master Antipholus. 
ylnt. S. Ay, that’s my name. 
yln<^. I know it well, sir : Lo, here is the chain ; 
J thought to ha\ e ta’en you at the Porcupine : 

'Hie chain unfinish’d made me slay thus long. 

Ant. S. Whcit is your will, that I shall do with 
tliis? 

An*^. What please yourself, sir; I have made it 
for you. 

Ant. S. Made it for me, sir ! 1 bespoke it not. 
Ang. Not once, nor twice, but twenty times you 
have : 

(h> home with it, and please your wife withal ; 

And soon at supper-time, I’ll visit you, 

And then receive my money for the chain. 

Ant. S. I pray you, sir, receive the money now, 
For fear you ne’er sec chain, nor money, more. 

Ang. You are a merry man, sir ; fare you well. 

[Edit. 

Ant. S. W’hat I should think of this, 1 cannot 
tell ; 

But this I think, there’s no man is so vain, 

That w'ould refuse so fair an offer’d chain. 

I see, a man here needs not live by shifts, 

Wlicn in the streets he meets such golden gifts. 

I’ll to the mart, and there for Dromio stay ; 

If any ship put out, then straiglit away. [Edit. 
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ACT IV. 


SCENE I. — The savie* 

Enter a Merchant, Angelo, and an Officer. 

Mer, You know, since pentecost the sum is due, 
And since I have not much importuned you ; 

Nor now I had not, but that I am bound 
To Persia, and want gilders for my voyage : 
Therefore make present satisfaction, 

Or I’ll attach you by this officer. 

jdlng* Even just the sum, that I do owe to you. 

Is growing y to me by Antipholus : 

And, in the instant that I met with you, 

He had of me a chain ; at five o'clock, 

I shall receive the money for the same : 

Pleaseth you walk with me down to his house, 

I will discharge my bond, and thank you too. 

Enter Antipholus of Ephesus, and Dromio o/* 
Ephesus. 

Off'* That labour may you save ; see where he 
comes. 

Ant, E* While I go to the goldsmith’s house, go 
thou 

And buy a rope’s end ; that will I bestow 
Among my wife and her confederates, 

For locking me out of my doors by day. — 

But soft, I see the goldsmith : — get thee gone ; 
Buy thou a rope, and bring it home to me. 

Dro* E. 1 buy a thousand pound a year ! I buy 
a rope ! [Exit Duo. E. 

Ant* E, A man is well holp up, that trusts to you ; 
1 promised your presence, and the chain ; 

But neither chain, nor goldsmith, came to me : 
Belike, you thought our love would last too long, 
If it were chain’d together ; and therefore came not. 

Ang. Saving your merry humour, liere’s tlie note. 
How much your chain weighs to the utmost carat ; 
The fineness of the gold, and chargeful fashion. 
Which doth amount to three odd ducats more 
Than I stand debted to this gentleman ; 

I pray you, see him presently discharg’d. 

For he is bound to sea, and stays but for it. 

AnU E. I am not furnish’d with the present 
money ; 

Besides, I have some business in the town ; 

Good signior, take the stranger to my house. 

And with you take the chain, and bid rny wife 
Disburse the sum on the receipt thereof ; 

Perchance I will be there as soon as you. 

Ang, Then you will bring the chain to her your- 
self? 

Ant. E, No ; bear it with you, lest I come not 
time enough. 

Ang, Well, sir, I will : Have you the chain about 
you ? 

Ard, E, An if I have not, sir, I hope you have ; 
Or else you may return without your money. 

Ang, Nay, come, I pray you, sir, give me the 
chain ^ 

Both wind and tide stays for this gentleman. 

And I, to blame, have held him here too long. 

Ant, E, Good lord, you use this dalliance, to ex- 
cuse 

Your breach of promise to the Porcupine ; 

» Accruing. 


I should have chid you for not bringing it, 

But, like a shrew, you first begin to brawl. 

Mer. The hour steals on ; I pray you, sir, despatch. 
Ang. You hear, how he importunes me; the 
chain — 

Ant. E. Why give it to my wife, and fetch your 
money. 

Ang, Come, come, you know, I gave it you even 
now ; 

Either send the chain, or send me by some token. 
Ant. E. Fye ! how you run tliis humour out of 
breath : 

Come, where’s the chain ? I pray you let me see it. 

Mer. My business cannot brook this dalliance ; 
Good sir, say, whe’r you’ll answer me or no ; 

If not, I’ll leave him to the officer. 

Ant. E. I answer you ! What should I answer you? 
Ang. The money that you owe me for the chain. 
Ant. E. 1 owe you none, till I receive the chain. 
Ang. You know, I gave it you half an hour since. 
Ant. E. You gave me none ; you wrong me 
much to say so. 

Ang. You wrong me more, sir, in denying it : 
Consider, how it stands upon my credit. 

Mer, Well, officer, arrest him at my suit. 

Off. I do; and charge you in the duke’s name^ 
to obey me. 

Ang, This touches me in reputation ; — 

Either consent to pay this sum for mo, 

Or I attach you by this officer. 

Ant. E. Consent to pay thee that I never had ! 
Arrest me, foolish fellow, if thou dar’st. 

A?ig. Here is thy fee ; arrest him, officer ; 

I would not spare my brother in this ciise, 

If he should scorn me so apparently. 

Off. I do arrest you, sir ; you hear the suit. 

Ant. E. I do obey thee, till I give thee bail : — 
But, sirrah, you shall buy this sport as dear 
As all the metal in your shop will answer. 

Ang. Sir, sir, I shall have law' in E]jhesus, 

To your notorious shame, 1 doubt it not. 

Elder Dromio of Syracuse. 

Bro. S. Master, tlicrc is a bark of Epidamnum, 
That stays but till her owner comes aboard. 

And then, sir, bears away : our fraughtage % sir, 

I have convey’d aboard ; .and I have bought 
The oil, the balsamum, and aqua-vitae. 

The ship is in her trim ; the merry wind 
Blows fair from land : they stay for nought at all, 
But for their owner, master, and yourself. 

Ant. E. How now ! a madman ! Why, thou 
peevish ^ sheep. 

What ship of Epidamnum stays for me ? 

JDro. S. A ship you sent me to, to hire waftage. ^ 
Ant, E. Thou drunken slave, 1 sent thee for a 
rope ; 

And told thee to what purpose and w'hat end. 

Bro. S. You sent me, sir, for a rope’s end as soon; 
You sent me to the bay, sir, for a bark. 

Ant. E. I will debate this matter at more leisure, 
And teach your ears to listen with more heed. 

To Adriana, villain, hie thee straight ; 

® Freight, c.'irgo. < Silly. • Carriage. 
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Give her tliis key, and tell her, in the desk Adr. Why, man, what is the matter ? 

That’s cover d o’er with Turkish tapestry, Z)ro* S- I do not know the matter ; he is ’rested 

There is a purse of ducats ; let her send it ; on the case. 

J ell her, I am arrested in the street, Adr. What, is he arrested ? tell me, at whose suit. 

And that shall bail me : hie thee, slave ; be gone. Z)ro. S. I know not at whose suit he is arrested. 

On, officer, to prison till it come. well : 


[^Exeunt Merchant, Angelo, Officer, and 
Ant. K. 

Dro. S, To Adriana ! that is where he din’d. 
Where Dowsabel did claim me for her husband : 
Thither I must, although against my will. 

For servants must their masters’ minds fulfil. [^ExU. 

SCENE II. — The same. 

Enter Adriana and Luciana. 

Adr. Ah, Luciana, did he tempt thee so ? 
Mightst thou perceive austerely in his eye 
That he did plead in earnest, yea or no ? 

Look’d he or red, or pale ; or sad or merily ? 
What observations mad’st thou in this case, 

Of his heart’s meteors tilting in his face?^ 

Luc, First, he denied you had in him no right. 
Adr, He meant, he did me none ; the more my 
spite. 

Luc, Then swore he, that he was a stranger here. 
Adr, And true he swore, though yet forsworn he 
were. 

Luc, Then pleaded I for you. 

Adr, And what said he ? 

Luc. Tliat love I begg’d for you, he begg’d of me. 
Adr, With what persuasion did he tempt thy love? 
Luc, With words that in an honest suit might 
move. 

First he did praise my beauty ; then, my speech. 
Adr, Didst speak him fair ? 

Luc, Have patience, I beseech. 

Adr, I cannot, nor I will not, hold me still ; 

My tongue, though not my heart, shall have his will. 
He is deformed, crooked, old, and sere 7, 

Ill-fac’d, worse-bodied, shapeless every where : 
Vicious, ungentle, foolish, blunt, unkind j 
Stigniatical in making **, worse in mind. 

Luc. Who would be jealous then of such a one ? 
No evil lost is wail’d when it is gone. 

Adr. Ah ! but I think him better than I say. 
And yet would herein others’ eyes were worse : 
Far from her nest the lapwing cries away 9 ; 

My heart prays for him, though my tongue do 
curse. 

Enter Dromio of Syracuse. 

Dro. S. Here, go ; the desk, the purse ; sweet 
now, make haste. 

Luc, How hast thou lost thy breath ? 

L>ro. S, By running fast. 

Adr. Where is thy master, Dromio ? is he well ? 
Dro, S, No, he’s in Tartar Umbo, worse than hell ; 
A devil in an everlasting garment ' hath him, 

One, whose hard heart is button’d up with steel ; 

A fiend, a fairy, pitiless and rough ; 

A wolf, nay worse, a fellow all in buff; 

A back-friend, a shoulder-clapper, one that coun- 
termands 

The passages of alleys, creeks, and narrow lands. 

* An allusion to the redness of the northern lights, likened 

to the appearance of armies. 7 Dry, withered. 

® Marked by nature with deformity. 

' Who cneth most where her nest is not 

* The officers in those days were clad in buff, which is also 
a cant expression for a man's skin. 


But he’s in a suit of buff, which ’rested him, that 
can I tell : 

Will you send him, mistress, redemption, the money 
in the desk ? 

Adr, Go fetch it, sister. — This I wonder at, 

\^Exit Luciana. 

That he, unknown to me, should be in debt : 

Tell me, was he arrested on a band ? 

Dro. S. Not on a band, but on a stronger thing ; 
A chain, a chain ; do you not hear it ring? 

Adr. What, the chain ? 

Dro. S. No, no, the bell; ’tis time that I were gone. 
It was two ere I left him, and now the clock strikes 
one. 

Adr. The hours come back ! that did I never hear. 
Dro, S, O yes, if any hour meet a sergeant, 
a’turns back for very fear. 

Adr, As if time were in debt ! how fondly dost 
thou reason ? 

Dro. S. Time is a very bankrupt, and owes more 
than he’s worth to season. 

Nay, he’s a thief too : Have you not heard men say. 
That time conies stealing on by night and day ? 

If he be in debt, and theft, and a sergeant in the way. 
Hath he not reason to turn back an hour in a day? 

Enter Luciana. 

Adr, Go, Dromio; there’s the money, bear it 
straight ; 

And bring thy master home immediately. — 
Come, sister : I am press’d down with conceit 3 j 
Conceit my comfort, and my injury. \_Exeunt, 

SCENE III. — The same. 

Enter Antihiolus of Syracuse. 

Ant, S, There’s not a man I meet, but doth salute 
me 

As if I were their well-acquainted friend ; 

And every one doth call me by my name. 

Some tender money to me, some invite me ; 

Some other give me thanks for kindnesses ; 

Some offer me commodities to buy : 

Even now a tailor call’d me in his shop, 

And show’d me silks that he had bought for me, 
And, therewithal, took measure of my body. 

Sure, these arc but imaginary wiles. 

And Lapland sorcerers inhabit here. 

Enter Dromio of Syracuse. 

Dro. S. Master, here’s the gold you sent me for : 
What, have you got the picture of old Adam new 
apparel’ d? 

Ant. S. What gold is this ? what Adam dost thou 
mean ? 

Dro. S, He that came behind you, sir, like an 
evil angel, and bid you forsake your liberty. 

Ant. S, I understand thee not. 

Dro. S. No ? why, ’tis a plain case : he that went 
like a base-viol, in a case of leather ; the man, sir, 
that, when gentlemen are tired, gives them a fob, 
and ’rests them ; he, sir, that takes pity on decayed 


* i. e. Bond. 


3 Fanciflil conception. 
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men, and gives them suits of durance ; he that sets 
up his rest to do more exploits with his mace, than 
a morris-pike. 

Ant. S. What ! thou mean’st an officer ? 

Dro, S. Ay, sir, the sergeant of the hand ; he, 
that brings any man to answer it, that breaks his 
band : one that thinks a man always going to bed, 
and says, God give you good rest / 

Ant. S. Well, sir, there rest in your fooleiy. Is 
there any ship puts forth to-night ? may we be gone ? 

Vro. S. Why, sir, I brouglit you word an hour 
since, that the bark Expedition put forth to-night, 
and then were you hindered by the sergeant, to 
tarry for the hoy, Delay ; Here are the angels that 
you sent for, to deliver you. 

Ant. S. The fellow is distract, and so am 1 ; 

And here Ave A\*ander in illusions ; 

Some blessed power deliver us from hence ' 

Jintcr a Courtezan. 

Conr. Well met, aatU met, master Antipholus. 

1 sec, sir, you have found the goldsmitli now ; 

Js that the chain, yt)U promis’d me to-day ? 

A/tl. S. T conjure thee to leave me, and be gone. 
Conr. Give me the ring of mine you had at dinner, 
Or, for my diamond, the chain you promis’d ; 

And I'll be gone, sir, and not trouble you. 

Dro. S. Somedevilsask but theparingof one’s nail, 
A rush, a hair, a drop of blood, a pin, 

A nut, a cherry-stone : but she, more covetous. 
Would have a chain. 

Minster, be wise ; and if you give it her, 

Tlie devil will shake her chain, and fright us with it. 

Cour. I pray you, sir, my ring, or else the chain ; 
I hope, you do not mean to cheat me so. 

Ant. S. Avaunt, tljou witch ! Come, Droraio, let 
us go. 

Dro. S. Fly pride, says the peacock : Mistress, 
that you know. 

[Kreunl Ant. S. and Dao. S. 
Cour, Now, out of doubt, Antipholus is mad. 
Else w'ould he never so demean himself: 

A ring he hath of mine worth forty ducats. 

And for the same he promis’d me a chain ! 

Both one, and other, he denies me now. 

The reason that I gather he is mad, 

(Besides this present instance of his rage,) 

Is a mad tale, he told to-day at dinner. 

Of his own doors being shut against his entrance. 
Belike, his wdfe, acquainted with his fits, 

On purpose shut the doors against his way. 

My way is now, to hie home to his house. 

And toll his wife, that, being lunatick. 

He rush’d into my house, and took perforce 
My ring away : This course I fittest choose ; 

For forty ducats is too much to lose. [Eait. 

SCENE IV. — The same. 

Enter Antipholus of Ephesus, and an Officer. 
Ant, E. Fear me not, man, I will not break away ; 
1*11 give thee, ere I leave thee, so much money 
To warrant thee, as I am ‘rested for. 

My wife is in a wayward mood to-day : 

And will not lightly trust the messenger, 

That 1 should be attach*d in Ephesus : 

I tell you, 'twill sound harshly in her cars. — 

Enter Dkomio tf Ephesus, unlh a rope's end. 
Here comes my man ; I tliink, he brings the money. 
How now, sir ? have you that I sent you for ? 


Act IV. 

Ih-O. E, Here’s that, I warrant you, will pay 
them all, ^ 

Ant. E. But where’s the money ? 

Dro. E. Why, sir, I gave the money for the rope. 
Ant. E, Five hundred ducats, villain, for a rope? 
Dro. E. I’ll serve you, sir, five hundred at the rate, 
Ani. E, To what end did 1 bid thee hie thee home? 
Dro. E. To a rope’s end, sir ; and to that end 
am I return’d. 

Ant E, And to that end, sir, I will welcome you. 

[ Beating hin 

Off. Good sir, be patient. 

Dro. E, N.ay, ’tis lor me to be patient ; I arn in 
adversity. 

f Good noAAS hold thy tongue. 

). E. Nay, rather persuade him to hold his 
hands. 

Ant. E, Thou senseless villain ! 

Dro. E. I would I were senseless, sir, that I 
might not feel your blows. 

Ant. E. 'riioii art sensible in nothing but blows, 
and so is an ass. 

Dro. E. I am an ass indeed ; you may prove it 
by my long ears. I have serv’d him from the hour 
of my nativity to this instant, and have nothing at 
his hands for my service, but blows: when I am 
cold, he heats me with beatiiig : when I am warm, 
he cools me with beating : I am w'aked w'ith it 
when I sleep j raised w'ith it, w'hen I sit ; driven out 
of doors with it, when I go fiom home; welcomed 
home with it, w hen 1 return : nay, I bear it on my 
slioulders, as a beggar wont her brat ; and, I think, 
when he hath lamed me, 1 shall beg with it from 
door to door. 

Enter Adriana, Llciana, and the Courtezan, 
ivith Pinch, and others. 

Ant. E. C’orne, go along ; my wife is coming 
yonder. 

Dro. E. Mistress, respicc fineni, respect your end ; 
i or rather the prophecy, like the parrot, Jieware the 
j 7'ope's end. 

I Ant. E. Wilt thou still talk ? [Beats him. 

i Cour. How say you now ? is not your husband 
I mad ? 

Adr. His incivility confirms no less. — 

Good doctor Pinch, you arc a conjurer ; 

Establish him in his true sense again, 

And I will please you what you will demand. 

Euc. Alas, how fiery and how sharp he looks ! 
Cour. Mark, how he trembles in his ecstasy ! 
Pinch. Give me your hand, and let me feel your 
pulse. 

Ant. E. There is my hand and let it feel your ear. 
Pinch. I charge thee, Satan, hous’d within this 
man, 

To yield possession to my holy prayers, 

And to thy state of darkness hie thee straight ; 

I conjure thee by all the saints in heaven. 

Ant. E. Peace, doting wizard, peace ; I am not 
mad. 

Adr. O, that thou w ert not, poor distressed soul ! 
Ant. E. You minion, you, are these your cus- 
tomers ? 

Did this companion with a saffron face 
Revel and feast it at my house to-day, 

Whilst upon me the guilty doors were shut, 

And I denied to enter in my house ? 


^ Correct them all. 
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Adt, O, husband, God doth know, you din’d at 
homo, 

Where ’would you had remain’d until this time. 

Free from these slanders, and this open shame ! 

Ant. HI. 1 din’d at home ! Thou villain, what 
say’&t thou ? 

J)ro. E. Sir, sooth to siiy, you did not dine at 
home. 

Ant. E. Were not my doors lock’d up, and I 
shut out? 

Dro. E. Perdy 5, your doors were lock’d, and you 
shut out. 

Ant. E. And did not she herself revile me there? 

Dro. E. Sans fable she herself revil’d you there. 

Ant. K. Did not her kitchen-maid rail, taunt, 
and scorn me? 

Dro. E. Tertes 7, she did ; the kitchen- vestal 
scorn’d you. 

Ant. E. And did not I in rafre depart from thence? 

Dro. E. Tn verity you did ; — - my bones bear 
witness, 

Tliat since have felt the vigour of his rage. 

Adr. Is't good to soothe him in these contiaries? 

Vuich. It is no shame ; the fellow finds his vein. 

And, yielding to him, Imnjonrs well his frenzy. 

Ant. E. Thou hast suborn’d the goldsmith to 
arrest me. 

Aih. Alas, I sent you money to redeem you, 

By Drornio lioie, who came in haste for it 

Dm. E. Money by me ? heart and good-will you 
might, 

But, surely, master, not a rag of money. 

Ant. E. Went’st not thou to her for a purse of 
ducats ? 

Adr. He came to me, and I deliver’d it. 

Jmc. And I am witness with her, that she did. 

Dro. E. Heaven and the rope-maker, bear me 
witness, 

That 1 was sent for nothing but a ro})e ' 

Pinch. Mistress, both man and master is pos- 
sess'd ; 

I know it hy their pale and deadly looks : 

They must he bound, and laid in some dark room. 

Ant. E. Say, wherefore didst thou lock me forth 
to-day, 

And why dost thou deny the bag of gold ? 

Adr. I did not, gentle husband, lock thee forth. 

Dro. E. And, gentle inasler, I receiv’d no gold ; 

But I confess, sir, that we w^^re lock’d out. 

Adr. Dissembling villain, thou speak’st false in 
both. 

Ant. E, Dissembling harlot thou art false in all ; 

And art confederate with a wicked pack. 

To make a loathsome abject scorn of me : 

But with these nails I’ll jduck out these false eyes, 

That would behold in me this shameful sport. 

[Pinch and hh Assistants bind Ant. E. 
a7iU Dro. E. 

Adr, O, bind him, bind him, let him not conic 
near me. 

Pinch. More company ! — the fiend is strong 
within him, 

Luc. Ah me, poor man, how pale and wan he 
looks ! 

Ant. E. What, will you murder me ? Thou gaoler, 
thou, 

A corruption of the French oath — pardieft, 

® Without a fable. ^ I'ertainly. 


I am thy prisoner ; wilt thou suffer them 
To make a rescue? 

0^’* Masters, let him go ; 

He IS my prisoner, and you shall not have him. 
Pinch. Go, bind tins man, for he is frantick too, 
Adr, What w'ilt thou do, thou peevish 8 officer ? 
Hast thou delight to sec a wretched man 
Do outrage and displeasure to himself ? 

Off. He is my juisoner ; if I let him go. 

The debt he owes, v\iU be required of me. 

Adr. 1 will discharge thee, ere 1 go from thee: 
Bear me forthwith unto his creditor. 

And knoiving how the debt grows, I will pay it. 
Good master doctor, sec him safe convey’d 
Home to my house. — O most unhappy day ! 

Ant. E. O most unhaiijiy strumpet ! 

Dro. E. Master, I am here entered in bond for 
you. 

Ant. E. Out on thee, villain ! wherefore dost thou 
mad me? 

Dro. E. Will you be bound for nothing? he mad, 
Good master ; cry, the devil. — 

Lite. God help, poor souls, how idly do they talk ! 
Adr. Go bear him hence. — Sister, go you with 
me. — 

[Exennt Pinch and Assistants, with Ant. E. 
and Dro. E. 

Say now, whose suit is ho arrested at ? 

One Angelo, a goldsmith ; Do you know 
him ? 

Adr. 1 know the man . What is the sum he o\% es ? 
Two hundred ducats. 

Adr. Say, how' grows it due ? 

()//'. Due for a chain, your husband had of him. 
Adr. He did bespeak a chain for me, but had it 
not. 

Cour. When as your husband, all in rage, to-day 
Came to my house, and took away my ring, 

(The ring I saw u})on his linger now,) 

Straight after, did I meet him with a chain. 

Adr. It may be so, but I did never see it : — 
Come, gaoler, bring me where tlie goldsmith is, 

I long to know' tlie tiuth hereof at large. 

Enter ANTirnoLiis of Syracuse, with his rapier drawn, 
and Dromio yf Syracuse. 

Inic. Heaven, for thy mercy! they are loose again. 
Adr. And come with naked swords ; let’s call 
more help. 

To have them bound again. 

Off'. Away, they’ll kill us. 

[Exeunt Officer, Adr. atid Lur. 
Ant. S. I see, these witclies aic afraid of sw'ords. 
Dro. S. She, that would be your wife, now ran 
from you. 

Ant. S Come to the Centaur ; fetch our stuff 5 
from thence : 

I long, tliat we were safe and sound aboard. 

Dro. S. Faith, stoy here this night, they will 
surely do us no harm ; you saw, they speak us fair, 
give us gold: methinks, they are such a gentle 
nation, that but for the mountain of mad flesh that 
claims marriage of me, I could find in my heart to 
stay here still, and turn witch. 

Ant. S. I will not stay to-night for all the town ; 
Therefore away, to get our stuff' aboard. [Exeunt, 


*• Foolish. 


8 Baggage, 
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ACT V. 


SCENE I. — - The same. 

Enter Merchant and Angelo. 

Ang, I am sorry, sir, that I have hinder’d you ; 
But, I protest, he had the chain of me, 

Though most dishonestly he doth deny it. 

Mer, How is the man esteem’d here in the city ? 
Ang. Of very reverend reputation, sir, 

Of credit infinite, highly belov’d, 

Second to none that lives here in the city ; 

His word might bear my wealth at any time. 

Mer, Speak softly : yonder, as I think, he walks. 

Enter Antipholus, and Duomio of Syracuse. 
Ang, ’Tis so ; and that self chain about his neck. 
Which he forswore, most monstrously, to have. 
Good sir, draw near to me. I’ll speak to him. 
Signior Antipholus, I wonder much 
That you would put me to this shame and trouble ; 
And not without some scandal to yourself. 

With circumstance, and oaths, so to deny 
This chain, which now you wear so openly : 

Besides the charge, the shame, imprisonment, 

You have done wrong to tins my honest friend ; 
Who, but for staying on our controversy, 

Had hoisted sail, and put to sea to-day : 

This chain you had of me, can you deny it ? 

Ant, S. I think, I liad ; I never did deny it? 
Mer, Yes, that you did, sir ; and forswore it too. 
Ant. S. Who heard me to deny it, or forswear it? 
Mer. These ears of mine, thou knowest, did hear 
thee : 

Fye on thee, wretch ! ’tis pity, that thou liv’st 
To walk where any honest men resort. 

Ant. S. Thou art a villain, to impeach me tims : 
I’ll prove mine honour, and mine honesty 
Against thee presently, if thou dar’st stand. 

Mer. I dare, and do defy thee for a villain. 

[T/iey draw. 

Enter Adriana, Luciana, Courtezan, and others. 
Adr. Hold, hurt him not, for heaven’s sake ; he 
is mad ; — 

Some get within him •, take his sword away : 

Bind Dromio too, and bear them to niy house. 

Dro, S, Run, master, run ; for heaven’s sake, 
take a house. 

This is some priory ; — In, or we are spoil’d. 

[Exeunt Ant. S. and Dro. S. to the Priory. 

Enter ike Abbess. 

Abb, Be quiet, people; Wherefore throng you 
hither ? 

Adr, To fetch my poor distracted husband hence : 
Let us come in, that we may bind him fast. 

And bear him home for his recovery. 

Ang, I knew, he was not in his perfect wits. 
Mer, I am sorry now, that I did draw on him. 
Abb. How long hath this possession held the man? 
Adr, This week he hath been heavy, sour, sad, 
And much, much different from the man he was ; 
But, till this afternoon, his passion 
Ne’er brake into extremity of rage. 

Abb* Hath he not lost much wealth by wreck at sea? 
» i, §. Close, grapple with him. 


Buried some dear friend ? Hath not else his eye 
Stray’d his affection in unlawful love ? 

A sin, prevailing much in youthful men. 

Who give their eyes the liberty of gazing. 

Which of these sorrows is he subject to ? 

Adr, To none of these, except it be the last ; 
Namely, some love, that drew him oft from home. 
Abb. You should for that have reprehended him. 
Adr, Why, so I did. 

Abb. Ay, but not rough enough. 

Adr, As roughly, as my modesty would let me. 
Abb. Haply, in private. 

Adr. And in assemblies too. 

Abb. Ay, but not enough. 

Adr. It was the copy * of our conference ; 

In bed, he slept not for my urging it ; 

At board, he fed not for my urging it ; 

Alone, it was the subject of my theme ; 

In company, I often glanced it ; 

Still did I tell him it was vile and bad. 

Abb. And thereof came it, tliat the man was mad : 
The venom clamours of a jealous woman 
Poison more deadly than a mad dog’s tooth. 

It seems his sleeps were hinder’d by thy railing : 
And thereof comes it that his head is light. 

Thou say’st his meat was sauc’d with thy up- 
braidings ; 

Unquiet meals make ill digestions. 

Thereof the raging fire of fever bred ; 

And what’s a fever but a fit of madness? 

Thou say’st his sports wer*' hinder’d by thy brawls : 
Sweet recreation barr’d, what doth ensue, 

But moody and dull melancholy, 

(Kinsman to grim and comfortless despair ;) 

And, at her heels, a huge infectious troop 
Of pale distemperatures, and foes to life ? 

In food, in sport, and life-preserving rest 
To be disturb’d, would mad or man, or beast ; 

The consequence is then, thy jealous fits 
Have scared thy husband from the use of wits. 

Luc. She never reprehended him but mildly, 
When he demean’d himself rough, rude, and 
wildly, — 

Why bear you these rebukes, and answer not? 

Adr, She did betray me to my own reproof. — 
Good people, enter, and lay hold on him. 

Ahb, No, not a creature enters in my house. 
Adr, Then, let your servants briner my husband 
forth. 

Abb. Neither ; he took this place for sanctuary, 
And it shall privilege him from your hands, 

Till I have brought him to his wits again, 

Or lose my labour in essaying it. 

Adr. I will attend my husband, be his nurse, 
Diet his sickness, for it is my office. 

And will have no attorney but myself ; 

And therefore let me have him home with me. 

Abb. Be patient ; for I will not let him stir. 
Till I have us’d the approved means I have. 

With wholesome syrups, drugs, and holy prayers. 
To make of him a formal man again ^ : 

It is a branch and parcel of mine oath, 

A charitable duty of my order ; 

Therefore depart, and leave him here with me. 

* I, e. To bring him back to hii senses. 


^ The theme 
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Scene I. 

Adr. I will not hence, and leave iny husband 
here ; 

And ill it doth beseem your holiness, 

To separate the husband and the wife. 

Abb- Be quiet, and depart, thou shalt not have 
him [Exit Abbkss. 

Luc- Complain unto the duke of this indij^nity. 
Adr. Come, go; i will fall prostrate at his feet, 
And never rise until my tears and prayers 
Have won his grace to come in person hither. 

And take jjerforce my husband from tlic abbess. 

Mt r, By this, 1 think, the dial points at five • 
Anon, I am sure, the duke himself in ])erson 
Comes this way to the melancholy vale ; 

'fhe ])laee of death and sorry * execution, 

Behind the ditches of the abbey here. 

An^. Upon what cause ? 

Afer. 'J'o see a reverend Syracusan merchant. 
Who put unluckily into this bay 
Against the laws and statutes of this town, 
Beheaded publiekly for his oli’ence. 

Anil,. See, where they come ; we will behold his 
death. V 

Lxte. Kneel to the dukt', before he pass the abbey. 

Eiitet' Dokf aUcnded } ^Kolon ImrcAicaded ; udf/i 
the Headsman and other OJ/icen. 

Thtke. Yt't once again proclaim it publiekly, 

If any friend will pay the sum for him, 

He shall not die, so much we tender him. 

Adr, Justice, most sacred duke, against the abliess* 
Duke. She is a virtuous and a reverend lady ; 

It cannot be, that she hath done thee wrong 

Adr. JMay it please your grace, Antipholus, my 
husband, — 

Whom I made lord of me and all 1 had. 

At your important ^ letters, — this ill day 
/V most oiilrageous fit of madness took him ; 

That des])erdtely he hurried through the slieet 
(^Vith him his bondman, all as mad as he,' 

Doing displeasure to the citizens 
By rushing in their houses, hearing thence 
Rings, jewels, any thing his lage did like. 

Once did I get him hound, and sent him home, 
Whilst to take order for the wrongs I went, 

That here and there liis fury had committed. 

Anon, I w'ot 7 not by w'hat strong cscajie. 

He broke from those that had the guard of him ; 
And, with his mad attendant and himself. 

Each one wuth ireful passion, with drawn swords, 
Mel us again, and, madly bent on us, 

(Phas’d us aw'ay ; till raising of more aid, 

We came again to bind them : tlien they fled 
Into this abbey, wliithcr we pursued tliem ; 

And here the abbess shuts the gates on us. 

And will not sufTer us to fetch him out, 

N(ir send him forth, that w e may bear him hence. 
Therefore, most gracious duke, with thy command, 
I-et him be brought forth, and borne hence for help. 
Duke. Long since, thy husband serv’d me in my 
wars ; 

And I to thee engag’d a prince’s word, 

When thou didst make him master of thy bed, 
lo do him all the grace and good I could. — 

Go some of you, knock at the abbey-gate. 

And bid the lady abbess come to me ; 

I will determine this before I stir. 

' Sad. Importunate. 

^ t e. To take measures > Know 


Enter a Servant. 

Serv. O mistress, mistress, shift aivd save yourself! 
My master and his man are both broke loose. 
Beaten the maids a-row 8, and bound the doctor, 
Wliose beard they have singed otf with brands of fire ; 
And ever as it blazed, they threw on him 
Great jrails of puddled mire to quench the hair : 
My master preaches patience to him, while 
Ills man with scissars nicks him like a fool : 

And, sure, unless you send some present help, 
Between them they will kill the conjurer. 

Adr. Peace, fool, thy master and his man arc here; 
And tliat is false thou dost report to us. 

Sert). Mistress, upon my life, I tell you true ; 

I have not breath’d almost since I did see it. 

He cries for you, and vows, if lie can take you, 

To scorch your face, and to disfigure you . 

[O-iy within. 

Hark, hark, 1 hear him mistress ; fly, be gone. 
Duke. Come, stand by me, fear nothing. Guaul 
with hal belts. 

Adr. Ah me, it is my husband ! VritiU'.s you, 
That lie is borne about invisible : 

Even now we lious’d him in the abbey heie; 

And now' he’s theie, past thought of human reason. 

Entex' Antiphoi.t’s and Diioxiio of Ejiliesus. 
Ant. E. Justice, most gracious duke oh, grant 
me justice * 

Even for the service that long since 1 did tine, 
When I bestrid thee, in the wars, and took 
Deep sears to save thy life ; even for the blood 
That then T lost for thee, now grant me justice. 

A'.iie. Unless the fear of deatli doth irake me dote, 
1 see my son Antipholus, and Dromio. 

Ant. E. Justice, sweet prince, against that woman 
there. 

She whom thou gav’st to me to lie my wife ; 

That hath abused and dishonour’d me, 

Even in the strength and height of injury * 

Beyond imagination is the wrong, 

J'hat she this day hath shameless thrown on me. 
Duke. Discover how, and thou shalt find me just. 
Ant. E. This day^, great duke, she shut the doors 
upon me, 

While she witli harlots feasted in my Iiouse, 

Duke. A grievous fault • Say, v\ omaii, didst thou so? 
Adr. No, my good lord . — myself, he, and my 
sister, 

To-day did dine together : so befal my soul, 

As this is false, he burdens me withal ! 

1a(c Ne’er may I look on day, nor sleep on iiigi t, 
But she tells to your highness simple truth * 

Ang. O perjur’d woman ! They are both forsw orn. 
Ill this the madman justly ehargeth them. 

Ant. E. My Kege, I am advised wdiat I say ; 
Neither disturb’d with the effect of wine, 

Nor heady-rash, provok’d with raging ire, 

Albeit, my wrongs might make one wiser mad. 
This woman lock’d me out this day from dinner : 
That goldsmith there, were he not pack’d with her. 
Could witness it, for he was with me then ; 

Who parted with me to go fetch a chain, 

Promising to bring it to the Porcupine, 

Where Balthazar and I did <Une together. 

Our dinner done, and he not coming thither. 

Successively, one after another. 

'* Harlot was a term of reproach applied to cheats amons 
men as well as to wantons among women. 

X 
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1 went to seek him ; in the street 1 met him ; 

And in his company, that gentleman ; 

There did tins perjur’d goldsmith swear me down, 
That I this day of him receiv’d the chain, 

Which, heaven knows, I saw not : for the which. 

He did arrest me witli an officer. 

I did obey ; and sent my peasant home 
For certain ducats : he with none return’d. 

Then fairly 1 bespoke the officer. 

To go in person with me to my house. 

By the way we met 
My wife, her sister, and a rabble more 
Of vile confederates ; along w-ith them 
They brought one P’iiich ; a hungry, lean-fuc’d 
villain, I 

A mere anatomy, a mountebank, ' 

A thread-bare juggler, and a forfuiie-tcllcr ; j 

A needy, hollow-ey’d, sharjj-looking wretch, 

A living dead man : tlii's pernicious slave, j 

Forsooth, took on him as a conjurer ; ! 

And, gazing in mine eyes, feeling rny pulse*, | 

And with no face, as ’twere out-facing me, i 

Cries out, I w as possess’d : then altogether 1 

They fell upon me, bound me, bore me thence ; | 

AtkI in a dark and dankish vault at home I 

There left me and my man, botli bound together ; 
Till gnawing with my teeth iny bonds in sunder, 

I gain’d iny freedom, and immediately 
Ran hither to your grace ; wliom I beseech, 

To give me ample satisfaction 

For these deep shames and great indignities. 

yliig. My lord, in truth, thus far I witness with him ; 
That he dined not at home, hut was lock’d out, 
Diike. But had he siicli a chain of thee, or no? 
^ng. He had, my lord ; and when he ran in here, 
These people saw the chain about his neck. 

Mer. Besides, I wall be sworn, these cars of mine 
Heard you confess you had the chain of him. 

After you first forswore it on the mait, 

And, thereupon, I drew* my sword on yon ; 

And then you fled into this abbey hetc, ! 

From w hence, 1 think, you are come by miracle. 

Ant. E. I never came within these abbey w’alls. 
Nor ever didst thou draw thy sword on me • 
r never saw the chain, so help me heaven * 

And this is false you burden me withal. 

Duke. Why, what an intricate impeach is this ! 

I think, you all have drank of Circe’s cup. 

If here you hous’d him, here he would have been ; 

If he were mad, he would not plead so coldly : — 
You say he dined at home ; the goldsmith here 
Denies that saying : — Sirrah, what say you ? 

Dro, E. Sir, he dined with her there, at the For- 
cupine. 

Cour. He did ; and from my finger snatch’d diat 
ring. 

Ant. E. ’'I'is true, my liege, this ring I had of her. 
Duke. Saw’st thou him enter at the abbey here ? 
Cour, As sure, my liege, as I do see your grace. 
Duke. Why, this is strange ; — Go call tlie abbess 
liithcr ; 

I think you are all mated, or stark mad. 

\^Exil an Attendant. 
ABge. Most mighty duke, vouchsafe me speak a 
word; 

Haply 1 see a friend will save my life, 

And pay the sum that may deliver me. 

Duke. Speak freely, Syracusan, what thou wilt. 
JEge. Is not your name, sir, called Antipholus? 
And is not that your bondman Dromio? 


Act V. 

Dro. E* Within this hour I was his bondman, sir, 
But he, 1 thank him, gnaw’d in two my cords ; 
Now am I Dromio, and his man, unbound. 

JEge. I am sure, you both of you remember me. 
Dro. E. Ourselves w^c do remember, sir, by you ; 
For lately we were bound, as you are now. 

You are not Pinch’s patient, are you, sir ? 

Aige. Why look you strange on me ? you know 
me \vell. 

Ant, E. I never saw you in my life, till now. 
JEge. Oh ! grief hath chang’d me since you saw 
me last ; 

And careful hours, with Time’s deformed hand 
Have written strange defeatures ‘ in iny face : 

But tell me yet, dost thou not know my voice? 

Ant. E. Neither. 

/Ege. Dromio, nor thou ? 

Dro. E. No, trust me, sir, nor I. 

Jhlge. 1 am sure thou dost. 

Dro. E. Ay, sir ? Init I am sure 1 do not ; and 
whatsoever a man denies, you are now hound to 
believe him. 

uEge. Not know my voice ’ O, lime’s extremity ' 
Hast thou so crack’d and splitted my poor tongue, 
In seven short years, tliat here iny only son 
Knows not my feeble key of untun’d cares? 

Though now this grained * face of mine be hid 
In sap-consuming winter’s drizzled snow, 

And all the conduits of my blood froze up; 

Yet hath my night of life some memory, 

My wasting lain]) some fading glimmer left, 

My dull deaf ears a little use to hear : 

All these old witnesses (I cannot err,) 

Tell me, thou art iny son Antipholus. 

Ant. E. 1 never saw my fatlier in iny life. 

JEge. But seven years since, in Syraciisa, boy, 
Thou knov\’st we parted, but, jierliaps, my sou, 
Thou sham’s! to acknowledge me in misery. 

Ant. E. The duke, and all tiiat know me in the 
! eily, 

j Can witness w'ith me that it is not so; 
i I ne’er saw Syracusa in my life. 

Duke. 1 tell tliee, Syracusan, tw'cnty years 
Have 1 been patron to Antipholus, 

During which time he nc’ei saw Syracusa : 

I see, tliy age and dangers make thee dote. 

Enter the Abbess, with Antii'iiolus Syracusan, and 
Diujmio Syracusan. 

Abb. Most mighty duke, behold a man much 
wrong’d. [AU gather to see him. 

Adr. I see two husbands, tir mine eyes deceive 
me. 

Duke. i)ne of these men is Genius to the other; 
And so of these : Which is the natural man, 

And which the spirit? Who deciphers them? 

Dro. S. I, sir, a,ni Dromio ; coiniiiatid him away. 
Dro. K. I, sir, am Dromio ; pi ay let me stay. 
Ant. S. JKgeon, art thou not? or else his ghost? 
Dro. S. O, my old master ! w ho hatli bound him 
here ? 

Abb. Whoever bound him, I will loose his bonds 
And gain a husband by his liberty : — . 

Speak, old AEgcon, if thou be’st the man 
That hadst a wife once called Ailmilia, 

That bore thee at a burden two fair sons : 

O, if thou be’st the same Ailgeon, speak. 

And speak unto the same Ailmilia ! 


1 Alteration of features. 


Furrowed, lined. 
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JEge, If I dream not, tliou art iEmilia ; 

If tliou art she, tell me where is that son 
'I’hat floated with thee on the fatal raft ? 

Abb.^ By men of Epidainnuin, he and I, 

And the twin Dromio, all were taken up ; 

But, by and by, rude fishermen of Corinth 
By force took Dromio and my son from them, 

And me they left with those of E])idamnum : 

What then became of them 1 cannot tell ; 

I, to this fortune that you sec me in. 

Duke. Why, here bej^ins Iiis morning story rights ; 
'j'liese two Antipholus’s, these two so like. 

And these two IJromios, one in semblance, — 
Besides her urging of her wreck at sea, — 

These are the parents to these children, 

Which accidenlally are met together. 

Antipholus, thou cam’st from Corinth first. 

Ant. S. No, sir, not I j 1 came from Syracuse. 
Duke. Stay, stand apart ; I know not which is 
which. 

Ant. E. I came frtim Corinth, iny most gracious 
lord. 

E. And I M'ilh him. 

Ant. E. Brought to tiiis town with that most 
famous warrior 

Duke jVIeiiu])hoii, your most renowned uncle. 

Adr. Which of you tw'o did dine witii me to-day ? 
Ant. S. I, gentle mistress. 

Adr. And are not you my husband ? 

Ant. E. No, I say na) to that. 

Anl. S. And so do I, yet did she call me so; 

And thi''. fair gentlewoman, her sister here. 

Did call me brother: — What I told you then, 

I liope, 1 shall have leisure to make good; 

If this be not a dream, I see, and hear. 

Anti. I’hat is the cliain, sir, which you had of me. 
Ant. S. I tliink it be, sir ; I deny it not. 
ytnt. E. And you, sir, for this chain, arrested me. 
Ang. I think I did, sir ; I deny it not. 

Adr. 1 sent you money, sir, to he your bail, 

By Dromio ; but 1 think he brought it not. 

Dro. E. No, none by me. 

Ant. S. This purse of ducats I received from you. 
And Dromio my man did bring tlieui me ; 

I sec, we still did meet each other’s man, 

And I was ta’eii for him, and he for me, 

And thereupon these Errors are arose. 

Ani. E. These ducats pawn I for my father here. 

'* The morning story is what JEgeon tells the Duke in the 
first scene of this play. 


Duke. It shall not need, thy father hath his life. 
Cour. Sir, I must have that diamond from you. 
Ant. E, There, take it ; and much thanks for my 
good cheer. 

Abb. Renowned duke, vouchsafe to take the pains 
To go with us into the abbey here, 

And hear at large discoursed all our fortunes : — 
And all that are assembled in this place. 

That by tliis sympathized one day’s error 
Have sufler’d wrong, go, keep us company, 

And we shall make full satisfaction 

'^rw'enty-h\ e years have 1 hut gone in travail 
Of you, iny sons ; nor, till this present hour, 

My heavy burdens are delivered : — 

The duke, my husband, and my children both, 

And you the calendars of their nativity, 

(io to a gossijj’s feast, and go with me ; 

After so long grief, siicli nativity. 

Duke. With all my heart, I’ll gossip at this feast. 
[^Exeunt Duke, Abbess, yEgeon, Courtezan, 
IMerchant, Angelo, and Attendants. 
Dro. S. Master, shall I fetch your scuff from 
shi])-board ? 

Ant. K. Dromio, what stuff of mine hast thou 
embark’d ? 

Dro. S. Your goods that lay at host, sir, in the 
Centaur, 

Anl. S. He speaks to me ; I am your master, 
Dromio : 

Come, go with us : we’ll look to that anon : 
Embrace thy brother there, rejoice witli him. 

[Exeunt Akticuolus S, and E. Adr. 
and Eire. 

Dro. S. 'riiere is a fat fiiend at your master’s 
house, 

That kitchen ’d me for yon to day at dinner ; 

She now shall be my sister, not my uife. 

Dro. E. Mi'thinks you are my glass, and not my 
brother ; 

I see by you, I am a sweet-faced youth. 

Will you walk in to see their gossiping ? 

Dro. S. Not 1, sir; you are my elder. 

Dro. E. T'hat's a question : how shall we try it? 
Dro. S. We will draw cuts for the senior : till 
then, lead thou first. 

Dro. E. Nay, then thus . 

We came into the world, like brother and brother ; 
And now let’s go hand in hand, not one before 
another. [Exeunt. 
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ACT I. 


SCENE I. — An open Place. 

Thunder and lightning. Enter three Witches. 

1 Witch. When shall we three meet again 
In thunder, lightning, or in rain ? 

2 Witch. When the hurlyburly’s ’ done, 

When the battle’s lost and won, 

S Witch. That will be ere set of sun. 

1 Witch. Where the place? 

2 Witch. Upon the heath ; 

3 Witch, There to meet with Macbeth. 

1 Witch. I come, Graymalkin ! 

AU. Paddock calls : — Anon. — 

Fair is foul, and foul is fair : 

Hover through the fog and filthy air. 

[Witches vanish. 

SCENE II. — A Camp near Fores. 

Alarum within. Enter King Duncan, Malcolm, 
Donalbain, Lenox, with Attendants, meeting 
a bleeding Soldier. 

Dun. What bloody man is that ? He can reoort, 
As seemeth by his plight, of the revolt 
The newest state. 

Mat, This is the sergeant, 

I Tumult 


Who, like a good and hardy soldier, fought 
’Gainst my captivity : — Hail, brave friend ! 

Say to the king the knowledge of the broil, 

As thou didst leave it. 

Sold. Doubtfully it stood ; 

As two spent swimmers, that do cling together, 
And choke their art. The merciless Macdonwald 
(Worthy to be a rebel ; for, to that. 

The multiplying villanics of nature 
Do swarm upon him,) from the western isles 
Of Kernes and Gallo wgl asses was supplied ; 

And fortune on him smil’d, but all too weak : 

For brave Macbeth, (well he deserves that name,) 
Disdaining fortune, with his brandish’d steel. 
Which smok’d with bloody execution, 

Like valour’s minion, 

Carv’d out his passage, till be fac’d the slave ; 

And ne’er shook hands, nor bade farewell to him, 
Till he unseam’d liim from the nave to the chaps. 
And fix’d his head upon our battlements. 

Dun. O, valiant cousin ! worthy gentleman ! 
Sold. As whence the sun ’gins his reflexion, 
Shipwrecking storms and direful thunders break ; 
So from that spring, whence comfort seem’d to come, 
Discomfort swells. Mark, king of Scotland, mark : 
No sooner justice had, with valour arm’d, 

3 f. e. Supplied with light and heavy armed troopa 
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CoxnpeU’d these skipping Kernes to trust their heels; 
But the Norweyan lord, surveying vantage, 

With furbish’d arms, and new supplies of men. 
Began a fresh assault. 

Dun. Dismay’d not this 

Our captains, Macbeth and Baiiquo ? 

Sold. Yes; 

As sparrows, eagles ; or the hare, the lion. 

If I say sooth \ I must report they were 
As cannons overcharg’d with double cracks ; 

So they 

Doubly redoubled strokes upon the foe • 

Except they meant to bathe in reeking wounds. 

Or memorize another Golgotha, 

I cannot tell : 

But I am faint, iny gashes cry for help. 

Dun. So well thy words become thee, as thy 
wounds ; 

They smack of honour both : — Go, get him sur- 
geons. [Exit Soldier, attended. 

Enter Rosse. 

Who comes here ? 

Mai. The worthy thane of Rosse. 

Lvn. What a haste looks through his eyes ! So 
should he look, 

That seems to speak things strange. 

Rosse, God save the king ! 

Dun. W^hence cam’st thou, worthy tliane ? 

Rosse. From Fife, great king. 

Where the Norweyan banners flout the sky. 

And fan our people cold. 

Norway himself, with terrible numliers, 

Assisted by that most disloyal traitor 

The thane of Cawdor, *gan a dismal conflict ; 

Till that Bellona’s bridegroom lapp’d in proof 
Confronted him with self-comparisons, 

Point against point rebellious, arm ’gainst luro, 
Curbing his lavish spirit . And, to conclude, 

'fhe victory fell on us ; 

Dun. Great happiness * 

Rosse. That now 

Sweno, the Norways’ king, craves composition ; 
Nor would we deign him burial of his men, 

Till he disbursed, at St. Colmes’ inch, 

Ten thousand dollars to our general use. 

Dun. No more that thane of Cawdor shall deceive 
Our bosom interest : — Go, pronounce his death. 
And with his former title greet Macbeth. 

Rosse. I’ll see it done. 

Dun. What he hath lost, noble Macbeth hath 
won. [Exeunt. 

SCENE 111. A Beath. 

Thunder. Enter the three Witches. 

1 Witch. Where hast thou been, sister ? 

2 Witch. Killing swine. 

3 Witch. Sister, where thou ? 

1 Witch. A sailor’s wife had chesnuts in her lap, 
And mounch’d, and mounch’d, and mounch’d : — 
Give me, quoth I ; 

Aroint thee^, witch! the rump-fed ronyon? cries. 
Her husband’s to Aleppo gone, master o’the Tiger: 
But in a sieve I’ll thiUier sail, 

And, like a rat without a tail, 

I’ll do, I’ll do, and I’ll do. 

® Truth. < Shakspeare means Mars. 

" Defended by armour of proof. » Avaunt, begone. 

' A scurvy woman fed on offals. 


2 Witch. I’ll give thee a wind. 

1 Witch. Thou art kind. 

3 Witch. And I another. 

1 Witch. I myself have all the other ; 

And the very ports they blow, 

All the quarters that they know 
r the shijnnan’s card. 8 
I will drain him dry as hay . 

Sleep shall, neither night nor day, 

Hang upon his pent-house lid ; 

He shall live a man forbid ^ : 

Weary seven nights, nine times nine, 

Shall he dwindle, peak, and pine ; 

Though his bark cannot be lost, 

Yet it shall be tern pest- toss’d. 

Look what I have. 

2 Witch. Show me, show me. 

1 Witch. Here I have a pilot’s thumb, 

Wreck’d, as homeward he did come. 

[Drum ufithm. 

3 Witch. A drum, drum ; 

Macbeth doth come. 

All. The weird sisters >, hand in hand, 

Posters of the sea and land. 

Thus do go about, about ; 

Thrice to thine, and thrice to mine, 

And thrice again, to make up nine ; 

Peace ! — the charm’s wound up. 

Enter Macbeth and Banquo. 

Macb. So foul and fair a day I have not seen. 
Ban. How far is’t call’d to Fores — What are 
these. 

So wither’d, and so wild in their attire ; 

Tliat look not like the inhabitants o’ the earth, 

And yet are on’t ? Live you ? or arc you aught 
Tliat man may question ? You seem to understand 
me, 

By each at once lier choppy finger laying 
Upon her skinny lips . — You sliould be women, 
And yet your beards forbid me to interpret 
That you are so. 

M(u b. Speak, if you can ; — What arc you ? 

1 1/ itch. All hail, Macbeth ! hail to thee, thane 

of Glamis ! 

2 WUch. All hail, Macbeth ! hail to thee, thane 

I of Cawdor ! 

! 3 Witch. All hail, Macbeth ! that shalt be king 

hereafter. 

Ban. Good sir, why do you start and seem to fear 
Things tliat do sound so fair ?— I’the name of truth, 

I Arc ye fantastical or that indeed 
Which outwardly ye show ? My noble partner 
You greet with present grace, and great prediction 
Of noble having \ and of royal hope, 

Tliat he seems rapt * withal ; to me you speak not : 
If you can look into the seeds of time. 

And say, which grain will grow, and which will not ; 
Speak then to me, who neither beg nor fear, 

Your favours, nor your hate. 

1 WUch. Hail! 

2 WUch. Hail ! 

S Witch. Hail ! 

1 WUch. Lesser than Macbeth, and greater. 

2 WUch. Not so happy, yet much happier. 

3 WUch, Thou shalt get kings, though thon be 

none ; 

Soy all hail, Macbeth, and Banquo ! 

Compass. ^ Accursed. * Prophetic sisters, 

s Supernatural, spinfual. 3 Estate. * Abstracted, 

y 3 
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1 Witch. Banquo, and Macbeth, all hail ! 

Macb. Stay, you imperfect speakers, tell me more : 
By Sinel’s death, I know, I am thane of Glamis : 
But how of Cawdor ? the thane of Cawdor lives, 

A prosperous gentleman ; and, to be king. 

Stands not within the prospect of belief, 

No more than to be Cawdor. Say, from w’hence 
You owe this strange intelligence ? or wiiy 
Upon this blasted heath you stop our way 
With such prophetic greeting ? — Speak, I charge 
you. [Witches vanhh. 

Ban. The earth hath bubbles, as tlie water has, 
And these are of them; — VVliither are they vanish’d? 
Macb. Into the air ; and wliat seem’d corjioral 
melted 

As breath into the wind. — 'Would they had stiiid ! 
Ban. Were such things here, as we do speak 
about ? 

Or have we eaten of the insane root, 

That takes the reason prisoner ? 

Macb. Your children shall be kings. 

Ban. You shall be king. 

Macb. And thane of Cawdor too ; went it not so ? 
Ban. To the self-same tune and words. Who’s 
here ? 

Enter Rosse and Angus. 

Basse. The king ha?h happily receiv’d, IMacbeth, 
The news of thy success ; and when he reads 
Thy personal venture in the rebels’ fight, 

His wonders and his praises do contend, 

Which should be thine, or his ; Silenc’d with that, 
In viewung o’er the rest o’ the self-same day. 

He finds thee in the stout Norweyan ranks, 
Notliing afeard of what thyself didst make. 

Strange images of death. As thick as tale 
Came i)ost with ])ost ; and every one did bear 
Thy praises in his kingdom’s great defence, 

And pour’d them do\Mi before him. 

Ang. We are sent, 

To give thee, from our royal master, thank^.; 

To herald thee into his sight, not pay thee. 

Basse. And, for an earnest of a greater honour. 
He bade me, from him, call thee thane of Cawdor: 
In which addition, hail, most worthy thane ? 

For it is thine. 

Ban. What, can the devil speak true ? 

Macb. The thane of Cawdor lives . Why do you 
dress me 

In borrow’d robes? 

Ang. Who w'as the thane, lives yet ; 

But under heavy judgment bears that life 
Which he deserves to lose. Whether he was 
Combin’d with Norway ; or did line the rebel 
With hidden help and vantage ; or that w ith both 
He labour’d in his country’s wreck, I know not ; 
But treasons capital, confess’d and prov’d. 

Have overthrown him, 

Macb. Glamis, and thane of Cawdor : 

The greatest is behind. — I'hanks for your pains. — 
Do you not hope your children shall be kings, 
When those that gave the thane of Cawdor to me, 
Promis’d no less to them ? 

Ban. That, trusted home, 

Might yet enkindle you unto the crown, 

Besides the thane of Cawdor. But ’tis strange ; 
And oftentimes to win us to our harm, 

The instruments of darkness tell us truths ; 

Win us with honest trifles, to betray us 

' As faiit as they could be counted. 


In deepest consequence. — 

Cousins, a word, 1 pray you. 

Macb. Two truths are told, 

As happy prologues to the swelling act 

Of the imperial theme. — J thank you, gentlemen, 

This supernatural soliciting 

Cannot be ill ; cannot be good : — If ill, 

Why hath it given me earnest of success, 
Commencing in a truth ? I am thane of Cawdor : 
If good, why do I yield to that suggestion 
Whose horrid image doth unfix my hair. 

And make my seated heart knock at my ribs 
Against the use of nature? Present fears 
Are less than horrible imaginings ; 

My thought, whose murder yet is but fantastical, 
Shakes so my single staU* of man, that function 
Is smother’d in surmise : and nothing is, 

But what is not. 

Ban. Look, how our partner’s rapt. 

Macb. If chance will have me king, wliy, chance 
may crown me. 

Without my stir. 

Bail. New honours come upon him 

Like our strange garments, cleave 7 not to tlieir mould, 
But with the aid of use. 

Macb. Come vvljat come may ; 

Time and the hour*' runs through the roughest day. 
Ban. Worthy Macbeth we stay upon your leisure. 
Macb. Gi^e me your favour : — my dull brain 
was wrought 

With things forgotten. Kind gentlemen, your i)ains 
Are register’d wiiero every dcUy 1 turn 
The leaf to read tliem. — Let us toward tlie king. — 
Think upon nliat Iiath ch.'Uic’d : and, at more time, 
The interim having weigh’d it, let us speak 
Our free hearts eacJi to other. 

Ban. Very gladly. 

Macb. Till then, enough — Come, friends. 

\_E veunt. 

SCENE IV. — Fores. A Boom in the J'nlaee. 

Flourish. Enter Deinc an, Malcolm, Donalbain, 
Ltnox, UA/f/ Attendant'^. 

Dun. Is execution done on Cawdor ? Are not 
Those in commission yet return’d ? 

Mai. My liege, 

'I'hey arc not yet come back. But I have spoke 
With one that saw him die . who did rejxjrt, 

That very frankly lie confess’d his treasons ; 
Implor’d your highness’ pardon ; tind set forth 
A deep repentance ; nothing in his life 
Became him, like the leaving it ; he died 
As one that had been studied in his doatli, 

To throw aw ay the dearest thing he ow’d 
As ’twere a careless trifle. 

Dun. There’s no art, 

To find the mind’s construction in the fiiCQ : , 

He w'as a gentleman on whom 1 buHt 
An absolute trust. — O worthiest cousin ! 

Enter Macbeth, Banquo, Rosse, and Angus. 

Tlie sin of my ingratitude even now 
Was heavy on me ; Thou art so far before. 

That swiftest wing of recompense is slow 
To overtake thee. ’Would thou hadst less deserv’d: 
That the proportion both of thanks and payment 

Incitement ^ i.e. Which cleave not 

^ Time and opportunity. 9 Pardon. 

1 Owned, possessed. 



Scene V. 

Might have been mine ! only 1 have left to say, 
More is.thy due than more thap all can pay. 

Macb. The service and the loyalty I owe, 

In doing it, pays itself. Your highness’ part 
Is to receive our duties : and our duties 
Are to your throne and state, children, and servants ; 
Which do but what they sliould, by doing every thing 
Safe toward your love and honour. 

Dun. Welcome hither : 

I have begun to plant thee, and Avill labour 
I'o make thee full of growing. — Noble Banquo, 
That hast no less deserv’d, nor must be known 
No less to have done so, let me infold thee, 

And hold thee to my heart. 

lian. There if I grow. 

The harvest is your own. 

Dun. My plenteous joys, 

Wanton in fulness, seek to hide themselves 
In drops of sorrow. — Sons, kinsmen, tlianes, 

And you whose places are tlie nearest, know, 

We will establish our estate upon 
Our eldest, Malcolm ; whom name hereafter. 
The prince of Cumberland : which honour must 
Not, unaccompanied, invest him only, 

Hut signs of nobleness, like stars, shall shine 
On all deservers. — From hence to Inverness, 

And bind us further to you. 

Mach. The rest is labour, which is not us’d for you : 
I’ll he myself the harbinger, and make joyful 
The hearing of my wife with your approach; 

So, humbly take my leave. 

Dun. IMy worthy Cawdor ! 

Macb. The prince of Cumberland ' — Tliat is a 
step, {Asuk. 

On which I must fall dow n, or else o'er-leap. 

For in my w ay it lies. Stars hide your fires ! 

Cet not light see my black and dec]» desires , 

The eye wink at the liand ! yet let that be, 

Whicli the eye fears, wlien it is done, to see. [AVd. 

Dun. True, worthy Hanquo; lie is full so valiant • ; 
And in his commendations I am fed ; 

It is a banquet to me. Let us after him, 

Whose care is gone before to hid ns welcome 
It is a peerless kinsman. [Floioish. Kicunt. 

SCENE V. — Inverness. A liooni in Macbeth’*' 
Castle. 

Mnler Daily Macbeth, reading a letter. 

Lady M. They met me m the day of success ; and 
I have learned by the jyerfeciest report^ they have more 
in them than mortal knowledge. Itlien 1 burned in 
desire to question them fat Iherf they made themselves 
— air, into which they vanished. fflnles T stood rapt 
in the wonder of itf came missives^ from the kingy who 
all hailed me, Thane of ('awdor; by which title, 
hiforc, these weird sisters saluted me, and rij'errcd me 
to the (oming on of time, with. Hail, king that slialt 
ht* ! This have I thought good to deliver thee, my 
dearest partner of greatness ; that thou mightest not 
lose the dues of rejoicing, by being ignorant of what 
greatness is promised thee. Lay it to thy heart, and 
farewell. 

Glamis thou art, and Cawdof ; and shalt be 
What thou art promised: — Yet do I fear thy nature; 
It is too full o’ the human Jkindn^ 

To catch the nearest way Wou wouklst be great ; 
Art not without ambition ; but without 

Full as valiant as described. ’ Messengers. 
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The illness should attend it. What thou wouldst 
highly, 

That wouldst thou holily ; wouldst not play false, 
And yet wouldst w rongly win ; thou’dst have great 
Glamis, 

That which cries. Thus thou must do, f thou have it ; 
And that which rather thou dost fear to do, 

Than wishest should he undone. Hie thee hiliier. 
That I may pour my spirits in thine ear ; 

And chastise with the valour of my tongue 
All that impedes thee from tlie golden round"*. 
Which fate and metaphysical aid doth seem 
To have thee crow'n’d withal. — What is your tidings? 

Enter an Attendant. 

Attend. The king comes here to-night. 
l.ady AL Thou’rt mad to say it . 

Is not thy master with him? wdio, w^er’t so. 

Would have inform’d for preparation. 

Attend. So please you, it is true ; our thane is 
coming : 

One of my fellows had the speed of liim ; 

Who, almost dead for breath, Jiad scarcely more 
Than would make up his message. 

Lady AL Give him tending, 

He brings great new's. The raven himself is hoarse, 

[Ejcit Attendant. 

That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan 
Under my battlements. Come, come, you spirits 
That tend on nuwtal thoughts, unsex me here ; 
And fill me, from the crown to the toe, top-full 
Of diicst cruelty ! make thick my blood, 

Stop II j» the access and passage to remorse ? ; 

Tiiat no compunctious visitiugs of nature 

Shake my fell purpose, nor keep peace between 

I'Jie elfect, and it ' Come to my woman's breasts, 

.And take my milk for gall, jouraurd’ring ministers, 

Wherever in your sightless substances 

You w'ait on nature’s mischief: Come, thick night, 

And palD thee in the duimest smoke of hell ! 

That my keen knife see not the ivonnd it makes ; 
Nor heaven peep through the blanket of the dark, 

To cry, Hold, hold! “Great Glamis' wwthy 

Cawdor ' 

Enter IMac bitji. 

Greater than both, by the all-hail Iicrcaftcr ' 

Th} letters have transjiorted me beyond 
This ignorant present, and 1 leel now 
The future in the instant. 

Afach. My dearest love, 

Duncan comes here to-night. 

Lady AL And when goes hence ? 

Macb. To-morrow, — as he purposes. 

Lady AL O, never 

Shall sun that morrow see ! 

Youi face, my thane, is as a book, where men 
May read strange matters : — I’o beguile tlie time, 
Jjook like the time ; bear welcome in your eye, 
Your hand, your tongue: look like the innocent 
flower, 

But be the serpent under it. He that’s coming 
Must be provided for : and you shall put 
This night’s great business into my despatch ; 
Which shall to all our nights and days to come 
Give solely sovereign sway and masterdom. 

Afacb. We will speak further. 

* Diadem. ^ Supernatural 

® Deadly, murderous. 7 pity. 

" Wrap as in a mantle. 
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Act L Scene VIL 


Lady il/. Only look up clear ; 

To alter favour 9 ever is to fear ; 

Leave all tne rest to me. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VI. — Before the Castle. 
Hautboys. Servants (f IVIacbeth attending. 

Enter Duncan, Malcolm, Donalbain, Banquo, 
Lenox, MACourr, Bosse, Angus, and Attendants. 

Hun. This castle hath a })leasant seat ; the air 
Nimbly and sweetly recoinineiids itself 
Unto our gentle senses. 

Ban. This guest of suiinner, 

The temple-haunting martlet, docs api)rove, 

By his lov’d mans»onry, that the heaven’s breath, 
Smells wooingly here; no jutty, frieze, buttress, 
Nor coigiic of vantage ', but this bird hath made 
His pendent bed, and procreaiit cradle: Where they 
Most breed and liaunt, I have observ’d, tfie air 
Is delicate. 

Enter Lady MAcuLrii* 

Dun. See, see ! our honour’d hostess ! 

The love that follows us, sometime is our trouble. 
Which still we thank as love. Herein 1 teach you. 
How you sludl bid God yields us for your pains, 
And thank us for your trouble. 

Lady M. All our service 

In every point twice doiic, and then done double, 
Were poor and single business, to contend 
Against those honours deep and broad, wherewith 
Your majesty loads our house : For those of old. 
And the late dignities heap’d up to them, 

We rest your hermits. 

Dun. Where’s the thane of (’awdorV 

We cours’d him at tlie heels, and had a purpose 
To be his purveyor : but he rides \\ ell ; 

And his great love, sliarp as his spur, hath holp him 
To his home before us ; Fair and noble hostess. 

We are your guest to-night. 

Lady M. Your servants ever 

Have tlieirs, themselves, and what is theirs in compt \ 
To make their audit at }our highness’ pleasure. 

Still to return your own. 

Dun. Give me your hand. 

Conduct tne to mine host ; we love him highly. 
And shall continue our graces towards him. 

By your leave, hostess. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VII. — A Rooin in the Castle. 

Hautboys and torches. Enters and pass over the 
stagCf a Sewer \ and divers Servants with dishes 
and service. Then enter Macbeth. 

Macb. If it were done, when ’tis done, then 
’twerc well 

It were done quickly ; If the assassination 
Could trammel up the consequence, and catch. 
With his surcease, success ; that but this blow 
Might be the be-all and the end-all here, 

But here, upon this bank and shoal of time, — 
We’d jump the life to come. — But, in these cases, 
We still have judgment here ; that we but teach 
Bloody instructions, which, being taught, return 
To plague the inventor : This even-handed justice 
Commends the ingredients of our poison’d chalice 
To our own lips. He’s here in double trust ; 

> Look, countenance. ‘ Convenient corner. 

* Reward. * Subject to awompt 

*> An officer so called from bis placing the dishes on tlic tabic. 


First, as 1 am his kinsman and his subject, 

Strong both against the deed ; then, as his host, 
Who should against his murderer shut the door, 
Not bear the knife myself. Besides, this Duncan 
Hath borne his faculties so meek, hath been 
So clear in his great office, that his virtuqs 
Will plead like angels, trumpet-tpugued, against 
The deep damnation of his taking off’: 

And pity, like a naked new-born babe, 

Striding the blast, or heaven’s cherubin, hors’d 
Upon the sightless couriers of tlie air. 

Shall blow the horrid deed in every eye, 

That tears shall drown the wind. — 1 have no spur 
To prick the sides of my intent, but only 
V'aulting ambition, which o’er-leaps itself, 

And falls on the otlier. — 11 ow^ now, what news? 

Enter Lady Macbeth. 

l.ady M. He has almost supp’d . Why have you 
left the chamber? 

Mach. Hatli he ask’d for me? 

Lady M. Know^ you not, he li;is? 

Macb. We will proceed no further in this business: 
He hath honour’d me of late ; and I have bouglit 
Golden ojiinions from all sorts of people, 

Which would be worn now' in tlieir newest gloss, 
Not cast aside so soon. 

Lady M. Was the hope drunk, 

Whcjein )ou dress’d yourself? hath it slept since? 
And w'akes it now, to look so green and pale 
At what it did so freely ? I'rom this time, 

Such 1 account thy love. Art thou afearil 
To be the same in tliine own act and valour, 

As thou art in desire? Wouldst thou have that 
Which thou esteein’st the ornament of life. 

And live a coward in thine own esteem ; 

Letting 1 dare not wait u])on I ivouldf 
Like the poor cat i’ the adage? 

Macb. Pr’ythee, peace ; 

I dare do all that may become a man 
Who dares do more, is none. 

Ijady M. W’iitit beast w'as it then 

That made you break this enterprise to me ? 

When you durst ilo it, then you w'ere a man ; 

And, to be more than wliat you were, you would 
Be so much more the man. Nor time, nor place, 
Did then adhere and yet you would make botli ; 
They have made themselves, and that their litness 
now 

Docs unmake you. I have given suck, and know 
How tender ’tis, to love the babe that milks me : 

I would, wliile it was smiling in my face. 

Have pluck’d iny nipple from its boneless gums, 
And dash’d tiie brains out, had I so sworn, as you 
Have done to this. 

Macb. If we should fail, 

I.ady M. We fail ! 

But screw yoiir courage to the place, 

And weTT not fml. Wlicn "Duncan is asleep, 
(Whereto the rather shall his day’s luird jouniey 
Soundly invite him,) his tw'o chamberlains 
Will I with wine and wassel 7 so convince 8, 

That memory, the warder 9 of the brain, 

Shall be a fume, and the receipt of reason 
A limbeck only : When in swinish sleep 
Their drenched natures lie, as in a death. 

What cannot you and I perform upon 

^ Winds ; sightless is invisible. 

In the same sense as cohere. t Intemperance. 

* Overpower, 9 Sentinel. 



MACBETH. 


Act 1L Scene J. 

The unguarded Duncan? what not put upon 
Ills spongy officers ; who shall bear the guilt 
Of our great quell ? ' 

Mach. Bring forth men-children only ! 

Vor th]^ undaunted mettle should compose 
Nothing but males. Will it not be received \ 
Wlien we have mark’d with blood those sleepy two 
Of his own chamber, and us’d their very daggers, 
'J’hat they liave done’t ? 
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M. Who dares receive it other, 

As we shall make our griefs and clamour roar 
Upon his death ? 

Macb. I arn settled, and bend up 

Each corporal agent to this terrible feat. 

Away, and mock the time with fairest show : 

False face must hide what the false heart doth know. 

[^Exeveht. 


ACT 11. 


SCENE I. Court within Macbeth’,? CoUlc. 


Enter Banquo and Fleance, and a Semant with a 
torch before Ikcnu 

Ban. How goes the night, boy ? 

F/e. The moon is down ; 1 liave not heard the 
clock. 

Ban. And she goes dowm at twelve. 

F/c. I take’t, ’tis later, sir. 

Ban. Hold, take my swwd : — I'hcre’s hus- 
bandry in heaven, 

Their candles .arc all out. — Take thee that too. 

A heavy summons lies like lead upon me. 

And yet 1 would not sleep : Merciful powers! 
Uestrain in me the cursed thoughts, that nature 
Gives way to in repose ! — Give me my sword — 


Enter Macbeth, and a Servant with a torch. 


Who’s there ? 

Mach. A friend. 

Ban What, sir, not yet at rest ? Tlie king’s a-bed : 
He bath been in unusual pleasure, and 
Sent forth great largess ' to your offices > : 

This diamond he greets your wife withal, 

By the name of most kind hostess ; and sliut up ^ 
In measureless content. 

Macb. Being iinprepar’d, 

Our will became the servant to defect ; 

Which else should free have wrought. 

Ban. All’s well. 

I dieamt last night of the thiee weird sistei’s : 

To you they have show’d some trutli. 

Macb. I think not of them • 

Yet when we can entreat an hour to serve, 

Would spend it in some words upon that business, 
Tf you would grant tlie time. 

Ban. At your kind’st leisure. 

Macb, If you shall cleave to my consent,— -when 
’tis. 

It shall make honour for you. 

Ban. So I lose none. 

In seeking to augment it, but still keep 
My bosom franchis’d, and allegiance clear, 

I shall be counsell’d. 

Mach, Good repose, the while. 

Ban. Thanks, sir ; The like to you. 

[Exit Banquo and Feeance. 
Mach, Go, bid thy mistress, w'ben my drink is 


She strike upon the bell. 


Get thee to bed. 

[Exit Seinmit. 


‘ Murder. 2 Supposed. ^ Thrift 

* Bounty. J The rooms appropriated to servant. 

« Conclude. 


Is this a dagger which I see before me. 

The handle tow aid my band? Come, let me clutch 
thee : — 

I have thee not, and yet I see thee still. 

Art thou not, fatal vision, sensible 
T’o feeling, as to sight? or art thou but 
A dagger of the mind ; a false creation. 

Proceeding from the heat- oppressed brain? 

1 see thee yet, in form as palpable 
As this which now I draw. 

'riiou marsharst me the way that I w'as going ; 

And such an instrument 1 was to use. 

Mine eyes are made the fools o’thc other senses, 

Or else worth all the rest : 1 sec thee still ; 

And on thy blade, and dudgeon 7, gouts'^ of blood, 
Which was not so before. — There's no such thing: 
It is the bloody business, which informs 
Thus to mine eyes. — Now o’er the one l.alf world 
Nature seems dead, and wicked dreams abuse. 

The curtain’d sleep ; now* witcljciafl celebrates 
Pale Hecate’s olfeiings ; and wither’d murder, 
Alarum’d by his sentinel, the wolf, 

Whose liovvTs his watch, thus with his stealthy pace, 
With Taiqiiin’s ra\ishing strides, tow'ards his design 

Moves like a ghost. Thou sure and firm-set 

earth, 

Hear not my steps, which w'ay they WTilk, for fear 
Tliy ^ery stones prate of my wdiere-ahout. 

And take the present horror from the time, 

Which now suits with it. — Whiles 1 threat, he lives; 
Words to the heat of deeds too cold breath gives. 

[yl bell rings, 

I go, and it is done ; the hell invites me. 

Hear it not, Duncan ; for it is a knell 

That summons thee to heaven, or to hell. [Exjj^, 

SCENE ri. — The same. 

Enter Lady MArBETir. 

Lady M. That w hich hath made them drunk, 
hath made me bold : 

What hath quench’d them, hath given me fire : — 
Hark I — Peace ! 

It was lliu owl that shriek’d, the fatal bellman. 
Which gives the stei n’st good night. He is about it : 
The doors are open ; and the surfeited grooms 
Do mock their charge with snores : I have drugg’d 
their possets, 

That death and nature do contend about them, 
Whether they live or die. 

Macb. [ PFithhi] Who’s there ? — what, ho I 
Lady M. Alack I I am afraid they have awak’d. 
And ’tis not done : — the attempt, and not the deed, 

* Haft, handle. ” Drops. 
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Confounds us : — Hark ! •— I laid their daggers 
read'fj 

He could not iniss tliern. — Had he not resembled 
My father as he slept, 1 had done't. — - My husband? 

Enter Macbeth 

Macb, I have done the deed ; — Didst tlioii not 
liear a noise ? 

Lady M. I heard the owl scream, and the crickets 
cry. 

Did not you speak ? 

Macb. When ? 

Lady M. Now. 

Macb. As \ descended ? 

Lady M. Ay. 

Macb. Hark ’ 

Who lies i’the second chamber ? 

Lady M. Doiialbain. 

Macb. TJiis is a sorry sight. 

[Looking on his hands. 
Lady M. A foolish thought, to say a sorry sight. 
Macb. There’s one did laugh in liis sleep, and 
one cried, murder ! 

That they did wake each other j I stood and heard 
them : 

But tliey did say their prayers, and address’d them 
Again to sleep. 

Lady M. Tliere are two lodg’d together. 
Macb. One cried, God bless us ! and, Aniens the 
otlier ; 

As they liad seen me, with these liangman’s hands 
Listening their fear. I could not say amen, 

When they did say, God bless us. 

Lady M. Consider it not so deeply. 

Macb. But wherefore could not I pronounce, 
amen ? 

I had most need of l)lcssing, and amen 
Stuck in my throat. 

Lady M. Tliese deeds must not be thought 
After these ways ; so, it will make us mad. 
f Macb. Methought, I heard a voice cry, SYeep no 
more / 

Macbeth does murder sleeps the innocent sleep ; 

Sleepi that knits up the rueeWd sleave*^ (^fcare. 

The death of each day's Hfcy sore labo^ir's batlh 
Balm of hurt mmds, great nature s second course, 
Chief noufisher in Ife's feast ; — 

Lady M. What do you mean ? 

Macb. Still it cried, Sleep no more! to all the house; 
Glamis hath murder'd sleep ; and therefore Cawdor 
S/kdt sleep no more, Macbeth shrdl sleep no more ! 
Lady M. Wlio was it that thus cried? Why, 
worthy thane. 

You do unbend your noble strength, to think 
So brainsickly of things : — Go, get some water, 
And wash tliis filthy witness from your hand. — 
Why did you bring these daggers from the place ? 
They must lie there ; Go, carry them ; and smear 
The sleepy groom with blood, 
j Macb. I’ll go no more : 

1 I am afraid to think what I have done ; 

' Look on’t again, I dare not. 

Lady M. Infirm of purpose ! 

I Give me the daggers ; The sleeping and tlie dead 
I Are but as pictures : ’tis the eye of childhood, 

I That fears a painted devil. If he do bleed, 
i 1*11 gild the faces of the grooms withal, 

For it must seem their guilt. 

[Exit. Knocldng within* 
* Slcave IS unwrought silk 


Act II. 

Macb. Whence is that knocking: 

How is*t with me, when every noise appals me ? 
What hands are here? Ha! they pluck out mine 
eyes 1 

Will all great Neptune’s ocean wash this blood 
Clean from my Jiand? No; this my hand will rathei 
The multitudinous seas incarnardinc, * 

Making the green — one red. 

Re-enter Lady Macbeth. 

Lady M. My hands are of your colour ; but I 
shame 

To wTar a heart so white. [A’^/ocA-bi^.] I hear a 
knocking 

At the south entry ; — retire we to our chamber : 

A little water clears us of this deed : 

How easy is it then? Your constancy 
Hath left you unattended. — \Knocking.'\ Hark ’ 
more knocking ; 

Get on your night-gown, lest occasion call us, 

And show us to ho watchers : — Be not lost 
So poorly in your thoughts. 

Macb. To know my deed, — ’twere best not know 
mjsclf. [Knocking. 

Wake Duncan with tliy knocking ! I would tJiou 
couldst ’ [Eveunt^ 

SCEN E I IT. — The same. 

Enter a Porter. [K'/iochng within. 

Porter, lleie’^ a knocking, indeed* [Knocking.] 
Knock, knock, knock Who’s tliere? Come in time. 
[A'/#orA//?g.] Knock, knock , Who’s there? [Knock- 
ing.'] Knock, knock ; Never at cpiict I What arc 
you ? [A'//orA //?•(.] Anon, anon ; I pray you. re- 
member tlie porter. [Opens the gate. 

Enter Macduff and lihxox. 

Mucd. Was it so lati*, friend, ere you went to bed 
That you do lie so late ? 

Port. Faith, sir, we were carousing till the se- 
cond cock. 

Mat'd. Is thy master stirring? — 

Our knocking lias awak’d liim ; here ho comes. 

Enter Macbeth. 

Lew. Good-morrow', noble sir 1 

Macb. Good-morrow, both I 

Macd. Is the king stirring, worthy thane? 

Macb. Not yet. 

Macd. He did command me to call timely on him ; 
I have almost slipp’d the hour. 

Macb. I’ll bring you to him. 

Macd, I know this is a joyful trouble to you ; 
But yet ’tis one. 

Macb. The labour we delight in physics ^ pain. 
This is the door, 

Macd. I’ll make so bold to call, 

For ’tis my limited service. 3 [Exit Macduff. 

Len. Goes the king 

From hence to-day ? 

Macb. He does : — he did appoint it so. 

Len. The night has been unruly ; Where we 
lay, 

Our chimnies were blown down ; and, as they say, 
Laraentings heard i’the air; strange screams of 
death ; 

1 To incarnardino is to stain of a flesh colour. 

2 i, e. Affords a cordial to it, ^ Appointed service. 
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Scene III. 

And prophesying, with accents terrible, 

Of dire combustion, and confus’d events, 

New hatch’d to the woeful time. The obscure bird 
Clamour’d the livelong night : some say, the earth 
Was feverous, and did shake. 

Mach. *Twas a rough niglit. 

Len. My young remembrance cannot parallel 
A fellow to it. 

Re-enter Macduff. 

Macd. O horror! horror! horror! Tongue, nor 
heart, 

Cannot conceive nor name thee ! 

Mach. J.eiu What’s the matter ? 

Macd. Confusion now hath made his masterpiece • 
Most sacrilegious murder hath broke ope 
'Die Lord’s anointed temple, and stole (hence 
The life o’ the building. 

Mach, What is’t you say ? the life? 

Len. Mean you liis majesty ? 

Macd. Ajjproacli the chamber, and destroy your 
sight 

With a ne\\ Gorgon ; — Do not bid me speak ; 

See, and then sj)eak yourselves, — Awake ' awake ' 
[ Ex'CiDd Machetii and Li sox. 
Ring the alarum-bell — JNIurder, and treason ' 
Ranquo, and Donalbain ’ Malcolm I awake ' 

Shake off this downy sleep, death’s counterfeit, 

And look on death itself Up, up, and sec 

"I’lie great doom’s image I jVialcolin • Hanquo ! 

As fiom your graves jise up, andw'alk like spiigbts, 
To countenance this hoiror. [7?t7/ tinc^s. 

Enter J.ndi/ IVIaciU' nr, 

T.ady M. What’s the business, 

That such a hideous (rum])ct calls to parley 
The sleepers of the house ? sjreak, s}>eak, — 

Macd. O, gentle lady, 

’Tis not for you to hear what I can speak: 

Tire repetition, In a wamian’s ear, 

Would murder as it fell, () Hanquo! Baiiquo! 

Entir Ran QUO. 

Our roy^al master’s murder’d ' 

l.ady M. Woe, alas ! 

What, in our house? 

Ran, Too cruel, any where. 

Dear DulF, 1 pi’ythee contradict thyself, 

And sjiy, it is not so. 

Rc-enlcr Machlth ami Lenox. 

Mach, Had I but died an hour before this ch.aiice, 
I had liv’d a blessed time ; for, from this instant, 
There’s nothing serious in mortality : 

All is but toys : renowm, and grace is dead : 

The wine of life is drawn, and the nicer lees 
Is left this vault to brag of. 

Enter Malcolm and Donalbain. 

I)o7i. What is amiss ? 

McLcb. You are, and do not know it : 

The spring, the head, the fountain of your blood 
Is stopp’d ; the very source of it is stopji’d. 

Macd. Your royal father’s murder’d. 

Mol. O ! by wliom ? 

I,en, Those of his chamber, as it seem’d, had 
done’t ; 

Their hands and faces were all badg’d with blood, 
So were their daggers, wliich, unwip’d, we found 
Upon their pillows : 


They star’d, and w^ere distracted j no man’s life 
Was to be trusted with tliem. 

Mach. O, yet I do repent me of my fury, 

That I did kill them. 

Macd. Wherefore did you so ? 

Mach. Wlio can be w'ise, amaz’d, temperate and 
furious. 

Loyal and neutral, in a moment ? No man * 

The expedition of iny violent love 

Ont-ran the pauser reason. — Here lay Duncan, 

His silver skin lac’d with his golden blood ; 

And bis gash’d stabs look’d like a breach in nature, 
For ruin’s w'asteful entrance • tliere, the murderers, 
Steep’d in the colours of their trade, their daggers 
Unmannerly breech’d with gore’ ; Who could le- 
frain. 

That iiad a heart to lo\e, and in tliut lieart 
Courage to make his love knowm ? 

Ladt/ M. Help me hence, ho ! 

Macd. Look to the lady. 

Ma/. Why do we hold our tongues, 

That most may claim tliis argument for ours ? 

Don. What should be spoken liere, 

Where our fate, hid within an augre-hole, 

May rush and seize ns? Let’s away; our tears 
Are not yet brew ’d. 

Mai. Nor our strong sorrow on 

The foot of motion. 

Ran. Look to tlic lady : — 

[Ladi/ ^Iacbltu is earned out. 
And when we have our naked frailties hid, 

Tli.it suffer in exposure, let us meet, 

And (jucstion this most bloody ])ieee of work, 

To know’^ it further. I'eais and sciu))les shake us ; 
In till* great hand of God I stand ; and, thence, 
Against tlie undivulg’d pietence I fight 
Of trea'-onoiis malice. 

Mach. And so do 1. 

AU. So all. 

Mach. Let’s briefly put on manly re.idiness, 

And meet i’ the ball together. 

^///. Well eonlented. 

{Ereaut all hvl M\l. and Don. 
Mai. What will you do? i.et’s not consort with 
them : 

To show' an iinfclt sorrow^, is an offict* 

Which the false man does easy : I’ll to England. 

Don. To liel.ind, I; our separ«ited fortune 
Shall keep us botli the safer • w here wa; are, 

There *s...da gge rs in men’s Mmlcs • 

'Hie nearer blooiTy. ^ 

Mai. ” Tin’s murderous shaft that’s shot, 

Hath not yet lighted ; .and our safest way 
Is, to avoid the aim. Therefore, to horse ; 

And let us not be dainty of leave taking. 

But shift away : tliere’s warrant in that theft. 
Which steals itself, when there’s no mercy left. 

[Ejceunt. 

SCENE IV. — Without the Castle* 

Enter Rossk and an Old Man. 

Old M, Threescore and ten I can remember well : 
Within the volume of which time, I have seen 
Hours dreadful, and things strange ; but this sore 
night 

Hath trifled former knowings. 

Rosse, Ah, good father, 

Thou seest the heavens, as troubled with man’s act, 


■* Covered with blood to their hilts. 
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I'hreaten his bloody stage : by the clock, *tis day, 
And yet dark night strangles the travelling lamp : 

Js it night’s predominance, or the day’s shame, 

That darkness does the face of earth intomb, 

When living light should kiss it ? 

Old M. 'Tis unnatural. 

Even like the deed that’s done. On Tuesday last 
A falcon, towering in her i)ride of i)lacc. 

Was by a mousing owl liawk’d at, and kill’d. 

Ilosse* And Duncan’s horses, (a thing most 
strange and certain,) 

Beauteous and swift, the minions of their race. 
Turn’d wild in nature, broke their stalls, lliing out, 
Contending ’gainst obedience, as they would make 
War with mankind. 

Old M, ’Tis said, they eat each other. 

Rosse. They did so ; to the amazement of mine 
eyes, 

That look’d upon’t. Here comes the good Mac- 
duff: - 

Muter Macduff. 

How goes the world, sir, now ? 

Macd< Why, see you not? 

RoSiC. Is’t known who did this more than bloody 
deed ? 

Macd- TJiose that Macbeth hath slain. 


Act IIL 

Rosse. Alas, the day j 

What good could they pretend ? ^ 

Macd. They were suborn’d 

Malcolm, and Donalbain, the king’s two sons, 

Arc stol’ii away and fled ; which puts upon them 
Suspicion of the deed. 

Ros^e. ’Gainst nature still ; 

Thiiftless atnbitioii, that uilt raven up 
Thine own life’s means ! — Then ’tis most like, 

Tile sovereignty will fall upon Macbeth. 

^f^tcd. He is already nam’d j and gone to Scone, 
'i’o be invested. 

Rosse. Where is Duncan’s body ? 

Mitcd. Carried to Colmes-kill ; 

The sacred storehouse of his predecessoi s, 

And guardian of their bones. 

Rosse. Will you to Scone ? 

Macd. No, cousin. I’ll to Fife. 

Rosse. Well, I will thither. 

Macd. Well, may you see things well done 

there ; — adieu ' 

Lest our old robes sit easier than our new ! 

Rosse. Fatlicr, farewell. 

Old M. God’s benison go with you : and with 
those 

That vrould make good of liad, and friends of foes ! 

[Mjt'cunt. 


MACBETH. 


ACT III. 


SCENE I, — Fores. A Room in the Palace. 
Enter Banquo. 

Ban. Thou hast it now, King, Cawdor, Glamis, 
all, 

As the weird women promis’d ; and, I fear. 

Thou play'dst most foully for't ; yet it was said, 

It should not stand in thy posterity ; 

But that myself should he the root, and father 
Of many kings. If there come truth from them, 
(As upon thee, Macbeth, their speeches shine,) 
Why, by the verities on thee made good, 

May they not be my oracles as vv'ell, 

And set me up in hope? But, hush ; no more. 

Senet sounded. Enter Macbeth, as King; Lady 
Macbeth, as Queen; Lenox, Rosse, I^ordsy 
Ladies, and Attendants, 

Macb. Here’s our chief guest, 
jMdy M, If lie had been forgotten, 

It had been as a gap in our great feast. 

And all things unbecoming. 

Mach. To-night we hold a solemn supper, sir, 
And I’ll request your presence. 

Ban. Let your highness 

Command upon me ; to the wdiich, my duties 
Are with a most indissoluble tie 
For ever knit. 

Macb. Ride you this afternoon ? 

Ban. Ay, my good lord. 

Macb. We should have else desir’d your good 
advice 

(Which still hath been both grave and prosperous,) 
In this day’s council ; but we’ll take to-morrow. 

Is’t far you ride? 

Baju As far, my lord, as will fill up the time 
’Twixt this and supper : go not my horse the better, 


I must become a borrower of the night. 

For a dark hour or twain. 

Macb, Fail not our feast. 

Ban. My lord, I will not. 

Mrch. We hear, our bloody cousins are bestow’d 
In England, and in Ireland ; not confessing 
Their cruel parricide, tilling their hearers 
With strange invention : lint of that to-morrow ; 
When, tlierevvithal, wc shall have cause of state, 
Craving us jointly. Hie you to horse : Adieu, 

Till you return at night. Goes Fleance with you? 
Ban. Ay, my good lord: ourtimedoescalluponus. 
Macb. I wish your liorscs swift and sure of foot ; 
And so I do commend yon to their backs. 

Farewell. [^ExU Banquo. 

IjCt every man be master of his time 

Till seven at night j to make society 

The sweeter welcome, we will keep ourself 

Till sui)per-time alone : w hile tlien, God be with you. 

[Exeunt I.ady Macbeth, Lords, I.adies, tjc. 
Sirrah, a w'ord : Attend those men our pleasure ? 
Alien. They are, my lord, without the palace gate. 
Macb. Bring them before us. — [Evit Alien.] 
To be thus, is nothing ; 

But to be safely thus : — Our fears in Banquo 
Stick deep ; and in his royalty ^ of nature 
Reigns that, which would be fear’d: ’Tis much he 
dares ; 

And, to that dauntless temper of his mind, 

He hath a wisdom that doth guide his valour 
To act in safety. There is none, but he 
Whose being I do fear : and, under him, 

My genius is rebuk’d ; as, it is said, 

Mark Antony’s was by Caesar. He chid the sisters, 
When first they put the name of King upon me, 


* Intend to themselves 


« Nobleness 
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And bade them speak to him ; then, prophet-like, 
riiey hail’d him father to a line of kings : 

Upon my head they plac’d a fruitless crown, 

An<l put a barren sceptre in my gripe, 

'rherfCe to be wrench’d with an unlineal hand, 

No son of mine succeeding. If it be so. 

For llanquo’s issue have 1 fil’d 7 my mind ; 

For them the gracious Duncan have I murder’d ; 

Put rancours in tlie vessel of my peace 
(Inly for them ; and mine eternal jewel 
(iiven to the common enemy of man, 

'IVi make them kings, the seed of Ilanquo kings ! 
Rather than so, come, fate, into the list. 

And champion me to the utterance ! « Who’s 

there ? — 

Re-enter Attendant, with Two INIurderers. 

Now to the door, and stay there till we call. | 

Attendant. 

Was it not yesterday ve spoke together? 

1 Mur. It was, so please your liighncss. 

Macb. Well then, now 

Have you consider’d of my speeches? Know, 

That it was he, in the times past, which held you 
So under fortune; wdiich, \ou thought, had been 
Our innocent self: I made good to you 

In our last conference; pasVd in probation w'ithyou, 
TIow you w ere borne in hand ; how' cross’d ; the 
instruments ; 

Who wTonght w’itii them ; and all things else, that 
might, 

To half a soul, and a notion craz’d. 

Say, 'I'hus did IJanquo. 

1 Mur. '^’ou made it known to ns. 

Moeb. 1 did so ; and w^eul further, which is now 
Our point of second meeting. Do you find 
Your patience so predominant in your nature. 

That you can let this go? Are you so gospell’d, 

To pray for that good man, and for his isMie, 

Whose heavy hand hath bow’d you to tlie grave, 
And beggar’d yours for ever? 

1 Mar. Wc are men, my liege. 

Much. Ay, m the catalogue ye go for men ; 

Ashoimds, and gieyhoiinds, mongrels, sjjauiels, curs, 
Shonghs b w ater-rugs, and dcnii-u ol\es, aieclcped* 
All by the name of dogs • the valued file 
Distinguishes the swift, the slow, the subtle, 

'I'he house-keeper, the hunter, every one 
Acconling to the gift wdiich bounteous n.aturc 
Hath in him clos’d ; w hereby he does rccei\e 
Particular addition 3, from the bill 
That writes them all alike : And so of men. 

Now, if you have a station in the file, 

And not in the w^orst rank of manhood, say it ; 

And I will put that business in your bosoms, 

Whose execution takes your enemy off; 

Grapples you to the heart and love of us. 

Who w^ear our health but sickly in his life, 

Which in his death w'ere perfect. 

2 Mur. I am one, my liege, 

Whom the vile blows and buffets of the world 
Have so incens’d that I am reckless ** what 

I do, to spite the world. 

1 Mur, And I another, 

So weary with disasters, tugg’d with fortune, 

That I would set my life on any chance. 

To mend it, or be rid on’t. 

^ For defiled Challonjfe me to extremities. 

* Proved. i Wolf-dogs. ^ Called. 

^ Title, description * Careless 


Macb. Both of you 

Know, Banquo w-as your enemy. 

2 Mur. True, my lord, 

Mach. So is he mine : and in such bloody distance, 
That every minute of his being thrusts 
Against my ncar’st of life : And though I could 
With hare-fac’d power sweep him from my sight. 
And bid my will avouch it ; yet I must not. 

For ^ certain friends that are both his and mine, 
Whose loves I may not drop, but wail his fall 
Whom I myself struck down : and thence it is, 

That I to your assistance do make love ; 

Masking the business from the common eye, 

For sundry weighty reasons. 

2 Mur. We shall, my lord, 

Perform what you command ns. 

1 Mur. Though om lives 

Macb Your spirits sliinc through you. Within 

this lioiir, at most, 

I will advise you where to plant yourselves, 
Acquaint you with the perfect sjiy o’the time, 

'I’he moment on’t ; for’t must be done to-night, 

And something from the palace ; aKvays thought, 
'fhat J require a clearness: And with him, 

(To leave no rubs, nor botches, in the work,) 
Fleaiicc his son, that keeps him company, 

Whose absence is no less material to me 
Than is liis father’s, must embrace the fate 
Of that dark hour. Resol\c yourselves apart; 

I’ll come to you anon. 

2 Mur. We are resolv’d, ray lord. 

Macb. I’ll call upon you straigiit ; abide within. 

It is concluded : Bampio, thy soul’s flight. 

If it find heaven, must find it out to-night. [^Exeunt* 

SCENE II. — Another Room. 

Enter Ladij MACurTii, and a Servant. 

I.adt/ M. Is Banquo gone from court ? 

Sera. Ay, madam, but returns again to-night. 
l.adif M. Say to the king, I would attend his 
leisure 
For a few' w'ords. 

Serv. Madam, I will. [Exit. 

Ladi/ M. Nought’s had, all’s spent, 

Where our desire is got without content: 

"Pis safer to he that which we destroy, 

Than, by destruction, dwell in doubtful joy. 

Enter Macbeth. 

How now, my lord ? v/hy do you keep alone. 

Of sorriest® fancies your companions making? 
Using those thoughts, w’hich should indeed have died 
With them they think on ? Things w'ithout remedy, 
Should be without regard . what’s done, is done. 

Mach. Wc have scotch’d the snake, not kilt’d it; 
She’ll close, and be herself ; whilst otir poor malice 
Remains in danger of her former tooth. 

But let 

The frame of things disjoint, both the worlds suffer, 
Ere we will eat our meal in fear, and sleep 
In the affliction of these terrible dreams. 

That shake us nightly : Better be with the dead. 
Whom we, to gain our place, have sent to peace, 
Than on the torture of the mind to lie 
In restless ecstasy. 7 Duncan is in his grave ; 
After life’s fitful fever, he sleeps well ; 

Treason has done his worst : nor steel, nor poison, 

* Bwanse of. ® Most melancholy. 7 Agony. 
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Malice domestick, foreign levy, nothing, 

Can touch him further ! 

Ladif M, Come on •, 

Gentle my lord, sleek o’er your rugged looks ; 

Be bright and jovial ’mong your guests to-night. 

Mach, So shall I, love ; and so, I pray, l>e you : 
Let your remembrance apply to Banquo ; 

Present him eminence % both witli eye and tongue : 
Unsafe the while, that we 

Must lave our honours in these flattering streams ; 
And make our faces vizards to our liearts, 

Disguising wliat they are. 

I, adj/ M, You must leave this. 

Mach, O, full of scorpions is iny mind, dear wife ! 

Thou know’st, that Banquo, and his I'ieance, lives. 

J, ady M. But in them nature’s cojiy’s not eterne. 

Mach, comfort yet ; they are assailable ; 

Tlien be thou Jocund : Ere the hat hath flown 
His cloister’ll flight; ere, to black Hecate’s summons, 
The shard-borne beetle with his drowsy hum'., 
Hath rung night’s yaw'ning peal, there shall be done 
A deed of dreadful note. 

Ladi/ Wliat’s to be done ? 

Much, Be innocentof the knowledge, dearestchuck, 
Till thou apjdaud the deed. Come, seeling • night, 
Skarf up the lender eye i>f pitiful day; 

And, w'ith thy blood) and invisible hand. 

Cancel, and tear to pieces, that great bond 
Which kcepsmepale ' -- Light thickens; and the crow' 
Makes wing to the rooky w'ood . 

Good things of day begi>\ to droo]) and drowse ; 
Whiles night’s black agents to tlieir prey do rouse. 
Thou marveU’st at my words ; but hold thee still ; 
Things, bad begun, make strong tliemsclves by ill 
So, pr’ythee, go w'itli me. {^Exeunt, 

SCENE HI . — Park or hav'iiy mth a Gale 
leadin<r to the Palace, 

Enter Three Murderers. 

1 Mur. But who did bid thee join with us? 

ti Mu7\ Macbeth. 

2 Mu7'. He needs not our mist rust . since he de- ; 

livers 

Our offices, and wliat we have to do, 

To the diiection j.ist. 

1 Mur. Tiien stand with us. 

I’he west yet glimmers w ith some streaks of day . 
Now’ spurs the luted traveller ajiace. 

To gain the timely inn ; and near approaclies 
The subject of our watch. 

3 Mur. Hark ! I hear horses. 

Pan. [/r/i/im.] Give us a light there, ho ! 

2 Mur. Then it is he ; the rest 

That are within the note of expectation. 

Already arc i’thc court. 

1 Mur. His horses go about. 

3 Mur. Almost a mile : but lie does usually, 

So all men do, from hence to the palace gate 
Make it their walk. 

Enter Banquo and Fleance, a Servant wUh a torch 
preceding them. 

2 Mur. A light ! a light ! 

.3 Mur. 'Tis he. 

1 Mur. Stand to’t. 

« Do him the highest honours, 

® f. The copy, the lease, by which they hold their lives, 
is not eternal. 

• The beetle borne in the air by its shards or scaly wings. 

3 Blinding 


Pan. It will be rain to-night. 

1 Mur. Let it come down. 

[Asmults Banquo. 
Pan. O, treachery ! Fly, good Fleance, fly, fly, fly j 
Thou mayst revenge. O slave ! 

[Du's. Fleance and Servant escape. 
3 Mur. Who did strike out the light ? 

1 Mur. Was’t not the way ? 

3 Mur, There’s but one down ; the son has fled. 

2 Mur. We have lost best half of our aflf’air. 

1 Mur. Well, let’s aw'ay, and say how much is 
done. [LTcu/ib 

SCENE IV. — A Room of Slate in the Palace. 

A Banquet prepared. Enter Macbeth, I.adp Mac- 
beth, IlossE, Lenox, Lords, and Attendants. 
^facb. You know your own degrees, sit dow'u . 
at first 

And last, the heaity welcome. 

Lords. Tlianks to your majesty. 

Mach. Ourself will mingle with society. 

And play the humble host. 

Our hostess keeps her state ; but, in best time, 

VV'e will reijuire her welcome, 

Ladi/ ^f. rronoume it for me, sir, to all our 
friends ; 

For my heait sjn aks, they are w’cleome. 

Enter First ^luulerer, lu the door. 

Mach. See, they encounter thee with their 
hearts’ thanks - 

Both sides aie even * lleie I II sit i’thc* midst : 

Be large in mirth ; anon, w'c’ll drink a nu*asure 
Tlie table rouml. — Tlieie’s blood ujton thy face. 
^ Inr . ’Tis B.au|U()'- then. 

Mach. '1 is hettei thee witlioiit, than he within. 

Is he d<‘spcitcl)’d ? 

Mur. Myloid, his lliroat is cut; that I did for him, 
Marb. 'J’liuii art the liest o’the cut-lhroats : Yet 
he's good, 

That did tlie like for Fleauee ; if thou didst it, 
Tlioii art the iKMipareil. 

il/ar. Most ro)al sir, 

I’leancc is ’sc;q>'d. 

Maih. ’I’hen comes my fit again ■ 1 had else been 
[lerfect ; 

Whole as llie marble, founded as the rock ; 

As broad, and general, as the easing air • 

But now, 1 am cabin’d, cribb'd, confm’d, bound in 
To saucy doubts and fears. But Banquo’s safe ? 

Mur. Ay, my good lord, safe in a ditch he bides, 
With twenty trenched gashes on his head ; 

The least a death to nature, 

Macb. Thanks for that 

Hicre the grow'n serpent lies ; the w'orm, that’s fled , 
Hath nature that in lime w ill venom breed, 

No teetli for the present. — Get thee gone ; to- 
morrow 

We’ll hear ourselves again. [Exit Murderer. 

Lady M. My royal lord, 

You do not give the cheer . the feast is sold, 

Tliat is not often vouch’d, while ’tis a making, 

’Tis given with welcome ; To feed, were best at 
home ; 

From thence the sauce to meat is ceremony ; 
Meeting w’ere bare without it. 

Macb. Sweet remembrancer ! — 

Now good digestion wait on appetite, 

And health on both ! 

3 Her chair of state. 
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r,en. May it please your highness sit ? 

[77/e Ghost of Banquo nsesy (md sits in 
Macbeth’s place. 

Maqf). Here had we now our country’s honour 
roof ’d, 

Were tlie grac’d person of our Banquo present ; 
Who may I rather challenge for unkindnobs, 

Than pity for mischance ! 

Hosse. His absence, sir, 

Lays blame upon his promise. Please it your high- 
ness 

I’o grace us with your royal company ? 

Mncb. The table’s full. 

Lcn. Here’s a place reserv’d, sir. 

Macb. Where ? 

Len. Here my lord. Wliat is’t that 

moves your highness? 

Macb. Wliich of you have done this ? 

J.ords. What, my good lord ? 

Macb. Thou canst not say, I did it : never sh.ike 
'Fliy gory locks at me. 

linssc. Gentlemen, rise; his highness is not well. 
J.adij M. Sit, worthy fi lends. — my lord is often 
thus, 

And hath been from his youth: ’pray ) on, keep seat ; 
'The lit is momentary ; upon a thought 
He will again be well : If much \oii note liiin, 

You shall offend him, and extend liis passion ; 

Teed, and regard him not, — Aie jou a man? 

Macb. Ay, and a bold one, that dare look on that 
Which might a])])al the devil. 

I.adi/ M. O proper stuff’ 

This is the very painting of your fear : 

'fins is the air- drawn dagger, which, \ou said, 

Led jou to Duncan. (), these (laws <, and starts, 
(Impostors to true fear,) v>onld well become 
A woman’s story, at a inter’s fire, 

Authoriz’d by her grandam. Shame itself! 

Why do you make such faces ? Wlien all’s done, 
You look but on a stool. 

Mach. Pr'ythee, sec there ’ behold ! look ’ lo ! 
liow say you ? 

Why, what caie 1 ? If thou canst nod, speak loo. — 
If charnel-huLises, and our giaves, must send 
'Those that we hury, back, our monuments 
Shall be the maws of kites, [^Ghost disappears. 

Ladi/ M. What! <juite unmann’d in folly? 
Mach. If I stand here, I saw him. 

Ladp M. Fye, for sh.ime ! 

Macb. Blood liatli been shed ere now , i’the olden 
time. 

Ere human statute ping’d tlie gentle weal ; 

Ay, and since too, murders have been perform’d 
'I’oo terrible for the car : the limes iia\e been, 

'That, when the brains were out, the man would die, 
Ami there an end ; but now, they rise again, 

With twenty mortal murders on their crowns. 

And push us from our stools ; This is more strange 
Than such a murder is. 

Lady M. My worthy lord, 

Your noble friends do lack you. 

Macb. I do forget : — 

Do not muse ^ at me, my most worthy friends ; 

I have a strange infirmity, which is nothing 
To those that know me. Come, love and health 
to all ; 

Then I’ll sit down : ~ Give me some wine, fill 

full : 

I drink to the general joy of the whole table, 

^ Sudden gusts. Wonder 


Ghost rises* 

And to our dear friend Banquo, whom we miss 
Would he were here ! to all, and him, we thirst, 
And all to all.^ 

Lords. Our duties, and the pledge. 

Macb. A vaunt • and quit my sight ! Let the earth 
hide thee I 

Thy bones are marrowless, thy blood is cold ; 

Thou hast no speculation in those eyes 
Which thou dost glare with ’ 

Lady M. Think of this, good peers, 

But as a tiling of custom : ’tis no other ; 

Only it spoils the pleasure of the time. 

Much. What man dare, I dare : 

Apjiroach thou like the rugged Russian bear, 

The arm’d rhinoceros, or the Hyrcan t 
Take any shape but that, ami my firm^^rves 
Shall never tremble : Or, be alive again, 

And dare me to the desert w ith thy sword ; 

If treinhling I inhibit 7 thee, ])rotest me 
The baby of a girl. Hence, horrible sliailow ' 

[^Ghast disappears. 
Unreal mockery, hence ! — Why so ; — being gone, 
I am a man again. — Pray you, sit still. 

Lady M. ^ou have disjil.ic’d the mirth, broke the 
good nieeling, 

With most admired disorder. 

Macb. C’ati such things be, 

And overcome*^ us like a summer’s cloud. 

Without our special wonder.'' You riTake me strange 
K'ven to the disposilion that I owe*', 

Y hen now' I think you can behold such sights, 
Ami keep the natuial ruby of your cheeks, 

When mine are blanch’d with liar. 

Jio^se. What sights, my lord? 

Lady M. I pray you, speak not; lie grows worse 
and worse : 

Question enrages him : at once, good niglit: — 
Stand not upon tlie order of your going, 

But go at once. 

Lea. Good night, and better health 

Attend his majesty ' 

1 ally Al. A kind good night to all ’ 

[JjLvciuit Lords and Attendants. 
Macb. It will have blood; they say, blood will 
lia\e blood : 

Stom s have been know n lo move, and trees to speak ; 
Augurs, and undeistood lelations, haie 
By magot-pies‘, and choughs, and rooks, brought 
forth 

Tlie secret’st man of blood. — What is tlie night? 
J.adyM. Almost at odds with morning, which 
is which. 

Macb. How sav’st thou, that Macdufl* denies his 
person, 

At our great bidding ? 

Lady M. Did you send to him, sir ? 

Macb. I hear it by tlie w-ay ; but 1 will send : 
There’s not a one of them, but in his house 
1 keep a servant fee’d. I will to-inorrow', 
(Betimes I will,) unto the w'eird sisters: 

More shall they speak ; for now I am bent to know', 
By the worst means, the worst ; for mine owm good, 
All causes shall give way ; I am in blood 
Stejit in so far, that, should I w'ade no more, 
Returning were as tedious as go o’er ; 

Strange things I have in head, that will to hand ; 
Wliich must be acted, ere they may be scann’d.® 

® t. e All good wishes to all ? Forbid. ** Pass over. 
Possess. * Magpies. Examined nicely. 
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I.ady Jlf. You lack the season of all natures, sleep j 
Mach- Come, we’ll to sleep : My strange and ! 
self-abuse 

Is the initiate fear, that wants hard use : — 

We are yet but young in deed. [ExejuiL 

SCENE V. — The Heath- 

Thunder. Enter Hecate, meeting the Three 
Witches. 

I Witch. Why, how now, Hecate ? you look an- 
gerly. 

Hec. Have I not reason, bekhiins, as you are, 
Saucy, and overbold? How did you dare 
To trade and traffick with Macbeth, 

In riddles and affairs of dcatli ; 

And T, the^mistress of your chann^., 

The close contriver of all harms, 

Was never call’d to bear iny part, 

Or show tlic glory of our art? 

And, which is worse, all you have done 
Hath been but for a wayward son, 

Spiteful, and wrathful ; wdio, as others do. 

Loves for his owm ends, not for you. 

But make amends now’ : Get you gone, 

And at the pit of Acheron, 

Meet me i’the morning ; thither he 
Will come to know his destiny. 

Your vessels, and your spells, provide. 

Your charms, and every thing beside ; 

I am for the air ; this night I’ll spend 
Unto a dismal-fatal end. 

Great business must be wrought ere noon j 

Upon the corner of the moon 

There hangs a vaporous drop profound 3 ; 

I’ll catch it ere it ct<me to ground : 

And that distill’d by magick slights, 

Shall raise such artificial sprights, 

As by the strength of their illusion, 

Shall draw him on to his confusion ; 

He shall spurn fate, scorn death, and bear 
His hopes ’bove w isdom, grace, and fear . 

And you all know, security 
Is mortal’s chiefest enemy. 

Song. [Within.] Come nwayy come away, ^c. 
Hark, I am call’d : my little spirit see, 

Sits in a foggy cloud, and stays for me. [Exit. 

1 Witch. Come, lei’s make haste ; she’ll soon be 
back again. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VI. — Fores. A Room m the Palace. 

Enter Lenox and another Lord. 

Len. My former speeches have but hit your 
thoughts, 


Act IV. 

Which can intci’iwet further : only, I say, 

Things have been strangely borne ; The gracious 
Duncan 

Was pitied of Macbeth ; — marry, lie w'as dead ; — , 
And the right-valiant Banqiio walk’d too late ; 
Whom, you may say, if it please you, Fleance kill’d. 
For Fleance fled. Men must not walk too late. 
Who cannot want the thought, how^ monstrous 
It was for Malcolm, and for Donalbain, 

To kill their gracious father ? damned fact ! 

How it did grieve Macbeth ! did he not straight, 

In pious rage, the two delincpients tear, 

That w'ere the slaves of drink, and thralls of sleep ? 
Was not that nobly done ? Ay, and wisely too ; 

For ’twonld have anger’d any heart alive, 

To hear the men deny it. So that, I say, 

He has borne all things well . and I do think. 

That, had he Duncan’s sons under his key, 
t As, an’t please heaven, he shall not,) they should find 
What ’tw'cre to kill a father; so should Fleance. 
But, peace • — fur from broad words, and ’cause he 
fail’d 

His presence at the tyrant’s feast, I hear, 

IVIacduff lives in disgrace : Sir, can you tell 
Where he bestows himself ? 

Lord. The son of Duncan, 

From whom this tyrant holds the due of birth, 
Lives ill the English eourl ; and is receiv’d 
Of the most pious Edward with such grace, 

That the imdcvolence of fortune nothing 

Takes from his high respect ; Thither MacdufT 

Is gone to pray the holy king, on his aid 

To wake Northumberland, and iiarlike Siw'ard; 

That, by the help of these, fwith Him aliove 

To ratify the w'ork,) we may again 

Give to our tables meat, sleep to our nights ; 

Free from our feasts and banquets bloody knives ; 
Do faithful homage, and receive free honours 
All which we pine for now : And this repoit 
Hath so exasperate the king, that he 
Prepares for some attempt of w ar 

Len. Sent he to MacdufT? 

Lord. He did ; and witli an ahsolute, Sir, not /, 
The cloudy messenger turns me his back, 

And hurn‘* ; as who should say, Youll rue the time 
That clogb 7nc with this ajiswer. 

Len. And that well miglit 

Advise him to a caution, to hold wdiat distance 
His wisdom can provide. Some holy angel 
Fly to the court of England, and unfold 
His message ere he come ; That a sw ift blessing 
May soon return to this our sufTering country 
Under a hand accurs’d ! 

Lord. My prayers with him 1 

[Exeunt. 


ACT IV. 


SCENE I. — A dark Cave. In the middle, a 
Cauldron boiling. 


Thunder. Enter the Three Witches. 

1 Witch. ’Thrice the brinded cat hath mew’d. 

2 Witch. Thrice ; and once the hedge- pig whin’d, 

3 Witch. Harper cries ; — *Tis time, ’tis time. 


1 WUch. Hound about the cauldron go ; 

In the poison’d entrails throw. 

Toad, Aat under coldest stone, 

Days and nights hast thirty-one 
Swelter’d venom sleeping got. 

Boil thou first i’the charmed pot ! 

All. Double, double toil and trouble ; 
Fire, burn ; and, cauldron, bubble. 

** Honours freely bestowed 


3 i’. e. A drop that has deep or hidden qualities. 
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2 Witch. Fillet of a fenny snake, 

In the cauldron boil and bake : 

Eye of newt, and toe of frog, 

Wool of bat, and tongue of dog, 

Adder's fork, and blind-worm’s sting, 

Lizard’s leg, and owlet’s wing. 

For a cliarm of powerful trouble, 

Like a hell-brotli boil and bubble. 

AH. Double, double toil and trouble ; 

Fire, burn; and, cauldron, bubble. 

13 Witch. Scale of dragon, tooth of wolf ; 
Witches’ mummy ; maw, and gulf 
Of the raviii’d ^ salt-sea shark ; 

Hoot of hemlock, digg’d i’the dark ; 

Liver of blaspheming Jew ; 

(Jail of goat, and slips of yew. 

Sliver’d in the moon’s eclipse ; 

Nose of Turk, and Tartar’s lips ; 

Finger of birth-strangled babe, 

Dilch-delivcr’d by a drab, 

IMake the gruel thick and slab; 

Atld thereto a tiger’s chaudron, 

For the ingredients of our cauldron. 

All. Double, double toil and trouble ; 

Fire, burn ; and, cauldron, bubble. 

2 Witch. Cool it with a baboon’s blood, 

'i’hen the charm is finn and good. 

Enter IIkcate, 

Hec. O, well done ! I commend your pains ; 
And every one shall share i’thc gains. 

And now about the cauldron sing, 

Like elves and fairies in a ring, 

Enchanting all that you put in. 

SONG. 

Blach spirits and white, 

Blue spirits and grei / ; 

Mingle, mingle, mingle. 

You that mingle inay, 

2 Witch. By the pricking of my thumbs, 
Something w’icked this way comes : 

Open locks, whoever knocks. 


Enter Macbeth. 

Macb, How now, you secret, black, and mid- 
night hags? 

What is’t you do ? 

^^1‘ A deed without a name. 

Macb. I ednjure you, by that which you profess, 
(Bowe’er you come to know it,) answer me ; 
riiough you untie the winds, and let them fight 
Against the churches ; though the yesty weaves 
Confound and swallow navigation up ; 

1 hough bladed corn be lodg’d 7, and trees blown 
down ; 

plough castles topple ® on their warders’ beads ; 
Though palaces, and pyramids, do slope 
Their heads to their foundations ; though the treasure 
Of nature’s germins ^ tumble all together. 

Even till destruction sicken, answer me 
To what I ask you. 

1 Witch, Speak. 

2 Witch, Demand. 

S WUch, We’ll answer. 

1 Witch. Say, if thou’dst rather hear it from our 
mouths, 

Or from our masters’ ? 

T * Ravenous. 

9 ” Tumble. 

Seeds which have begun to sprout 
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Mach. Call them, let me see them. 

1 Witch.^ Pour in sow’s blood, that hath eaten 
Iler nine farrow ; grease, that’s svveaten 
From the murderci’s gibbet, throw 
Into the flame. 

All. Come, high or low 

Thyself, and office, deftly ‘ show. 

Thunder. An Apparition of an armed Head rises, 

Mach. Tell me, thou unknown power, 

1 Witch. lie knows tl)y thouglit; 

Hear his speech, but say thou nought. 

App. Macbeth ! Macbeth ! Macbeth ! beware 
Macduff; 

Beware the thane of Fife. — Dismiss me : — Enough, 

\^Descends, 

Macb. Whate’er thou art, for thy good caution 
tlianks ; 

Thou hast harp’d ^ my fear aright : ■— But one word 
more. — - 

1 Witch. He will not be commanded ; Here’s 
anotJier, 

More potent than the first. 

'Thunder. An Apparition of a bloody Child rises, 

App. Machctli ! Macbeth! Macbeth!—. 

Mach. Had I three ears, I’d hear thee, 

App, Be bloody, bold, 

And resolute: laugh to scorn the power of man. 
For none of woman born shall hann IMacheth. 

{Descends. 

I Macb. Then live, Macduff: What need I fear of 
thee ? 

But yet I’ll make assurance double sure, 

And take a bond of fate : thou shalt not live ; 

That 1 may tell pale-hearted fear, it lies, 

And sleep in spite of thunder. — Wljat is this, 

Thunder. An Apparition o a Child crowned, with 
a tree in his hand, rises. 

That rises like the issue of a king ; 

And wears upon his baby brow the round 
And top of sovereignty ? 

AU. Listen, but speak not. 

App. Be lion -mettled, proud ; and take no care 
Who chafes, who frets, or where conspirers are : 
Macbeth shall never vanquish’d he, until 
Great Birnam wood to high Duiisinane hill 
Shall come against him. [Descends, 

Macb. That will never be ; 

Who can impress the forest ; bid the tree 
Unfix his earth-bound root? sw eet bodements! good ! 
Uebcllious head, rise never, till the wood 
Of Birnam rise, and our high-plac’d Macbeth 
Shall live the lease of nature, pay his breath 
To time, and mortal custom. — Yet my heart 
Throbs to know one thing : Tell me, (if your art 
Can tell so much,) shall Banquo’s issue ever 
Reign in this kingdom ? 

AU. Seek to know no more. 

Macb. I will be satisfied ; deny me this. 

And an eternal curse fall on you I Let me know : — 
Why sinks that cauldron? and what noise is this? 

[Hautboys, 

1 Witch. Show ! 2 Wuch, Show! Witch. Show! 
All. Show his eyes, and grieve his heart ; 

Come like shadows, so depart. 

* Adroitly 

^ Touched on a passion as a harper touches a string 

y 



S22 


MACBETH. 


Act IV. 


Ei^ht kings appear, and pass over the Stage in 
order ; the last with a glass in his hand ; Banquo 
following* '' 

Macb. Thou art too like the spirit of Banquo; 
down ! 

Thy crown does sear mine eye -balls; — And thy 
hair, 

Thou other gold-bound brow, is like the first ; — 

A third is like the former : — Filthy hags ! 

Why do you show me this ? — A fourth ? — Start, 
eyes ! 

What! will the line stretch out to the crack of doom ? 
Another yet? — A seventh? — I’ll see no more : — 
And yet the eighth appears, who bears a gla^s. 
Which shows me many more ; and some 1 see, 

That two-fold balls and treble scepters carry : 
Horrible sight I — Ay, now, I see, ’tis true ; 

For the blood-bolter’d3 Banquo smiles upon me, 
And points at them for his. — What, is this so ? 

I IVitch. Ay, sir, all this is so : — But why 
Stands Macbeth thus amazedly ? — 

Come, sisters, cheer we up his sprights, 

And show the best of our delights ; 

J’ll charm the air to give a sound. 

While you perform your antique round ; 

That this great king may kindly say, 

Our duties did his welcome pay. 

[Miisich The Witches dance, and vanish. 
Mach* Where are they? gone? — Let this per- 
nicious hour 

Stand aye accursed in the calendar ! — 

C-ome in, without there ! | 

Enter Lenox. 

Len* What’s your grace’s will ? 

Macb* Saw you the weird sisters ? 

J.en* No, my lord. 

Mach* Came they not by you ? 

Len* No, indeed, my lord. 

Macb. Infected be the air whereon they ride ; 
And damn’d, all those that tru.st them ! — • I did hear 
The galloping of horse ; Who was’t came by ? 

Len* ’Tis two or three, my lord, that bring you 
word, 

Macduff is fled to England. 

Macb* Fled to England? 

Len. Ay, my good lord. 

Macb* Time, thou anticipat’st^ my dread exploits; 
The flighty purpose never is o’ertook, 

Unless the deed go with it ; From this moment, 
The very firstlings of my heart shall be 
The firstlings of my hand. And even now 
To crown my thoughts with acts, be it thought and 
done : 

The castle of Macduff I will surprise ; 

Seize upon Fife ; give to the edge o’the sword 
His wife, his babes, and all unfortunate souls 
That trace his line. No boasting like a fool ; 

This deed I’ll do, before this purpose cool : 

But no more sights I — Where are these gentlemen? 
Come, bring me where they are. [Exeunt. 

S CENE II. — Fife. A Room in Macduff’s Castle. 

Enter Lady Macduff, her Son, and Rosse. 

Ij* Macd. What had he done, to make him fly the 
land? 

Rosse. You must have patience, madam. 

3 Besmeared with blood. 

* Freventest, by taking away the opportunity. 


L. Mued. He had none : 

His flight was madness : When our actions do not, 
Our fears do make us traitors. 

Rosse. You know not, 

Whether it was his wisdom or his fear. 

L. Macd. Wisdom I to leave his wife, to leave his 
babes, 

His mansion, and his titles, in a place 

From whence himself docs fly ? He loves us not ; 

He wants the natural touch : for the poor wren, 

The most diminutive of birds, will fight, 

Her young ones in her nest, against the owl. 

All is the fear, and nothing is tlie love ; 

As little is the wisdom, wdiere the flight 
So runs against all reason. 

Rosse. My dearest coz, 

I pray you, school yourself ; But, for your husband, 
lie is noble, wise, judicious, and best knows 
The fits o’the season. I dare not speak much further : 
But cruel are the times, when we are traitors, 

And do not know ourselves ; when we hold rumour 
From w'liat we fear, yet know not what we fear ; 
But float upon a wild and violent sea, 

Each way, and move. — I take my leave of you : 
Shall not be long but I’ll be here again : 

Things at the worst will cease, or else climb upward 
To what they were before. — My pretty cousin, 
Blessing upon you I 

L. Macd. Fatlier’d he is, and yet he’s fatherless. 
Rosse. I am so much a fool, should I stay longer, 
It would be my disgrace, and your discomfort : 

I take my leave at once. \_Exit Rosse. 

L. Macd. Sirrah, your father’s dead ; 

And what will you do now ? How will you live ? 
Son. As birds do, mother. 

L. Macd. What, with worms and flies? 

Son. With what I get, I mean ; and so do they. 
L. Macd. Poor bird I thou’dst never tear the net, 
nor lime, 

Tlie pit-fall, nor the gin. 

Son. Why should I, mother? Poor birds they arc 
not set for. 

My father is not dead, for all your saying, 

L. Macd. Yes, lie is dead ; how wilt thou do for 
a father ? 

Son. Nay, how' will you do for a husband? 

L* Macd. Why, I can buy me twenty at any 
market. 

Son* Then you’ll buy ’em to sell again. 

X. Macd. Thou speak ’st with all thy wit and 
yet i’faith, 

With wit enough for thee. 

Son. Was ray father a traitor, mother? 

X. Macd. Ay, that he was. 

Son. What is a traitor ? 

X, Macd. Why, one that swears and lies. 

Son. And be all traitors, that do so ? 

X. Macd. Every one that does so, is a traitor, and 
must be hanged. 

Son. And must they all be hanged, that swear 
and lie ? 

X. Macd. Every one. 

Son. Who must hang them ? 

X. Macd, Why, the honest men. 

Son. Then the liars and swearers are fools : for 
there are liars and swearers enough to beat the 
honest men, and hang up tliem. 

X. Macd. Now, God help thee, poor monkc* 
But how wilt thou do for a father ? 

Son. If he were dead, you’d weep for him ; if yox» 
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would not, it were a good sign that 1 should quickly 
have a new father. 

X. Macd. Poor prattler ! how tliou talk’st. 

• Enter a Messenger, 

Mess* Bless you, fair dame ! I am not to you known, 
Though in your state of honour I am perfect. ^ 

I doubt, some danger does approach you nearly : 

If you will take a homely man’s Jidvice, 

Be not found here ; hence, with your little ones. 

To fright you thus, methinks, I am too savage ; 

To do worse to you, were fell cruelty, 

Which is too nigh your person. Heaven preserve 
you ! 

I dare abide no longer. [ErU Messenger. 

L. Macd* Whither should I tly ? 

I have done no harm. But 1 remember now 
I am in this earthly world ; where, to do harm. 

Is often laudable : to do good, sometime, 
Accounted dangerous folly : Why, then, alas ! 

Do I put up that womanly defence. 

To say, I have done no harm ! — What are these 
faces ? 

Enter Murderers. 

Mur. Where is your husband? 

L. Macd. 1 hope, in no place so unsanctified, 
Where such as thou mayst find him. 

Mur* He’s a traitor. 

Son* Thou ly’st, thou shag-ear’d villain. 

Mur. What, you egg ? [^Stabbing htni. 

Young fry of treachery ? 

Son* He has killed me, mother ; 

Run away, I pray you. [J)ies. 

[Exit Ladt/ Macuuff, C7\r/ing Murder, 
and pursued by the Murderers. 

SCENE III. — England. A Room in the King’s 
Palace* 

Enter Malcolm and Macduff. 

Mai* Let us seek out some desolate shade, and 
there 

Weep our sad bosoms empty. 

Macd. Let us rather 

Hold fast the mortal sword ; and, like good men. 
Bestride our dowmfall’n birthdom: Each new morn. 
New widows howl ; new orphans cry ; new sorrows 
Strike heaven on the face, tliat it resounds 
As if it felt with Scotland, and yell’d out 
Like syllable of dolour. 

Mai. What I believe. I’ll w'ail ; 

What know, believe ; and, what I can redress, 

As I shall find the time to friend I will. 

What you have spoke, it may be so, perchance. 

This tyrant, whose sole name blisters our tongues. 
Was once thought honest : you have lov’d him well ; 
He hath not touch’d you yet. I am young ; but 
something 

You may deserve of him through me ; and wisdom 
To offer up a w-^eak, poor, innocent lamb, 

To appease an angry god, 

Macd* I am not treacherous. 

Mai. But Macbeth is. 

A good and virtuous nature may recoil, 

^ an imperial charge. ^ But crave your pardon ; 
That which you are, my thoughts cannot transpose: 
Angels are bright still, tliough the brightest fell: 

* acquainted with your rank. 

good mind may recede from goodness in the exe- 
cution of a royal commission. 


Though all things foul would bear the brows of grace, 
Yet grace must still look so. 

Macd. I have lost my hopes. 

Med. Perchance, even there, where I did find 
my doubts. 

Why in that rawness left you wife, and child, 

( Those precious motives, those strong notes of love,) 
Without leave-taking ? — I pray you, 

Let not my jealousies be your dishonours. 

But mine own safeties ; — You may be rightly just, 
Whatever I shall think. 

Macd Bleed, bleed, poor country ! 

Great tyranny, lay thou thy basis sure. 

For goodness dares not check tliee ! wear thou thy 
wrongs, 

Thy title is affeer’d ! ® — Fare thee well, lord : 

I would not be the villain that thou think’st 
For the whole space that’s in the tyrant’s grasp, 
And the rich East to boot. 

Mai. Be not offended : 

I speak not as in an absolute fear of you. 

I tliink our country sinks beneath the yoke ; 

It weeps, it bleeds ; and each new day a gash 
Is added to her wounds: I think, withal, 

1'liere woiiltl be hands uplifted in my right ; 

And here from gracious England, have I ofter 
Of goodly thousands : But, for all this, 

When I shall tread upon the tyrant’s head. 

Or wQur it on my sword, yet rny poor country 
Shall have more vices than it had before ; 

More suffer, and more sundry ways than ever, 

By him that shall succeed. 

Macd. What should he be ? 

M(d. It is myself I mean : in whom I know 
All the particulars of vice so grafted, 

That, when they shall be open’d, black Macbeth 
Will seem as pure as snow ; and the poor state 
Esteem him as a lamb, being compar’d 
With my confincless harms. — I grant him bloody, 
I.uxurious, avaricious, false, deceitful. 

Sudden y, malicious, smacking of every sin 
That has a name : But there’s no bottom, none. 

In my voluptuousness ; and my desire 
All continent impediments w^ould o’er-bear, 

That did oppose my will : Better Macbeth 
Than such a one to reign. 

Macd* Boundless intemperance 

In nature is a tyranny ; it hath been 
The untimely emptying of the happy throne, 

And fail of many kings. But fear not yet 
To take upon you what is yours ; you may 
Convey your pleasures in a spacious plenty, 

And yet seem cold, the time you may so hood-wink, 
3/a/. With this, there grows, 

In my most ill-compos’d affection, such 
A stanchlcss avarice, that, were I king, 

1 should cut off the nobles for their lands j 
Desire bis jewels, and this other’s house : 

And my more-having would be as a sauce 
I'o make me hunger more j that I should forge 
Quarrels unjust against the good, and loyal. 
Destroying them for wealth. 

Macd* This avarice 

Grows with pernicious root ; and it hath been 
The sword of our slain kings : Yet do not fear ; 
Scotland hath foysons * to fill up your vrill. 

Of your mere own : All these are portable 
With other graces weigh’d. 

^ Legally settled by those who had the dnal adjudication. 

» Passionate. * Plenty. * May be endured. 

Y 2 
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Mat, But I have none ; 'Die king- becoming 
graces, 

As justice, verity, temperance, stableness. 

Bounty, perseverance, mercy, lowliness, 

Devotion, patience, courage, fortitude, 

I have no relish of them ; but abound 
In the division of each several crime. 

Acting it many ways. Nay, had I power, I should 
Uproar the universal peace, confound 
All unity on earth. 

Macd. O Scotland ! Scotland ! 

Mol* If such a one be fit to govern, speak . 

I am as I have spoken. 

Macd. Fit to govern ! 

No, not to live. — O nation miserable, 

AVith an untitled tyrant bloody-scepter’dj 
When shalt thou see thy wholesome days again * 
Since tliat the truest issue of thy throne 
By his own interdiction stands accurs’d. 

And does blaspheme his breed? — Thy royal father 
Was a most sainted king ; the queen, that bore thee, 
Oftner upon her knees than on her feet. 

Died every day she liv’d. Fare thee well ! 

These evils, thou repeat’st upon thyself. 

Have baniiihVl me from Scotland. — O, my breast, 
Thy hope ends here ! 

Mai. Macduff, this noble passion, 

Child of integrity, hath from my soul 
AVip’d the black scruples, reconcird my thoughts 
To thy good truth and honour. Devilish Macbeth 
By many of these trains hath sought to win me 
Into his power; and modest wisdom plucks me 
From over-credulous haste 3; But God above 
Deal between thee and me ! for even now 
I put myself to thy direction, and 
Unspeak mine own detraction ; here abjure 
The taints and blames I laid upon myself, 

For strangers to my nature. I am yet 
Unknown to woman ; never was forsworn ; 

Scarcely have coveted what was mine own ; 

At no time broke my faith ; would not betray 
The devil to his fellow ; and delight 
No less in truth than life ; my first false speaking 
Was this upon myself : What I am truly, 

Is thine, and my poor country’s, to command ; 
Whither, indeed, before thy here-approach. 

Old Siward, with ten thousand warlike men, 

All ready at a point, was setting forth ; 

Now we’ll together ; and the chance of goodness, 
Be like our warranted quarrel I Why are you silent ? 

Macd, Such welcome and unwelcome things at once, 
’Tis hard to reconcile. 

Enter a Doctor. 

Mai, Well; more anon. — Comes the king forth, 
I pray you? 

Doct, Ay, sir : there are a crew of wretched souls 
That stay his cure ; their malady convinces ^ 

The great assay of art ; but, at his touch, 

Such sanctity hath heaven given his hand. 

They presently amend. 

Mai, I thank you, doctor, 

[Exit Doctor. 

Macd, What's the disease he means ? 

Mol, ’Tis call’d the evil : 

A most miraculous work in this good king ; 

Which often, since my here-remain in England, 

I have seen him do. How he solicits heaven, 

H Over-hasty credulity. ^ Overpowers, subdues. 


Himself best knows ; but slrangcdy visited people, 
All swoln and ulcerous, pitiful to the eye. 

The mere despair of surgery, he cures ; 

Hanging a gohlen stamp ^ about their neck§, 

Put on with holy prayer : and ’tis spoken. 

To the succeeding royalty he leaves 

The healing benediction. With this strange virtue. 

He hath a heavenly gift of prophecy ; 

And sundry blessings hang about his throne, 

That speak him full of grace. 

Enter Rosse. 

Macd. See, w ho comes here ? 

Mai. My countryman ; but yet I know him not. 

Macd. My ever-gentle cousin, welcome hither. 

Mat, I know him now : Good (?od, betimes remove 
The means that make us strangers ! 

Itosse. Sir, Amen. 

Macd. Stands Scotland where it did? 

Uosse. Alas, poor country ; 

Almost afraid to know itself! It cannot 
Be call’d our mother, but our grave ; where notliing, 
But who knows nothing, is once seen to smile ; 
Where sighs, and groans, and shrieks that rent the air, 
Are made, not mark’d ; where violent sorrow seems 
A modern ecstasy ^ ; the dead man’s knell 
Is there scarce ask’d, for who ; and good men’s lives 
Expire before the flowers in their caps, 

Dying, or ere they sicken. 

Macd. O, relation, 

Too nice, and yet too true I 

Mai. What is the newest grief? 

Rosse. That of an hour’s age doth hiss the speaker ; 
Each minute teems a new one. 

Macd. How does my wife? 

Rosse. Why, well. 

Macd. And all my children ? 

Rosse. Well too. 

Macd. The tyrant has not batter’d at their peace? 

Rosse. No ; they were well at peace, when I did 
leave them. 

Macd. Be not a niggard of your speech ; How 
goes it ? 

Rosse. When I came hither to transport the tidings, 
AVhich I have heavily borne, there ran a rumour 
Of many worthy fellows that were out ; 

AVhich was to my belief witness’d the rather. 

For that I saw the tyrant’s power a-foot : 

Now is the time of help ; your eye in Scotland 
Would create soldiers, make our women flght, 

To doff7 their dire distresses. 

Mai, Be it their comfort, 

We are coming thither : gracious England hath 
Lent us good Siward, and ten thousand men ; 

An older, and a better soldier none 
That Christendom gives out. 

Rosse. Would I could answer 

This comfort with the like I But I have words 
Thqyt^jvould be howl’d out in the desert air^ 

Where lieai1ffg"sliCmld"notTafdh^’‘^ 

Macd, What concern they ? 

The general cause ? or is it a fee-grief®, 

Due to some single breast ? 

Rosse, No mind that’s honest. 

But in it shares some woe ; though the main part 
Pertains to you alone. 

Macd. If it be mine. 

Keep it not from me, quickly let me have it. 

^ The coin called an angel. Common distress of mind. 

7 Put off. Catch. ^ A grief that has a single owner. 
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Jtosse. I-iCt not your ears despise my tongue for ever, 
Which shall possess them with the heaviest sound, 
That ever yet they heard. 

Macd> Humph ! 1 guess at it. 

Rosse, Your castle is surpris’d; your wife and babes. 
Savagely slaughter’d ! to relate the manner. 

Were, on the quarry ' of these murder’d deer, 

To add the death of you. 

M(tL Merc iful heaven ! — 

What, man ! ne’er pull your hat upon your brows; 
Give sorrow words : the grief that does not speak, 
Whisper’s the o’er-fraught heart, and bids it break. 
Macd. My children too ? 

Rosse. Wife, children, servants, all 

That could be found. 

Miicd. And I must be from thence ! 

My wife kill’d too? 

Rouse. I have said. 

Mai, Be comforted : 

Let’s make us rncd’ciiies of our great revenge, 
vTo cure tliis deadly grief. 

Macd. I fe has no children. — All my pretty ones ? 
Did you say, all ? — O, hell-kite ! — All ? 

What, all my pretty chickens, and their dam, 

At one fell swoop ? 


Mai. Dispute it like a man. 

Macd, I sliall do so ; 

But I must also feel it as a man ; 

I cannot but remember sucli things were, 

That were most inecioustome Did heaven look on, 

And would not take their part? Sinful Macduff, 
They were all struck for thee ’ naught that I am. 
Not for their own demerits, but for mine. 

Fell slaughter on their soul s ; H eaven rest them now ! 

Mai, Be this the whetstone of your sword ; let grief 
Convert to anger ; blunt not the heart, enrage it. 
Macd. O, I could play the woman with mine eyes, 

And braggart with my tongue ! But, gentle 

heaven, 

Cut short all intermission ; front to front, 

Bring thou this bend of Scotland, and myself ; 
Within my sword’s length set him ; if he ’scape, 
Heaven forgive him too ! 

Mai, This tunc goes manly. 

Come, go we to the king ; our power is ready ; 

Our lack is nothing but our leave ; Macbeth 
Is ripe for shaking, and the powers above 
Put on their instruments. Receive what cheer you 
may ; 

The night is long that never finds the day. \_Exeunt, 


ACT V. 


SCENE I. — Dunsinane. A Room in the Castle. 

Enter a Doctor of Ph^sick, and a wailing Gentle- 
woman, 

Doct, I have two nights watched with you, but 
can perceive no truth in your report. When was it 
she last w'alked ? 

Gent, Since his majesty went into the field, I have 
seen her rise from her bed, throw her night-gown 
upon her, unlock her closet, hike forth paper, fold 
it, write upon it, reail it, afterwards seal it, and again 
return to bed : yet all this while in a most fast sleep. 

Eoct, A great perturbation in nature ! to receive 
at once the benefit of sleep, and do the effects of 
watching. — In this slumbry agitation, besides her 
walking, and other actual performances, what, at 
any time, have you heard her say ? 

Gent. That, sir, which I will not report after her. 

Eoct, You may, to me; and ’tis most meet you 
should. 

Gent, Neither to you, nor any one ; having no 
witness to confirm my speech. 

Enter Lady Macbeth, unth a Taper. 

Lo you, here she comes ! This is her very guise : 
and, upon my life, fast asleep. Observe her ; stand 
close. 

Eoct, How came she by that light ? 

Gent, Why, it stood by her: she has light liy 
her continually ; *tis her command. 

Eoct, You see, her eyes are open. 

Gent, Ay, but their sense is sliut. 

Eoct, What is it she does now ? Look, how she 
Tubs her hands. 

Gent, It is an accustomed action with her, to 
seem^ thus washing her hands ; I have known her 
continue in this a quarter of an hour. 

^ The game after it is killed. 


Lady M. Yet here’s a spot. 

Eoct. Hark, she speaks . I will set dow n what 
comes from her, to satisfy my remembrance the 
more strongly. 

l.ady M. Out, damned spot ! out, T say ! — One ; 

Two ; Why, then ’tis time to clo’t : Hell is 

murky ’ ^ xny lord, fye ! a soldier, and afear’d? 
What need we fear who know s it, when none can 
call our power to account ? — Yet wdio would have 
thought the old man to have had so much blood in 
him ? 

Eoct. Do you mark that? 

Ijady M. The thane of Fife had a wife ; Where 
is she now ? ■ What, will these hands ne’er be 

clean ? — No more o’ that, my lord, no more o’that : 
you mar all with this starting. 

Eoct. Go to, go to , you have known what you 
should not. 

Gent. She has spoke what she should not, I am 
sure of that : Heaven knows what she has known. 

Lady M. Here’s the smell of the blood still : all 
the perfumes of Arabia will not sw^ceten this little 
hand. Oh ! oh ! oh ! 

Eoct. What a sigh is there ! The heart is sorely 
cliarged. 

GerU. I would not have such a heart in my bosom, 
for the dignity of the whole body. 

Eoct, Well, well, well, — 

Gent, ’Pray God, it be, sir. 

Eoct, This disease is beyond my practice ; Yet I 
have known those wliich have walked in their sleep, 
who have died holily in their beds. 

Lady M, Wash your hands, put on your night- 
gown ; look not so pale ; I tell you yet again, Baii- 
quo’s buried ; he cannot come out of his grave. 

Eoct. Even so? 

Lady M, To bed, to bed ; there’s knocking at 
2 Dark. 

Y 3 
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tlie gate. Come, come, come, come, give me your 
hand : What’s done, cannot be undone ; To bed, to 
bed, to bed. [£xit Lad^ Macbeth. 

Doct, Will she go now to bed ? 

Gent. Directly. 

Doct, Foul whisperings are abroad ; Uniutural 
deeds 

Do breed unnatural troubles ; Infected minds 
To their deaf pillows will discharge their secrets. 
More needs she the divine, than the iihysician. — 
God, God, forgive us all ! Look after her ; 

Remove fiorn her the means of all annoyance. 

And still keep eyes upon her : — So, good night : 
My mind she has mated % and amaz'd my sight : 

1 think, but dare not speak. 

Gent. Good night, good doctor. 

[Exevnt. 

SCENE II. — The country near Dunsinane. 

Enter^ until Drum and Colours, Mentetii, Cathness, 
Angus, Lenox, and Soldiers. 

Ment. The English pow'er is near, led on by Mal- 
colm, 

His uncle Siw^ird, and the good Macduff. 

Revenges burn in them ; for their dear causes 
Would, to the bleeding, and the grim alarm, 

Excite the mortified man. ** 

Ang. Near Birnam wood 

Shall we well meet them ; that way arc they coming. 
Cath. Who knows if Donalbain be with his brother ? 
Len* For certain, sir, he is not : I have a file 
Of all the gentry ; there is Si ward’s son. 

And many unrough * youths, that even now 
Protest their first of manhood. 

Menu What docs the tyrant ? 

Cath. Great Dunsin4ne, he strongly fortifies ; 
Some say, he’s mad ; others, that lesser hate him. 
Do call it valiant fury : but, for certain. 

He cannot buckle his distemper’d cause 
Within the belt of rule. 

An<f. Now does he feel 

His secret murders sticking on his hands ; 

Now minutely revolts upbraid his faith-breach ; 
Those he commands, move only in command, 
Nothing in love : now does he feel his title _ 

Hang loose about him, like a giant’s robe 
Upon a dw^arfish tliicf. 

Menu Wlio then shall blame 

His pester’d senses to recoil and start, 

When all that is within lum does condemn 
Itself, for being there ? 

Cath* Well, march we on, 

To give obedience wliere *tis truly ow’d ; 

Meet we the medecin ® of tlie sickly weal j 
And with him pour we, in our country’s purge. 
Each drop of us. 

Len. Or so much as it needs, 

To dew the sovereign flower, and drown the weeds. 
Make we our march towards Birnam. 

[Exeunt, marching. 

SCENE III Dunsinane. A Room in the Castle. 

Enter Macbeth, Doctor, and Attendants* 
Mach* Bring me no more reports; let them fly all ; 
Till Birnam wood remove to Dunsinane, 

I cannot taint with fear. What’s the boy Malcolm ! 
Was he not bom of woman ? The spirits that know 
All mortal consequents, pronounc’d me thus ; 

3 Confounded. ^ A reliKious ; an ascetic 

3 Unbearded, * The j>hysician 


Fear not, Macbeth ; no man, that’s bom of woman. 
Shall e'er have power on thee* — — Then fly, false 
thanes, 

And mingle with the English epicures; 

The mind I sway by, and the heart I bear, 

Sliall never sagg? with doubt, nor shake wdth fear. 

Enter a Servant. 

The devil damn thee black, thou Cream-fac’d loon^ ® 
Where gott’st thou that goose look ? 

Serv* There is ten thousand 

Mncb* Geese, villain ? 

Serv. Soldiers, sir. 

Macb. Go prick thy face, and over-red thy fear, 
Tlioii lily-liver’d boy. Wliat soldiers, patch ? » 
Death of thy soul ! those linen cheeks of thine 
Are counsellors to ftar. What soldiers, whey-face? 
Serv. The English force, so please you. 

Macb. Take thy face hence. — Seyton ! — I am 
sick at heart. 

When I behold — Seyton, I say ’ — This push 
Will cheer me e\'er, or disseat me now. 

I have liv’d long enough : my May of life 
Is fall’ll into the scar the yellow leaf : 

And that wliich should accompany old age. 

As honour, love, obedience, troops of friends, 

I must not look to have ; but, in their stead, 

Curses not loud, hut deep, mouth-honour, breath, 
Which the poor heart would fain deny, but dare not. 
Seyton ! 

Enter Sfyton. 

Sey* What is your gracious ideasurc? 

Macb* What new's more? 

Sey, All is confirm’d, my lord, which was re- 
ported, 

Mach* ril fight, till from my bones my flesh bo 
hack’d. 

Give me my aiinour. 

Sey. ’Tis not needed yet. 

Macb. I’ll put it on. 

Send out more horses, skirr^ tlie country round ; 
Hang those that talk of fear. — Give me mine ar- 
mour. — 

How does your patient, doctor ? 

Eoct. Not so sick, my lord. 

As she is troubled vi ith thick -coming fancies, 

Tiiat keej) her from her rest. 

Macb. Cure her of that ; 

Canst thou not minister to a mind diseas’^ 

Pluck from the memory a rooted sorrow ; 

Raze out the written trtmblcs of the brain ; 

And with some sweet oblivious antidote, 

Cleanse the stuff’d bosom of that perilous stuff. 
Which weighs upon the heart? 

Eoct, Therein the patient 

Must minister to himself. 

Macb. Throw physick to the dogs, I’ll none of 
it. — 

Come, put mine armour on ; give me my staff : — 
Seyton, send out. — Doctor, the thanes fly from me ; — 
Come, sir, despatch : — If thou couldst, doctor, cast 
The water of my land, find her disease, 

And purge it to a sound and pristine health, 

I would applaud thee to the very echo. 

That should applaud again. — Pull’t off, I say. — 
What rhubarb, senna, or w liat prirgative drug, 
Would scour these English hence! — Hearest thou 
of them ? 

I 7 Sink, ^ " Base fellow 

1 ’’An appollatiou of conteinpt * Dry. ’ Scour 
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Dcct* Ay, iny good lord ; your royal preparation 
Makes us iiear something. 

Macb. Bring it after me. 

I wilUiiot be afraid of death and bane, 

Till Birnam forest come to Dunsinane. {Exit. 

I)oct. Were I from Dunsindne away and clear, 
Profit again should hardly draw me here. [Exit. 

SCENE IV. — Coi/ntny 7ioar Dumina.nc. A Wood 
III view. 

Enter, with Drum and Colours, IVIalcoi.m, old 
SiwAKT) and Ins Son, MArnuii, Mfntkth, 
Cathness, a no us, Lenox, IIosse, and Soldiers, 
marching. 

Mai. Cousins, I hope, the days are near at hand 
That chambers will be safe, 

Ment. We doubt it nothing. 

Siw. What wood is this before us i 
Mcnt. The wood of Birnam. 

Mai. Let every soldier licw him down a bough, 
And bear’t before him ; thereby sliall we sliadow 
Ttie numbers of our host, and make discovery 
Err in report of us. 

Sold. It shall be done. 

Siw. We learn no other, but the confident tyrant 
Keeps still in DunsinAiie, and w'ill endure 
Our setting down before ’t. 

Mnl. ’Tis his main hope : 

For where there is advantage to he given, 

Both more and less have given him the revolt ; 
And none serve with him but constrained things. 
Whose hearts arc absent too. 

Macd. Let our just censures 

Attend the true event, and put we on 
Industrious soldiership. 

Siw. The time approaches, 

That will with due decision make us know 
Wliat w'e shall say we have, and what we owe. 
Thoughts speculative their unsure hopes relate; 
But certain issue strokes must arbitrate 
Tow'urds which, advance the war. 

{Exeunt, marching. 
SCENE V. — Dunsinane. Within the Castle. 

Enter, leilh Drums and Colours, Macretii, Seyton, 
and Soldiers. 

ATatb. Hang out our banners on the outw^ard 
walls ; 

The cry is still, Tiny come : Our castle’s strength 
Will laugh a siege to scorn : here let them lie. 

Till famine, and the ague, eat them up : 

Were they not forc’d with those that should be ours. 
We might have met them dareful, beard to beai'd, 
And beat them backw'ard home. What is that noise? 

{A cry mthin of women. 
Sey. It is the cry of women, my good lord. 

Macb. I have almost forgot the taste of fears : 
The time has been, my senses w^ould lia\c cool’d 
To hear a night-shriek ; and my fell of hair 
Would at a dismal treatise rouse, and stir 
As life were in’t ; I have supp’d full with horrors; 
Direness, familiar to my slaiight’rous tlioughts, 
Cannot once start me. — Wherefore was that cry ? 
Sey. The queen, my lord, is dead. 

Aiacb. She should have died hereafter ; 

I here would have been a time for such a W'ord. — 
lo-morrow', and to-morrow, and to-morrow, 

Creeps in this petty pace from day to day, 

Fo the last syllable of recorded time ; 

^ ». e. Greater and less. 


And all our yesterdays have lighted fools 
The way to dusty death. Out, out, brief candlj > 
Life’s but a w'alking shadow : a poor player, * , 
’rhfflrijflruts'ahd frets lifs hCftif upon the stage, 

And then is heard no more ; it is a tale 
Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury, 
Signifying nothing. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Thou com’st to use thy tongue ; thy story quickly. 

Mess. Gracious my lord, 

I shall report that which 1 say I saw', 

But know not how to do it. 

Macb. Well, say, sir. 

Aless. As I did stand my watch upon the hill, 

I look’d toward Birnam, and anon, methought, 
I’lie wood began to move. 

Macb. L’ar, and slave ! 

{Stnfdng him. 

Mess. Let me endure your wrath, if ’t be not so ; 
Witliln this three mile may you see it coming ; 

I say, a moving grove. 

Macb. If thou speak’st false. 

Upon the next tree shalt thou hang alive, 

Till famine cling thee : if thy speech be sooth, 

I care not if thou dost for me as much, — 

I pull in resolution ; and begin 
To doubt the equivocation of the fiend, 

That lies like truth : Eear not, till Birnam wood 
Do come to Dinisbume ; — and now a wood 
Comes toward Dunsinane. — Ann, arm, and out. — 
If tliis which he avouches, does appear, 

There is nor fiying hence, nor tairying here. 

I ’gin to be a-w'eary of tlic sun, 

And wish the estate of the world were now undone.— 
Ring the alarum bell : — Blow, w ind * come, wrack ! 
At least we’ll die with harness on our back. 

{Exeunt. 

SCENE VI. — A Plain before the Castle. 
Enter, with Drums and Colours, Malcolm, old 
Sxw'ARD, Macdui'F, (^t. atid their Army, with 
Boughs. 

Mai. Now near enough ; your leavy screens throw 
down, 

And show’ like those you arc . — You, worthy uncle, 
Shall, with my cousin, your right-noble son, 

Lead our fiist battle; wortJjy Macduff, and W’e, 
Shall take upon us w'hat else remains to do, 
According to our order. 

Siw. Fare you well. — 

Do we but find the tyrant’s power to-night, 

Let us be beaten, if we cannot fight. 

Alacd. Make all our trumpets speak ; give them 
all brealii, 

Those clamorous haibingers of blood and death. 

[Excurit. Alarums continued. 

SCENE VII. — Another Part of the Plain. 
Enter Macbeth. 

Mach. They have tied me to a stake; I cannot fly, 
But, bear-like, 1 must fight the course. — What’s he, 
Tliat w'as not bom of w’oman ? Such a one 
Am I to fear, or none. 

Enter young Si ward. 

Yo. Siw. What is thy name ? 

Macb. Thou’lt be afraid to hear it. 

I o. Siw. No ; though thou call’st thyself a holler 
name 

Than any is in hell. 


< .Skin. 


» .Shrivel. 
V 4 
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Mach, My name’s Macbeth. 

To. Sill, The devil himself could not pronounce 
a title 

More hateful to mine ear. 

Mach. No, nor more fearful. 

Yo. Site. Thou liest, abhorred tyiant; with my 
sword 

I’ll prove tlie lie thou speak’st. 

[Thei/ Jigfit, and young Si w A an slain. 
Mach. Thou wast born of w oman, — 

But swords I smile at, weapons lau^h to scorn, 
Brandish’d by man that’s of a woman born. [/sjiV. 

Alarums. Enter Macdui f. 

Macd. That way the noise is : — Tyrant, show 
thy face : 

If thou be’st slain, and with no stroke of mine, 

My wife and children’s ghosts will haunt me still. 

I cannot strike at wretched kernes w hose arms 
Are hir’d to bear their staves; either thou, MacbetJi, 
Or else my sword, with an unbatter’d edge, 

I sheathe again undeeded. There thou shouldst be; 
By this great clatter, one of greatest note 
Seems bruited 7 ; Bet me find him, fortune ! 

And more 1 beg not. [Ent. Alarum. 

Enter Malcolm and old Siward. 

Siw. This way, my lord; — the castle’s gently 
render’d : 

The tyrant’s people on both sides do fight ; 

The noble thanes do bravely in the war ; 

The day almost itself professes youis, 

And little is to do. 

Mai. We have met with foes 

That strike beside us. 

Siw* Enter, sir, the castle. 

{^ExeanjL. Alarum* 
Re-enter MAruFTir. 

Mach. Why should I play the Uotnan fool, and die 
On mine own sword? whiles 1 see lives, the gashes 
Do better upon them. 

Re-enter MACbUFi^. 

Macd* Turn, hell-hound, turn. 

Macb. Of all men else I have avoided thee ; * 
But get thee back, my soul is too much charg’d 
With blood of thine already. 

Macd. I have no words. 

My voice is in my sword ; thou bloodier villain 
Than terms can give thee out ! [ Theyjight. 

Mach* Thou losest labour ; 

As easy mayst thou the intrenchant air ^ 

With thy keen sword imjjress, as make me bleed : 
Let fall thy blade on vulnerable crests ; 

I bear a charmed life, which must not yield 
To one of woman born. 

Macd* Despair thy charm ; 

And let the angel, whom thou still hast serv’d, 

Tell thee, Macduff was from his mother’s womb 
Untimely ripp’d. 

Mach* Accursed be that tongue that tells me so, 
For it hf^th cow’d my better part of man ! 

And be these juggling fiends no more believ’d. 
That palter 9 with us in a double sense ; 

Tliat keep the word of promise to our ear. 

And break it to our hope. — I’ll not fight with thee. 

Macd, Then yield thee, coward. 

And live to be the show and gaze o’the time. 

We’ll have thee, as our rarer monsters are, 

® Foot-soldiers, ? Reported with clamour 

* The an winch cannot be cut. ® Shuffle 


Painted upon a pole ; and underw’rit. 

Here may you see the tyrant. 

Macb. I’ll not yield. 

To kiss the ground before young Malcolm’s feet, 
And to be baited with the rabble’s curse. 

Though Birnam wood be come to DunsinAne, 

And thou oppos’d, being of no woman born, 

Yet 1 will try tlie last : Before my body 
I throw my warlike shield : lay on, Macduif; 

And damn’d be him that first cries, Hold, enounh. 

\^Excunt Jigfiltng. 

Retreat, Flourish. Re-enter with Drum and Cit- 
lours, Mai.colm, old Siwaro, Rosse, Llnox, 
Angus, Catiiness, Menteth, and Soldiers. 

Mai. I would, the friends we miss were safe ar- 
riv’d. 

Siio. Some must go off: and yet, by these I see. 
So great a day -as this is cheaply bought. 

Mol. Macdufl’is missing, and your noble son. 
Rosse. Your son, my lord, has paid a soldier’s debt; 
He only liv’d but till he was a man ; 

The which no sooner had his prowess confirm’d 
In tlie unshrinking station where he fought, 

But like a man he died. 

Siw. Then he is dead ? 

Rosse. Ay, and brought off the field ; your cause 
of sorrow 

Must not be measur’d by his worth, for then 
It hath no end. 

iSiw. Had he liis hurts before ? 

Rosse, Ay, on the front. 

Si IV. Why then, God’s soldier be he ! 

Had I as many sons as I have hairs, 

I would not wish them to a fairer death : 

And so his knell is knoll’d. 

Mai. He’s w'orth more sorrov\s 

And that I’ll spend for him. 

Sue. lie’s worth no more ; 

They say he parted well, and paid his score . 

So God be witli him. Here comes newer comfort. 

Re-enter Macduff, with Macbeth’^ Head on a Vole. 

Macd. Hail, king ’ for so thou art : Behold, 
wliere stancls 

The usurper’s cursed head ; the time is free : 

I see thee compass’d with thy kingdom’s pearl, 
That speak my salutation in their minds ; 

Whose voices I desire aloud with mine, — 

Hail, king of Scotland ! 

All. King of Scotland, hail ! \^FlnHrish. 

Mai. We shall not spend a large expense of time. 
Before we reckon w ith your several loves, 

And make us even with you. My thanes and kins- 
men, 

Hencofortli be earls, the first that ever Scotland 
In such an honour nam’d. What’s more to do, 
W'hich would be planted newly with the time, — 
As calling home our exil’d friends abroad. 

That fled tlie snares of watchful tyranny ; 
Producing forth the cruel ministers 
Of this dead butcher, and his fiend-like queen ; 
Who, as ’tis thought, by self and violent hands 
Took off her life : — This, and what needful else 
Tliat calls upon us, by tlie grace of Grace, 

We will perform in measure, time, and place : 

So thanks to all at once, and to each one. 

Whom w'C invite to see us crown’d at Scone. 

[L’/om / ish. Exeunt* 
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ACT 1. 


SCENE I, — Northampton. A Boom of State in 
the Palace. 

Enter King John, Queen Elinor, Pemuuoke, 
Essex, Salisbury, and others, with Chatillon. 
K. John. Now, say, Chatillon, what woidd 
France with us? 

Chat. Thus, after greeting, sjieaks the king of 
F ranee. 

In my behaviour to the majesty, 

The borrow’d majesty of England here. 

Ell. A strange beginning ; — borrow’d majesty ! 
K. John. Silence, good mother; hear the em- 
bassy. 

Chat. Philip of France, in right and true behalf 
Of thy deceased brother Geffrey’s son, 

Arthur Plantagenet, lays most lawful claim 
To this fair island, and the territories ; 

To Ireland, Poictiers, Anjou, Touraine, Maine : 
Desiring tliee to lay aside tlie sword, 

Which sways usurpingly these several titles ; 

And put the same into young Arthur’s hand. 

Thy nephew, and right royal sovereign. 

K. John. What follows, if we disallow of this ? 


Chat. Tlic proud control of fierce and bloody 
ivar, 

To enforce these rights so forcibly withheld. 

K. John. Here have we war for war, and blood 
for blood, 

Controlment for controlment : so answer Franco. 
Chat. I'hen take my king’s defiance from my 
mouth. 

The furthest limit of my embassy, 

K. John. Bear mine to him, and so depart in 
peace : 

Be thou as lightning in the eyes of France ; 

For ere thou canst report 1 will be there. 

The thunder of my cannon sliall be heard : 

So, hence ! Be thou the trumpet of our wrath. 

And sullen presage of your own decay. — 

An honourable conduct let him have ; — 
Pembroke, look to’t ; Farewell, Chatillon. 

[^Exeunt Chatillon and Pembroke. 
Eli. What now, my son ? have I not ever said, 
How tliat ambitious Constance would not cease, 
Till she had kindled France, and all the world, 
Upon the right and party of her son ? 

This might have been prevented, and made whole, 
With very easy arguments of love ; 


1 In the manner I now do. 
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Which now the manage ^ of two kingdoms must 
With fearful bloody issue arbitrate. 

K, John> Our strong possession, and our right, 
for us. 

Elu Your strong possession, much more than 
your right ; 

Or else it must go wrong with you, and me : 

So much my conscience whispers in your ear ; 
Which none but heaven, and you, and I, shall hear. 

Enter the Sheriff of Northamptonshire, who whispers 
Essex. 

Essex. My liege, here is the strangest controversy. 
Come from the country to be judg’d by you. 

That e’er I heard : Shall 1 produce the men ? 

X. John. Let tliem approach, — [Exit Sheriff. 
Our abbies, and our priories, shall pay 

Re-enter Slier ffj wUh Robert Faulconbridge, and 
Philip, his bastard Brother. 

This expedition’s cliargc. — What men are you ? 

Bast. Your faithful subject I, a gentleman. 

Born in Northamptonshire ; and eldest son, 

As I suppose, to Robert Faulconbridge ; 

A soldier, by the honour-giving hand 
Of Cteur-de-lion knighted in the held. 

K. John. What art thou ? 

Rob. The son and heir to that same Faulcon- 
bridge. 

K. John. Is that the elder, and art thou the heir? 
You came not of one mother then, it seems. 

Bast. Most certain of one mother, mighty king. 
That is well known ; and, as I tliink, one father : 
But, for the certain knowledge of that truth, 

I put you o’er to heaven, and to my mother ; 

Of that I doubt, as all men’s children may. 

Eli. Out on thee, rude man! thou dost shame 
thy mother. 

And wound her honour with this diflidence. 

Bast. I, madam ? no, I liave no reason for it ; 
That is rny brother’s plea, and none of mine ; 

Tlie which if he can prove, ’a pops me out 
At least from fair five hundred pound a year • 
Heaven guard my mother’s honour, and my land ! 
K. John. A good blunt fellow : — Why, being 
younger born, 

Doth he lay claim to thine inheritance ? 

Bast. I know not why, except to get the land. 
But once he slander’d me with bastardy ; 

But whe’r I be as true-begot, or no, 

That still I lay upon my rnotlier’s head ; 

But, that I am as well begot, my liege, 

Compare our faces, and be judge yourself. 

If old sir Robert did beget us both, 

And were our father, and this son like him ; — 

0 old sir Robert, father, on my knee, 

1 give heaven thanks, I was not like to thee. 

K. John. Why, what a madcap hath heaven lent 
UR here ! 

Eli. He liath a tricks of Coeur-de-lion’s face. 
The accent of his tongue affecteth him ; 

Do you not read some tokens of my son 
In the large composition of this man ? 

K. John. Mine eye hath well examined his parts, 

And finds them perfect Richard. Sirrah, speak, 

What doth move you to claim your brother’s land? 

Bast. Because he hath a half-face, like my father : 
With that half-face would he have all my land : 

A half-faced groat five hundred pound a year ! 

^ Conduct, administratioa ^ Trace, outline. 


Rob. My gracious liege, when that my father 
liv’d, 

Your brother did employ my fiither much ; 

And once despatch’d him in an embassy 
To Germany, there, with the emperor, 

To treat of high afiairs touching that time ; 

The advantage of his absence took the king. 

And in the mean time sojourn d at my father’s; 
Where how he did prevail, 1 shame to speak ; 

But truth is truth ; large lengths of seas and shores 
Between my father and my mother lay, 

(As I have heard my father speak himself, 

When this same lusty gentleman was got. 

Uiion his death-bed lie by will bequeath’d 
1 lis lands to me ; and took it, on his death, 

That this my mother’s son, was none of his ; 

And, if he were, he came into the world 
Full fourteen weeks before the course of time. 
Then, good my liege, let me have what is mine, 

My father’s land, as was my father’s will. 

K. John. Sirrah, your brother is legitimate ; 

Your father’s wife did after wedlock bear him : 
And, if she did jilay false, the fault was hers ; 
Which fault lies on the hazards of all husbands 
That marry wives. Tell me, how if my brother 
Had of your father claim’d this son for his? 

In sooth, good friend, your fiither might have kept 
liim ; 

In sooth, he might : then, if he were my brother’s, 
My brother might not claim him ; nor your father, 
Being none of his, refuse him : Tliis concludes, — 
Your father’s heir must have your father’s land. 

Rob. Shall then my father’s will be of no force, 
To dispossess that child which is not his ? 

Bast. Of no more force to dispossess me, sir, 
TJian was his will to get mo, as I think. 

Eli. Whether hadst thou rather, — be a Faulcon 
bridge, 

And like thy brother, to enjoy thy land ; 

Or the reputed son of Ca*iir-de-lion, 

Lord of tliy presence, and no land beside ? 

Bast. Madam, an if iny brother had my shape. 
And I had his, sir Robert his, like him : 

And if my legs w'cre two such riding-rods, 

My anns such ccl-skins stufl[’’d ; my face so thin, 
That in mine ear I durst not stick a rose, 

Lest men should say, Look, wdiere Ihrce-farthings 
goes! 

And, to his shape, were heir to all this land, 
’Would I might never stir from off this place, 

I’d give it every foot to have tliis face ; 

I would not be sir Nob in any case. 

Eli. 1 like thee well; Wilt thou forsake thy for- 
tune, 

Bequeath thy land to him, and follow me? 

I am a soldier, and now bound to IVance, 

Bast. Brother, take you my land, I’ll take my 
chance : 

Your face hath got five hundred pounds a year ; 
Yet sell your face for five pence, and, *tis dear. — 
Madam, I’ll follow you unto the death, 

Eli. Nay, I would have you go before me thither. 
Bast. Our country manners give our betters way. 
X. John. What is thy name ? 

Bast. Philip, my liege ; so is my name begun 
Philip, good old sir Robert’s wife’s eldest son. 

X. John. From henceforth bear his name whose 
form thou bear’st : 

Kneel thou down Philip, but arise more great : 
Arise sir Richard, and Plantagenet. 
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Bast. Brother, by my mother’s side, give me your 
hand ; 

My father gave me honour, yours gave land. — 
Eli. T'he very spirit of Plantagenct, ! — 

I am tliy grandamc, Richard ; call me so. 

Bast. Madam, by chance, but not by truth ; What 
though ? 

K. John. Go, Faulconbridge ; now hast thou thy 
desire, 

A landless knight makes thee a landed ’sijuire. — 
Come, madam, and come, Richard ; we must speed 
For France, for France; for it is more than need. 
Bast. Brother, adieu ; good fortune come to 
thee ! 

For thou wast got i’the way of honesty. 

\^Eveunt all hut the Bastard. 
A fool of honour better tlian I was ; 

But many a foot of land the worse. 

Well, now can I make any Joan a lady : 

Good den sir BidumU — (jod-a-mera/ffclloto ; — 
And if his name be George, I’ll call him Peter : 
For new-made honour doth forget men's names ; 
*Tis too respective, and too sociable, 

For your conversion. Now your traveller, — 

He and his tooth-pick at my worsliip’s mes*: ; 

And when my knightly stomach is suflic’d. 

Why then I suck my teeth and catechise 

My picked man of countries ^ • J/;/ dear siTf 

(Thus, leaning on mine elbow', 1 begin,) 

/ shall beseedi i/ou — I'liat is question now' ; 

And then comes answer like an ABC-book . — 

0 stTf says answer, at your best command ; 

At your employment ; at your sereicCi sir : 

A’o, sir, says c]uestion, I, siveet sir, at yours * 

And so, ere answer know's what question would, 
(Siiving in dialogue of compliment; 

And talking of the Alps, and Apennines, 

The Pyienean, and the river Po, ) 

It draws toward supper hi conclusion so. 

But this is worshipful society, 

And fits the mounting spirit, like myself : 

And not alone in habit and device, 

Exterior form, outward accoutrement ; 

But from the inw ard motion to deliver 
Sw'eet, sw eet, sweet poison lor the age’s tooth : 
Which, though I will not practise to deceive, 

Yet, to avoid deceit, I mean to learn ; 

For it shall strew the footsteps of my rising. — 
But wlio comes in such haste, in ricling robes ? 
What woman-post is this ? hath she no husband. 
That will take pains to blow a horn before her ? 


Enter Lady Faulconbridge and James Gurne's. 

0 me ! It is my mother ; — How now, good lady ? 
What brings you here to court so hastily ? 

Lady F. Where is that slave, thy brother? where 
is he ? 

That holds in cliase mine honour up and clown ? 

Bast. My brother Robert? old sir Robert’s son? 
Colbrand llie giant, that same mighty man? 

Is it sir Robert’s son, that you seek so ? 

Lady F. Sir Robert’s son ! Ay, ihou imreverend 
boy. 

Sir Robeit’s son : Why scorn’st thou at sir Robert? 
IJ e is sir Robert’s son ; and so art thou. 

Bast. James Gurney, wilt thou give us leave 
a while ? 

Gur. Good leave, good Philip. 

JBist. IMiilip ? — sparrow' ! — James, 

There’s toys ^ abroad ; anon I’ll tell thee more. 

[Ejiil Gurney. 

Madam, I was not old sir Robert’s son. 

Lady F. Hast thou conspired with thy brother too, 
Thatfortliine own gain shouldst defend mine honour? 
What means this scorn, thou most uritow'ard knave? 
Bast. Knight, knight, good mother, — Basilisco* 
hke7; 

What ! I am duhb’d ; 1 have it on my shoulder. 
But, mother, I am not sir Robert’s son ; 

1 have disclaim’d sir Robert, and my land ; 
Legitiinalioii, name, and all is gone : 

j Then, good iny mother, let me know' my father ; 
Some proper man, I hope ; Who was it, mother? 
I.ady F. Hast thou denied tliysclf a Faulcon- 
bridge? 

Bast. As faithfully as I deny the devil. 

Lady F. King Richard Ca‘ur-de-lion was thy 
father ; 

By long and vehement suit I w'as seduc’d 

To make room for him in my husband’s bed . 

Heaven lay not my transgression to my charge ! 
Thou art the issue of my great ollence, 

Which was so strongly urg’d, past my defence. 

Bast. Madam, I would not w'ish a better father. 
Some sins do bear their privilege on earth, 

And so doth yours ; your fault was not your folly : 
Needs must you lay your heart at his dispose, — 
Subjected tribute to commanding love, — 

Against whose fury and unmatched force 
The aw'less lion could not wage the fight. 

Nor keep his jirincely heart from Richard’s hand. 

\^Exeunt. 


ACT II. 


SCENE I, — France. Before the Walls of 

Enter, on one side, the Archduke of Austria, and 
Forces; on the other, Philip, Aiug of France, 
and Forces; Lewis, Constance, Arthur, and 
Attendants. 

Lew. Before Anglers well met, brave Austria. — 
Arthur, that great fore-runner of thy blood, 
Eichard, that robb’d the lion of his heart, 

And fought tlie holy wars in Palestine, 

By this brave duke came early to his grave : 

^ Good evening. * My travelled fop 


And, for amends to his posterity, 

At our importance hither is he come, 

To spread his colours, boy, in tliy behalf ; 

And to rebuke the usurpation 

Of thy unnatural uncle, English John ; 

Embrace him, love him, give him welcome hither. 
Arth. Heaven will forgive you Cceur-de-lion’a 
death. 

The rather, that you give his offspring life, 
Shadowing their right under your wings of war : 

6 Idle reports. ^ „ . 

? A character in an old drama called SoUntan and "rriratf. 
" Importunity, 
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I give you welcome with a powerless hand, 

But with a heart full of unstained love ; 

Welcome before the gates of Anglers, duke. 

Lew> A noble boy ! Who would not do thee right? 
Aust, Upon thy cheek lay I this zealous kiss. 

As seal to this indenture of my love ; 

That to my home I will no more return, 

Till Anglers, and the right thou hast in France, 
'I'ogcther with that pale, that white-fac’d sliore. 
Whose foot spurns back the ocean’s roaring tides, 
And coops from otlier lands her islanders, 

Even till that England, hedg’d in with the main, 
The water- walled bulwairk, still secure 
And confident from foreign purposes, 

Even till that utmost corner of the west 
Salute thee for her king : till then, fair boy, 

Will X not think of home, but follov^ arms. 

Const, O, take his mother’s thanks, a widow ’s thanks, 
Till your strong hand shall help to give him strength, 
To make a more requital to your love. 

Aust, The peace of heaven is theirs, tliat lift 
their swords 

In such a just and charitable w'ar. 

A". Phi, Well then, to work ; our cannon shall 
be bent 

Against the brow’s of this resisting town. 

Call for our chiefest men of discipline, 

To cull the plots of best advantages • : — 

We’ll lay before this town our royal bones, 

Wade to the market-place in Frenchmen’s blood, 
But we will make it subject to this hoy. 

Const, Stay for an answer to your embassy, 

Lest unadvis’d you stain your swords witli blood : 
My lord Chatillon may from England bring 
That right in pcac( ' ‘ ' here wc urge in war ; 
And then wc shall repent each drop of blood, 

That hot rash haste so indirectly shed. 

Enter Chatillon. 

A’’. Phi. A wonder, lady ! — lo, upon thy wish, 
Our messenger Chatillon is arriv’d. — 

What England says, say briefly, gentle lord, 

We coldly pause fbr thee ; Chatillon, speak. 

Chat. Then turn your forces from this paltry siege. 
And stir them up against a mightier task. 

England, impatient of your just demands, 

Hath put himself in arms ; the adverse winds, 
Whose leisure I have staid, have given him time 
To land his legions all as soon as I : 

His marches are expedient ^ to this town. 

His forces strong, his soldiers confident. 

With him along is come the mother-queen. 

An At4 3, stirring him to blood and strife ; 

With her her niece, the lady Blanch of Spain ; 
With them a bastard of the king deceas’d ; 

And all tlie unsettled humours of the land, — 
Rash, inconsiderate, fiery voluntaries, 

With ladies’ faces, and fierce dragons’ spleens, — 
Have sold their fortunes at their native homes, 
Bearing their birthrights proudly on their backs, 

To make a hazard of new fortunes here. 

In brief, a braver choice of dauntless spirits, 

Tlian now the English bottoms have waft o’er 
Did never float upon the swelling tide, 

To do offence and scath 4 in Christendom, 

The interruption of their churlish drums 

[Drums beat. 

^ Best stations to ovcr.awc the town, 
a Immediate, expeditious. ^ The Goddess of Revenge 
'* Mischief. 


Act H. 

Cuts off more circumstance ; they are at hand, 

To parley, or to fight ; therefore, jirepare. 

Phi. Howmucli unlook’d for is this expedition ( 
Ansi. By how much unexpected, by so mucji 
We must awake endeavour for defence ; 

For courage mounted with occasion : 

Let them be welcome then, we are prepar’d. 

Enter King John, Elinor, Blanch, the Bastard, 
Pembroke, and Forces. 

K. John. Peace be to France ; if France in peace 
permit 

Our just and lineal entrance to our own ! 

If not; bleed France, and peace ascend to heaven. 
Whiles w'e, God’s wrallifiil agent, do corre<*t 
Their jiroud contempt that heat his peace to heaven. 

A''. ]*/n. Peace he to England : if that war return 
From France to England, there to Jive in peaca* ! 
England w'e love : and, for that England’s sake, 
With burden of our armour here wx* sweat ; 

This toil of ours should be a work of thine ; 

But thou from loving England art so far, 

That thou hast under- WTought his lawful king, 

Cut oft' the sequence of j)osterity, 

Outfaced infant state, and done a rape 
Upon the maiden virtue of the crown. 

Look here upon thy brother Geffrey’s face ; — 
These eyes, these brow’s, were moulded out of his ; 
This little abstract doth contain that large, 

Which died in Geft'rey ; and the hand of time 
Shall draw' this briefs into as huge a volume. 

That Geffrey was thy elder brother born, 

And this his son ; England was Geffrey’s right, 
And this is Geffrey’s : In the name of God, 

How comes it then, that thou art call’d a king 
When living blood doth in these temples beat, 
Which owe the crown that thou o’ermastercsl ? 

A". John. From whom hast thou this great com- 
mission, France, 

To draw my answer from thy articles ? 

A". Phi. From that supernal judge, that stirs 
good thoughts 

In any breast of strong authority, 

To look into the blots and stains of right. 

That judge hath made me guardian to this boy : 
Under whose w arrant, I impeach thy w rong ; 

And, by whose help, I mean to chastise it. 

JC. .John. Alack, tljou dost usurp authority. 

K. Phi. Excuse ; it is to beat usurping down. 
Eli. Who is it, tliou dost call usurper, trance? 
Const. Let me make answer ; — thy usurping son. 
Eli. Out, insolent ! thy bastard shall he king ; 
That tliou mayst be a queen, and check the world ! 

Const. My bed was ever to thy son as true, 

As thine was to thy husband ; and this boy 
la'kcr in feature to his father Geffrey, 

Ilian thou and John in manners ; and, I tlilnk. 
His father never w'as so true begot ; 

It cannot be, an if thou wert his mother, 

Eli. There’s a good mother, boy, tliat blots thy 
father. 

Const. There’s a good grandam, boy, that would 
blot thee. 

Aust. Peace ! 

Bast. Hear the crier. 

Aust* What the devil art thou ? 

Bast. One that will play the devil, sir, with you, 
An *a may catch your hide and you alone. 

You are the hare of w hom the proverb goes, 

' A fhort-wntiug. ® Owo* 
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VVho'^e valour j)luck.s Jead lions by the* board ; 
ril smoko your skin-coat, an I catch you right* 
Sirrah, look to*t; i’faith, I will, i^aifh. 

ftlanch. O, well did he become that lion’s robe, 
'riiat* did disrobe the lion of that robe ! 

liast. It lies as sightly on the back of him, 

As great Alcides’ shoes upon an ass : — 
lint, ass. I’ll take that burden from your back ; 

Or lay on that, shall make your shoulders crack. 

Aust. What cracker is this same, that rleafs our cars 
With this abundance of superfluous breath? 

K. Phi. Lewis, determine what we shall do 
straight. 

Lew. Women and fools, break off your confer- 
ence — 

King John, this is the very sum of all, — 

Kngland, and Ireland, Anjou, Touraine, Maine, 

In right of Arthur do I claim of lliec: 

Wilt thou resign them, and lay down thy arms? 

A\ John. My life as soon : — 1 do defy thee 
France. 

Arthur of IJretagne, yield thee to my hand ; 

An<l, out of my dear love. I’ll give thee more 
'rhan e’er the coward hand of France can win : 
Submit thee, boy. 

ICli. Come to thy grandam, child. 

Const. Do, child, go to it’ grandam, child ; 

Give grandam kingdom, and it’ grandam will 
Give it a plum, a clierry, and a fig ; 

There’s a good grandam. 

Arlh, Ciood my mother, peace ! 

I would, that I w’ere low laid in my grave; 

I am not worth this coil 7 that’s made for me. 

Eli. His mother shames him so, poor boy, he 
weeps. 

Const. Now shame upon you, wdie’r she does, or no ! 
llis grandam’s wrongs, and not his mother’s shames. 
Draw those heaven-moving pearls from his pooreyes, 
Wiiich heaven shall take in nature of a fee; 

Ay, witli these crystal beads heaven shall be brib’d 
To do him justice, and revenge on you. 

Eli. Thou monstrous slanderer of heaven and 
earth ! 

Const. Thou monstrous injurer of heaven and 
earth ! 

Call not me slanderer ; thou, and thine, usurp 
The dominations, royalties, and rights, 

Of this oppressed boy : This is thy eldest son’s son, 
Infortunate in nothing but in thee ; 

Thy sins are visited in tliis poor child. 

Eli. Thou unadvised scold, I can produce 
A w ill that bars the title of thy son. 

Const. Ay, who doubts tiiat ? a v^dll ! a wicked wall ; 
A woman’s will ; a canker’d grandam’s will ! 

A'*. Phi. Peace, lady; pause, or be more temperate : 
It ill beseems this presence, to cry aim ® 

To these ill-tuncd repetitions. — 

Some trumpet summon hither to the w'alls 
These men of Angiers ; let us hear them speak, 
Whose title they admit, Arthur’s or John’s. 

Trumpets sound. Enter Citizens upon the Walls. 

1 Cit. Who is it that hath warn’d us to the walls ? 
K. Phi. *Tis France, for England. 

JC. John. England, for itself : 

You men of Angiers, and my loving subjects, — 

AT. Phi, You loving men of Angiers, Arthur’s 
subjects, 

Our trumpet call’d you to this gentle parle. ^ 

^ Bustle. 8 To encourage. * Conference. 


A^ John. For our advantage ; — 'J'hercfore hear 
us first. 

These flags of France, that arc advanced hero 
Before the eye and prospect of your town, 

Have hither march’d to your endamagement ; 

The cannons have their bowels full ojf wrath ; 

And ready mounted are they to spit forth 
U’heir Iron indignation ’gainst your walls ; 

All preparation for a bloody siege, 

And merciless proceeding by tliese French, 
Confront your city’s eyes, your winking gates; 
And, but for our approach, those sleeping stones, 
That as a waist do girdle you about. 

By the compulsion of their ordnance 
By tliis time from their fixed beds of lime 
Had been dishahited, and wide havock made 
For bloody power to rush upon your jieace. 

But, on the sight of us, your lawful king, — 

Who painfully with much expedient march, 

Have brought a countercheck before your gates, 
'I'o save unscratch’d your city’s threaten’d cheeks, — 
Behold, the French, amaz’d, vouchsafe a parle * 
And now% instead of bullets w’rapp’d in fire, 

I'o make a snaking fever in your wails. 

They shoot ])ut calm w'ords, folded up in smoke, 

I’o make a I’aitbless error in your ears : 

Which trust acconlingly, kind citizens. 

And let us in, your king ; whose labour’d spirits, 
I'orwearied * in this action of swift speed, 

Crave harliourage within your city walls, 

E. Phi. When I have said, make answer to us 
both. 

Lo, in this right hand, whose protection 
Is most divinely vow’d upon the right 
Of liim it holds, stands young Tlantagenet ; 

Son lo the cider brother of this man, 

And king o’er him, and all that he enjoys : 

For this dow n-trodden equity, we tread 
b’ warlike march these greens before your town ; 
Being no further enemy to you, 

Tlian the constraint of hospitable zeal, 

In the relief of this oppressed child, 

Religiously provokes. Be pleased then 
To pay that duty, which you truly owe, 

To him that owes * it ; namely, this young prince : 
And then our arms, like to a muzzled bear, 

Save ill aspect, have all offence seal’d up ; 

Our cannons’ malice vainly shall he spent 
Against the invulnerable clouds of heaven ; 

And, with a blessed and unvex’d retire. 

With unhack’d swords, and helmets all unbruis’d, 
We will bear home tliat lusty blood again, 

Wliich here we came to spout against your town, 
And leave your children, wives, and you in peace. 
But if you fondly pass our proffer’d offer, 

’Tis not the roundure 3 of your old-fac’d walls 
Can hide you from our messengers of war ; 

Though all these English, and their discipline. 
Were harbour’d in their rude circumference. 

Then, tell us, shall your city call us lord. 

In that behalf w^hich we have challeng’d it? 

Or shall w^e give the signal to our rage, 

And stalk in blood to our possession ? 

1 CU. In briefi we are the king of England’s 
subjects ; 

For him, and in his right, we hold this town. 

A”. John. Acknowledge then the king, and let 
me in. 

* Worn out, a Owns. » Circle. 
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1 CU. That can we not : but he that proves tlie king, | Cu. Heralds, from off our towers we might behold. 
To him will we prove loyal; till that time, From first to last, the onset and retire 


Have we ramm’d up our gates against the world. 
iT. John, Doth not the crown of Kiigland prove 

And, if not that, I bring you \\itnesses, 

Twice fifteen thousand iiearts of England’s breed, — 
Bastards, and else. 

K, John. To verify our title with their lives. 

K, Phi, As many, and as well-born bloods as 
those, — - 

JDast. Some bastards too. 

IT. Phi. Stand in his face to contradict his claim. 
I CU. Till you compound whose right is worthiest, 
We, for the M'orthiest, hold the right from both. 

II. John. Then God forgive the sin of all those 
souls. 

That to their everlasting residence, 

Before the dew of evening fall, shall fleet. 

In dreadful tiial of our kingdom’s king ! 

K. Phi- Amen ! Amen ! — Mount, chevaliers, to 
arms 

Bast. St. George, — that swdng’d the dragon, 
and e’er since, 

Sits on his liorseback at mine hostess’ door, 

Teach us some fence ! — Sirrah, were I at home. 

At your den, sirrah, [ To A ustki a. ] w ith your lioness, 
I’d set an ox-head to your lion’s hide, 

And make a monster of you. 

Auiit, Peace ; no more. 

Bast. O, tremble ; for you hear the lion roar. 

A”. John. Up higher to the plain ; where w'e’ll set 
forth, 

In best appointment, all our regiments. 

Bast. Speed then, to take advantage of the field. 
K . Phi It shall be so; — [To Lewis.] and at the 
other hill 

Command tlie rest to stand. — God, and our light ! 

IBjteunt. 

SCENE II. — The same. 

Alarums and Excursions ; then a Betrent. Enter a 
French Herald, with Trumpets, to the Gates. 

F. Her. You men of Angiers, open wide your gates, 
And let young Arthur, duke of Bretagne, in ; 

Who, by the hand of France, this day hath made 
Much work for tears in many an English mother, 
Whose sons lie scatter’d on the bleeding ground : 
Many a widow’s husband grovelling lies. 

Coldly embracing the discolour’d earth ; 

And victory, with little loss, doth play 
Upon the dancing banners of the French ; 

Who are at hand, triumphantly display’d, 

To enter conquerors, and to proclaim 
Arthur of Bretagne, England’s king, and yours. 

Enter an English Herald, with Trumpets. 

E. Her. Rejoice, you men of Angiers, ring your 
bells, 

King John, your king and England’s, doth approach, 
Commander of this hot malicious day ! 

Their armours, that march’d hence so silver-bright, 
Hither return all gilt with Frenchmen’s blood ; 
There stuck no plume in any English crest, 

That is removed by a staff of France ; 

Our colours do return in those same hands 
That did display them when we first march’d fortli ; 
And, like a jolly troop of huntsmen, come 
Our lusty English, all with purpled hands, 

Died in the dying slaughter of their foes : 

Open your gates, and give tlie victors way. 


Of both your armies ; whose equality 
By our best eyes cannot be censured ^ : 

Blood hath bought blood, a 
blows ; 

Strength match’d with str( _ 
fronted power : 

Both are alike ; and both alike w^e like. 

One nuist prove greatest : while they weigh so even, 
We hold our tow'ii for neither ; yet for both. 

Enter, at one side. King John, with his Poiver ; 
FIunor, Blanch, and the Bastard ; at the other. 
King Pith, ip, Lewis, Austiua, ajid Forces. 

K. John. France, hast thou yet more blood to cast 
aw'ay I 

Say, sliall the current of our right run on ? 

Whose passage, vex’d with thy impediment. 

Shall leave his native cliannel, and o’ersw^ll 
With course disturb’d even thy confining shores, 
Unless thou let liis silver water keep 
A peaceful progress to the ocean. 

JC. Phi England, thou hast not sav’d one drop of 
blood, 

In this hot trial, more than we of France ; 

Rather, lost more ; And by this hand I swear, 

That sways the earth tliis climate overlooks, — 
Before \vc will lay down our just-borne arms, 

We’ll puttheedown, ’gainst whom these arms w'e bear, 
Or add a royal number to the dead ; 

Gracing the scroll, that tells of this war’s 1 
With slaughter coupled to the name of kings. 

Bast, lla, majesty ' how high tby glory towers, 
When the rich blood of kings is set on file ! 

O, now dotli death line his dead chaps with steel ; j 
The swords of soldiers arc his teeth, his fangs ; 

And now he feast*', mouthing the flesh of men, 

In undetennin’d ditt’erenccs of kings. — 

Why stand these royal fronts amazed thus? 

Cry, havock, kings ! back to the stained field, 

You equal polcnts ^ fiery kindled spirits ! 

I'hcn let confusion of one part confiim 
The other’s peace ; till then, blows, blood, and death ! 
K. John. Whose party do the tow nsmen yet admit? 
K. Phi Speak, citizens, for England ; who’s your 
king ? 

1 Cit. The king of England, when we know the king. 
K. Phi. Know him in us, that here hold up his 
right. 

K. John. In us that are our own great deputy, 
And bear possession of our person here ; 

Lord of our presence, Angiers, and of you. 

1 CU. A greater power than wc, denies all this ; 
And, till it be undoubted, we do lock 
Our former scruple in our strong-barr’d gates : 
King’d of our fears ; until our fears resolv’d, 

Be by some certain king purg’d and depos’d. 

Bast, By heaven these scroyles ® of Angiers flout 
you, kings ; 

And stand securely on their battlements, 

As in a theatre, whence they gape and point 
At your industrious scenes and acts of death. 

Your royal presences be rul’d by me ; 

Do like the mutines 7 of Jerusalem ; 

Be friends a while, and both conjointly bend 
Your sharpest deeds of malice on this town : 

By east and west let France and England mount 

^ Judged, determined. * Potentates. 

® Scabby iellows. ? Mutmeers. 
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Their battering cannon, charged to the mouths ; 

Till their soul-fearing clamours have brawl’d down 
'I’lie flinty ribs of this contemptuous city : 
rd play incessantly upon these jades, 

Even t511 unfcnced desolation 
Leave them as naked as the vulgar air. 

Tliat done, dissever your united strengths, 

And part your mingled colours once again; 

Turn face to face, and bloody point to point : 

Then, in a moment, fortune shall cull forth 
Out of one side her happy minion ; 

To whom in favour she shall gi\c the day, 

And kiss him with a glorious victory. 

How like you this wild counsel, mighty states? 
Smacks it not something of the policy ? 

Ji.John, Now, by llie sky that hangs above our heads, 
I like it well ; — France, shall we knit our powers, 
And lay this Angiers even with the ground ; 

Then, after, fight who shall be king of it? 

Jiast. An if thou hast the mettle of a king, — 
Being wrong’d, as we are, by this iieevish town, — 
Turn thou the mouth of tliy artillery. 

As we will ours, against these saucy walls: 

And when that we have dasli’d them to the ground, 
Why, then defy each other; and pell-mell. 

Make work upon ourselves, for lieaven, or liell. 

K. Vhi. Let it be so : — Say, where will you assjudt? 
K. John* W'e from the west w ill send destruction 
Into this city’s bosom. 
jfiust* I from the north. 

K* riii. Our thunder from the south. 

Shall rain their drift of bullets on this towm. 

Basl. O prudent discijiline ! From north to south ; 
Austria and France shoot in each other’s mouth : 

l^Aside. 

ril stir them to it : — Come, aw'ay, away ! 

1 Cu, Hear us, great kings . vouchsafe a wdiile to 
slay, 

And I shall show you peace, and fair-faced league; 
Win you this city without stroke, or w'ound ; 
Rescue those breathing lives to die in beds, 

Tliat here come sacrifices for the field : 

Perst^ver not, but liear me, mighty kings. 

Ji*Joh/i. Speak on, with favour ; w^e are bent to hear. 
1 Cit. That daughter there of Spain, the lady Blanch, 
Is near to England ; Look upon the years 
Of Lewis the Dauphin, and that lovely maid: 

If youthful love should go in quest of beauty. 
Where sliould he find it fairer than in Blanch? 

If zealous « love should go in search of virtue, 
Where should he find it purer than in Blanch? 

If love ambitious sought a match of birth, 

Whose veins bound richer blood than lady Blanch ? 
Such as she is, in beauty, virtue, birth, 

Is the young Dauphin every w^ay complete : 

If not complete, O say, ho is not she ; 

And she again wants nothing, to name want. 

If want it be not, that she is not lie : 

He is the half part of a blessed man. 

Left to be finished by such as she ; 

And she a fair divided excellence, 

Whose fulness of perfection lies in him. 

O, two such silver currents, when they join, 

Do glorify the banks that bound them in ; 

And two such shores to two such streams made one, 
Two such controlling bounds, sliall you be, kings, 
^ these two princes, if you marry them. 

^is union shall do more than battery can, 

10 our fast-closed gates; for, at this match, 

® Pious, 


With swifter spleen 9 tlian powder can enforce. 

The moutli of passage shall we fling wide ope, 

And give you entrance ; but without this match, 
Tlie sea enraged is not half so deaf, 

IJons more confident, mountains and rocks 
More free from motion ; no, not death himself 
In mortal fury half so peremptory, 

As w'e to keep this city. 

Bast, Here’s a stay, 

That shakes the rotten Ctircasc of old Death 
Out of his rags! Here’s a large mouth, indeed, 

That spits forlli death, and moimtai ns, rocks, and seas ; 
And talks familiarly of roaring lions. 

He speaks plain cannon, fire, and smoke, and bounce ; 
He gives the bastinado with his tongue ; 

Our ears are cudgel’d; not a word of his, 

But bufiets better than a fist of France : 

Why I I was never so bethurnp’d with words, 

Since 1 first call’d my brother’s father, dad. 

Eli Son, list to this conjunction, make tliis match ; 
Give with our niece a dowry large enough : 

For by this knot tboii shall so surely tie 
Thy now unsur’d assurance to the crown, 

'riiat yon gieen boy shall have no sun to ripe 
The bloom that proniiseth a mighty fruit. 

T see a yielding in the looks of France ; 

Mark, how they whisper : urge them, while their souls 
Are capable of this ambition : 

Lest zeal, now melted by the windy breath 
or soft petitions, pity and remorse, 

Cool and congeal again to what it was. 

I Cit, W'hy answer not the double majesties 
I'liis friendly treaty of our threaten’d town? 

Ji, Phi S|)eak England first, that hath been for- 
v\ard first 

To speak unto this city . What say you ? 

A" John. If that the Dauphin there, thy princely son, 
Can ill this book of beauty read, I love, 

Her dowry shall weigh equal w ith a queen : 

For Anjou, and fair Touraine, Maine, Foictiers, 
And all that w'c upon this side tlic sea 
(E\ce])t this city now by us besieg’d) 

Find liable to our crown and dignity, 

Shall gild her bridal bed ; and make her rich 
In titles, honours, and promotions, 

As she in beauty, education, blood. 

Holds hand witli any jiriiicess of the world. 

A'. Phi What say’st thou, boy ^ look in the lady’s 
face. 

J,ew. I do, my lord, and in her eye I find 
A w onder, or a w onderous miracle, 

The shadow of myself form’d in her eye ; 

Which, being !>ut the shaflow of your son, 

Becomes a sun, and makes your son a shadow : 

1 do protest, I never lov’d myself, 

Till now infixed I beheld myself, 

Drawn in the flattering tabic of her eye. 

[ Whispers with Blanch. 
Bast, Drawn in the flattering table of her eye I — 
Hang’d in the frowning wrinkle of her brow ! — ■ 
And quarter’d in her heart ! — he doth espy 
Himself love’s traitor ; This is pity now, 

That hang’d, and drawn, and quarter’d, there should be, 
In such a love, so vile a lout as he. 

Blanch, My uncle’s w'ill, in this respect is mine : 
If he see aught in you, that makes him like, 

That any thing he sees, which moves his liking, 

I can with ease translate it to my will ; 

Or, if you will, (to speak more properly,) 

B Speed. 
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I will enforce it easily to my love. 

Knrthor 1 will not Hatter you, my lord, 

Tiiat all f see in you is wortliy love, 

Tlian tliis — that nothing do I see in you, 

(Though churlish thoughts themselves sliould be 
your judge,) 

That I can find should merit any hate. 

K* John* What say these young ones ? What say 
you, my niece? 

Blanch* That she is bound in honour still to do 
What you in wisdom shall vouchsafe to say. 

JC. John* Speak then, prince Dauphin ; can you 
love this lady ? 

Lenu Nay, ask me if I can refrain from love. 
For I do love her most unfcigncdly. 

JC* John* Then I do give Volquessen, Tourainc, 
Maine, 

Poictiers, .and Anjou, these five provinces, 

With her to thee ; and this addition more. 

Full thirty thousand marks of English coin. — 
Philip of France, if thou be pleas’d withal, 
Command thy son and daughter to join hands. 

JC* Phi* It likes us well j — Young princes, close 
your hands. 

^nst* And your lips too ; for, I am well assur’d, 
Tiiat I did so, when T was first assur’d.' 

Ji* Phi Now, citizens of Angiers, ope your gates, 
Let in that amity which you have made ; 

For at Saint Mary’s chapel, presently, 

The rites of marriage shall be solemniz’d. — 

Is not the lady Constance in this trooj) ? — 

1 know, she is not ; for this match, made up, 

Her presence would have interrupted much : — 
Where is she and her son ? tell me, who know's. 
Lew* She is sad and passionate ^ at your highness’ 
tent. 

A". Phi And, by n;y faith, this league, tliat we 
have made, 

Will give her sadness very little cure. — 

Brotlier of England, how may we content 
This widow lady ? In her right w^e came : 

Which we, Heaven knows, have turn’d another way, 
To our own vantage. 

Ji. John* Wc will heal up all ; 

For w'e’ll create young Artliur duke of Bretagne, 


Act in. 

And earl of Richmond ; and this rich fair towm 
Wc make him lord of. — Call the lady Constance ; 
Some speedy messenger bid her repair 
To our solemnity : — I trust we shall, 

If not fill up tile measure of her will, 

Yet in some measure satisfy her so, 

That we shall stop her exclamation. 

Go we, as wx'll as haste wall suHer us, 

To this unlook’d for unprepared pomp. 

[Exeunt all but the Bastard. — The Cilizenj 
retire from the walls. 

Bast. Mad w^orld ! tnad kings ! mad com])osition ! 
John, to stoj) Arthur’s title in the whole, 

Hath willingly departed witli a part : 

And France, (whose armour conscience buckled on; 
Whom zeal and charity brought to the field, 

As God’s own soldier,) rouiided'^ in the ear 
Witli that same purjiose-changer, that sly devil ; 
T'hat broker, that still breaks the pate tif faith ; 

That daily break-vow' ; he that wins of all, 

Of kings, of beggars, old men, young men, maids;-— 
Commodity, tJie bias of the world ; 

The world, who of itself is peised * well, 

Made to run even, upon even ground ; 

Till this advantage, this vile drawing bias, 

This sway of motion, this eommodity, 

Makes it take head from all indifierency, 

Fiom all direction, purpose, course, intent; 

And this same bias, this commodity, 

Clapp’d on the outward eye of fickle France, 

Hath drawn him from his own determin’d aid, 
From a resolv’d and honourable war, 

To a most base and vilc-concludcd peace. — 

And why rail 1 on this commodity ? 

But for because he hath not w’oo’d me yet ; 

Not that I have the powx*r to clutch 6 my hand, 
When his fair angels 7 would salute my palm: 

But for my hand, as unattempted yet, 

Like a poor beggar, railetli on the rich. 

Well, whiles 1 am a beggar, I will rail. 

And say, — there is no sin, but to be rich ; 

And being rich, my virtue then shall be, 

To say, — tliere is no vice but beggary : 

Since kings break faitli upon commodity, 

Gam, be my lord ! for I will worship thee ! [ Exit. 


ACT III. 


SCENE I. — The French King’s Tent* 
Enter Constance, Ahthur, and Salisbury. 
Const. Gone to be married ' gone to swear a peace I 
False blood to false blood join’d ! Gone to be friends ! 
Shall Lewis have Blanch ? and Blanch those pro- 
vinces ? 

It is not so ; thou hast mis-spoke, misheard ; 

Be well advis’d, tell o’er thy tale again : 

It cannot be ; diou dost but say, ’tis so : 

I trust, I may not trust thee ; for thy word 
Is but the vain breath of a common man ; 

Believe me, I do not believe thee, man ; 

I have a king’s oath to the contrary. 

Tliou shalt be punish’d for thus frighting me, 

For I am sick, and capable s of fears ; 

Oppress’d with wrongs, and therefore full of fears ; 

' Affianced. * Mournful ^ Susceptible. 


A widow, husbandless, subject to fears ; 

A woman, naturally born to fears; 

And though tliou now confess, thou didst hut jest 
With iny vex'd spirits, I cannot take a truce. 

But they w'ill quake and tremble all this day. 

What dost thou mean by shaking of tliy head ? 

Why dost thou look so sadly on my son ? 

What means that hand upon that breast of thine ? 
Why holds thine eye tliat lamentable rheum, 
lake a proud river peering 8 o’er his bounds ? 

Be these sad signs confirmers of thy words ? 

Then speak again ; not all thy former tale, 

But tliis one word ; whether thy tale be true. 

Sal* As true, as, I believe, you think them false 
That give you cause to prove my saying true. 
Const* O, if thou teach me to believe tliis sorrow, 

* Conspired. * Poised, balanced. ® Clasp 

7 Com. ® Appearing. 
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Teach thou this sorrow how to make me die ; Nt> bargains break, that are not tliis day made : 

And let belief and life encounter so, 'riiis day, all tilings begun come to ill end ; 

As doth the fury of two desperate men, Yea, faith itself to hollow falsehood change ! 

Which, in tlie very meeting, fall, and die. — hT. Phi. By heaven, lady, you shall have no cause 

Lewis marry Blanch ! 0,boy, then where art thou ? To curse the fair proceedings of this day * 


France friend with England! what becomes of me? — 
Fellow, be gone ; I cannot brook thy sight ; 

This news hath made thee a most ugly man. 

Sal. What other harm have I, good lady, done, 
But spoke the harm that is by others done ? 

Const. Which harm within itself so heinous is, 

As it makes hannful all that speak of it. 

Arlh. I do beseech you, madam, be content. 
Const. If thou, that bid’st me be content, wert 
grim, 

Ugly, and sland’rons to thy mother’s womb, j 

Full of unpleasing blots, and sightless 9 stains, I 
Lame, foolish, crooked, swarth, prodigious i 

Patch’d with foul moles, and eye-offending marks, 

I would not care, I then would be content; 

For tlien I should not love thee ; no, nor thou 
Bccimie thy great birth, nor deserve a crow n. 

But thou art fair ; and at thy birth, dear boy ! 
Nature and fortune join’d to make thee great ; 

Of nature’s gifts thou mayst with lilies lioast, 

And with the half-hlow'n rose : but fortune, O * 

She is corruj)tod, chang’d, and won from thee ; 

She adulterates hourly with thine uncle Jolm ; 

And with her golden hand liath pluck’d on France 
'Jo tread down fair respect of sovereignty. 

'Jell me, thou fellow, is not France forsworn ? 
Envenom liim with words ; or get thee gone, 

And leave those woes alone, which I alone 
Ain hound to under-bear. 

Sal. Pardjpn me, madam, 

I may not go without you to the kings. 

Const. Thou mayst, thou shalt, I will not go with 
thee ; 

1 will instruct my sorrows to be proud ; 

For grief is proud, and makes his owner stout. 

'I'o me, and to the state % of my great grief, 
lift kings assemble ; for iny grief’s so great, 

'i''hat no supporter hut the liuge firm earth 
C^an hold it up ; liere 1 and sorrow^ sit ; 

Here is my throne, bid kings come bow to it. 

[She throu s herself on the ground. 

Enter King John, King Philic, Lkwis, Blanch, 
Elinor, Bastard, Austria, and Attendants. 

K. Phi. ’Tis true, fair daughter ; and this Idcssed 

tlay» 

Ever in France shall be kept festival : 

To solemnize this day, the glorious sun 
Stays in his course, and plays the alchemist ; 
'lurning, with splendour of his precious eye, 

The meagre cloddy earth to glittering gold : 

The yearly course, that brings this day about, 

Sliall never sec it but a holyday. 

Const. A wicked day, and not a holyday ! 

[ Rising. 

What hath this day deserv’d ; what hath it done ; 
That it in golden letters should be set, 

Among the high tides, in the kalendar? 

Nay, rather, turn this day out of the week ; 

This day of shame, oppression, perjury : 

Or, if it must stand still, let waives widi cliUd 
’*ray, that their burdens may not fall this day, 

Best that their hopes prodigiously be cross'd : 

But on this day, let seamen fear no wreck, 

® Unsightly. > Monstrous. * Diunity. 


Have I not pawn’d to you my majesty? 

Const. You have beguil’d me with a counterfeit, 
llesembling majesty ; which, being touch’d and tried, 
Proves valueless ; You are forsworn, forsworn ; 

Yon came in arms to spill mine enemies’ blood. 

But now in arms you strengthen it with yours : 

'fhe grappling vigour and rough frown of war, 

Is cold in amity and painted peace, 

And our opi>ression hath made up this league: — 
Arm, arm, you Iieaveus, against these perjur’d kings ! 
A widow Cl ies; be husband to me, heavens I 
Let not the hours of this ungodly day 
Wear out the day in peace ; but, ere sunset, 

Set arm’d discord 'twixt these peijur’d kings ! 

Hear me, O, liear me 1 

Aust. Lady Constance, peace. 

Const. War ! war! no peace ! peace is to me a war, 

0 Lymoges ! () Austria ! thou dost shame 

That bloody spoil ; Thou slave, thou wretch, thou 
cow'ard ; 

Thou little valiant, great in villainy ! 

Thou ever strong upon the stronger side 1 
I'liou fortune’s champion, that dost never fight 
But when her humorous ladyship is by 
'i'o teach tliec safety ! thou art perjur’d too, 

And sooth’st up greatcncss. What a fool art thou, 
A ranijiiug fool , to brag, and stamp, and swear, 
Upon my party ! Thou cold-blooded slave. 

Hast thou not spoke like tliunder on my side? 

Been sworn my soldier? bidding me depend 
Upon thy shirs, thy fortune, and thy strength ? 

And dost thou now fall over to my foes? 

'i’hou wear a lion’s hide ! doff it ^ for shame, 

And hang a calf’s skin on those recreant limbs. 
Aust. O, that a man should speak tliose words to 
me ! 

Vast. And hang a calf’s skin on those recreant 
limbs, 

Aust. Thou dar’st not say so, villain, for thy life. 
Bast. And hang a calf’s skin on those recreant 
limbs. 

K. John . We like not tin's : thou dost forget thyself. 
Enter Pandulph. 

K. Pni. Here comes the holy legate of the pope, 
Paud. Hail, you anointed deputies of heaven! — 
To thee, king John, my holy errand is. 

1 Pandulph, of fair Milan cardinal, 

And from pope Innocent the legate here, 

Do, in liis name, religiously demand, 

Why thou against the church, our holy mother, 

So w ilfully dost spurn ; and, force perforce. 

Keep Stephen Langton, chosen archbishop 
Of Canterbury, from that holy see ? 

This in our ’foresaid holy father’s name, 

Pope Innocent, I do demand of thee. 

JT. John. What earthly name tc interrogatories 
Can task the free breatli of a sacred king ? 

Thou canst not, cardinal, devise a name 
So slight, unworthy, and ridiculous, 

To charge me to an answer, as the pope. 

Tell him this tale ; and from the mouth of England, 
Ad<l thus much more, — That no Italian priest 
Shall tithe or toll in our dominions • 

' Put it off; 

Z 
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But as wc under heaven are supreme head. 

So, under him, that great supremacy, 

Where we do reign, we will alone uphold, 

Without the assistance of a mortal hand : I 

So tell the pope ; all reverence set apart, 

To him, and liis usurp’d authority. 

A". Phi, Brother of England, you blaspheme in 
this. 

JT John. Tiiough you, And all the kings of Chris- 
tendom, 

Are led so grossly by this meddling priest. 

Dreading the curse that money may buy out ; 

And, by the merit of vile gold, dross, dust, 

Purchase corrupted par<loii of a man, 

Who, in that sale, sells pardon fjom himself : 
Though you, and all the rest, so grossly led, 

Tliis juggling witchcraft with revenue cherish ; 

Yet I, alone, alone do me oppose 

Against the pope, and count his friends my foes. 

Panel. Then, by the law'ful power that 1 have, 
Tliou shalt stand curs’d and excommunicate ; 

And blessed shall he be, that doth revolt 
From Ids allegiance*" to an heretick ; 

And meritorious shall that hand be call’d, 

Canonized, and worshipp’d as a saint, 

I'hat takes away by any secret course 
Thy hateful life. 

Const. Of lawful let it be, 

That I have room with Home to curse a while ! 
Good father cardinal, cry thou, amen, 

To my keen curses ; for, without my wrong, 

There is no tongue hath power to curse him right. 
Pand. There’s law and warrant, lady , for rn y curse. 
Const. And for mine too ; when law' can do no right, 
Let it be lawful that law bar no wrong : 

Law cannot give mv child his kingdom here ; 

For he, that holds his kingdom, holds the law : 
Therefore, since law itself is perfect -wrong, 

How can the law forbid my longue to curse ? 

Pand. Piiilip of France, on peril of a cuise, 

Let go the hand of that arch-heretick j 
And raise the power of France upon his head, 
Unless he do submit himself to Rome. 

JSti. Look’st thou pale, France? do not let go 
thy hand. 

Comt. Look to tliat, devil ! lest that France repent. 
Just. King Philip, listen to the cardinal. 

Past. And hang a calf’s skin on his recreant limbs. 
X. John. Philip, what say’st thou to the cardinal ? 
Const. What should he say, but as the cardinal ? 
Lew. Bethink you, father ; for the difference 
Is, purchase of a heavy curse from Rome, 

Or the light loss of England for a friend ; 

Forego Uie easier. 

Blanch. That’s the curse of Rome. 

Const. O Lewis, stand fast ; tlie devil tempts tliee 
here, 

In likeness of a new untrimmed bride. 

Blanch. The lady Constance speaks not from her 
faith, 

But from her need. 

Const. O, if thou grant my need. 

Which only lives but by the death of faith, 

That need must needs infer this principle, 

That faith would live again by death of need ; 

O, then, tread down my need, and faith mounts up ; 
Keep my need up, and faith is trodden down. 
K.John. The king is mov’d, and answers not to 
this. 

Const. O, be remov’d from him, and answ'er well. 


Just. Do so, king Philip; hang no more in 
doubt. 

Bast. Hang nothing but a calf’s skin, most sweet 
lout. 

X. Phi. I am perplex’d, and know not what to say. 
Pand. What canst thou say, but will perplex thee 
more, 

If thou stand excommunicate, and curs’d ? 

X. Phi. Gt>od reverend father, make my person 
yours, 

And tell me, how you would bestow yourself. 

This royal hand and mine are newdy knit ; 

And tlie conjunction of our inward souls 
Married in league, coupled and link’d together 
W'ith all religious strength of sacred vows ; 

Tlie latest breath that gave the sound of w’ords, 

Was decp-sw’oni faith, peace, amity, true love, 
Betiveen our kingdoms, and our royal selves; 

And even before this truce, but new before, — 

No longer than we well could w'ash our hands, 

To clajj this royal bargain up of peace, 

Heaven kiiow's, they were besmear’d and overstain’d 
With slaughter’s pencil ; where revenge did paint 
Tlic fearful diflerence of incensed kings: 

And shall these hands so lately purg’d of blood. 

So newdy join’d in lo\e, so strong in both, 

Unyoke this seizure, and this kind regreet? 

Play fast and louse with faith ? so jest with heaven, 

) Make such imconstaiit children of ourselves, 

As now again to snatch our palm fioin palm ; 
Unsvvear faith sw'orn ; and on the marriage bed 
Of smiling peace to march a bloody host, 

And make a riot on the gentle brow 
01 true sincerity? O holy sir, 

My reverend fatlier, let it not he so : 

Out of your grace, devise, ordain, impose 
Some gentle order ; and then w'e shall be bless’d 
To do jour pleasure, and continue fi lends. 

Pand. All form is formless, order ordeiless, 

Save what is opposite to England's love 
7'herefore, to arms ' be champion of our church * 
Or let the church, our mother, breathe her curse, 

A mother’s curse, on her revolting son. 
i France, thou mayst hold a serpent by the tongue, 

A cased lion by the mortal paw, 

A fasting tiger safer by the tooth, 

Than keep in peace that hand wdiich thou dost hold. 
X. Phi. I may disjoin my hand, but not my faith. 
Pand. So inak’st thou faith an enemy to faith ; 
And, like a civil war, sett’st oath to oath, 

Thy tongue against thy tongue. O, let thy vow 
First made to heaven, first be to heaven perfonn’d ; 
7’hat is, to lie the champion of onr church ' 

What since thou swor’st, is sworn against thyself, 
And may not be performed by thyself: 

For that, which thou hast sworn to do amiss, 

Is not amiss when it is truly done ; 

And being not done, where doing tends to ill, 

I’he truth is then most done not doing it : 

The better act of purposes mistook 
Is, to mistake again ; though indirect, 

Yet indirection thereby grows direct, 

And falsehood, falsehood cures as fire cools fire, 
Wi^n tfie scorched veins of one new burn’d. 

It is religion, that doth make vows kept ; 

But thou hast sworn against religion ; 

By what thou swear’st, against the thing thou swear’st ; 
And mak’st an oath the surety for thy truth 
Against an oath : The truth thou art unsure 
Exchange of salutation. 
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To swear, swear only not to be forsworn • 

Else, what a mockery should it be to sweai ? 

But thou (lost swear only to be foi sworn ; 
And^nost forsworn, to keep wliat thou dost swear. 
'J'herefore, thy latter vows, against thy first, 

Is in tliy self rebellion to tliyself: 

And better coiupiest never canst thou make, 

Than arm thy constant and thy nobler parts 
Against those giddy loose suggestions : 

Upon which better jiart our prayers come in, 

If thou vouchsafe them : but, if not, tlien know, 
71ic peril of our curses light on thee ; 

So heavy, as thou shalt not shake tliem ofl‘, 

But, in despair, die under their black weight. 

Aust. Rebellion, H it rebellion ! 

Hast, Will’t not be? 

Will not a calf’s skin stoji that mouth of thine? 
Father, to arms * 

[ilanch. Upon thy wedding day? 

Against tlie blood that thou liast married? 

WJiat, siiall our least be kept with slaughter’d 
nu n ? 

Shall bra\iiig trumpets, and loud eliuilish diiims, — 
Clamouis of bell, — be measiues to our pomp? 

O, husband, bear me * — ah, alack, how new 
Is luishand in my mouth ' — ow n for that name. 
Which till this time my tongmwlid ne’ei oruno'mee, 
Upon mj knee 1 heg, go nut to aims 
Against mine uneli*. 

Canst. O, npf'n !i\\ knee, 

INIade hard uilh kneeling, 1 do jir.iy to thee, 

Tiiou virtuous Dauphin, alter not the doom 
Fore-thought by heaven. 

Blunch. Nowsball Istetb) love; What motne may 
Be stronger witii tliee than the name of wife? 

Const. That w hicli upholdeth him that thee upliolds, 
Ilis honour ; O, thine honour, Ix'wis, tin'ne honour ! 

Ja’ie. I inuse^’, your majesty doth seem so cold, 
When such profound respects do pull you on. 
rand. I will denounce a ciirso upon his Iiead. 

A”. Phi. Thou shalt not need — England, I’ll 
fall f’om tJiee. 

Const. O fair return of Iiaiiisli’d majesty ' 

Eli. O foul revolt of Freiieli inconstancy ' 

A''. John. France, thou shalt rue this hour witliin 
this hour. 

Hast, Old time, the clock-setter, that bald sexton 
time, 

Is it as he will ? well then, France shall rue. 

Blanch. The sun’s o’crcast with blood j Fair d.iy, 
adieu ! 

Which is the sitle that I must go withal ? 

I am with liotli ; eju*h army hatli a liand ; 

And, in their rage, I having hold of luitli. 

They wliirl asunder, and dismember me. 

Husband, I cannot piay that thou mayst win ; 
Uncle, I needs must pray that thou mays! lose ; 
Father, 1 may not wisli the fortune thine ; 

Gmndam, 1 will not wish thy wishes thrive 
Whoever wins, on that side shall I lose ; 

Assured loss, before the match be play’d, 
l.ew. I^ady, with me ; with me tliy fortune lies. 
Blanch. There where my fortune lives, there my 
life dies. 

A\ John. Cousin, go draw our puissance to- 
gether. — {Exit Bastaid. 

Fmnce, I am burn’d up with inflaming w rath ; 

A rage, whose heiit hath this condition, 

* Music for (lancing “ Wpn(it.*r 
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That nothing can allay, nothing but blood, 

The blood, and dearest- valu’d blood of France. 

AT. Phi. Thy rage shall burn thee up, and thou 
shalt turn 

To ashes, ere our blood sliall (piench that fire : 

Look to thy.self, thou art in jeopardy. 

A". John. No more tlian he lliat threats. — To 
arms let’s hie ! [ Fxennt. 

SCENE II.— Plains near Angiers. 

Alarums; Evenrsions. Enter the with 

Austkia’s head. 

Bast. Now-, by my life, thisday grow's w'ondroiis hot ; 
Some airy dewl hoveis in the sky, 

And pours dow n miseliief. A u stria’s head lie there, 
While Philip Incathes. 

Enter Kinit John, Arthi h, and IIuuert. 

K.John. Hubert, keep tin's boy : Philip, make up 

My mother is assailed in (jur tent, 

And fa’en, I fjai. 

Bast, Aly lord, I rescu’d her , 

Her highness is in safety, fear yon not 
But on, my iieg(‘ ■ foj very little pains 
Will bring (liis labour to an happy end. {Exeunt, 

SC E NE 1 1 J . — The same. 

Alarums, Evcnr.dons , Bet? eat. Ti/i/cr King Joiiy, 
Ei.iNou, Aiirm u, the Bastaul, Hi beut, andLords. 

A'. John. So shall it be , yoiu giace shall stay 
liehiiid, [To Elinor. 

So stiongly guaided. — CouNin, look not sad; 

{To Arthur, 

Thy grandam loves thee ; and thy uncle will 
As dear be to thee .is thy father was. 

Ai th. O, this w i il make my mother die w itli grief. 
K. John. C'ousiu, [ 'To the Bastard.] aw'ay for 
Engl.ind ; haste before : 

And, ere our coming, see thou sh.ake the bags 
Of hoarding abbots; angelsf^ imprison’d 
Set thou at libeily . the fat libs of peace 
iVlust by the hiiugiy now be fed ujion ; 

Use our commii>sion in its utmost force. 

Bast. Bell, book, and candle shall not drive me 
back, 

When gold and silvei becks me to come on. 

I lea'ieyoui highness ■ — Grandam, I will pray 
( If ever I lemember to lie holy,) 

For your fan safely ; so I kiss your hand. 

Bit. Farewell, my gentle cousin. 

K. John. Coz, farewell. 

[E.i 7> Bastard. 

Ell. C’ome hither, little kinsman ; hark, a w ord. 

[*SV/e lakes Arthur asuie. 
K. .John. Come hither, Hubert. O my gentle 
Hubei t, 

We owe thee much ; within this wall of flesh 
There is a soul, counts thee her creditor, 

And with advantage means to pay thy love . 

And, my good fiiend, thy voluntary oath 
Lives in tliis bosom, dearly cherished. 

Give me thy hand. I liaJ a tiling to saj', — 

But I will fit it with some better time. 

By heaven, H iibert,, I am almost ashamM 
To say what good respect I have of thee. 

Huh. 1 am much bounden to your majesty. 

} « Gctil com. 
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K, John* Good friend, thou hast no cause to say 
so yet : 

But thou shall have ; and creep time ne’er so slow. 
Yet it sliall come, for me to do thee good. 

I had d thing to say, — But let it go : 

Tlie sun is in the heaven, and the proud day, 
Attended with the pleasures of the world, 

Is all too wanton, and too full of gawds 
To give me audience : — If the midnight bell 
Did, with his iron tongue and brazen mouth, 

Sound one tinto the drowsy race of night ; 

If tliis same were a church-yard where yve stand. 
And thou pos-essed with a thousand wrongs ; 

Or if that surly s))irit, melancJioly, 

Had bak’d thy bl(Kid, and made it lieavy, tliick ; 
(Which, else, runs tickling up and down tlie veins. 
Making that idiot, laughter, keep men’s eyes. 

And strain their cheeks to idle merriment, 

A passion hateful to my purposes ;) 

Or if that thou couldst see me without eyes. 

Hoar me without thine cars, and make reply 
Without a tongue, using conceit ' alone, 

Without eyes, ears, and harmful sound of words ; 
'I'lien, in despite of brooded watchful day, 

I would into thy bosom pour my thoughts : 

But, ah, I will not : — Yet I love thee well ; 

And, by my troth, I thii.k, thou lo\’st me well. 

Hub. So well, that what you bid me undertake, 
Tliough that my death were adjunct - to my act. 

By heaven, I’d do’t. 

JT. John. Do not I know, thou would’st ? 

Good Hubert, Hubert, -Hubert, throw thine eye 
On yon young boy : I’ll tell thee what, my friend, 
He is a very serjicnt in my w ay ; 

And, wheresoe’er thi*' foot of mine doth tread. 

He lies before me : Dost thou understand me? 

Thou art his keeper. 

ffub. And I will keep him so. 

That he shall not offend your majesty. 

X. John. Death. 

Hub. My lord? 

A'. John* A grave. 

Hub. He shall not live. 

A". John. Enough, 

1 could he merry now ; Hubert, I love thee; 

Well, I’ll not say wliat I intend for thee ; 

Remember. Madam, fare you well ; 

I’ll send those powers o’er to your majesty. 

EU. My blessing go with thee ! 

John. For England, cousin : 

llubcit shall be your man, attend on you 

With all true duty On tow'ard Calais, ho ! 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE 1 V — The same. The French King ’5 Tent. 

Enter King Philip, Lhwis, Pandulph, and 
Attendants. 

K. Phi. So, by a roaring tempest on the flood, 

A whole armado ^ of convicted + sail 
Is scatter’d and disjoin’d from fellowship. 

Pand. Courage and comfort! all shall yet go well. 
X. Phi. Wliat can go well, when we have run so 
ill? 

Are wc not beaten ? Is not Angiers lost ? 

Arthur ta’en prisoner ? divers dear friends slain ? 
And bloody England into England gone, 
O’erbearing interruption, spite of France ? 

9 Showy ornaments ‘ Conception, , 
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Lew. What he hath won, that hath he fortitied • 
St> liot a speed with such advice dispos’d, 

Such temperate order in so fierce a cause. 

Doth w^ant example : Who hath read, or hcaid. 

Of any kindred action like to this? 

K. Phi. Well could I bear that England had this 
praise, 

So vve could fiinl some pattern of our shame. 

Enter Constance, 

Look, W'ho comes here ! a grave unto a soul ; 
Holding the eternal spirit, against her will, 

In the vile jirison of afflicted breath : — 

I pr’ythce, lady, go away with me. 

Const. Lo, now I now see the issue of your peace I 
K. Phi. Patience, good lady ! comfort, gentle 
C onstance ! 

Const. No, I defy^ all counsel, all redress. 

But that which ends all counsel, true redress. 
Death, deatli ; — O amiable lovely death ! 

Arise forth from the coucli of lasting night, 

Thou hate and terror to ])rosperity, ' 

And I will kiss thy detestable bones ; 

And put my eye-balls in thy vanity brows; 

And ring these lingers with thy household worms ; 
And stop this gap of breath with fulsome dust. 

And be a carrion monster like thyself: 

Come, grin on me, and T will think ’st thou smifst, 
.And buss thee as thy wife ! Misery’s love, 

O, come lo me. 

X. Phi. O fair affliction, peace. 

Const. No, no, I will not, having breath to 
cry : — 

O, that my tongue wTre in (he thunder’s mouth ! 
Then with a passion would 1 shake the world ; 
And rouse from sleep that fell anatomy, 

Which cannot hear a lady’s feeble voice. 

Which .scorns a modern ^ invocation. 

Pand. I/ady, you utter madness, and not sorrow'. 
Const. Tliou art not holy to belie me so ; 

I am not mad : this hair I tear, is mine ; 

My name is Constance ; I wa.s Geffrey’s wife ; 
Young Arthur is my son, and he is lost : 

I am not mad ; I would to heaven, I were ^ 

For then, ’tis like I should forget myself : 

O, if I could, wliat grief should I forget ! — 
Preach some ])hilosophy, to make me mad, 

And thou shall be canoniz’d, cardinal ; 

For, being not mad, but sensible of grief, 

My reasonable part produces reason 
How I may be deliver’d of these woes, 

And teaches me to kill or hang myself : 

If I were mad, I should forget my son ; 

Or madly think, a babe of clouts were he : { 

I am not mad ; too well, too well I feel f 
The different plague of each calamity. 

X. Phi. Bind up those tresses : O, what love I note 
In the fair multitude of tho.se her hairs ! 

Where but by chance a silver drop hath fallen, 
Even to tiiat drop ten thousand wiry friends 
Do glew themselves in sociable grief; 

Like true, inseparable, faithful loves, 

Sticking together in calamity. 

Const. To England, if you will. 

X. Phi. Bind up your hairs, 

Const. Yes, that I will ; and wherefore will ] 
do it ? 

I tore them from their bonds : and cried aloud, 

0 that the.\c hands could so redeem my sout 

*» Hefuse ® Common. 
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As tliejf have given these hairs their liberty / 

But now 1 envy at tlieir liberty, 

And will again commit them to their bonds, 

Because my poor child is a prisoner. 

And, father cardinal, I have heard you say. 

That we shall see and know our friends in heaven ; 
If that be true, I shall see my boy again : 

For since the birth of Cain, the first male child. 

To him that did but yesterday suspire 7, 

There was not such a gracious 8 creature born. 

But now will c>ankcr sorrow eat my bud, 

And chase the native beauty from his cheek, 

And he will look as hollow as a ghost ; 

As dim and meagre as an ague’s fit ; 

And so he’ll die ; and, rising so again, 

When I shall meet him in the court of heaven 
I shall not know him : therefore never, never 
Must I behold my pretty Arthur more. 

FaufL You hold too heinous a respect of grief. 
Const. He talks to mp that never had a son. 

JC. Phi. You arc as fond of grief, as of your child. 
Const. Grief fills the room up of my absent child, 
Lies in his bed, walks up and down with me ; 
l*uts on his pretty looks, repeats his words, 
Ilemembers me of all his gracious parts, 

StuflI's out his vacant garments w'ith his foim ; 

'i’hcn have I reason to be fond of gi icf. 

Fare you well ; had you such a loss as I, 

1 could give better comfort than you do. — 

I will not keep this form upon my head, 

[ Tearing < iff' her head-dress. 
When there is such disorder in my wit 
O lord, my boy, my Arthur, my fail son * 

My life, my joy, my food, my all the world ! 

My widow-comfort, and iny sorrow ’s cure. 

A'. Phi. 1 fear some outrage, and I’ll follow her. 

[JErtl. 

J.ew. There’s nothing in this w orld can make me 

Life is as tedious as a twice-tolil tale, 

Vexing the dull eafof a drdWSy inan ; 

And bitter shame bath spoiVd the sweet world’s 
taste. 

That it yields nought but shame and bitterness. 

Pand. Before the curing of a strong disease, 
Kveii in the instant of repair and healtli, 

'file fit is strongest ; evils that take leave, 

On their departure most of all show evil ; 

What have you lost, by losing of tliis day ? 

J.ew. All days of glory, joy, and happiness. 
Pand, If you had won it, certainly you had. 

No, no : when fortune means to men most good, 
She looks upon them v^ith a threatening eye. 

’Tis strange, to think how much king John hath lost 
In this which he accounts so clearly won ; 

Are not you griev’d that Arthur is his prisoner? 
Lew. As heartily as he is glad he hath him. 
Pand. Your mind is all as youthful as your blood. 
Now hear me speak with a propbetick spirit; 

For even the breath of what I mean to speak 
7 Breathe. ” Graceful. 


Shall blow each dust, each straw, each little rub, 
Out of the jialli w'hich shall directly lead 
Thy foot to England’s throne; and, therefore, mark. 
John hath seiz’d Arthur ; and it cannot be. 

That, whiles wann life plays in that infant’s veins, 
The misplac’d John sliould entertain an hour. 

One minute, nay, one quiet breath of rest : 

A sceptre snatch’d with an unruly hand, 

Must be as boisterously maintain’d as gain’d , 

And he that stands upon a slippery place, 

Makes nice of no vile hold to stay liim up ■. 

That John may stand, then Arthur needs must fall ; 
So be it, for it cannot be but so. 

Lew. But what shall 1 gain by young Arthui’s 
fall? 

Pand. You, in the right of lady Blanch, your 
wife, 

Alay then make all the claim that Arthur did. 

Lew. Anil lose it, life and all, as Arthur did. 
Pand. How green are you, and fresh in this old 
w orld ! 

John lays you plots; the times conspire with you . 
For he that steeps his safety in true blood, 

Shall find but bloody safety, and untrue. 

This act, so evilly born, shall cool the hearts 
Of all his people, and freeze up their zeal ; 

That none so small advantage shall .stej) forth, 

To check his reign, but they will cherish it : 

No natiiial i nhalation in the sky, 

No scape of nature, no distemper’d day, 

No common wind, no customed event. 

But they w'ill ])luck away his natural cause, 

And call them meteors, prodigies, and signs, 
Abortives, presages, and tongues of heaven, 

Plainly denouncing vengeance upon John. 

Lew. May be, he will not touch young Arthur’s 
life. 

But hold himself safe in his prisonment. 

Pand. O, sir, when he shall hear of your approach. 
If that young Arthur be not gone already, 

Even at that new^s lie dies . and then the lieai't 
Of all his people shall revolt from him, 

And kiss the lips of unacquainted change ; 

And pick strong matter of revolt, and wratli, 

Out of the bloody fingers’ ends of John. 

Metliinks, I see this burly all on foot; 

And, O, w hat better matter breeds for you, 

Than I have nam’d ! — 'I’lie bastard Faulconbridgc 
Is now in England, ransacking the church, 
Ofleiiding charity : If but a dozen French 
W’^erc there in arms, they would be as a call 
To train ten thousand English to their side ; 

Or, as a little snow, tumbled about, 

Anon becomes a mountain. O noble Dauphin, 
Go with me to the king ; ’Tis wonderful, 

What may be wrought out of their discontent ; 

Now that their souls are topful of olfeiice, 

For England go ; I will whet on the king. 

Lew. Strong reasons make strong actions ; Let 
us go; 

If you say, ay, the king will not say, no, \^Exeuyit. 
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SCENE I. — Northampton. A Room m the Castle. 
Enter Hubert and two Atteml.inls. j 

Hub* Heat me these irons hot ; and look thou 
stand 

Within the arras ^ ; when I stiikc my foot 
Upon the bosom of the ground, rusli fortli : 

And bind tlie boy, nhioli you shall find with me, 
Fast to the chair : be heedful ■ hence, and walcli. 

1 Attend. I hope your wairant will bear out the 
deed. 

Hub. Uncleanly scruples ! Fear not you : look 
lo't. [Exeujit Attendants, 

Young lad, come foilli ; I ha\e to s.n’’ nitli you. 

Enter Aktiicu. 

Arth. Good-morrow, Iluboit. 

Hxdn Good-morrow, little piincc. 

Arth. As little piiuce iiaving so great a title 
To be moie prince,) us may be. — You are sad. 
Hub. Indeed, 1 ha\e been merrier. 

Arth. Meicy on me * 

JVIethinks, no body should be sad but I ; 

Yet I remember, when I w’as in France, 

Young gentlemen would be as sad as night, 

Only for wantonness. By my Christendom, 

So I w ere out of prison and kept sheep, 

I should be merry as the day is long ; 

And so I w'ould be here, but that I doubt 
My uncle practises more baim to me : 

He is afraid of me, and I of him . 

Is it my fault that J was Getlre) \ son ? 

No, indeed, isA not ; And I would to heaven, 

I were your son, so you would lo\e me, Hubert, 
Ihxh. If 1 talk to him, with his innocent prate 
He will awake my meicy whicii lies dead : 
Therefore, I will lie sudden and despatch. [Aside. 

Arth. Are you sick, Hubert? you look palcto-daj : 
In sooth, I would you were a little sick, 

That I might sit all night, and watch with }ou . 

I warrant I love you inoie than you do me. 

Huh. His words do take possession of my bosom. 
Bead here, young Arthur. [Hhonriug a paper.] How 
now, foolisli rheum . [Aside. 

Turning dispiteous torture out of door ! 

I must be brief ; lost resolution dro}) 

Out at mine eyes, in tender womanish tears. — — 
Can you not read it ? is it not fair writ ? 

Arth. Too lairly, Hubert, for so foul cfl'ect . 
Must you with hot irons burn out both mine eyes? 
Hnb. Young boy, I must, 

Arth. And will you? 

Hub. And I will. 

Arth. Have you the heart ? When your head did 
but ake, 

I knit rny handkerchief about your brows, 

(The best I had, a princess wrought it rnc,) 

And I did never ask it you again : 

And with my hand at midnight held your head ; 
And, like the watchful minutes to the hour, 

Still and anon cheer’d up the heavy lime ; 

Saying, What lack you ? and, Where lies your grief? 
Or, What good love may I perform for you ? 
Many a poor man’s son w'ould have lain still, 

* Tapestry. 


And ne’er have spoke a loving word to you ; 

But you at your sick service had a prince. 

Nay, you may think my love was crafty love. 

And call it cunning ; Do, an if you wall : 

If heaven he pleas'd that \ou must use me ill, 

Why, then you must. — Will you put out mine eyes? 
These eyes, that never did, nor never shall, 

So much as frown on yon ? 

Hub. 1 have sworn to do it ; 

And with hot irons must I burn tliem out. 

Aith. Ah, none, but in this iron age, would do it ! 
The iion of itself, thougli heat red-Iiot, 

Appioaching near these eyes, would drink my teais, 
And queneli his fiery indignation, 

E\en in the matter of mine innocence: 

Nay, after that, conspine away in lust, 

But for containing fne to liarm mine e}e. 

Are you more stubborn-hard than hammer’d iron ? 
An if an angel should h.ne come to me, 

And told me, Ilubut should put out mine eyes, 

I w(>uld not iaue bi liev’d tio tongue, but Iliil^crt’s. 
Hnb i ‘oi lie fo ■ I h . [*SV a nips. 

Ttc^enter AlJemiaiits, u'Uh Cvrdy Irons, i)ic. 

Do ns ] bid u)u do. 

Arth. (>, save me, Hubert, sa\e me’ my eye* 

I aio out, 

Even with tlie iierce looks of these bloody men. 
Hub. (^i^c me tiie iion, 1 say, and bind him heic, 
Arth. Ab.s ’ what ni'C'd vou he so boistVoiis rough ? 

I will not struggle, I will stand stone-still. 

For heaven’s Sf4ko, Hubert, let me not be bound ' 
Nay, hear me, Hubert ' diive llicse men away, 

And I will sit as quiet ns a Ir.n b; 

1 will not stir, nor wince, nor spe.ik a woul 
Nor look upon tlie iron angcriy : 

Thrust but these men away, and I'll forgive you, 
Whatever torment vou do put me to. 

Hub. Ch), stand williin ; let me alone with him. 

1 Attend. I nm best i)l(‘as*d to lie fiom such » 
deed. [Exeunt Attendants. 

Arth. Alas ! I then have chid away my fiiend ; 
He hath a stem look, but a gentle heart : — 

Let him come back, that his compassion may 
Give life to yours. 

Huh. Come, boy, pi cpaie yourself, 

Arth. Is tliere no leniedy? 

Hub. None, but to lose your eyes. 

Arth. O heaven I — that there wx*rc but a mote 
in yams 

A grain, a dust, a gnat, a wand’ring hair, 

Any annoyance in that precious sense ! 

Then, feeling wlial small things are boisi’rous there, 
Your vile intent must needs seem horrible. /’ 
Hub. Is this your promise? go to, hold your 
tongue. 

Arth. Hubert, the utterance of a brace of tongues 
Must needs want pleading for a pair of eyes : 

Let me not hold my tongue ; let me not, Hubert ! 
Or, Hubert, if you w ill, cut out my tongue, 

So I may keep mine eyes ; O, spare mine eyes ; 
Though to no use, but still to look on you ! ^ 

Lo, by my troth, tlie instrument is cold, ) 

And would not harm me. 

Huh. 


I can heat it, boy. 
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Arth. No, in good sooth : the fire is dead with 
grief, 

Being create for comfort, to be us’d 
In undeserv’d extremes • : See else, yourself; 

Thert is no malice in this burning coal ; 

The breath of heaven hath blowm liis spirit out. 

And strew’d repentant ashes on his head. 

Hub. But with tny breath I can revive it, boy. 
Arth. An<l if you do, you will but make it blush. 
And glow with shame of your proceedings, Hubert • 
Nay, it, perchance, will spaikle in your eyes ; 

And, like a dog that is coinjiell’d to fight, 

Snatch at his master that doth tarre him on. 

All things, that you shniild use to do me wrong. 
Deny llieir office •. only you do lack 
That mercy, uliich fieice fiic, and iron, extends, 
Creatures of note, for mercy-lacking uses. 

Hub. Well, see to live; 1 will not touch thine eyes 
For all the treasure that tliinc uncle owes ’ . 

Yet am 1 suorn, and I did purpose, lioy, 

Witli this same very iron to burn them out. 

Ailli. O, now you look like Ilubeit' all this while 
You were disguised. 

Hub. Peace no more. '\(!ieu ; 

Yonr uncle must not know but )oa arc de t I 
I’ll fill these dogged spies w’ith false lepoit- 
And, jirelty child, sleep doubtless, and secure, 

'riiat Ilnbcrl, for the wealth of all the woild. 

Will not oUciid thee. 

Arth. O heaven ' — I thank you, Iluheit. 

Hub. Silent e ; no more • (lo dost 1\ ^ in w ith me ; ; 
Much danger do I undergo for thee, [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. — Boom of Slotc in the Palace. 

Enter Kisc. John, cro7e??cJ, Pimuuokf, Salisbcry, 
and other Ijords. The King tahcb hi,s State. 

K. John. Here once again wc sit, once again 
crown’d, 

And look’d upon, I Ijopc, with cheeiful eyes. 

Pern. This once again, but that your highness 
pleas’d, 

Was once siij) Mfluous : you were crown’d befoie, 
And that liigli royalty \\as ne’er pluck’d off; 

The faiths of men ne’er stained with revolt ; 

Fresh expectation troubled not the land, 

With any long’d-for change, or better state. 

Sal. Therefore, to be possess’d with double pomp. 
To guard a title that was i ich before, 

To gild refined gold, to paint the lily, 

To throw a perfume on the violet. 

To smooth the ice, or add another hue 
Unto the rainbow^, or with taper-light 
To seek the beauteous eye of licavcn to garnish 7, 

Is w'asteful, and ridiculous excess. 

Pern. But tliat your royal pleasure must be done, 
This act is as an ancient tale new told ; 

And, in the last repeating, troublesome, 

Being urged at a time unseasonable. 

Sed, In this the antique and well-noted face 
Of plain old form is much disfigured ; 

And, like a shifted wind unto a sail, 

It makes the course of thoughts to fetch about 
Stjirtles and frights consideration ; 

Makes sound opinion sick, and truth suspected, 

Eor putting on so new a fashion’d robe. 

Pern. When w orkmen strive to do better than w'ell, 

' In cruelty I have not deserved. “ Set him on 

^ Owns. 4 Secrotlv 

I/»ce. ** l>ccoi.itc 


They do confound their skill in covetousness 7 ; 

And, oftentimes, excusing of a fault, . , 

Doth make the fault the worse by the excuse ; 

As patches, set upon a little breach, " 

Discredit more in hiding of the fault, 

Than did the fault before it was so patch’d. 

Sal. To this effect before you were new crown’d, 
W^c breath’d our counsel ; but it pleas’d your highness 
To overbear it ; and w'c are all well pleas’d ; 

Since all and every part of what we would. 

Doth make a stand at what your higlmess w ill 
K. John. Some reasons of this double coronation 
I have possess’d you with, and think them strong ; 
And more, more strong, (when lesser is my fear,) 

1 shall indue you with : Mean lime, but ask 
What yon would have reform’d that is not w'ell ; 
And well shall you perceive, how willingly 
I will both hear and grant you your requests. 

Pern. Then I, (as one that am the tongue of these 
To s(»und ® the purposes of all their hearts,) 

Both for myself and them, (but chief of all. 

Your safety, for the which myself and them 
Bend their best studies,) heartily icquest 
The enfranchiseiiient of Arthur ; w hose restraint 
Doth move the murmuring lips of discontent 
'I’o break into this dangerous argument, — 

If, what in lest you have, in right you hold, 

V»'hy then your ffears, (which as they say, attend 
I he steps of wrong,) sliould move you to mew up 
Your tender kinsman, and to choke his days 
With barbarous ignorance, and deny his youth 
The rich advantage t)f good exercise ? 

That the time’s enemies may not have this 
To grace occasions, let it be our suit, 

I'liat you have bid us ask his liberty ; 

Which I’or our goods wc do no further ask. 

Than whereupon our weal, on you depending, 
Counts it your weal, he h.ive his liberly. 

K. John. Let it be so ; I do commit his youth 

Enter IIiiRr.UT, 

To your direction. — Hubert, what new's w ith you 
Ptmi. This is the man shonkl do the bloody deed ; 
He show'’d his warrant to a friend of mine . 

The image of a wicked heinous fault 
Lives in his c}e ; that close aspt'ct of his 
Does show the mood of a much troubled breast ; 
And I do fearfully belie^e, ’tis done, 

What w^e so fear’d he liad a charge lo do. 

Sal. The colour of the king doth come and go. 
Between his purpose and his conscience, 

Like heralds ’tw ixt tw o dreadful battles set ; 

His passion is so ripe, it needs must break. 

Pern. And, when it breaks, 1 fear, will issue thence 
The foul coiruption of a sw^eet child’s death. 

K. John. We cannot hold mortality’s strong 
hand ; — 

Good lords, although my will to give is living, 

The suit which you demand is gone and dead : 

He tells us, Arthur is deceas’d to-night, 

S(d. Indeed, we fear’d, his sickness w^as past cure. 
Pern. Indeed we licard how near his death he was, 
Before the child himself felt he was sick : 

This must be answer’d, either here, or hence. 

AT. John, Why do you bend such solemn brows on 
me ? 

Think you, I bear the shears of destiny ? 

Have I commandment on the pulse of life ? 

Sal. It is apparent foul-play ; and ’tis shame, 

' Dp"! I re of excelling. ** PublUh. 
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That greatness should so grossly offer it : 

So thrive it in your game ! and so farewell. 

Vem^ Stay yet, lord Salisbury ; 1*11 go with thee, 
And find the inheritance of this poor ciiild, 

This little kingdom of a forced grave. 

That blood, which ow’d ^ the breadth of all this isle, 
Three foot of it doth hold ; Bad world the while ! 
This must not be thus borne : this will break out 
To all our sorrows, and ere long, I doul)t. 

{Exeunt Lords. 

K* John* They burn in indignation ; I repent ; 
There is no sure foundation set on blood ; 

No certain life achiev’d by others’ death. — 

Enter a Messenger. 

A fearful eye thou hast : Where is that blood, 

That I have seen inhabit in those cheeks ? 

So foul a sky clears not without a storm : 

Pour down tliy weather ; — How goes all in France ? 
Mess, From France to England. — Never such a 
power 

For any foreign preparation. 

Was levied in the body of a land ! 

Tlie copy of your speed is Icarn’d by them ; 

For, when you should be told they do prepare, 

The tidings come, that they are all arriv’d. 

E. John. O, where hath our intelligence been 
di unk ? 

Where hath it slept? Where is my mother’s care? 
That such an army could be drawn in France, 

And she not hear of it ? 

Mess. My liege, her ear 

Is stopp’d with dust j the first of April, died 
Your noble mother ; And, as I hear, my lord, 

The lady Constance in a frenzy died 

Three days before ; but this from rumour’s tongue 

1 idly heard ; if true, or false, I know not. 

E, John. Withhold thy speed, dreadful occasion ; 
O, make a league with me, till I have pleas’d 
My di.scon tented peers ! — What ! mother dead ? 
How wildly then walks my estate in France ! — 
Under whose conduct came tliosc powers of France, 
That thou for truth giv’st out, are landed here ? j 
Mess. Under the Dauphin. 

Enter the Bastard and Peter of Pomfret. 

Ji. John. Thou hast made me giddy 

With these ill tidings. — Now, what says the world 
To your proceedings ? do not seek to stuff 
My head with more ill news, for it is full. 

Bast. But, if you be afeard to hear the worst. 
Then let the worst, unheard, fall on your head. 

K, John. Bear with me, cousin ; for I was amaz’d 
Under the tide ; but now I breathe again 
Aloft the flood ; and can give audience 
To any tongue, speak it of what it will. 

Bast. How I have sped among the clergymen, 
The sums I have collected shall express. 

But, as I travelled hither through the land, 

I find the people strangely fantasied ; 

Possess’d widi rumours, full of idle dreams ; 

Not knowing what they fear, but f\ill of fear ; 

And here’s a prophet, that I brought with me 
From forth the streets of Pomfret, whom I found 
With many hundreds treading on his heels ; 

To whom he sung, in rude harsh-sounding rhymes. 
That, ere the next Ascension-day at noon, 

Your highness sliould deliver up your crown. 


Act IV. 

IT. John, lliou idle dreamer, wherefore didst thou 
so ? 

Peter. Foreknowing that the truth will fall out so, 
K. John. Hubert, away with him ; imprison , hi m ; 
And on that day at noon, whereon, he says, 

I shall yield up my crown, let him be bang’d : 
Deliver him to safety >, and return, 

For I must use thee — O my gentle cousin, 

{Exit Hubert, with Peter. 
Hear’st thou tlie news abroad, who are arriv’d ? 
Bast, The French, my lord; men’s mouths aie 
full of it : 

Besides, I met lord Bigot, and lord Salisbury, 
(With eyes as red as new-enkindled fire,) 

And others more, going to ncek the grave 
Of Arthur, who, they say, is kill’d to-night 
On your suggestion. 

K. John. Gentle kinsman, go. 

And thrust thyself into their companies : 

I have a way to win their loves again ; 

Bring them before me. 

Bast. I wall seek tliem out. 

A'. John. Nay, but make haste ; the belle) loot 
before. 

O, let me have no subject enemies. 

When adverse foreigners affright my towns 
With dreadful pomp of stout invasion ! — 

Be Mercury, stt feathers to thy heels ; 

And fly, like thought, from them to me again. 

Bast. The spirit of the time shall teach me speed. 

{Pxd. 

K. John. Spoke like a spiteful noble gentleman. — 
Go after him ; for he, perhaps, shall need 
Some messenger betwixt me and the peers ; 

And be thou he. 

Mess. W’ith all my heart, my liege. 

K. John, My mother dead ! 

Tie~cnter Hubert. 

Hub. My lord, they say, five moons were setn 
to-night : 

Four fixed ; and the fifth did w hirl about 
The other four, in wond’jous motion. 

K. John. Five moons ? 

Huh. Old men, and beldams, in the stieeis 

Do propheey upon it dangerously : 

Young Arthur’s death is common in their months 
And when they talk of him, they shake their heads, 
And whisper one another in the ear; 

And he, that speaks, doth gripe the hearer’s wrist ; 
Whilst lie, that hears, makes fearful action, 

With wrinkled brows, with nods, with rolling eyes. 
I saw a smith stand with his hammer, thus, 

The whilst his iron did on the anvil cool, 

With open mouth swallowing a tailor’s news ; 

Who, wdth his shears and measure in his hand, 
Standing on slippers, (which his nimble haste 
Had falsely thrust upon contraiy feet,) 

Told of a many thousand warlike l^Vench, 

That were embattled and rank’d in Kent ; 

Another lean unwash’d artificer 

Cuts oflTiis tale, and talks of Arthur’s dcfith. 

K, John. Why seek’st thou to possess me with 
these fbars? 

Why urgest thou so oft young Arthur’s death ? 

Thy hand hath murder’d him : I had mighty cause 
To wish him dead, but thou hadst none to kill him. 
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Huh. I lad none, my lord ! why, did yon not pro- 
voke me ? 

K. John. It is the curse of kings, to be attended 
Jiy slaves, that take their humours for a warrant 
To break within the bloody house of life : 

And, on the winking of authority, 

I'o understand a law ; to know the meaning 
Of dangerous majesty, when, perchance, it frowns 
More upon humour than advis’d respect. 

Huh. Here is your hand and seal for what I did. 
K. John. O, when the last account ’twixt heaven 
and eartli 

]h to be made, then shall this hand and seal 
Witness against us to damnation ! 

How oft the sight of means to do ill deeds. 

Makes deeds ill done ! Iladest not thou been by, 

A fellow by the luind of nature mark’d, 

Quoted % and sign’d, to do a deed of shame, ! 

This murder had not come into my mind ; 

But, taking note of thy abhorr’d aspect, 

Finding thee fit for bloody villainy, 

Apt, liable, to be employ’d in danger, 

I faintly broke with thee of Arthur’s death ; 

And thou, to be endeared to a king, 

Made it no conscience to destroy a prince. 

JTuh. My lord, - 

II John. Hadst thou but shook tliy head, or made 
a pause, 

When I spake darkly wliat I purposed ; 

Or turn’d an eye of doubt upon my face. 

As bid me tell my tale in express words ; 

Decj) stiame had struck me dumb, made me break 
oflT, 

And those thy fears might have wrought fears in me: 
But thou didst understand me by my signs. 

And didst in signs again parley with sin : 

Yea, without stop, didst let thy heart consent, 

And, consequently, thy rude hand to act 
The deed, which both our tongues held vile to 
name, — 

Out of my sight, and never see me more ! 

My nobles leave me ; and my state is brav’d, 

Even at my gates, with ranks of foreign j)owcrs : 
Nay in the body of this fleshly land, 

I'his kingdom, this confine of blood and breath, 

Hostility and civil tumult reigns 

Betw^een my conscience, and my cousin’s death. 

Hiib. Arm you against your other enemies. 

I’ll make a peace between your soul and you. 
Young Arthur is alive : This hand of mine 
Is yet a maiden and an innocent hand, 

Not painted with the crimson sj)ots of blood. 

Within this bosom never enter’d yet 

The dreadful motion of a murd’rous thought, 

And you have slander’d nature in my form ; 

Which, howsoever rude exteriorly, 

Is yet the cover of a fairer mind 
Than to be butcher of an innocent child. 

IC. John. Doth Arthur live ? O, haste thee to the 
peers, 

Throw this report on their incensed rage, 

And make them tame to their obedience ! 

Forgive tlie comment that my passion made 
Upon thy feature ; for ray rage was blind, 

And foul imaginary eyes of blood 
Presented thee more hideous than thou art. 

O, answer not ; but to my closet bring 
The angry lords, with all expedient haste : 

I conjure thee but slowly ; run more fast. [Exeunt. 
nclibcratc consideration. J Noted, ob'>crveil. 
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SCENE III, — Before the CaHle. 

Enter Authur, on the JFalls. 

Arth. The wall is high ; and yet will 1 leap down : 
Gtjod ground, be pitiful, and hurt me not ! — 
There’s few, or none, do know me ; if they did, 
This ship-boy’s semblance hath disguis’d me quite. 

I am afraid ; and yet I’ll venture it. 

If I get down, and do not break my limbs, 

I’ll find a thousfind shifts to get away; 

As good to die, and go, as die, and stay. 

[Leaps down. 

O me ! my uncle’s spirit is in these stones : — 
Heaven take my soul, and England keep my bones [ 

[Dies. 

Enter Pembroke, Salisbury, and Bigot. 

Sal. I^ords, I will meet him at Saint Edmund’s 
Bury ; 

It is our safety, and we must embrace 
This gentle offer of the i)erilous time. 

Pein. Who brought that letter from the cardinal ? 
Sal. The count Melun, a noble lord of France ; 
Whose jirivatc with me h of the Daupliin’s love, 

Is much more general than these lines import. 

Bi^. 'I'o morrow morning let us meet him then. 
Sal. Or, rather then set forward ; for ’twill be 
Two long days’ journey, lords, or e’er we meet. 

Enter the Bastiird. 

Bast. Once more to-day well met, distemper’d ^ 
lords ! 

The king, by me, requests your presence straight. 

Sal. Tlie king hath dispossess’d himself of us ; 
We will not line his thin bestained cloak 
With our pure honours, nor attend the foot 
That leaves the print of blood where-e’er it walks ; 
Return, and tell liim so ; we know the w'orst. 

Bast. Whate’er you think, good words, I think, 
were best. 

Sal. Our griefs, and not our manners, reason now. 
Basl. But there is littleVeason in your grief ; 
Thercfoic, ’twere reason you had maimers now. 
Pern. Sir, sir, imjiatience hath his privilege. 
Bast. ’Tis true ; to hint his master, no man else. 
Sal. This is the prison ; What is he lies here? 

[Seeing Arthur 

Pern. O death, made proud with pure and prince ly 
beauty ! 

Tlie cartli had not a hole to hide this deed. 

Sal. Murder, as hating what himself hath done. 
Doth lay it open, to urge on revenge. 

Big. Or when he doom’d this beauty to a grave, 
Found it too precious-princely for a grave. 

Sal. Sir Richard, what think you? Have you 
beheld, 

Or have you read, or heard ? or could you think ? 
Or do you almost think, although you see, 

That you do see ? could thought, without this object, 
Form such another ? Tliis is the very top, 

Tlie height, the crest, or crest unto the crest, 

Of murder’s arras : this is the bloodiest sliame, 

The wildest savag’ry, the vilest stroke. 

That ever wall-cy’d wrath, or staring rage. 
Presented to the tears of soft remorse. ^ 

Pern. All murders past do stand excus’d in this : 
And this, so sole, and so unmatchable. 

Shall give a holiness, a purity, 

To the yet-unbegotten sin of time ; 

j * Private account. ^ Out of humour. Pitv. 
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And pro\e a deadly bloodshed but a jest, 

Exampled by this heinous spectacle. 

Jinst. It is a damned and a bloody work ; 

The graceless action of a heavy hand, 

If that it he the work of any hand. 

ScU. If that it be the work of any hand ? — 

We had a kind of light, what would ensue ; 

It is the .shameful work of Hubert’s hand ; 

The practice, and the purpose, of the king. — 
From wliose obedience I forbid my soul, 

Kneeling before this ruin of sweet life. 

And breathing to his breathless excellence 
Tile incense of a vow, a holy vow ; 

Never to taste the pleasures of the world, 

Never to be infected ivith dclighi, 

Nor conversant with ease and idleness, 

Till I have set a glory to this hand, 

By giving it the w^orship ofrcNenge. 

Pern. 2h^. Our soulsreligiously confirm thy w ords. 

Enter IltiBERT. 

I..ords, 1 am hot with haste in seeking yon • 
Arllinr doth live ; the king hath sent for \on. 

StiL (), he is bold, and blushes not at licatli • — 
Avaunt, tliou hateful villain, gel thee gone’ 

Hub. 1 am no villain. 

Sal. Must I rob the law? 

[Drawing fits sword. 
East. Your sv'ord is iiright, sir : put it up again. 
Sal. Not till I sheath it in a murderer’s skin. 
Hub. Stand back, lord Salisbury, stand back, I say ; 
By heaven, 1 think, my sword’s as sharp as yours* 
1 w'ould not have you, lord, forget yourself, 

Nor tempt the danger of my true ^ defence ; 

Lest I, by marking of yonr rage, forget 
Your worth, your and nobility. 

Eig. Out, dunghill ! dar’st thou brave a nobleman? 
Huh. Not for my life : but yet I dare defend 
My innocent life against an emperor. 

Sal. 'riiou art a murderer. 

Huh. Do not prove me so ^ ; 

Yet, I am none : Whos^ tongue soe’er speaks false. 
Not truly speaks; who sjieaks not truly, lies. 

Pern. Cut him to pieces. 

East. Keep the peace, I say. 

Sal. Stand by, or I shall gall you, Faulconbridge. 
East. Thou vvert belter gall the devil, Salisbury : 
If thou hut frown on me, or stir thy foot, 

Or teach thy hasty spleen to do me shame, 

I’ll strike thee dead. Put up thy sword bethne. 

jy?". What wilt thou do, renov^ ned Faulconbridge? 
Second a villain, and a murderer? 

Hub* Lord Bigot, I am none. 

Big. Who kill’d this prince? 

Hub. ’Tis not an hour since I left him well ; 

I honour’d him, I lov’d him ; and will weep 
My date of life out, for his sweet life’s loss. 

Sal. Trust not those cunning v/aters of his eyes*. 


For villainy is not without such rheum ^ j 
And he, long tiaded in it, makes it seem 
Like rivers of remoise ' and innoccncy. 

Away, w'itli me, all you whose souls abhor 
The uncleanly savours of a slaughter>house, 

For I am stifled with this smell of sin. 

Eig. Away, toward Bury, to the Dauphin tlicre. 
Pern. I'iieie, tell the king, he may inquire us out. 

[Exeuul Lords. 

East. Here’s a good world ! — Knew you of this 
fair work ? 

Beyond the infinite and boundless reach 
Of mercy, if thou didst this deed of death, 

Art thou damn’d, Hubert. 

Hub. Do but hear me, sir. 

East. Ha' I’ll tell thee what; 

Theic is not yet so ugly a fiend of bell 
As thou shult be, if lliou didst kill this child. 

Hub. Upon my soul, 

East. If thou didst but consent 

I'o this most cruel act, do but despair, 

And, if thou wantest a cord, the smallest thread 
'Chat ever spider twisted from her womb 
Will serve to strangle tliee : a rush will be 
A beam to luing thee on ; or vvouldsf thou drown 
1} IV self, 

Pul but a little vvatei in a spoon, 

And it shall be as all the ocean, 

Faiough to stifle such a villain up. 

I do suspect thee very grievously. 

Hub. If 1 in act, consent, or sin of thought, 

Be guilty of the stealing that sweet breath 
Which was enihonnded in tlii!. beauteous clay, 

Lot bell want pains enough to torture me ' 

I Kft him v\ell. 

East. Go bear him in thine arms. — 

I am amaz'd, methinks; and lose my way 

Among the thorns and dangers of tills world 

How easy dost tliou take all ICngland up ! 

From forth this morsel of dead royalty, 

The life, the right, and truth of all this realm 
Is fled to heaven ; and Faigland now is left 
To tug and scamhle, and to part by tiie teeth 
The unowed ' interest of proud swadling slate. 

Now, for the bare-picked bone of majesty, 

Doth dogged war bristle his angry crest, 

And snarleth in the gentle eyes of peace; 

Now powers from home, and dicontents at home, 
Meet in one line; and v.ast confusion waits 
(As doth a raven on a sick-fallen beasr,) 

'File imminent deca;y of wrested pomp. 

Now happy he, whose cloak and cincture 3 can 
Hold out this tempest. Bear aw'ay that child, 

And follow me w-ith speed ; I’ll to the king : 

A thousand busine.sses are brief in hand, 

And heaven itself doth frown upon the land. 

[Exeunt 


T Honest 


By conipelling me to kill you. 


^ Moisture. 
* Unowned. 


I Pity 
^ Girdle. 
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SCENE 1. — A Room in the Palace. 

Enter King Joiin> Pandulph with the Crown^ a 7 id 
Attendants. 

Ji. John. Thus have I )'icldecl up into your hand 
'I'he circle of my glory. 

Pand. Take again 

[Givinff John the Crotvn. 
From this my hand, as holding of the pojjc, 

Your sovereign gieatness and authority. 

A'. John. Now keep .your holy word ; go meet the 
French ; 

And from his holiness use all your power 
'Fo stop their marches, ’fore we are inflam’d. 

Our discontented counties do re volt ; 

Our people cpiarrcl willi obedience; 

Swearing allegiance, and the l(n c of soul, 

To stranger blood, to foreign royalty. 

This inundation of distemper’d liumour 
Hosts by you o?ily to be qualified. 

"hen pause not ; fur tlie present time’s so sick, 

That present medicine must be minister’d 
Or overthrow incuiable ensue*^*. 

Pa7id. It was my biealh that blew this tempest up, 
Upon jour stubl)i)in usage of tlie iiope . 

Put, since you aie a gentle con\crtite'‘, 

My tongue sliall liush again tJii‘ storm of nar, 

And make f.iir weather in your blustering land. 

On this Ascension-day, remember well. 

Upon your oath of service to the pope, 

Go I to make the French lay do^^ n their arms. [Ejit. 

K.Juhn. Is this Aseension-du) ? Did not the prophet 
Say, that, before Ascension-day at noon, 

My crown I slioidd give off? Even so I have . 

I did suppose, it should be on constraint ; 

Put heaven be thank’d, it is but voluntary. 

Enter the Pastard. 

Bast. All Kent hath yielded ; notlimg there holds 
out. 

But Dover castle ; London hath receiv’d, 
tike a kind host, the Dauphin and liis powers : 
Your nobles will not hear you, but arc gone 
To offer service to your enemy ; 

And wild amazement hurries uj) and do^^ n 
The little number of your doubtful fnends. 

K. John. Would not my lords return to me again. 
After they licard young Arthur was alive? 

Bast, They found him dead, and east into the streets ; 
An empty casket, where the jewel of life 
By some curst hand w^as robb’d and ta’en away. 

A". John. That villain Hubert told me be did live. 
Ba^t. So, on my soul, he did, for aught he knew\ 
Put wherefore do you droop ? w^hy look you sad ? 
Pe great in act, as you have been in thought ; 

Let not the world see fear, and sad distrust, 

Govern the motion of a kingly eye : 

Pc stirring as the time ; be tire with fire ; 

Threaten the threat’ncr, and outface the brow' 

Of bragging horror: so shall infeiior eyes, 

That borrow tbeif behaviours from the great. 

Grow' great by your examifle, and put on 
The dauntless spirit of resolution. 

Away ; and glister like the god of war, 


’When he intendeth to become the field : 

Show boldness, and aspiring confidence. 

What, shall they seek the lion in his den. 

And fright him there? and make him tremble there? 
O, let it not be said ! — Forage, and run 
To meet displeasure further from the doors ; 

And grapple with him, ere he come so nigh. 

K. John. The legate of the pope hath been with me. 
And I have made a happy peace with him ; 

And he hath promis’d to dismiss the powers 
Led by llie Dauphin. 

Bast. O inglorious league ! 

Shall vve, upon the footing of our land, 

Send fair-jilay orders, and make compromise, 
Insinuation, parley, and base truce, 

To arms invasive? Shall a beardless boy, 

A cocker’d ^ silken wanton brave our fields. 

And flesh his spirit in a w'arlike soil, 

Mocking the air w ith colours idly sjiread, 

And find no check ? IaI us, mj liege, to arms : 

Ft. chance, tlie caid.inal cannot make your jicacc; 
Or if he do, Jet it at least be said, 

They saw w e had a purpose of defence. 

K. John, Have thou theorderingof thispresent time. 
Bast. Away then, with good courage ; yet, I know, 
Our party may w'cll meet a prouder foe. [^Exeunt. 

SCENE II. — A Plain near St. Edmund’s Bury, 

Enters in armSt Lewis, Salisbi'iiy, ^Melun, Pxm- 
BROKi, PiGor, and Soldiers. 

J.ew. M) lord Mehin, let this be copied out, 
And keep it safe for our remembrance ; 

Ketiirn the })recedcnt to these lords again ; 

That, lia\ing our fair order written down, 

Both they, and we, perusing o’er these notes, 

May know w'liercforc w'e took the sacrament, 

And keep our faiths firm and inviolable. 

Sal. Upon our sides it never shall be broken. 
And, noble Dauphin, albeit w'c swear 
A voluntary zeal, and unurg’d faith, 

To your proceedings; yet, bclie^e me, prince, 

I am not glad that such a sore of time 
Should seek a plaster by contemn’d revolt, 

And lical the inveterate canker of one w ound, 

By making many : O, it grieves my soul, 

That 1 must draw tliis metal fiom my side 
To be a w idow-maker ; O, and there, 

Where honourable rescue, and defence, 

Cries out upon the name of Salisbury : 

But such is the infection of the time, 

'J'hat, for the health and physick of our right, 

We cannot deal but with the very hand 
Of stern injustice and confused wrong, — 

And is’t not pity, O my grieved friends ! 

That we, the sons and children of this isle, 

Were born to see so sad an hour as this ; 

Wherein we step after a stranger march 
Upon her gentle bosom, and fill up 
Her enemies’ ranks, (I must withdraw and weep 
Upon the spot of this enforced cause,) 

To grace the gentry of a land remote, 

And follow unacquainted colours here ? 

What here ? — O nation, that thou couldst remove ! 
Fondled 



348 


KING JOHN. 


Act V. 


Tliat Neptune’s arms who clippeth thee about, 
Would bear thee from the knowledge of thyself, 
And grapple thee unto a pagan shore; 

Where these two Christian armies might combine 
The blood of malice in a vein of league, 

And not to spend it so unncighbourly ! 

Lew* A noble temper dost thou show in tnis; 
And great affections, wrestling in thy bosom, 

Do make an earthquake of nobility. 

0, what a noble combat hast thou fought. 

Between compulsion and a brave resj)ect ! 7 
Let me wipe off this honourable dew , 

That silverly doth progress on thy cheeks 
My heart hath melted at a lady’s tears, 

Being an ordinary inundation ; 

But this effusion of such manly drops, 

This shower, blown up by tempest of tlie souk 
Startles mine eyes, and makes me more amaz’d 
Than had I seen the vaulty toj) of heaven 
Figur’d quite o’er w'ith burning meteors. 

Lift up thy brow, renowned Salisbury, 

Aiid with a great lieart heave away this storm : 
Commend these waters to tliosc baby eyes, 

Tliat never saw tlie giant world enrag’d ; 

Nor met with fortune other than at feasts, 

Full w'arm of blood, of mirtli, of gossiping. 

Come, come; for thou slialt tliiust thy hand as deep 
Into the purse of rich prosperity. 

As Ijcwis himself; — so, nobles, shall you all, 

That knit your sinew's to tlie strength of mine. 

Enter Pandulpii, attended. 

And even there, methinks an angel sjiake . 

Look, where the holy legate comes uiiace. 

To give us warrant from the hand of heaven ; 

And on our actions sei the name of right, 

With holy breath. 

Land, Hail, noble prince of France ! 

The next is this, — king John hath reconcil’d 
Himself to Rome; his sjiiiil is come in, 

That so stood out against the holy chiircli, 

The great metropolis and see of llome . 

Therefore thy threal’ning colours now wind up. 
And tame the savage spirit of wild war ; 

That, like a lion foster’d u}) at hand, 

It may lie gently at the foot of peace. 

And be no further harmful than in show. 

Lew. Your grace shall pardon me, T will not hack; 
I am loo high-born to be propertied 
To be a secondary at control, 

Or useful serving-man, and instrument, 

To any sovereign state throughout tlie worhl. 

Your breath first kindled the dead coal of w ars. 
Between this chastis’d kingdom and myself. 

And brought in matter that should feed this fire ; 
And now ’tis far too huge to be blown out 
With that same weak wind which enkindled it. 

You taught me how to know' the face of right, 
Acquainted me with interest to this land, 

Yea, thrust this enterprize into my heart ; 

And come you now to tell me, John bath made 
His peace with Rome? What is that peace 1o me? 

1, by the honour of my marriage-bed, 

After young Arthur, claim this land for mine ; 
And, now it is half-conquer’d must I back, 
Because that Jolin hath made his peace with Rome ? 
Am I Rome’s slave ? What penny hath Rome borne. 
What men provided, what munition sent, 

® Embracoth. ^ I.ovc couiili y. 

® Appropriatcil. 


To underprop this action ? is’t not 1, 

That undergo this charge ? who else but I, 

And such as to my claim are liable. 

Sweat in this business, and inaintiiin this war.^ 
Have 1 not heard these islanders shout out, 

Vivc le Toy ! as I have bank’d their towns ? 

Have 1 not here the best cards for the game. 

To win this easy match play’d for a crown? 

And shall I now give o’er the yielded set? 

No, on my soul, it never shall be said. 

Pand. You look but on the outside of tliis work. 
Lrw. Outside or inside, I will not return 
Till iny attempt so much be glorified 
As to ray ample hope was promised 
Before I drew this gallant head of w ar. 

And cull’d these fiery spirits from the world, 

To outlook ^ conquest, and to win renown 
Even in the jaw's of danger and of death. — 

[ Tru m pet so U7uh. 

What lusty trumjiet thus doth summon us ? 

Enter the Bastard, attended. 

Bast. According to the fair play of the world, 
Let me have audience ; I am sent to syieak : — 

My iioly lord of Milan, from the king 
I ctmic, to learn how you have dealt for him ; 

And, as you answ'er, 1 do know the scope 
And waiTant limited unto my tongue. 

Band- The Dauphin is too wilful-opposite, 

And will not temporize with my entreaties ; 

He flatly says, he’ll not lay down his arms. 

Bast, By all the blood that ever fury breath’d, 
The youth says well : — Now' hear our English king; 
For thus his rovalty doth speak in me. 

H e is prcj)ar’d ; and reason t<)o, he should : 

Tliis apish and unmannerly approach. 

This harness’d masque, and unadvised revel, 

This unhair’d saiiciness, and boyish troops, 

'I'he king doth smile at ; and is well jirepar’d 
To whip this dw'arfish war, these pigmy arms, 

From out the circle of his territories. 

Tliat hand, w'hich had the strength, even at your door, 
To cudgel you, and make you take the hatch • ; 
j To dive like buckets, in concealed wells ; 

' To crouch in litter of your siable planks ; 
j To lie, like pawns, lock’d up in chests and trunks ; 

, To hug with swine ; to seek sweet safety out 
1 In vaults and prisons ; ami to thrill and shake, 
Even at the crying of your nation’s crow % 
Thinking his voice an armed Englishman ; 

Shall that victorious hand be feebled here, 

I J'hut in your chambers gave you cliastiseraent ? 

No : Know the gallant monarch is in arms ; 

And like an eagle o’er his aiery 3 towers, 

1\) souse annoyance that comes near his nest. — 
And you degenerate, you ingrate revolts, 

You blootly Neroes, ripping up the w'omb 
Of your dear mother England, blush for shame : 
For your own ladies, and pale-visag’d maids, 

Like Amazons, come tripping after drums ; 

Their thimbles into armed gauntlets change, 

Their neclds •* to lances, and their gentle hearts 
To fierce and bloody inclination. 

Lew. There end iby brave 3, and turn thy face in 
peace ; 

We grant, thou canst outscold us : fare thee well ; 
We hold our time too precious to be spent 
With such a brabblcr. 

Face down. * Lcaj> over the hatch. 

^ 'I'he crowing of a cock. ^ Kest. 

« ^ N miles. ’’ Boast 
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Pand* Give me leave to speak. 

No, I will spcuk. 

I.cw. We will attend to neither ; — 

Strika lip the drums ; and let the tonj^ue of war 
l*lcad for our interest, and our being here. 

liasU Indeed, your drums being beaten, will cry 
out ; 

And so shall }ou, being beaten : Do but start 
An echo with the clamour of thy drum, 

And even at hand a drum is ready brac’d. 

That shall reverberate all as loud as thine ; 

Sound but another, ainl another shall. 

As loud as thine, rattle the welkin’s^' ear. 

And mock the deep -mouth’d thunder; for at hand 
(Not trusting to this halting legate here, 

Whom he hath us’d rather for sport than need,) 

Is wailike John ; and in his forehead sits 
A bare-iibb’d death, whose office is this day 
To feast upon whole thousands of the French. 

Lew. Strike uj) our drums to find this danger out. 
Past. And thou shall find it, Dauphin, do not 
doubt. 

SC:K N E n\. — a FicM of lialtk. 

Alarums. Evter Kino Joun and IIitnrKT 
K. John. How^goos the day with us (), tell me, 
Iluhert. 

Hub. Iliully, I fear' ITow fares )oiir maji'sty 
A”. John, riiisfever. that hath Itonhledme so long, 
Eie^- heavy on me; (), my heart is sick ' 

Enter a IMesscngor. 

Mess. IMy lord, youi valiant kinsman, I’auleon- 
bi idge, 

Desires }oiir majesty to leave the held ; 

And send him word by me, whieli way yon go. 

K. John. 'I'ell him tow ard Sw instead, to the abbey 
theie. 

Afess. lie of good comfort ; for the great supply 
That was expected by the Daupliiti here, 

Are wreck’d thioe nights ago on (Joiidwin sands. 
'I'liis news was brought to Kiehaid but even now • 
I’lie French tiglit cohlly, and retiie tliemselves. 

K. John. Ah me ! tliis tyrant fever burns me up. 

And will not let me welcome this good news. 

Set on toward Swin.slead . to my litter straigljt * 
Weakness possessetli me, and 1 am laint. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. — Another Pari of the same. 

Enter SArrsutiiiy, I’embhoki', IIicjot, and others. 
Sal. I did not think the king so .stor’d with fiiends. 
Pern. Up once again; put spiiit in the French; 
If they miscarry, we miscarry too. 

Sal. Tliat misbegotten devil, Faulconbiidge, 

In sjiite of spite, alone upholds the day. 

Pern. They say, king John, sore sick, hatli left 
the field. 

Enter Melun wounded., and led fn/ Soldwrs. 

Mel. Tjcad me to the revolts of England here. 
Sal. Wlien we were happy, we had otlier names. 
Pern. It is the count Mehin. 

Sal. Wounded to death. 

Mel. riy,noble Englisli, you are bought andsokU ; 
Unthread the rude eye of rebellion, 

And welcome home again discarded faith. 

Seek out king .Tohn, and fall before bis feet ; 

Sky. ’ A proverb intinialmif treachery 


Foi, if the French be lords of this loud day, 

He ® means to recompense the pains you take, 

By cutting olfyonr heads . Thus hath he sworn. 
And I with him, and many more with me. 

Upon the altar at St. Edmimd’s Bury ; 

Even on that altar, where we swoie to you 
Dear amity and everlasting love, 

Sal. May this be possible? may this be tine ? 
Mel. Have I not hideous death within my view. 
Retaining but a quantity of life ; 

Wliicli bleeds away, even as a form of wax 
Resolved from his figure 'gainst the fire E* 

What in the world should make me now deceive, 
Since 1 must lose the use of all deceit? 

Whj should I then be false ; since it is true 
That I must die heie, and live hence by truth 
1 say again, if Eewis do win tlie day, 
lie is forsw orn, if e’er tliose eyes of yours 
Behold another day break in the east ; 

Blit even this night, — whose black contagious breath 
Already Mru>kes about the burning crest 
Of the old, feeble, and day-wearied sun, — 

Even this ill niglir your hrealhing shall expire ; 
Pa}ing the fine of rated treachery. 

Even with a treaclierons fine of all your lives, 

If Lewis by your assistance win the day. 

C’ommend me to one Iluhert, with vour king ; 

The love of him, — and this respect beside! 

For that iny gr.indsiie was an Englishman, — 
Aw'akes my eonseience to eonfes', all this. 

In lieu whereof, I pray you hear me hence , 
From forth the noise and rumour of the field ; 
Where I may think the remnant of iny tlioughts 
In peace, and part this body and my soul 
With contemplation and devout desires. 

Sal. We do believe thee. — And beslirew my soul 
But I do love the favour and the form 
Of this most fair occasion, by the which 
We will unthread the steiis of this our ilight ; 

And, like a hated and retired flood, 

Leaving our rankness and irregular course, 

Stoop lov^' within tliose hounds we have o’erlook’il, 
And calmly run on in obedience, 

Even to our ocean, to our great king .Tolin. 

My arm shall give thee help to hear thee heiiee ; 
For 1 do see tlie cruel pangs of ileatli 
Right inthinecye. — Away, my friends! New'flight; 
And happy newness', that intends old right. 

[Exeiintf leading of Melon. 

SCENE V. — The French Camp. 

Enter liEW'is and his Train. 

Lnv. The sun of heaven, methought, was loth to 
set ; 

But stay’d and made the western welkin blush, 
"When the English measur’d hackw^ard their own 
ground, 

III faint retire ; O, bravely came we off. 

When with a volley of our needless shot, 

After .such bloody toil we bid good night ; 

And wmund our tatter’d colours clearly up, 

Last in the field, and almost lords of it I 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mm. Where is iny prince, the Dauphin ? 
j,ew. Ilere : — What new's ? 

Me.ss. The count Melun is slain; the English lords, 
By his persuasion, are again fall’n ofl*: 

** Lowi-s. » In allusion to the images made by witches. 
' Innovation 
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And your sui)ply, wliich you have nish’d so long, j 
Are cast away, and sunk, on Goodwin sands. | 
T.exiu Ah, foul shrewd news ! — Beshrew ihy very I 
heart 1 ■ 

I did not think to be so sad to-night, 

As this hath made me. — Wlio wa.s he, that said. 
King John did fly, an hour or two before 
The stumbling night did part our weary powers ? 
Mess. Whoever spoke it, it is true, rny lord. 

I.euLu Well ; keep good quarter, and good care 
to-night ; 

The day shall not be uj) so soon a-, I, 

To try the fair adventure of to morrow. \F.xeunt. 


Away, before ! conduct me to the king ; 

I doubt, he will be dead, or e'er I come. [ Exeunt. 

SCENE VII. — The ./Swinstcad- Abbey. 

Enter Prince Henry, Sausbi ry, and Bigot. 

P. IJen. It is too late ; the life oi' all his blood 
Is touch’d corruptibly; and In', pure brain 
(Which some suj)pose the soul’s fiaii dwelling-house,) 
Doth by the idle comments that it makes, 

Foretell the ending of mortality. 

Enter Plmbrokf. 


SCENE VH. — Jn open Puice in the 
hood if Swinste, id- Abbey. 

Enter e Bastard and XlvTiimr meeting. 

Huh. Wlio’s there? speak, ho! speak quickly, 
'*»• I shoot. 

Past. A friend • — What ait thou? 

IJub. Of tile part of England. 

Bast. Whitlier dost tiiou go ? 

Hub. What’s that to tiiee? Why may not I demand 
Of thine aflairs, as well as thou of mine? 

Bast. Hubert, I think. 

Hub. Thou Isast a perfect thought : 

1 will upon all hazards, well belicne 

Thou art my friend, that know’st my tongue so well ; 

Who art thou ? 

Hiast. Who thou wilt an if thou please, 

'fhoti mayst befriend me so much as to think 
1 come one way of the Flantagenet i 

Hub. Unkind remembrance ' thou, and eyeless 
night, 

Have done rue shame; — Brave soldier, pardon me. 
That any accent, breaking from lliy tongue, 

Should ’scape the true acquaintance oF mine e.ir. 
Bast. Come, come ; sans - compliment, what news 
abroad ? 

Huh. Wliy, licre walk I,int!ie Idack browof lught, ; 
To find you out. i 

Bast. Biief, then ; and hat’s liie news? i 

Hub. O, my sweet sir, news fitting to the night, : 
Black, fearful, comfortless, and horrible. ! 

Bast. Show me the very wound of this ill in-ws ; ! 
I am no woman, Til not swoon at it 

Huh. J'he king, I fear, is poison’*! by a monk 
I left him almost speechless, and broke out 
To acquaint you witli this evil ; that you rniglit 
'fhe better arm you to the suddi n time, j 

Than if you had at leisure known of this. 

Bast. How did he take it? who did taste to him ? I 
Hub. A monk, I tell you : a resohed villain, I 
Whose bow'els suddenly burst out • the king 
Yet speaks, and, peradventurc, may recover. 

Bast. Who didst thou leave to tend iris maje>ly ? 
Hub. Why, know' you not? the lords are all come 
back. 

And brought prince Henry in their company ; 

At whose request the king hath pardon'd them. 

And tliey are all about his majesty. 

Bast. Withhold thine indignation, mighty heaven ! 

And tempt us not to bear above our power ! 

1*11 tell thee, Hubert, half my power this niglit, 
Passing these flats, are taken by the tide, 

Tliese Lincoln washes have devoured tliein ; 

Myself, well mounted, hardly have escaped. 


j Pern. His Iiighness yet doth speak ; and holds 
; belief, 

! 'I'liat, being brought into the open air, 

' It would allay tlie buining quality 
I Of that fell poison whicli assaiicth him. 

{ P. Hen. Let him be brought into the orcliard 
here. — 

Dotli he still lage ? \^Exit Bigot. 

Pern. He is more patient 

Than wlun you left him; even now he sung. 

P. Hen. O vanity of sickness ! fierce cxti ernes, 
In tlioir continuance, will not It el themselves. 
Death, having prey’d upon the outw’aril parts, 
Leaves them iiiseiuilile ; and his siege is now 
Against tlie mind, the which he pritks and wouiuh 
With many legions of strange fanUisie,^; 

Which, in their throng and press to that last hold, 
j Confound themselves. ’Tis strange, that diath 

! should sing. 

j I am the cygnet to tliis pale faint swan, 
j Who chants a doleful hymn to his own death ; 
i And, from the organ-pi])e of frailty, sings 
His soul and body to their lasting rest. 

Stl. Be of good comfort, jirince ; foi' you are born 
To set a form upon that indigest 
Which he hath left so shapeless and so rude. 

Be-cuter Bioor and AUeudants^ u'ho bring in King 
John in a Choir. 

K. John. Ay, many, now my soul hath elhow'- 
room ; 

It would not out at yyiiidows, nor at doors. 

'i’here is so hot a summer in my bosom, 

That all my bowels crumble up to dust : 

I am a scribbled form, drawm with a jien 
Upon a parchment; and against tliis fire 
Do I shrink up. 

P. Hen. Hoyv fares )our majesty? 

K. John. Poison’d, — ill fare ; — dead, for-'Ook, 
cast off'; 

And none of you w'ill bid the yy inter come, 

To llirust his icy fingers in my maw ; 

Nor let my kingdom’s rivers take their couise 
Through my burn’d bosom ; nor entreat the n irth 
To make his bleak wdnds kiss my parched lips, 

And comfort me with cold: — 1 do not ask you much, 
I beg cold comfort ; and you are so strait ^ 

And so ingrateful, you deny me that. 

P. Hen. Ojtoat there were some virtue in my tears. 
That might relieve you * 

K. John. Tlie salt in tliem is hot. — 

Within me is a hell ; and there tlic jioison 
Is, as a fiend, confin’d to tyrannize 
On unreprievable condemned blood. 


s Without. 


^ Narrow’, avaiicioui. 



Scene VIl. KING 

Enter the Bastard. 

Bast, 0, 1 am scalded with my violent motion, 
And spleen of speed to see your majesty. 

K. •John. O cousin, thou art ct>me to set mine eye : 
The tackle of my licart is crack’d and burn’d ; 

And all the shrouds, wherewith my hfe should sail, 
Are turned to one thread, one little liair : 

My heart hath one poor string to stay it by. 

Which holds but till thy news be uttered ; 

And then all this thou sce’st, is but a clod, 

And module'* of confounded royally. 

7ia.s^, The Dauphin is prepaiiii" hitherward; 
Where, heaven he knows, how we shall answer him : 
For, in a night, the best part of my power. 

As I upon advantage did remove. 

Were in the washes, all unwarily. 

Devoured by the unexpected flood. [^'I'lieKingdiei,. 
Sal* You breatlie these dead lunvs in as dead an 
ear. — 

My liege ! my lord ! — Butnow a king, — now thus, 
P. Hen. Even so must I run on, and even so stop. 
What surety of the world, what hope, what stay, 
When this was now a king, and now is clay • 

Bast. Art thou gone so ? I do but stay behind, 
To do the ofHce for thee of revenge ; 

And then my soul shall w'ait on thee to heaven, 

As it on earth liath been thy servant still. 

Now, now, you stars, that move in your light spheres, 
Where be your powers? Show now your mended 
faiths ; 

And instantly return with me again. 

To push destruction, and perpetual sliame, 

Out of the weak door of our fainting land 
Straight let us seek, oi stiaight we shall be sought ; 
The Dauiiliin lages at our veiy heels. 

Sal, It seems, you know not then so much us we : 
'llie cardinal I^andulph is within at rest, 

1 Model 


JOHN. 351 

Who half an hour since came from the Dauphin; 
And brings fioin him such oilers of our peace 
As we with honour and respect may take, 

With purpose presently to leave this war. 

Bast. lie will the rather do it, wdien he sees 
Ourselves well sinewed to our defence. 

Sal. Nay, it i', in a manner done already ; 

For many carriages he hath despatch’d 
To the sea-side, ami put his cause and quarrel 
To the disposing of tlie cardinal : 

With whom > ourself, myself, and other lords, 

If you think meet, tliis afternoon will post 
To consummate this business happily. 

Hast. Let it be so : — And you, my noble prince, 
Willi other princes that may best be spar d, 

Shall w'ait upon your fathei’s funeral. 

P. Hen. At Worcester must his body be interr’o ; 
For so he will’d it. 

Thither shall it then. 

And hap})il y may your sweet self put on 
The lineal state and glory of the land ' 

To whom, v\itliall submission, on my knee, 

I do bequeath my faithful sei vices 
And true subjection evei lastingly. 

Sal. And the like tender of our love wt make, 
To rest without a spot for evermore. 

I P. Hen. I have a kind soul, that would give you 
1 thunks, 

I And knows not how to do it, but with tears. 

Hast. O, let us pay the time but nt'edful woe, 
Since it hath been befoiehand with our giiefs. — 
This England never did (nor never shall; 

Lie at the proud foot of a conqueror, 

But when it first did help to wound itself. 

Now these her princes are come home again, 

Come the three corners of the woild in arms, 

And n e shall shock them ; Nought shall make us rue, 
If England to itself do rest but true. [Eicunt. 
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ACT L 


SC’ENE 1. — London. A Boom m the Palace. | 

Enter King IhcuARn, attended .John of Gaunt, 
and other AWiZc.s, with him. 

K. Bich, Old John of Gaunt, time-honour’d 
liancaster. 

Hast thou, according to thy oath and band >, 
Brought hither Henry Hereford, thy bold son; 
Here to make good the boisterous late appeal. 
Which then our leisure would not let us hear, 
Against the duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray ? 
Gaunt. I have, my liege. 

K. Rich> Tel line, moreover, hast thou sounded him, 
If he appeal the duke on ancient malice ; 

Or worthily as a good subject should. 

On some known ground of treachery in him ? 
Gaunt. As near as I could sift him on that argu- 
ment, — 

On some apparent danger seen in him, 

Aim’d at your highness ; no inveterate malice. 

JiT. Mich. Tlien call them to our presence ; face 
to face. 

And frowning brow to brow, ourselves will hear 
The accuser, and the accused, freely speak : 

\ Exeunt some Attendants. 

‘ Bond. 


High-stomach VI arc they both, and full of ire, 

In rage deaf as the sea, ha.sty us fire. 

Be.-enlcr Attendants) with Bolingbroke and 
Norfolk. 

Boling. May many years of happy days befal 
My giacious sovereign, rny most loving liege ! 

Nor. Each day still better other’s happiness ; 
Until the heavens, envying earth’s good hap, 

Add an immortal title to your crown ! 

K. Rich. We tliank you both : yet one but flat 
tors us, 

As well appeareth by tlie cause you come ; 

Namely, to appeal each other of high trea.son. 
Cousin of Hereford, what dost thou object 
Against the duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray ? 
Boling. First, (heaven be the record to iny 
speech!) 

In the devotion of a subject’s love, 

Tendering the precious safety of my prince, 

And free from otlicr misbegotten hate. 

Come I appellant to this princely presence. — 
Now, Hioinas Mowbray, do I turn to thee, 

And mark my greeting well ; for what I speak. 
My body shall make good upon this earth, 
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Or my divine soul answer it in heaven. 

Thou art a traitor, and a miscreant ; 

Too good to be so, and too bad to live : 

Since, the more fair and crystal is the sky. 

The ifgher seem the clouds that in it tly. 

Once more, the more to aggravate the note. 

With a foul traitor’s name stuff 1 thy throat j 
And wish, (so please my sovereign,) ere I move. 
What my tongue speaks, my riglit-drawn sword may 
prove. 

iVbr. Let not my cold words here accuse my zeal : 
*Tis not the trial of a woman’s war, 

The bitter clamour of two eager tongues. 

Can arbitrate this cause betwixt us twain : 

The blood is hot, that must be cool’d for this. 

Yet can I not of such tairte patience boast, 

As to be bush’d, and nought at .'ill to say : 

First, the fair reverence of your higJmess curbs me 
From giving reins and spuis to my free speech . 
Which else would post, until it had return’d 
These terms of treason doubled down his throat, 
Setting aside his liigh blood’s royalty, 

And let him be no kinsman to my liege, 

I do defy him, and I spit at him ; 

Call him — a slanderous co^^ard, and a villain : 
Whicli to maintiiin, I would allow him odds. 

And meet him, ivere 1 tied to run a-foot 
Even to tlie frozen ridges of the Alps, 

Or any other ground inhabitable % 

Where ever Englishman durst set his foot. 

Mean time, let this defend my loyalty, — 

By all niy hopes, most falsely doth he lie. 

Boling, Pale trembling coward, there T throw 
my gage, 

Disclaiming liere the kindred of a king ; 

And lay aside my high blood’s royalty,^ 

Which fear, not reverence, makes tliee to exeejit . 

If guilty dread hath left thee so much strength. 

As to take up mine honour’s pawn, then stoop ; 

By tliat, and all the rights of knighthood else, 

Will I make good against thee, arm to arm, 

What I liave spoke, or tliou canst worse devise. 

JVlrr. I take it U]) ; and, by that sw'ord I swear, 
Winch gently laid iny knighthood on my shoulder. 
I’ll answer thee in any ftur degree, 

Or chivalrous design of knightly trial : 

And, when I mount, alive may I not light, 

If I be traitor, or unjustly fight > 

JC, Bich. What doth our cousin lay to Mowbray’s 
charge ? 

It must be great, that can inherit us 
So much as of a thought of ill in him. 

Boibig. Look, what 1 speak my life shall prove 
• it true ; — 

That Mowbray hatli receiv’d eight thousand nobles, 
In name of lendings for your highness’ soldiers; 

‘ The which he hath detain’d for vile employments, 
Like a false traitor, and injurious villain. 

Besides I say, and will in battle prove, — 

Or here, or elsewhere, to the furthest verge 
That ever was survey’d by English eye, — 

That all the treasons, for these eighteen years 
Complotted and contrived in this land, 

Fetch from false Mowbray tlieir first head and spring. 
Further I say, — and furtlicr will maintain 
Upon his bad life, to make all this good, — 

That he did plot the duke of Gloster’s death ; 
Suggest his soon-believing adversaries ; 

And, consequently, like a traitor coward, 

2 Unhabitable. 
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Sluic’d out his innocentsoul tlirough streams of blood: 
Which blood, like sacrificing Abel’s, cries. 

Even from tlie tonguelcss caverns of the earth, 

To me, for justice, and rough chastiWment ; 

And, by the glorious worth of my descent, 

This arm shall do it, or this life be spent. 

JC. Itkh, How high a pitch his resolution 
soars ! — 

'Thomas of Norfolk, what say>t thou to this ? 

Kor. O, let my sovereign turn away his face, 

And bid his ears a little while be deaf. 

Till I have told this slander of his blood. 

How God, and gootl men, hate so foul a liar. 

A". Btch, Mowbray, impartial are our eyes, and 
cars : 

Were he my brother, nay, my kingdom’s heir, 

( As he is but my father’s brother’s son,) 

Now' by my scepter’s aw'c 1 make a vow, 

Such neighbour nearness to our siicred blood 
Sliould nothing privilege him, nor partialize 
The imstooping firmness of my upright soul ; 

He is our subject, Mowbray, so art thou ; 

Free speech, and fearless, 1 to thee allow'. 

Nor. Then, Bolingbroke, as low' as to thy heart, 
'Through the false passage of thy tin oat, thou licst ! 
Three parts of that receipt T hatl for Calais, 
Disburs’d 1 duly to his highness’ soldiers : 

Tlie other part reserv’d 1 by consent ; 

For that iny sovereign liege was in my debt, 

Upon remainder of a dear aceoiint, 

Since last I wont to France to fetch his quetm : 

Now sw'allow down that lie. For Glostcr’a 

death, — 

I slew him not ; but to my own disgrace. 

Neglected my sworn duty in that case. — 

For you, my noble lord of Lancaster, 

'fhe lionourable father to my foe. 

Once did 1 lay in ambiisli for your life, 

A trespass that doth vex my grieved soul, 

But, ere I last receiv’d the sacrament, 

I did confess it ; and exactly begg’d 
Your grace’s pardon, and, I hoiie, I had it. 

'I'his is my fault : As for the rest appeal’d, 

It issues from the rancour of a villain, 

A recreant and most tlegencrate traitor : 

Whicli in myself I boldly will defend ; 

And interchangeably liurl dow'ii my gage 
ITpon tliis overweening traitor’s foot. 

To prove myself a loyal gentleman 

Even in the best blood chamber’d in his bosom : 

In haste whereof, most heartily I pray 
Your highness to assign our trial day. 

K. liich. W’^rath-kindled gentlemen, be rul’d by 
me ; 

Let’s purge this choler without letting blood : 

'This we jircscribe, though no physician ; 

Deep malice makes too deep incision : 

Forget, forgive ; conclude, and be agreed ; 

Our doctors say, this is no time to bleed. — 

Good uncle, let this end where it begun ; 

We’ll calm the duke of Norfolk, you your son. 

Gaunt. To be a make-peace shall become my age ; 
Throvr down, my son, the duke of Norfolk’s gage, 
K. Rich. And, Norfolk, throw down his. 

Gavnt. W'hen, Harry ? when ? 

Obedience bids, I should not bid again. 

K. Rich. Norfolk, throw down ; we bid ; tliere 
is no boot,3 

Nor. Myself I throw, dread sovereign, at thy fixjti 
3 No advantage In delay. 

A a 
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3\Iy lift* thou slialt coiutnand, but not my slunu* : Is Iiack’d down, and bis summer leaves all faded, 

'I'lie one my duty owes ; but my fair name, By envy’s band, and murder’s bloody axe. 

(Despite of death, that lives upoi. iny grave,) Ab, Gaunt! his blood was thine; and though thou 

'I'o dark didiononrs use thou shalt not have. liv’st, 

I am disgrac’d, imiieach’d, and hafiled here; Wt art thou slain in him ; thou dost consent* 

Pierc’d to the soul with slander’s \eno?nM spear; In some large measure to thy father’s death, 

The wliich no balm can cure, but his Insirt-blood In that thou seest thy wretched brother die. 

Which breath’d this poison. Who w^as the model of thy father’s life. 

K. Rich. llage must be withstood ; Call it not patience. Gaunt, it is des}>air ; 

Give me his gage ; — - Lions make leopards tame. In suffering thus thy brother to be slaughter’d, 

Nor, Yea, but not cliange their spots: take but Thou show’st the naked pathway to thy life, 

my shame, 'reaching stern murder how to butcher tliee : 


And I resign my gage. iVIy dear dear lord, 

The purest treasure moital limes aflord. 

Is — sjiotless reputation ; that away. 

Men are but gilded loam, or painted clay. 

A je^^el in a ten-times-barr’d-up cliest 
Is — a bold .spirit in a lo^al liieast. 

Mine honour is my bfe ; both glow in one; 

Take honour from me, and my life is done . 

Then, dear iny liege, mine honour let me try ; 

In that 1 live, and foi that will I die. 

A". Cousin, tliruw down \our gage ; do you 

begin. 

lioUnff. O, God deferul my soul from sucli foul sin ’ 
Shall 1 seem crest-fallen in my fatliei’s sight'? 

Or with ])ale beggar-fear impeach iny height 
Before this outdar’d dastard '? Ere my tongue 
Shall wound mine lionour with such fcvble wrong. 
Or sound so base a pailc, my teeth shall tear 
The slavish motive of lecanting fear; 

And spit it bleeding in liis higli disgrace, 

W’^here shame dotli harbour, even in Mowbray’s 
. [ Ex u Ci \ ij N f 

/»’. Jtich. Wew'crenotl)orntosue, butiocomm.iiid 
Wliicli since we cannot do to make you friends, 

Be ready as your lives sliall answer it. 

At Coventry, upon saint Lambert’s day ; 

There shall your swords and lances arbitrate 
The sw'elling difference of your settled hate ; 

Since we cannot atone ' you, w'o shall see 
Justice design’’ tlie victoi’s chivalry. — 

Marslial command our oflicers at arms 

Be ready to direct these home-alaniis. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. — r//c same. A Room in the Duke 
of Lancaster \s- Palaee. 

Enter Gaunt and Duchfs*, of Clostkh. 

Gaunt. Alas ! the part 1 had in Gloster’s blood 
Doth more solicit me, than your exclaims, 

To stir against the butchers of his life. 

But since correction lieth in those hands, 

Which made the fault that we cannot correct. 

Put we our quarrel to the w ill of heaven ; 

W’ho when he secs tlie hours ripe on eartli, 

Will rain hot vengeance on offenders’ heads. 

Diwfi. Finds brotherhood in thee no sharper spur? 
Hath love in thy olil blood no living lire? 
Edward’s seven sons, whereof thyself art one, 

Were as seven phials of his sacred blood, 

Or seven’ fair branches springing I’rom one root : 
Some of those seven are dried by nature’s course 
Some of those branches by the destinies cut : 

But, Thomas, my dear lord, my life, my Gloster, — - 
One phial full of Edward’s sacreil blood, 

One flourishing branch of his most royal root, 

Is crack’d, and all the precious liquor sjiilt ; 

^ Reconcile. f. 


'fhat which in mean men we e pfitle — patience, 

Is pale cold cowardice Tn noble breas^^.._ 

AVhat shall I say? to safeguartlTlmie own life, 

The best way is — to ’venge my Gloster’s death. 
(Jaunt. Heaven’s is the quarrel ; for heaven’s 
substitute, 

His deputy anointed in his sight, 

Hath caus’d his death . the which if W'rongfully, 
Let heaven reximge; for I may never lift 
All angry arm against Iiis minister. 

Duck. M here then, alas' may I complain myself.'’ 
(luunt. lo hea\en, the widow-'s champion and 
defence. 

7)urh. Why then, 1 will. Farewell, old Gaunt, 
'riiou go’st to ('oventrv, there to belioid 
Our cousin Hereford and fell Mowbray fight : 

O, sit my luisliand’s wrongs on Hereford’s sjiear, 
That it may enter butcher Mowbray’s (ireast ' 

Or, if misfoitune miss the first career, 

Be .Mowbray’s sins so lieavy in his bosom, 

1 hat they may break his foaming coiiisei’s back, 
And throw the rider headlong in tlie lists, 

A caitiff recreant to my cousin Ilerefoid ! 
farewell, old (iaunt; thy sometimes brothei’s wife. 
With her companion grief must end her life. 

(jraunt. Sister; farew^ell . I must to (’oventry * 
As much good stay with thee, as go with me ' 

Dueh. Vet one word more ; — Grief boundcih 
where it falls, 

Not with the empty hollow'ness, but weight: 

1 take my leave before 1 ha\e liegun ; 
lor sorrow ends not wJien it s(*eirieth done. 
C'oirimeiid me to my biotlicr, Kdnuind York. 

Lo, this is all : — Nay, yet depart not so ; 

I hough this be all, do not so quickly go ; 

I shall remember more. Bid iiiin — O, what? — 
With all good speed at Plashy visit me. 

Alack, and what shall good old York there see. 

But empty lodgings and unfurriish’d walls, 
Unpeopled o0ices, untrodden stones ? 

And what cheer there for welcome, but my groans? 
Therefore commend me ; let him not come there, 
To seek out sorrow that dwells every w'here : 
Desolate, desolate, will I hence, and die ; 
i he last leave of thee takes my weeping eye. 

[Exeunt- 

SCENE III, — Gosford Green, near Coventry. 

In sis set outf and a Ehrone. JTeraldSy ^r. attending. 
Enter the I.ord Marshal, and Ausiisai.r. 

Mat . My lord Aumerle, is Harry Hereford arm’d ? 
Alim. tit all points : and longs to enter in. 

Mar, I he duke of Norfolk, sprightfully and bold, 
Stays but tlie summons of the appellant’s trumpet. 
Aum. Why, then the champions are prepar’d and 
stay 

For nothing but his majesty’s approach. 

Her house in Essex. 
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Scene III. 

flovrtsh of Trvmpcls. Enter Richard, 

takes his scat on his throne ; Gaunt, and several 
Noblemen^ who take their places, A trumpet is 
sounded, and ansivcrcd by another trumpet within. 
Then enter Norfolk, in armour, preceded by a 
Herald. 

A'". liich. Marshal, demand of yonder chainpiuii 
I'he cause of his arrival here in arms : 

Ask him his name ; and orderly proceed 
To swear him in the justice of his cause. 

Mar, In God’s name, and the king’s, say who 
thou art, 

And why thou com’st, thus knightly clad in arms: 
Against what man thou com’st, and what th} quairel : 
Sj)eak truly, on thy knighthood, and thy oath ; 

And so defend thee heaven, and thy valoui ! 

J\For. My name is Thomas Mowbray, duke of 
Norfolk ; 

Who hither come ejigaged by my oath, 

(Which, heaven defend, a knight should violate 
llotii to defend my loyalty and truth. 

To God, my king, and my succeeding issue, 

Against the duke of Hereford that appeals me 
And, by the grace of God, and this mine arm. 

To prove him, iu defending of myself, 

A traitor to my God, my king, and me 
And, as 1 truly fight, defend me heaNen ’ 

[//(• talcs his scat. 

Trumpet sounds. Enter IJoi inorkokl , in armoin ; 
preceded by n Herald. 

A'. Ttich, iSIarshal, ask yotuler knight in anus, 
Jloth who he is, and wliy he cometh hither 
Thus plated iu habiliments of w.u ; 

And formally according to our law 
Depose him in the justice of his cause. 

Afar. AVhat is tliy name? and wherefore com’st 
thou hither, 

before king Richard, in his royal lists? 

Against w hom comest thou? and w hat’s thy quarrel? 
Speak like a true knight, so defend thee heaven ’ 
Jlohnfr. I larry ^>f I Icrcfm d, 1 /aucastcr, and Derby, 
Am 1 ; who ready here do stand in anus, 

To prove, by heaven’s grace, and my body’s valour, 
In lists, on Thomas Mowbniy, duke of Norfolk, 
That he’s a traitor, foul and ilangerous, 

To God of heaven, king Richaid, and to me : 

And, as 1 truly fight, defend me heaven ! 

Afar. On pain of deatli, no person he so hold, 

Or daring-hardy, as to touch the lists ; 

Kxcept the marshal, and such oflicers 
Ap]>ointed to ilirect these fair designs. 

Eolinir, lA)rd marslial, let me kiss my sovereign’s 
hand, 

And bo%v iny knee before his majesty : 
lor Mowbray, and myself, are like two men 
lhat VOW' a long and weary pilgrimage ; 

Then let ns take a ceremonious leave, 

And loving farew'cll, of our several fjiends. 

Afar, The appellant in all duty greets your 
highness. 

And craves to kiss your hand, and take his leave. 

A" Bich, We will descend, and fold him in our 
arms. 

Oousin of Hereford, as thy cause is right, 

So he thy fortune in this royal fight ! 

I'arewell, my blood ; which if to-day thou slicd, 

W'e may, but not revenge thee dead. 

Boling, O, let no m^ble eye profane a tear 
I'or me, if I be gored with Mowbray’s spear ; 


As confident, as is the falcon’s flight 

Against a bird, do I w'ith IMowbray light. 

My loving lord, \To Lord MarsJial.j I take my 
leave of you ; — 

Of you, my noble cousin, lord Aumerlc ; — 

Not sick, although I liave to do wdlh death ; 

Rut lusty, young, and cheerly drawing breath. 

Lo, as at Englisli feasts, so I rcgicet 

'I'he da.i!i tigst |g,sb to niajiq : 

OlEou, the earthly author of my blood, '' 

[ To Gaunt. 

Whose youthful S])int, in me regenerate, 

Doth witli a tw'o-fold vigour lift me up 
To reach at victory above my licad, — 

Add proof unto mine armour with thy jmiycrs ; 
And with thy blessings steel my lance’s point, 

I’hat it may enter Mowbray’s waxen coat, 

And furbish new the name of John of Gaunt, 

Even in the lusty ’haviour of his son. 

Gaunt, riea\cn in thy good cause make iheo 
prosperous ! 

lie sw'ift like lightning in the execution . 

And let thy blow's, doubly ledoubled, 

Fall like amazing thunder on the casque 
Of tb}' ad\erse pernicious enemy : 

Rouse up tiiy youthful blood, be valiant, and live. 
Jfoling, Mine innocency, and saint George to 
thrive * \ He takes his sent, 

A\or. f liistno.] How ever heaven, or fi>rtune, cast 
my lot. 

There lives oi dies, true to king Ricliard’s throne, 

A l<)\al, just, and upright gentleman : 

Ne\er did cai)ti\e with a freer heart 
Cast off his cluiins of bondage, and embrace 
His golden unconlroll’d enfranchisement, 

Moie than my dancing soul doth celebrate 
This feast of battle w'ith mine adversary. — 

Most mighty liege, — and my companion peers,— 
Take from my mouth tlie wish of happy years : 

As gentle rvnd as jocund, as to jest. 

Go 1 to fight ; Truth hath a.quict bxcilR.) 

A'. Ilich. FaiewelT, liny lord : securely I espy 

Virtue with valour couclied in thine eye. 

Older the trial, maishal, and begin, 

[The Kino and the Lords return to their seals. 
Afar, Harry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Derby, 
Receive thy lance; and God defend tlie right' 
Boling. [2ii\ing.\ Strong as a tower in hope, 1 
cry — amen. 

Afar. Go bear this lance [7b an Officer.'^ to 
Thomas duke of Norfolk. 

1 Her. Harry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Dei by, 
Stands here for (lod, his sovereign, and himself, 

On pain to be fimnd false and recicant, 

To piovt* the duke of Norfolk, Thomas IMowbray, 
\ traitor to his God, his king, and him, 
x\nd dares liiin to set forward to the fight. 

2 Her. Here standeth Thomas IMowbrav, duke 

of Norfolk, 

On ])ain to be 1‘ound false and recreant, 

Roth to defend himself, and to approve 
Henry of Hereford, Lancaster, and IXrby, 

To God, his sovereign, and to him disloyal ; 
Courageously, and w'itli a free desiic, 

Attending but the signal to begin. 

Afar, i^und trumpets ; and set forward, com- 
batants. [A charge sounded. 

Stay, the king hath thrown his warder" down, 

T runchcon. 

A a 2 



KING RICHARD II. 


Act I. 


A". Hich^ Let tliem lay by tbeir helmets aiul their 
spears, 

And both return back u> theii oliairs apjain ; — 
Wltlnlraw with us • — and let the trumpets soiuid. 
While we return these dukes what w'e decree. — 

j A loitir flourish. 

Draw near, [To the Comhatauts. 

And list, Avliat with our council wo have tlone. 

For tliat our kinj^dom’s earth should not be soil’d 
With that dear bloo<l which it iiath fostered ; 

Ami for our eyes do hate the dire asp<'‘ct 
Of civil wounds plouajh'd up with nei'jjlibours' swords; 
[And for we think tiie eagle- v\in«red ])ride 
Of sky-aspiring and amhitioiis thoughts, 

With rival-hating envj, set you on 
To wake our peace, which in our country’s cradle 
Draws the sweet infant breath of gentle slee]);J 
Wliich so rousM up, with boisterous untun’d drums, 
With harsh resounding trumpets’ dieadful bray. 

And grating shock of wiatldul iron arms, 

Might liom our quiet confines fright fair peace. 

Ami make us wade even in our kmdied’s blood; — 
Therefore we banish you our territrrries , — 

You, cousin Hereford, upon jiain of death, 

'rill twice five summers have emieh’d our fields, 
.Shall not regreet our fair dominions, 

But tread the stranger paths of banishment. 

Your will lie done : Tliis must my com 
fort be, — — — 

That sun that warms vou here, shall shine on me ; 
And those his gohUn tieams, to you heie lent, 

Shall point on me, and gild iny banishment. 

K. Ihch. Norfolk, for thee remains a heavier doom, 
Which 1 w'itli some unwillingnes*, pronounce. 

The fly-slow hole's shall not determinate 
'riie dateless limit of thy dear evile ; — 

'I'hc liopeless wor*d of — never to return 
Breathe I against thee, upon pain of life. 

JVor. A heavy sentence, ni), most sovereign liege, 
And all unlook’d for from jour highness’ mouth 
A dearer merif, not so deep a maim 
As to be cast forth in the cointnon air, 

Have I deserved at your highness’ hand. 

Tlie language I have learn’d thesi* ibrty years, 

My native Fnglish, now' 1 must forego. 

And now my tongue’s use is to me no more, 

Than an unstringed viol or a harp ; 

Or, like a cunning instrument cas’d ujr, 

Or, being open, put into bis hands 
That knows no touch to tune the hai'incny. 

Within my mouth you have cngaol’d my tongue, 
Doubly poi'tcullis’il, with my teeth, and lips; 

And dull, unfeeling barren ignorance 
Is made my gaoler to attend on me. 

I am loo old to fawm upon a nurse, 

Too far in years to be a jurpil now ; 

What is thy sentence, then, but speechless death, 
Which robs my tongue from breathing native breath? 

A', liich. It boots thee not to be compassionate ; 
After our sentence, plaining comes too late. 

iYor. Then thus, I turn me from my country’s light. 
To dwell in solemn shades of endless night. fjRcfmw". 

AT. lUch. Return again, and take an oath with thee. 
I^ay on our royal sword your banish’d hands j 
Sw'ear by the duty that you owe to heaven, 
fOur part therein we banish with yourselves,) 

To keep the oath that we administer ; — 

You never shall, (so help you truth and heaven ! ) 
Embrace each other’s love in banishment ; 

Nor never look upon each other’s face ; 


Nor never w'ritc, regreel, nor reconcile 

This lowering tempest of your home-bred hale ; 

Nor never by advised purpose meet, 

'I’o plot, contrive, or complot any ill, 

’Gjiinst us, our state, our subjects, or our land. 
Bolinff. 1 sw'e.'ir. 

Nor. And 1, to keep all this. 

Holing. Norfolk, so far as to mine enemy ; — 

By this time, had the king permitted us, 

One of our souls had wander’d in the air, 

Banish’d this frail sepulchre of our flesh. 

As now our flesh is banish’d from this land 
(kmiess thy treasons, ere thou fly the realm ; 

Since thou hast far to go, bear not along 
The clogging burden of a guilty soul. 

Nor. No, Bolingbroke; If ever I were traitor, 
Mj' name be blotted from the book of life, 

And I from heaven banish’d as from hence ! 

But what thou art, heaven, thou, and I do know ; 
And all too soon, 1 fear, the king shall rue. — 
Farewell, my liege . — Now' no way can 1 sirav , 
Save back to England, all the world's my way. [ Ent. 

JC. Rich. Uncle, even in the glasses of thine eyes 
I see thy grieved heart, thy sad aspf*et 
Hath from the number of his banish’d years 
Pluck’d four an ay ; — Si.v frozen w'inters spenf, 
Return {To Boi.ivo.] with welcome borne fioni 
banishment. 

How long a time lies in one little wonl ' 
I'our lairging winters, and four wanton springN, 

End in a vvoid ; such is the lireath of kings. 

(iaiinf. I thank my liege, that in regard of me, 
lie shortens four years of my son’s exile 
But little vant.'ige shall I reap thereby ; 

Foi, ere the six yeais that he liath to spend, 

(’an change their moons, and bring their times about, 
Aly oil-dried lamp, and time bew'asted light. 

Shall he extinct with age, and endless night; 

My inch of taper will be burnt and done, 

And blindfold death nut lei me see my son. 

A". Rich. Why, uncle, thou hast many years to livr, 
daunt. Butnotaminute, king, that thou canst give* 
Shorten my days thou canst with sullen sorrow', 

And pluck nights from me, but not lend a moriovv 
'I’hou canst help time to furiow me with age, 

But stop no wrinkle in bis pilgrimage ; 

Thy w'ord, is current with him for inj' death; 

But, dead, thy kingdom cannot buy my breath. 

K, Rick. Thy son is banish’d upon good advice; 
Whereto thy tongue a party verdii't gave P; 

Why at our justice seem’st thou then to lower ? 
daunt. ’I’hings sweet to tast^j prU'O-iw, digy!:»ti‘>‘i 
sour. 

You urg’d me as a judge ; but I had rather, 

You would have bid me argue like a father . — 

O, had it been a stranger, not my eliild, 

'I’o smooth his fault, I should have been more milil : 
A partial slander^ sought 1 to avoid, 

And in the sentence my own life destroy’d. 

Alas, I look’d, when some of you should say, 

J was too strict, to make mine own away ; 

But you gave leave to my unwilling longue, 
Against my will to do myself this w rong. 

JT. Rich. Cousin, farewell : — and, uncle, bid him so, 
Six years wc banish him, and he shall go, 

{Flourish. Fxevnt K. Richarp and Train. 
Aum. Cousin, farewell ; what presence must not 
know, 

From where you do remain let paper show. 

" Had a part or share 9 Reproach of partiality. 
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Scene IV. 

Mar. My lord, no leave lake I ; for I will ride, 
As* far as land will let me, by your side. 

Gaunt. 0,to wliat purpose dost thou hoard thy words. 
That thou return’st no greeting to thy friends ? 

Tiohn^. 1 have too few to take my leave of you, 
AVhen the tongue’s office should be prodigal 
To breathe the abundant dolour of the heait. 

Gaunt. Thy grief is but thy absence for a time. 
Boling. Joy absent, grief is present for that time. 

What is six winters? they are quickly gone. 
liol'mg. To men in joy ; but grief inak es one hojijc. 
ten. 

Gaunt, (^ill Tt a travel that thou tak’st for pleasure. 
Boling. My heart will sigh when I miscall it so, 
^Vhich finds it an enforced pilgtimage. 

Gaunt. 'I’he sullen passage of thy weary steps 
Ksteein a foil, Avherein thou ait to set 
'J'lie precious jewel of thy hoine-returii. 

Boling. Nay, rather, every tedious stride I make 
Will hut remember me what a deal of worhl 
I wander from the jewels that 1 love. 
l\fust I not serve a long appreiiticehood 
To foreign passages, and in tlie end, 

Having my freedom, boast of nothing else, 

Ihit that I was a journeyman to grief? 

Gaunt. All places that the eye of heaven visits, 
Are to a wise man ports and happy havens ; 

'IVach thy necessity to reason tlnis ; 

There is no virtue like iie<H‘ssity. 

'riiink not, the king did banish thee; 

Hut thou the king Won doth the heavier sit. 

Where it perceives it is but faintly borne. 

(lo, say — I sent thee forth to purchase honour. 

And not — the king exil’d thee or suppose, 
Devouring pestilence hangs in our air, 

\nd thou art flying to a fiesher clime. 

Look, what thy soul holds dear, imagine it 

'J'o lie that way thou go’st, not whence thou com’st • 

Supjmse the singing birds, musicians; 

'fhe grass w hereon thou tread'st, the presence^ strew 'd ; 
'file flowers, fair ladies ; and thy steps no inoie 
'I'lian a deliglitful measure or a dance 
' I'or gilflfling - SOI row' hath less junver to bite 
, I’lie. maiiJ jLvat jnocks at it, and sets it light. 

Boling. O, vvlio can hold a fire in liis haml, 

By thinking on the frosty Caucasus ? 

Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite. 

By bare imagination of a feast.'' 

Or wallow naked in December snow. 

By thinking on fantastick summer’s heat? 

O, no, tlie apprelicnsion of tlie good, 

Crives but tlie greater feeling to the worse 
Fell sorrow’s tooth doth never rankle nioie, 

Than when it bites, but lanceth not the sore. 

Gaunt. Come, come, my son, I’ll bring thee on 
thy way : 

Had I iby youth, and cau‘ic, I would not stay. 
Boling. 'I'hen, England’s ground, farewell ; sweet 
soil, adieu ; 

My mother, and my nurse, that bears me yet ! 

Wherc-e’er I wander, boast of this I can, 

'fhough banish’d, yet a trueborn Englishman. 

[Kreunt. 

‘''CENE IV, The same, A Room in the King’.'? 
Castle. 

Bntcr Kino Richard, Baoot, and Green ; Ac- 
MVA\.i.v.follouing. 

A'. Rich. We did observe, — Cousin A inner le. 
How far brought you high Hereford on his way? 

' Prcscni'c chamber at mart * tJiowlnif' 


A urn. I brought high llerefuid, if you call him so, 
But to the next liigh way, and there I left him. 

K. Rich, And, say, what store of parting tears 
were shed ? 

Aum. * Faith, none by me: except the north-east 
wind. 

Which tlien blew bitterly against our faces, 

Awak’d the sleeping rheum ; and so, by chance, 

Did grace our hollow parting with a tear. 

JC. Rich. What said our cousin, when you parted 
with him? 

A inn. Fare well : 

And, for my lieart disdain’d that my tongue 
Should so profane the word, that taught me craft 
To counterfeit oppression of such grief. 

That words seem’d buried in my sorrow’s grave. 
Many, would the word farewell have lengthen’d 
hours, 

And added years to his short banishment. 

He should have had a volume of faiewells; 

But, since it would not, he had none of me. 

A". Rich. He is onr cousin, cousin ; but ’tis doubt. 
When lime shall call him boinc from banishment, 
Whether our kinsman come to see his friends. 
Ourself, and Bushy, Bagot here, and Green, 
Observ’d his courtship to the eoiuinon people : — 
How lie did seem lo dive into their hearts, 

With humble and familiar courtesy; 

What reverence he did throw aw'ay on slaves ; 
Wooing poor ciaftsmen, with the craft of smiles, 
And patient underbcariiig of his fortune, 

As ’tweie to banish their alieets with liim. 

Olf goes his bonnet to an oyster-wench ; 

A brace of draymen bid — God speed him well, 
And had the tribute of his su])ple knee, 

With — T/iauAr.s, coantri/mcny mi/ loving fi tends; 
As were our England in reversion liis, 

And he our subjects’ next degree in hope. 

(Inrn. Well, he is gone; and with him go these 
thouglits. 

Now for the reliels, whicli stand out in Ireland ; — 
Ex]>cdient manage must be made, my liege ; 

Ere further leisure }iehl them further means, 

F'or their advantage, and your highness’ loss. 

/r. Rich. We will ourself in jierson to this war. 
And, for ' our eofiers — with too great a court, 

And liberal largess — are grown somewhat light, 
We are enforc’d to farm our royal realm ; 

J'hc revenue whereof shall furnish us 
For our nflairs in hand . If that come short. 

Our substitutes at home shall have blank charters ; 
Whereto, when they shall know what men are rich, 
They shall subscribe them for large sums of gold, 
And send them after to supply our w'ants ; 

For we will make for Ireland presently. 

Enter Bushy, 

Busily, what news? 

Bushy. Old John of Gaunt is grievous sick, my loid ; 
Suddenly taken ; and hath sent pOht-ha.ste, 

To entreat your majesty to visit him, 

K. Rich. Where lies he ? 

Bushy. At Ely-house. 

K.Rkh, Now put it, heaven, in his pliysician'smind, 
To hc!j> him to his grave immediately ! 
l lie Itniiig of liis coders shall make coats 
'I'o deck our soldiers for these Irish wars. — - 
Come, gentlemen, let’s all go visit him : 

Pray heaven, w'e may make haste, and come too 
late ! [Kir Mill. 


Bccaiusv. 
A a 
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ACT II. 


SCKNK I. — London, J Uoom m JCh/~house. 

Gaunt on a Couch ; the Dukk of York, and others 
^landinii bjj hint. 

Gaunt. Will the king come? tluit I may breathe 
my last 

In wholesome counsel to his inistayed youlh. 

Vork. Vex not yovirself, nor strive not witli your 
breatli ; 

For all in vain eonu"' counsel to liis ear. 

{ Gaunt. O, but they say, tlic tongues of tlying inCn 
I Knforcc attention, like deep harmony ; 

^Where words are scarce, they a: e seldom spent in vain . 
{For they breathe trutli, that breathe their woids in . 

pain, ! 

‘ lie, that no more must say, is listen’d more i 

; Tlian they whom youth ami ease ha\e taught te ' 
lose ^ ; 

IVIore are men’t. ends mark’d, than their lives befoie . 

Tlje setting sun, and musick at the close. 

As the last taste of sw eets, is sweetCiiLlf*'** ; 

W’rit in remembrance, more than things fong past ; 
Though Ricliard my life’s counsel would not htar, 
My death’s sad talc niay yet undeaf his eai. I 

York. No; it is stopp cl vvitli other flattering sounds, ! 
As, ])raises of his state ; then, there are found I 
J.ascivious metres ; to wliose venom sound 1 

'File ojien ear of youlh doth always listen ; 

Uejiort of fashions in proud Italy ; j 

Whose manners still our tardy apish nation | 

Limps after, in base imitation. 

Where doth the world thrust forth a vanity, 

(So it he new', there’s no respect how vile,) 

That is not quickly buzz’d into his ears? 
d’hen all too late tomes counsel to be Jieard 
Where will doth nniliuy with wil’,-> legard. 

Direct not him, whose w'ay him^elf will clnose ; * 

’Tis breath thou lack’st, and that biealh w iitthou lose. 
Gaunt. Methinks, J am a piojdiet new iiispiCd ; 
And thus, expiring, do foietell oi’ him • 

II is rasii fierce blaze of not cannot last . 

violent fires soon burn out thernsehes: 

^mall show ers last long, but sudden storms au* shoi t ; 
Tie tiros betimes, tliaf spurs too fast betimes;" 

it’ftiing, food dotli .cfuike thejiiiakr^ 

Light vanity, insatiate cormorant, 

Gonsuming means, soon }>reys ujion itself. 

This royal throne of kings, tins scepter ’d isle, 
dbis earth of majesty, this seat of Mars, 

1 Ins other Lden, demi-paradise ; 

This fortress, built by natuie for herself. 

Against infection, and the hand of w ar ; 

This happy breed of men, this little world ; 

1 his precious stone set in the silver sea, 

Which serves it in the office of a wall. 

Or as a moat defensive to a house. 

Against the envy of less happier lands ; 

'Phis blessed plot, this earth, this realm, tliis Kiigland, 

I his^nursc, this teeming womb of roval kings, 

Fear’d by tlieir breed, and famous by tlicirbirlb 
Uenovvried for their deeds as far from home, 

(tor Christian service, and true chivalry,) 

As is the sepulchre in stubborn Jewry,* 

Of the world s ransom, blessed Mary’s son : 

' Flatter I 


Tills land of sncli dear souls, this dear dear Lhul, 
Dear for her reputation through the world, 

Is HOW' leas’d out (I die pronouncing it,) 

Like to a tenement or pelting ’ farm : 

England, bound in wdth the triumjiliaiit sea, 
Whose rocky shore beats back the envious siege 
Of w-atery Neptune, is now hound in w ith shanu-, 
With inky blots, and rotten parchment bonds ; 

That England, that w^as w out to concpjcr others, 
Hath made a shameful compiest of itself, 

O, would the scatidal vanish with my life, 

How happy then w'ere my ensuing deatli ! 

F.ntcr Kino Richaku, and C^uffn ; Aimkiup, 
Bushy, (Jkff.n, Baoot, Ross, and Wiklouiiumy. 

Yotk. Tlie king is come : deal mildly with liis 
youth ; 

For young hot colts, being rag'il, do lage the more. 
(iaccn. How^ fares our noble unele, Laiu'asier 
IC Hu h. What comfort, man ? I low' is'l w itli aged 
CJaunt i 

Gaunt. O, how that name belits my composition’ 
OKI (juunt, indeed ; and gaunt ^ in being old . 
Within me grief hath kept a tedious fast ; 

And who abstains from meat, that is not gaunt ? 
For sleeping England long time have I watih’d; 
Watching breeds leanness, leanness is all gaunt . 
'Hie pleasure that some fathers feed upon, 

Is my stiict fast, 1 mean — iny children’s looks; 
And, therein fasting, hast tlioii made me gaunt 
(Jaunt am 1 for the grave, gaunt as a gla^e, 

Whose hollow- womb inherits nought but bones. 

K, Rich, (-’an sick men play so nicely with ihi-n 
names ? 

Gaunt. No, misery makes spt>rt to inovk itstJf- 
Since thou dost seek to kill my name in me, 

I mock my name, great king, to flatter tine. 

K. Huh. Should dying men Hatter with tliO'C 
that live ? 

Gaunt. No, no; men living Hatter those tlr.-U die. 
A'. Huh. Thou, nov. a dying, say’st — thou llat- 
ter’st mo. 

Gaunt. Oh! no; thou diest, llrough 1 the sicker be. 
K. Hich. I am in health, I breathe, and see thee ill. 
Gaunt. Now, He that nr.ule me, knows 1 see 
thee ill ; 

111 in myself to see, and in tbec seeing ill, 

Thy death-bed is no lesser than the land, 

\Mierein ihou liest in reputation sick: 

And thou, too careless patient as thou art, 
(’ominit’st thy anointed body to the cure 
OI those physicians tliat first wounded lliec : 

A thoiisixnd flatterers sit witiiin thy crowm. 

Whose compa.ss is no bigger than thy head ; 

And yet, incaged in so small a verge, 
llie waste is no wJjjt lesser tlian thy land. 

O, had thy grandsire, with a prophet’s eye, 

Seen how liis son’s son sliould rlestroy his sons, 
From forth thy reach lie wouUl have laid thy shame ; 
Deposing thee !>efore thou wert {lossess’d, 

Which art possess’d now to depose thyself. 

W by, cousin, w ert thou regent of the w-orld, 

It were a shame to let this land by lease : 

But, for Ihy woild, enjoying but this land, 

J'altry, « Lean, thin. 
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Is it not more tlian shame, to shame it so? 

Landlord of Kiigland art thou now, not king : 

Thy of law is bondslave to the law ; 

And Jhon 

A". Jtich. a liinatick leaii-wittcd fool, 

IVesuming on an ague’s })rivilego, 

Dar’st with thy frozen admonition 

Make pale our clieek ; cliasing the royal blood, 

With fury, from his native residence. 

Kow by my seat’s right royal majesty, 

Wert thou not brother to great Edward’s son, 

Tliis tongue that runs so roundly in thy head, 
Should run thy head from thy unreveiend shoulders. 

Gaunt. O, spare me not, my brother I'hl ward's son, 
Tor that I w as his father I'hUvard’s son ; 

Tliat blood already, like the pelican, 

Hast thou tapp’d out, and diunkeulv carous’d; 

My brother Gloster, plain well-meaning soul, 
(Whom fair befall in heaven ’mongst happy souls ') 
May he a precedent and witness good, 

I'liat thou respect’st not spilling Edward’s blood • 
Join with the present si<*kness that I have; 

And thy unkindness lie like crooked age, 

To crop at once a too-long wither’tl llower. 

Li\e in thy shame, but die not shame with thee ! — 
These words hereafter tliy tormentors be, — 

Convey me to my bed, then to my grave : 

Lo\e they to live, that love and honour hayg., 

* ' borne oiiiluf 7ns Atfcmlanis. 

h". liich. And let tlicm die, that age and sullens 
have ; 

For both hast thou, and both liecomo the grave. 

York, ’Hcseech jour majesty, impute his words 
To wayw'ard sickliness and age in him : 

He loves you, on my life, and holds you near 
As Harry duke of Hereford, were he here. 

K. Ihch. llight; you say true: as Hereford's love, 
so his ; 

As theirs, so mine ; and all be as it is. 


E n ter North u »i re k l a n n. 

North, IVIy liege, old (^aunt commends him to 
your majesty. 

A". Rich, What saj s he now ? 

Nfuth. Nay, nothing ; all is said; 

Ilis tongue is now' a stringless instrument ; 

V\onis, life, and all, old Lancaster hatli spent. 

York. He York the next that must be bankrupt so ' 
fhough death be poor, it ends a iinutal woe. 

A'. Rich. The ripest fruit first falls, and so doth be ; 
Ilis time is spent, our jiilgrimage must be : 

•So much for that. Now for our Iiish wars; 

^Ve must supplant those roiigli rug-headed kerns? ; 
^Miich live like venom, where no venom else, 

Ihit only they, hath privilege to live. 

An<l for these great affairs rlo ask some charge, 
l ovvards our assistance, we do seize to us 
Ihe plate, coin, revenues, and moveables, 

^Miereof our unele (Jaunt did stand possess’d. 

TerA'. How' long shall 1 be patient? Ab, how long 
'^hall tender duty make me sulfer wrong ? 

(Foster’s death, nor Hereford’s lianisbinenf, 
Not Gaunt’s rebukes, nor England’s private wrongs, 
Nor the prevention of poor Bolingbroke 
About his marriage, nor my own disgrace, 

Jlavc ever made me sour my patient check, 
bend one wrinkle on iny sovereign’s face. — 

J ®ni tj)e Just of noble Edward’s sons, 

Hi whom thy father, prince of Wales, was first , 

7 Irish soldiers 


In war, was never lion rag’d more fierce, 

In peace was never gentle lamb more mild, 

I'haii was that young and princely gentleman : 

His lace thou hast, for even so look’d ho, 
Accomplish’d with the number of thy hours ; 

Hut, when he frow n’d, it was against the French, 
And not against his friends : his noble hand 
Did win what he did •-pend, and spent not that 
AV’Iiicli his triumphant father’s hand had won : 

Ills hands were guilty of no kindred’s blood. 

Hut bloody witli the enemies of his kin. 

O, Richard ! A'ork is too far gone with grief, 

Or else he never would compare betv\een. 

JC, Rich, ^Vhy, uncle, what’s the matter? 

York. O, my liege, 

Pardon me, if you please ; if not, I, pleas’d 
Not to be paulon’d, am content withal. 

Seek you to seize, and gripe into your hands. 

The royalties and lights »)f banish’d Hereford? 

Is not Gaunt dead? and doth not Hereford live? 
Was not (Jaunt just? and is not Harry true? 

Dill not the one deserve to have an heii ? 

Is not Ins heir a well deserving son? 

'Jake Hereford’s rights away, and fake from time 
His charters, and his customary rights ; 

Let not to-inorrow' then ensue to-d.iy ; 

He not tlijself, for how art thou a king. 

Hut by fair sequence and succession ? 

If you do vvrongfully seize Hereford’s rights, 

(’all in the letters patent that lie hath 

Hy his attornies-general to sue 

His lively % and deny his olfei’d homage, 

A'oii ])luck a thousand dangers on your hea 
A'ou lose a thousand well-disposed hearts, 

And jirick my lender patience to those thoughts 
\\ hicii honour and idlegiance cannot tiiink. 

K. RiJt. Think what jou will; we seize into 
our hands 

His plate, his goods, his money, and his lands. 
IWi. ril not be by, the while . My liege, faie- 
vvell ; 

Wlini will ensue hereof, there’s none can tell ; 

Hut by had courses may be understood, 

T'liut their events can never fall out good. \^EjrU, 
K. Rich> Go, Husby, to the earl of Wiltsliiic 
straiglit ; 

Hid him rei>air to us to Ely-house, 

To sec this business : To-morrow next 
We will for Ireland ; and ’tis time, 1 trow ; 

And we create, in absence of ourself, 

Our uncle A"ork lord governor of England, 

For he is just and always lov’d us well. — 

(^ome oil, onr queen : to-morrow must we part ; 

He meiry, for our time of stay is short. \^Flourish. 
[Exeunt (J-UEEK, Bushy, Aumerlf, 

GuEiN, and Hauot. 

Noi'lh. Well, lords, the duke of Lancaster is dead. 
Ross. And living too ; for now his son is duke. 
lYiUo, Barely in title, not in revenue. 

Notih. Richly in both, if justice had her right. 
Ross, My heart is great ; but it must break with 
silence, 

Ere’t be disburden’d with a liberal tongue. 

Norllu Nay, speak thy mind ; and let him ne’er 
speak more, 

That speaks thy w'ords again, to do thee harm ! 
iVillo, Tends that thou’dst speak, to the duke of 
Hereford? 


P Claim poscsssion ; a law tcim. 

A a 4 
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If it bf w, out uiOi It boldly, man ; 

(iuiclc is mine eai to boar of good towards him. 

Jioss. No good at all, that 1 can do for him ; 
i;iiles.s you call it good to pit) him, 

Stripf and bereft of all his iiatrimony. 

Xorl/i. Now, afore heaven, *tis shame, siteh 
wrongs are borne, 

In him a royal )>riiice, anti many more 
Of noble blood in this declining land. 

The king is not himself, but basely led 
lly tlatlerers; and what they will inform, 

Merely in hate, ’gainst any of ns all, 

That will the king severt'ly jirosecutc 
’Gainst ns, our lives, our cliildren, and our heirs. 
Jioss. The commons liath he pill’d with giievous 
ta\e< , 

And lost their hearts ; the nobles hath he fin’d 
For ancient tpiarrels, and tpiite lost their hearts. 

IfV/a. And daily luwv exactions are devis’d ; 

As blanks, betievolenees, and I wot not what 
Ibit what, in heaven’s name, doth become of this? 
A'ort/f. Wais liave not w.isted it, for w an ’d lie haOi 
not, 

But liasely yielded upon compromise 
That wlilrli his aiiceslois achiev’d with hiow's 
More hath he spent in peace, than they in wais 
J{o<is. 'I'he eail of V’iltshiri* hath the realm in farm. 
f( il/n. The king's guiwn bankrupt, like a biokeu 
man. 

iVortfi. Reproach, and dissolution, li.ingeth ovei 
liiin. 

Ross. Fle hath not money for these Irish wars, 
llis Imnlenous taxations notwithstanding, 

Bui by the robbing of tlic banish’d duke. 

Nort/i. 1 lis noblekinsman ; most degcnei ate king ' 
Cut, lords, we bear this fearful tempest sing. 

Yet seek no shelter to avoid the stoim : 

AVe see the wind sit sore upon our sails, 

And yet we strike not, hut securely ireiishJ 

Jio'is. We see the veiw wreck that we must suller ; 
And imavoided is the danger now. 

For sufleiing so tire causes of our wieck. 

yarth. Not so ; even tlrrough tJie liollovv ejos of 
deal)}, 

I spy life peering ; but I dai*e not sav 
How near the tidings of our comfort is, 

ffyio. Nay, let us share thy tlroughts, as thou dost 1 
ours. 

Ross. Be confident to speak, NortJiumberland 
Wo three are but thjself ; and, sjieaking so, 

'I by w'ords are but as thouglits ; therefoi'e be bold. 
yortk. riien thus , — I have from Port le Blanc, 
a hay 

In Britanny, iveeiv’d intelligence, 

llrat Harry Hereford, Keignold lord Cobham, 

['Hie son of Richard earl of Arundel,] 

That late broke fr om the duke of Exeter, 

His brother, archbishop late of Canterbury, 

Sir Thomas Erpinghanr, sir John llamston. 

Sir John Norbeiy, sir Robert Watertou, and Fr ancis 
Quoint, - — 

All these well furnish’d by the duke of Bretagne, 
With eight tall *2 ships, three thousand men of war. 
Are making hither w'ith all due expedience k 
And shortly mean to touch our northern shore 
IVrhap.s, they had ere this ; but that they stay 
The first departing of the king for Ireland. 

If then, we shall sliakc off our slavish yoke, 

! Pibaged. ] Porush by confidence in our set iuit\ 


Imp * out our drooping country’s broken wing, 
Redeem from broking pawn the blemish’d crown, 
W^ipe oifthe dust that hides our sceptre’s gilt 
And make high majesty look like itself, 

Away, wdth me, in post to Ravenspurg . 

But if you faint, as fearing to do so. 

Stay, and he secret, and myself will go. 

Ross. To horse, to horse ! urge doubts to them 
that fear. 

JVtllo. Holdout my horse, and I will first lie tlu n'. 

SCENE II. — 77<c same. A Room in the Pahice. 

Enter Qdfen, Bushy, and Bagot. 

Rush/. IVIadam, your majesty is too much sad 
You promis’d, wlien you p.iited w ith the king, 

'I'o lay aside life-banning heaviness, 

And entertain a cheerful disposition. 

Qiiren. 'fo please the king, I did ; to please iiiysLll, 

I cannot do it ; yet I know' no cause 

Why I should w elcome such a guest as grief, 

Save bidding fariuvell to so sweet a guest 
As my sweet Richard : Yet, again, mctliinks, 

Some unborn sorrow, ripe in fortune’s womb. 

Is coming tow aids me ; and my inward soul 
With nothing tiembles : at something it grieves, 

; Mote than with parting from my lord the king. 

Jins/, I/. E.icb substance of a grief hatii twent) 
shadows, 

' W'hich show' like grief itself, but are not so, 
j I'or sot row’s eye, gla/ed with blinding tears, 

, Divides one thing t*ntire to many olijects ; 
j lake p<5ispectlves % which, rightly gaz’d upon, 
j Show notiling but confusion; ey’d awry, 

I Distinguish form ; so your sweet majesty, 
j Looking awry njion your loid’s departure, 

! Finds shapes of grief, nioiethau himself to wail, 

\ Which, look’d on as it is, is nought but shadows 
Of what it is not. Tlien, tlirice-grru’ious ijueen, 
Moie than yoni lord’s departure weep not ; moie’f 
not seen . 

Or if it be, ’tis with false sorrow’s eye, 

Whicli, for things true, weeps things imagiiiaiy. 

Queen. It may be so; but yet my inward soul 
Peisuades me, it is otherwise . Howe’er it be 
I cannot but be sad ; so heavy sad. 

As, — tliongli, in thinking on no fliougbt I think, — 
Makes me with heav) nothing faint and shrink. 
liiishi/. ’Tis nothing hut conceit'', my gracious 
lady. 

Queen. ’Tis nothing less: conceit is still deriv'd 
From some fore-father grief ; mine is not so ; 

For nothing hath begot my something grief ; 

Or soinc'thing hatli the nothing that 1 grieve . 

’Tis ill Inversion that I do possess ; 

But w'hat it is, that is not yet known ; w'liat 
I cannot name; ’tis nameless 

Enter Gkef.n. 

Green. Heaven save your majesty ! — and well 
met, gentlemen ; — 

I hope, tlie king is not yet shi]>p’d for Ireland. 

Queen. Why hop’st thou so ? ’tis better hope, he is , 
For his designs crave haste, his haste good hope ; 
Then wherefore dost thou hope, he is not shipii’d ? 
Green. Thai lie, our hope, might have retir’d his 
power, 
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And driven into despair an eneuiy’s hope, 

Who strongly hath set footing in tliis land ; 

'Hie banish’fl Boliiighroke repeals himself, 

And with uplifted anns is safe arriv’d 
At Ilavenspurg. 

Queen, Now Cod in heaven forbid ! 

Green. O, mridatn, ’tis too true : and that is 
worse, — 

Tiie lord Northumberland, his young son Henry 
Percy, 

'i'he lords of Rt)ss, Beaumond, and Willoughby, 
With all their poweiful friends, are Hcd to him. 
liu.sht/. Why have you not proclaim’<l Northum- 
berland, 

And all the rest of the revolting faction 
I'raitors ? 

Green. We have • \\ hereon the earl of Worcester 
Hath broke his staff, resign’d his stewardship. 

And all the household servants lied with him 
'fo Bolinghrolve. 

Queen. So, Graen.thon art ilie midwnfe to my woe. 
And Ilolingbioke my sorrow’s dismal heir : 

Now hath iny soul brought foith her prodig\ ; 

And I, a g*isping new-delivei’d mother, 

Il.ive w'oe to wtte, sorrow' to sorrow join'd. 

Despair not, madam 

Queen, \Vlio slull hinder me ? 

I will despair, and he at enmity 
With co/A*ning liope ; he is a flatterer, 

A parasite, a keeper-back of deatli, 

Who gently would disst)he the bands of life, 

Which false hojie lingers in extremity. 

F. liter A\)UK. 

(rreen Ileie comes the duke of Voik- 
Qui'en. With signs of wai about liis aged ncek ; 

(); full of careful business are liis looks ' 

Uncle, 

Tor liea\en’s sake, sponk comfoi table woids. 

}^u/L Should J d(» so, I should belie mytlunights: 
Uoinfort’s in hea\en ; and we are on the eaitb, 
Where nothing Ii\es but cjt>sses, care, and giief. 
Vour Imsband he is gone to sa^e far olf. 

Whilst others come to make him lose at home . 
Here am 1 left to underpiop liis land; 

VN ho, w'eak with age, cannot support myself; 

Nuw' conies the sick hour that liis surfeit made ; 
Now shall he try his friends tluit flatter’d him. 

Enter a Servant. 

Sere. My loi*d, your s<)n was gone before 1 came. 
York, lie was ? — Why, s<) ' — go all w liieh w'a\ 
it will ! 

"fhe nobles they arc fled, the commons cold. 

And will, 1 fear, revolt on Hereford’s side. 

Sin ah, 

Cet thee to Flashy, to my sister Glostcr; 

Bid her send me presently a thoustind pound . — 
Hold, take my ring. 

Si'rv, My lord, I had forgot to tell your lordship : 
Tt)-day, as I came by, I calletl there ; 

But I shall grieve you to report the rest. 

York, What is it, knave ? 

Seru. An hour before I came, the diiclicss died. 
God for his mercy ! w hat a tide of woes 
Pomes rushing on this w'oeful land at once ! 
f know not w'hat to do : — I would to heaven, 

(So my untruth^ had not provok’d him to it,) 

"^^he king hud cut off my head with Tuy brother’s. — 
* Dibloyalty. 


What, arc there posts desjiatch’d for Iixdand ? — 
How shall we do for money for these wars? 

Come, sister, — cousin, I would say, pray, pardon 
me. — 

Go, fellow, [To the Servant.] get thee home, pro- 
vide some carts, 

And bring aw’uy the armour tliat is there. — 

[Exit Servant. 

Gentlemen, will you go muster men ? if 1 know 
How, or which waiy, to order these affairs. 

Thus thrust disorderly into iny hands, 

Never believe me. Both are my kinsmen ; 

'riie one’s my sovereign, w horn both my oath 
And duty bids defend; the other again, 

Is my kinsman, w hom the king hath wrong’d ; 
Whom conseience and my kindred bids to right. 
Well, somewhat we must do. — Come, cousin. I’ll 
Dispose of you; — Go, muster up jour men, 

And meet me presently at Berkley-castle. 

I should to Plasliy too , — 

But lime will not jiermit • — All is uneven, 

And every thing is left at six and seven. 

[Exeunt Youk and Queen. 
Jiushi/. The w ind sits fair for new s to go to Ireland, 
But none returns. lAir ns to levj power, 
1‘ropoitionahle to the enemy. 

Is all impossible. 

Green, Besides, our nearness to the king in love, 
Is near the hate of those love not the king. 

Bn^ot. And that’s tlie wavering commons; for 
their love 

Ides ill their purses; and wdioso empties them, 

By so much tills their hearts with deadly hate. 

Bush I/. Wherein the king stands generally con- 
demn’d. 

If judgment lie in them, tlien so do we, 
Because we ever l^a^e been near the king. 

Green. Weil. I’ll for refuge straight to Bristol 
castle ; 

The call of Wiltshire is already there. 

Buahif. Thither will 1 with you: for little office 
I'he hateful commons will perform for us; 

Kxeept like curs to tear us all to pieces. — — 

Will you go along w ith us ? 

Rf/go/. No; I’ll to Ireland to his majesty. , 
Farewell ; if heart’s presages be not vain. 

We three here p.iil, that ne’er shall meet again. 
Bush)/. That ’s as York thri\ es to beat back Boling- 
broke. 

Green. Alas, poor duke ! tlie task he undertakes 
Is — iiuiub’iing sands, and drinking oceans dry ; 
Where one on his side fights, thousands will fly. 
Bush)/. Farewell at onee ; for once, for all, and 
ever. 

Green. Well, we may meet again. 

Bagoi. I fear me, never. 

[Exeunt, 

SC’ENK HI. — IVic irUds in Gloucestershire. 

Enter Bolinobhoke and Nouthumbfrlam), with 
E orci's, 

Boling, How far is it, my lord, to Berkley now ? 
North, Believe me, noble lord, 

I am a stranger here in Glostershire. 

These high wild liills, and rough uneven ways, 
Draw out our miles and make them wearisome : 
And yet your fair discourse hath been as sugar, 
Making the hard way sweet and dt^lectahle. 

I But, I bethink me, what a weary way 
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From Itiivenspiui' to Cots\v<jki l>o Ibiiml 
In Uoss iuui Will()Mghl)V, wanting your company ; 
Which, 1 protest, huUi very iniuij heguil’d 
The tediousness and piocess of niy travel : 

But theirs is sweeten’d with l)ie hope to have 
The presinit beneiit which I ]jossess : 

And l) 0 ])e to joy, is little less in 
Than hope enjoy’d • hy this the weary lords 
Shall nmke their v/ay seem short ; as mine hath done 
By sight of what I h.ive, yoni nt>hle coinp.iny. 

Dohn". Of much less value is my company. 

Than your good words. But who comes here ? 

JEntcr TIaiuiy ITrcv. 

AVM. It is my M>n, young Harry Percy, 

Sent from my brother Worcester, whencesoever. — 
Harry, lu)w faies your uncle ? 

Perci/. I had thought, my lord, to have learn'd 
his health of you. 

North, AVliy, is he not w ith the queen ? 

Prny, No, niy good lord ; he hath lbrst)ok. the 
court. 

Broken his staff of office, and dispos’d 
The household of the king. 

Abrt/o What was his reason ? 

He was not so resolv’d, w hen la >t v\ c sjiake together. 
Pcrci/, Because your lordship was proclaimed 
traitor. 

But he, my lord, is gone to Ilavenspurg, 

'fo olfei seivice to tlu' duke of Hereford ; 

And sent me o’er by Beikley, to discover 
W’liat power the duke of York had levied there; 
'‘J'hen with direction to repair to Ilavenspurg. 

North. Have you forgot tlje duke of Hereford, 
boy ? 

Pcrcif. No, my good lord ; for tliut is not forgot, 
W’^hich ne’er I did remember, to my knowledge, 

T never in my life did look on luin. 

North, Then learn to know him now ; tins is the 
duke. 

Percif. My gracious lord, I tender you my service. 
Such as it is, being tender, raw, and voung; 

'Which elder days shall n'lien and conlirm 
To more approved service and desert. 

Polinjif, 1 thank thee, gentle Percy ; and l)e sure, 
I count myself in nothing else so happy. 

As in a soul remembVing my good friends ; 

And, as iny fortune ripens witli thy love, 

It shall he still thy true love’s recom})cn^e : 

My heart this covenant makes, my hand thu' seals it. 

A'orth. How far isit to Beikley ? And v\hat stir 
Keeps good old York there, with his men of w’ar ? 

Pcrci/. There stands the castle, hy yon tuft of trees, 
Mantl’d with three liundreil men, as I have heard : 
And in it are the lords of Y'ork, Berkley, and Sey- 
mour ; 

None else of name, and noble estimate. 

Pnle^' Ross and Willoughby. 

North. Here come the lords of Ross and Wil- 
loiigliby, 

Bloody w ith sjiiirring, fiery-red with haste. 

Boling. Welcome, my lords ; I wot your love 
])iirsues 

A banish’d traitor ; all my treasury 

Is yet but unfelt thanks, wbicli more enrich’d, 

Shall be your love and labour’s recompense. 

Ross, Your presence makes us ricli, most noble 
lord. 


Act IL Scene III. 

JVdlo. And far surmounts our labour to attain it. 
Boling. Evermore thanks, the exchequer of the 
poor ; 

Which till my infant fortune comes to years, 

Stands for my bounty. But who comes here 7 

Enter B(ERKr*.Y, 

North. It is my lord of Berkley, as I guess. 
Berk. IVIy lord of Hereford, my message is to you. 
Boling. My lord, my answer is — to Lancaster; 
And 1 am come to seek that name in England ; 
And 1 must find that title in your tongue, 

Before I make reply to aught you say. 

Berk. Mistake me not, my lord ; ’tis not my mean- 

To laze one title of your honour out . — 

'I'o you, my lord, I come, (w’liat lord you will,) 
Fioni the most glorious regent of this land. 

The duke of Y'ork ; to know, vvliat pricks you on 
To take advantage of the absent time”, 

And flight our native pc.ice with self-born arms. 

Enter York, ciltendcd, 

Boling. I shall not needs transport iny words liy you. 
Here comes his giace in person. — Aty noble uncle ! 

Is. 

York. Show me thy humble heart, and not thy 
knee^, 

Whose duty is dcceivahlc and false. 

Bolinti My gracious uncle ! 

York. Tut, tut ! 

Grace me no grace, nor uncle me no uncle . 

1 am no traitor’s uncle ; and that word — grace, 

In an ungracious mouth, is but iirofane. 

Why have those banish’d and forbidden legs 
Dat'd once to touch a dust of England’s ground? 
But then more w liy ; — Why liave they tliir’d to march 
So many miles upon her |K‘aeeful bosom; 

Frighting her pale-Iiic’d villages with war, 

And ostentation of despised arms? 

('om’st thou because the anointed king is hence? 
Wliy, foolish hoy, the king is left behind, 

And in my lojal bosom lies his power. 

Were I but now the lord of such hot youth, 

As when brave Gaunt, thy father, and myself, 
Rescued the black prince, that young INIars of men, 
From fortli the ranks of many thousand French ; 

C), then, how quickly should this arm of mine, 

Now prisoner to the palsy, chdslisc thee, 

And ministiT correction to thy fault ! 

Boling. My gracious uncle, let me know my fault ; 
On wliat condition stands it, and wherein? 

York. I’>eii in condition of tlie worst degree, — 
In gross rebellion, and detested treason ^ 

Thou art a banish’d man, and here ait come, 
Before the expiration of thy time, 

In braving arms against thy sovereign. 

Bolmg. As I was banish’d, I w as banish’d Here- 
lord ; 

But as I come, I come for Lancaster, 

And, noble uncle, I beseech your grace, 

Look on my wrongs w ith an indillereiit^ eye : 

You are ray father, for, methinks, in you 
I see old (iaunt alive • O, then, my father ! 

Will you permit that I shall stand condemn’d ^ 

A wandering vagabond ; my rights and royalties 
Pluck’d from my arms perforce, and given away 
To upstart unthrifts ? Wliereforc was I born ? 

If that my cousin king be king of England, 

'rune ol the Kinfi’s abstcnc". ^ liiipaitiat 
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It must be granted, I am duke of I^ancaster, 

You have a son, Aumerlc, my noble kinsman ; 

Had you first died, and he had been thus trod down. 
He slioiild have found his uncle Gaunt a father, 

'fo rouse his wrongs and chase them to the bay. 

I am denied to sue my livery here. 

And yet my letters-putent give me leave . 

My father’s goods aie all distrain’d and sold ; 

And these, and all, are all amiss employ’d. 

VVIiat would you have me do ? J am a subject, 

And challenge law : Attornies are denied me ; 

And therefore personally 1 lay my claim 
fo my inheritance of free descent. 

Koitk> 'J’he noble duke hath been too much abus’d. 
Zioss. It stands your grace upon to do him right. 
Wilto- Base men by his endowments are made 
great. 

York, My lords of Kngland, let me tell )oli this, — 
I have ha<l feeling of iny cousin’s wrongs, 

Ainl labour’d all I could to do him right : 

But in this kind to come, in braving arms. 

Be his own carver, and cut out his way. 

'I'o fmd out right with vvrong, — it may not be; 
And you, tliat do abet him in tin's kind, 

(‘herish rebellion, and are rebels all. 

North, 'The noble duke hath sw orn, his coming is 
But for his own : and, for the right of that. 

We all have strongly sworn to give him aid ; 

An<l let liiin ne'er see joy, that breaks that oath. 

Votk, Well, well, I see the issue of these anus ; 

1 cannot mend it, I must needs confess. 

Because my pt)\ver is weak, and all ill left. 

But, if I could, by him that gave me life, 

I would attach you all, and make you stoop 
Unto the sovereign mercy of the king ; 

But, sinci' I cannot, be it known to you, 

1 do remain as neuter. So fare you well ; — 
Unless you please to enter in the castle, 

And there repose you for this night. 

Jiolino. An oiler, uncle, that we will accept. 


Acrj 

SCENK T. — BoUnghi ()ke’.« Camp at Bristol. 

Enter BoraNOjiROKE, York, NoRniuMREUi.ANn, 
I’tRCv, WiiLoiKiHBY, Ross OJ/iccrs bclunil with 
Bushy and CiiiEEX, pris<fncrs. 

Eating, Bring forth these men. — 

Budiy, and Green, I will not vex your souls 
( Since presently your souls must part your bodies,) 
With too much urging your pernicious lives, 

For ’twere no cluirity ; yet, to wash your blood 
From off my hands, here in the view of men, 

^ 'vill unfold some causes of your death. 

You have misled a prince, a royal king, 

A happy gentleman in blood aiul lineaments, 

By you anhappied and disfigur’d clean. 7 
^ ou have, in manner, with your sinful hours, 

^'^lade a divorce betwixt his queen and him ; 

I-rokc the possession of a royal bed. 

And stain’d the beauty of a fair queen’s cheeks 
With tears drawn from her eyes by your foul wrongs. 
Myself — a prince, by fortune of my biith ; 

^ The persons who vv rong him. 

_ TossoNsioii of my lunii, It i& your interest. 

' Completely. 


But we must win your grace, to go with us 
To Bristol castle ; vvhicli, lliey say, is held 
By Bushy, Bagot, and their complices, 

The caterpillars of the commonwealth, 

Which 1 have sworn to weed, and pluck away. 
Vorfc, It may be, I will go witli you : — but yet 
I’ll pause ; 

For I am loath to break our country’s laws. 

Nor friends, nor foes, to me welcome you are : 
Tilings past redress, arc now with me past care. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE IV. — y/ Camp in Wales. 

Enter Saeikbuhv, and a (’aptain. 

Capt, IMy lord of Salisbury, vve have staid ten days, 
And hardly kept our countrymen togetlier, 

And yet w'c hear no tidings from the king 
'J'hereforc we will disperse ourselves : farewell. 

Sal, Staj yet another day, thou trusty Welshman ; 
The king rcposetli all hi» confidence 
In thee. 

Capt. ’Tis thought the king is dead; we will not 
stay. 

The bay-trees in our country arc all wither’d, 

And meteors fright the fixed stars of heaven ; 

The pale-fac'd moon looks bloody on tlie earth, 

And Ican-look’d jirophets wliisper fearful change ; 
Rich men look sad, and ruHians dance and leap, — 
The one, in fear to lo^e what they enjoy, 

I’he other, to enjoy by rage and wai , 

These signs forerim iljc death or fall of kings. 
Farewell : our countrymen aie gone and lied, 

As w'cll assur’d, Richard their king is dead. [EaU. 

Sal, Ah. Richard ' with the eyes of heavy mind, 
1 sec thy glory, like a shooting star, 

Fall to tlie liasc* earth from the firmament ! 

Thy sun sets weeping in the lowly we«t, 
Witnessing storms to come, woe, and unrest : 

I’liy friend;; are fled, to wait upon thy foes ; 

And ciossly to tliy good all fortune goes. [Eaif. 


III. 

Near to the king in blood ; and near in love, 

'Fill you did make him misinterpret me, — 

Have stoop’d my neck under your iiijmics, 

And sigh’d my English breath in foreign clouds, 
Eating the bitter bread of banishment : 

Whilst you have fed upon my seignories, 

Disjiark’d rny parks, and fell’d my forest w'ood.s ; 
From my own windows torn my household coat, 
Raz’d out my impress, leaving me no sign, — 

Save men’s opinions, and my living blood, — 

To show the world 1 am a gentleman. 

T'his, and miieh more, much more than twice all this, 
Condemns you to the death : — See them deliver’d over 
To execution and the hand of death. 

Euslip. More welcome is the stroke of death to me, 
'Hian Bolingbroke to England. 

Green, My comfort is, — that heaven w ill take 
our souls, 

And plague injustice. 

Jiolwg. My lord Northumberland, see them de- 
spatch’d. 

[Exeunt Northumberlanu and othersy 
with Prisoners. 

Uncle, you say, the queen is at your hon.st* ; 



im 

For litdven*s take, iairly lot her be entreated 
lell her, 1 send to her iny kind connneiids ; 

"J'ake speeial care my {.V'HtInfrs I'C deliver’d. 

Yor/f- A gentleman of mine I have despatch'd 
With letters of y«)ur love to her at large. 

Thanks, gentle uncle. — (^nne, lords aw ay ; 
To fight with Glendower and his complices; 
Awhile to work, and, after, holiday. [Urcunt. 

SC E N E II. — yVic Con if of Wales. J Cusllc in view. 

1^'luiuish ; Drnma and Trnnipcls. Knler Kixo 
UiniARi), Disiior or Carlisle, Almerle, and 
Sotdwn. 

fi. Titch. Tiaikloiighly castle call you this at hand? 
An>n. Yea, my lord J low hixxiks your giacetheair. 
After late tossing on the breaking seas? 

A". Uich. Needs must 1 like it well; I weep for joy. 

To stand \ipon my kingdom once again. 

Deal earth, I do salute thee with my hand, 

^riiongh rebels wajund thee with their hoises’ Jioofs 
As a long parted mother with her child 
ri.iys fondly with her tears, and smiles in meeting; 
So, wee pin 'i, smiling, greet 1 thee, myeaith, 

And do thee lavonr with in\ nwal hands. 

Feed not thy soveri'ign’s foe, iny gentle caitli, 

Noi with thy sweets comfort his Tav’noiis sense, 
lint let thy spiders, that suck up thy venom, 

And heavy gaited toads, he in theii way; 

Doing annoyance to the treaehcrons feet. 

Which v\ith iisurjiing ste)»s do tramjile thee. 

Yield stinging nettles to mine enemies 

And wdien they from thy bosom pluck a flow^er, 

(inard it, I pray thee, with a linking ailder; 

Wliose double tongue may with a morUl touch 

Throw deatli iipii.i thy soveieign’s enemies 

ISfock not, my senseless conjur.ition, lords; 

1’his eanh shall have a feeling, and these stones 
Piovc armed soldiers, ere lier native king* 

Shall falter under foul rebellious anus. 

Cur. Feat not, my lord ; that Power, that made 
you king, 

Hath power to keep yon king, in spite of all. 

The means that heaven yields must be embrac’d, 
And not neglected ; else, it licaven would, 

And we will not, heaven’s ollt r we refuse; 

The prolfer’d means of succour and redress. 

A urn. lie means, niy lord, that we are too leniiss; 
Whilst Holing bi ok e, through onr seturity, 

Grows strting and great, in substance, and in friends. 

K, JCu'fu Discomfortable cousin ! knuw'st thou not, 
'i'hat when the searching eye of heavin is hid 
Beliind the globe, and lights the lower world, 

'J'hcn thieves and robbers range abroad unseen, 

In murders, and in <mtrage, bloody here; 

But when, fiom under this terrestrial ball, 
lie fires the proud to]>s of tiie eastern pines. 

And daits his light through every guilty hole, 

Then murders, treasons, and detested sina, 

’Hie cloak of night being pluck'd from off their backs, 
Stand bare and naked, trembling at themselves? 

So when this thief, this traitor, Bolinghroke, ~ 
Who all this while hath revell’d in the night, 

Wiiilst vve were wandering with the antijmdes,— 
Shall see us rising in onr throne the east, 

IHs treasons will sit blushing in his face, 

Not able to endure the sight of day, 

But, self-alfrighted, tremble at his sin. 

Not all the water in tlie rough rude sea 
Can wash the balm fiom an anointed king. 


Act III. 

The breath of worldly men cannot depose 
The deputy elected by the I^ord : 

For every man that Bolingbroke hath press’d, 

'fo lift shrewd steel against our golden crown 
God for liis Richard hath in heavenly pay • 

A glorious angel ; then, if angels fight, , 

Weak men must fall ; for licavcn still guards the riglit. 

Enter Salisburv. 

AVelcome, rny lord; IIovv far off lies your pow'cr? 

Sal. Nor near, nor further off*, my gracious lord, 
'I'han this weak arm : Discomfort guides my tongue, 
And bids me speak of nothing but despair. 

One day' too late, I fe.ir, my noble lord, 

Hath clouded all tliy liajipy days on eartli : 

O, call back yesteulay, bid time return, 

And thoii shah have twelve thousand fighting men! 
To-day, to-day, unliappy day too late, 

O’ei throws thy joys, friends, fortune, and thy state* 
For all tile Welshmen, hearing thou w'ert dead, 

Are gone to Bolingbroke, disjiers’d, and tied. 

Aum. Comfort, my liege . why looks your graie 
so pale 

A*. Huh. But now the blood of twenty thousand mea 
Did triumjih in my face, and they are fled ; 

And till so nuicli blood thither come again, 

Have I not ri-ason to look jiale and (lead ? 

All souls that will be safe fly fiom my side; 
h'or time hath set a blot iijion my pride. 

Anm Comfort, my liege ; remember wdio you 
A'. H>rh. I had forgot myself, am 1 not kiii< 
Awake ihoii sluggard inajestv ' thou sleep’s!. 

Is not the king’s name foity thousand names'^ 

Arm, arm, my name, a imny snliject strikes 
At thy great glory. — Look not to the ground, 

AV favourites of a king ; Aie we not high? 

High be our thoughts ; J know my uncle York 
Hath power enough to serve our turn. But who 
(’omes here ? 

Enter Scroop. 

Scroop. More liealth and happiness betide my liege, 
Than can my care-tnn’d tongue deliver him. 

K. liich. Afine eai is ojien and my lieart jirepai’d , 
The worst is worldly loss, ihon canst milbld. 

Say, is my kingdom lost ? why, ’twas my care; 

And what loss is it, to be rid of care ? 

Strives Bolingbroke to be as great as we? 

(yreater he shall not be; if lie serve God, 

We’ll serve him too, and be his fellow so : 

Revolt our subjects? that vve cannot mend ; 

Tliey break their faith to God, as well as us . 

(ay, woe, destruction, ruin, loss, decay; 

The worst is — death, and death will have Ii’s day. 

Svroop. Glad am 1, that yonr Jiigliness is so arm’d 
To bear the tidings of ealaniity. 

Like an unseasonable stonny day, 

Which makes the silver rivers drown their shores. 
As if the world were all dissolv’d to tears; 

So Jiigh above his limits swells tlie rage 
G£ Bolingbroke, covering your fearful land 
Witli hard bright steel, and hearts harrier than steel. 
White beards have arm’d their thin and hairless scalp's 
Against thy majesty ; boys, with women’s voices. 
Strive to spwik big, and clap their female joints 
In stiff unwieldy arms against thy crown : 

Thy very beadsmen learn to bend their bows 
Of double-fatal yew against thy state ; 

Yea, distaff- women manage rusty bills 
Against thy seat • both young and old rebel, 

Aiul all goes worse than J have power to tell. 
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Scene II. 

A" Uich> Too well, too well, thou tuH’Nt a tale so ill. 
Whore is the earl of WiltsIiireV w'here is llagot? 
What is become of Hushy? where is Green? 
'I’haUthoy have let the daiigeroiis enemy 
Measure our confines wilh such peaceful steps? 

If we prevail, their heads shall pay for it. 

I warrant, tliey have made peace with Bolingbroke. 
Scroop. Peace have they made with him, indeed, 
my lord. 

K. Rich. O villains, vipers, lost without redemption ! 
Dogs, easily won to fawn on any man • 

Snakes, in my heart-blood wiirm’d, that sting my 
heai t ! 

Scroop. Sweet love, I sec changing his property, 
Turns to the sourest and most deadly hate * — 

Again imcursc their souls; their jicace is maile 
With heads, and not w'ith hands ; those W'hom you 
curse 

Have felt tlic worst of death’s destroying wound, 
A\ntl lie full low, gra\ *d in the hollow ground. 

Jttm. Is Hushy, Green, and th<* earl of Wiltshire 
dead ? 

Scroop. Yea, all of them at Biistol lost their heails. 

Where is the duke my father with his power? 
JC. Rich. No matter \\ here ; oi' comfort no man 
speak ; 

Iau's talk of graves, of worms, and epita.phs ; 

Make dust our jiaiier, and with rainy eyes 
Write sorrow’ on the bosom of the eatth. 

Bel’s choose eseeutors, and talk of wills ; 

And yet not so, for what (mii we hecpieath, 

Sa\i' onr deposed bodies to the ground? 

Our lands, our lives, and all are Bolinghroke’s, 

And nothing can wo call our own, but death ; 

And that small model of the barren earth. 

Which serves as paste and cover to our bones. 

For heaven’s sake, let us sit iijion the grouml. 

And tell sad stories of the death of kings • — 

TIow some have been depos'd, some slain in war; 
Some haunted by the ghosts they have depos’d; 
Some poison’d by their wives, some sleeping kill'd , 
All murder’d ; — For within tlie hollow ciown. 
That rounds the mmtal temples of a king, 

Keeps death his court ; and tlieie the antick sits, 
ScoHing his state, and grinning at Ins pomp. 
Allowing him a breath, a little scene 
To monarehize, he fear’il, and kill vvitli looks; 
Infusing liim with self and vain conceit, — 

As if this flesh, which walls about our life. 

Were brass impregnable ; and humour'd thus, 
Pomes at the last, and with a little pin 
Bores through his castle wall, aiul — farewell king! 
Pover your heads, and mock not flesh and blood 
W’ith solemn reverence ; throw away respect, 
tradition, form, and ceremonious duty, 

For you have but mistook me all this w bile : 

I live with bread like you, leel want, taste grief, 
^ieed friends; — Sulijected thus, 

How can you say to me — I am a king? 

Car. My lord, wise men ne’er wail their jireseiit 
woes, 

But presently prevent the ways to wail. 

To fear the foe, since fear oppiesseth strength, 
Hives, in your weakness, strength unto your foe, 
And so your follies fight against yourself. 

Fear, and be slain ; no worse can come, to fight ; 
And fight and die, is death destroying death ; 

Where fearing dying, pays death servile breath. 

^um. My father hath a power, enquire of him ; 
And learn to make a body of a limb. 


A”. Rich. Thou chid’st me w'ell ; — Proud Boling- 
broke, 1 come 

To change blows with thee for onr day of doom. 
This ague-fit of fear is overblown ; 

An easy task it is to win our ow'u. ■ 

Say, Scroop, where lies our unde with his power? 
Speak sweetly, man, although thy looks be sour. 
Siroop. Men judge by the complexion of the sky 
The state and inclination of the day : 

So may you by my dull and heavy eye, 

My tongue hath but a heavier tale to say. 

I pla^ the torturer, by small and small, 

'i'o lengthen out the w'orst that must be spoken ; — 
Your uncle York hath join’d with Bolingbroke ; 
And all your northern castles yielded up, 

And all your southern gentlemen in arms 
Upon his party. 

K. Rich. Thou hast said enough. 

Beshrevv thee, cousin, which did lead me forth. 

['/’e Auvifri.k. 

Of that sweet way I was in to des])air ! 

What say you now? what comfort have we now ? 
By lieaven, I’ll hate him everlastingly, 

'Fliat bids me he of comfort any more. 

(»o, to Flint castle; there I’ll ]>ine away; 

A king, vine's slave, shall kingly woe obey. 

That power I have, discharge ; arul let them go 
To ear^ the land that hath some hojie to glow, 

For I have none — l..et no man speak again 
To alter this, for counsel is but vain. 

Autn. My liege, one v^ord, 
h\ Rich. lie does me double wrong 

That wounds me with the flatteries of Ins tongue. 
Discharge my followers, let them hcncc ; — Aw’ay, 
Fioin llichaul's night, to Bolingbroke’s fair day. 

[Eveunt. 

SCF:NK III. Wales, Before Flint Cadle. 

Enter, H'ith Drum amt (\iIours, Boi ingkrokk and 
EoiiCs, York, Noki’ui’mbrrland, and others. 

liohnn. So that hv tliis intelligence we learn, 

The Welshmen arc dispers'd ; and Salishiirv 
Is gone to meet the king, v\ho lately landed, 

M’lth some few private fiiends upon lliis loast. 

Ninth. J'he nev\s is very fair and good, my lord * 
Richard, not far from lienee, hath hid his head. 

YorL It would beseem the loid Noi thumberland, 
To say — king Richard — Alack llie heavy day, 
When such a s,u*ied king should hide his head I 
i Nuith. Your grace mistakes me ; only to be brief, 
Left I his title out. 

For/. The time hath been, 

Would you have been so brief with him he would 
Have been so brief with you, to shorten yon, 

For taking so the head, your whole head’s length. 
RoUnij^. Mistake not, uncle, farther than you 
i should. 

York. 'lake not, good cousin, fuither than you 
should, 

Lest you mistake : The heavens are o’er your head. 

Jiolnifr. 1 know it, uncle ; and oppose not 
Myself against tlieir will. — But vvlio comes here ? 

Enter Percy. 

Well, Harry; wdiat, will not tliis castle yiehP 
Perep. I’he castle royally is mann’d, my lord, 
Against thy entrance. 

Boling. Royally I 

} Why, it contains no king? 

® IMoujih. 



me 


Y(‘s my lord, 

It doth contain a king • king llichard liefi 
Within the limit', of yon lime .jnd stone; 

And with him are the loid Amuerle, lord Salisbury, 
Sir Ste})hen Scroop ; besides a clergyman 
Of holy reverence, who, I cannot, learn. 

Niirlk* Belike it is the l)i'ihop of Cailisle. 

Holing. Noble lord, [ North. 

Go to the rude ribs of that ancient castle ; 

Through brazen trumpet send the breath of parle 
Into his ruin’d ears, and thus deliver. 

Harry Bolingbroke 

On both Jiis knees dotii kiss king Uichard s hand ; j 
And sends allegiance, and true failli of lieart, 

To his most royal person • hither come 
Even at his feet to lay my arms and ])ovver ; 
Provided that, my banishment repeal'd, 

And lands restoi’d again, be freely gninted * 

If not, ril use the advantage of my jumer, 

And lay th(‘ snmmei’s dust with sliowers of blood, 
Rain d from the wounds ol slaughter’d Knglishmcn. 
Thew’hieh, how farofi from tlie mind of Bolingbroke 
It is, such crimsori tempest should bedreneh 
The fresh green lap of fair king Ilicliard’s land, 

My stooping duty tendeily shall show. 

(h», signify as much ; while here we march 
Upon the grassy carj)et of this plain. — 

[ Noil rnv M Hi Ki, A ND advances to the 
, _ Ca^ife ivilli a Trumpet. 

Bet s march witliout the noise of tlireat’iiing drum, 
That from the castle’s totter’d battlements ' 

Our fair appointments may be well perus’d. 

Methinks, king Richanl and myself should meet 
With no less terror than the elements 
Ot fire and water, when their ihund’ring shock 
At meeting tears the cloudy cheeks of lieaven. 

Be he the fire, I II be the yielding water 
Ihe rage be his, while on the eartli I lam 
My waters ; on the eartli, and not on him, 

Marcli on, and mark king Richard how he looks. 
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Act Ilf. 


A Park sounded, and annvered hi/ another Trumpet 
within. Flourish. Enter on the Walls Kise. 
Rk’iiari), the Bishop of Carljslf, Al’mkhlk, 
ScRooe, and Salisbury. 

IVi. See, scis king Ui, -lard (loth lihnself apiH.ar, 
As doth tJie bliisliing discontented sun 
krom out the fiery portal of ilie east ; 

When he perctiives the envious clouds arc bent 
lo dun his glory, and to stain the track 
Of his bright passage to the Occident. 

Yet looks he like a king ; behold, his eye, 

As bright as is the eagle’s, lightens forfJi, 

C ontrolhng majesty ; Alack, alack, for woe, 
lhat any harm should stain so fair a show • 

K. liich. We are amaz’d ; and thus long have we 
stood ° 

To watch the fearful bending of ll.y knee, 

Beca.^ we , bought ou.elK'^ thd'S™.'"'"'*- 
And it w^e be, how dare thy joints forget ^ 
lo pay tlicir awful duty to oiir presence? 

If we be not, sliow us the hand of God 
1 hat hath dismiss’d us from our stew ardship • 

Bor well wc know^, no hand of blood and bone 
Can gripe the sacred handle of our scepter. 

Unless lie do profane, steal, or usurp. 

And though you think, tliat all, as you have done. 
Have torn their souls, by turning them fiom ns. 
And w e are barren, and bereft of friends ; 


\et know, — my master, God omnipotent, 

Is must’ ring in his clouds, on our behalf, 

Armies of pestilence; and they shall strike 
Your children yet unborn, and unbegot, 

1 hat lift your vassal hands against my head, 

And threat the glory of iny precious crown. 

Tell Bolingbroke, (for yond’, methinks, he is,) 
That every stride he makes upon my land, 

Is dangerous treason ; He is come to ope 
The purple testament of bleeding war ; 

But ere the crown he looks for live in peace, 

T en thousand bloody crow ns of mothers’ soi/s 
Shall ill become the flower of Hngland’s face; 
Change the complexion of her maid-pale peace 
To .scarlet indignation, and l>edew' 

Her pasture’s grass with faithful Bbigli.sh tdootl. 

^ AW/h. The king of lieaven forbid, our lord tlic kin ^ 
Should so with civil and uncivil arms 
Be rush’d upon ; Thy thrice-noble cousin, 

Harry Bolingbroke, doth humbly kiss thy liand ; 
And by the honourable tomb he swears, 

That Stands ii])on thy royal grandsire’s bones ; 

And by the royalties of both your bloods, 

Currents tliat spring from one most graeious head ; 
.\nd by the buried hand of warlike (iannt; 

And by the worth and honour of Jiimself, 

Comprising all that may be sworn or said, 

Ilis coming hitluT hath no further scoi»e, 

Than for his lineal royalties, and to beg 
Enfianeliisement immediate on Jiis knet's : 

Which on thy royal party granted once, 

His glittering anns he vvill eommend to rust, 

His Kirbed steeds to stables, and ins heart 
'Jb faithful service of your majesty. 

Tiiis sw’csirs he, as he is a jirince, is just ; 

And, as I am a gentleman, I credit him. 

A', ditch. Northlimhei land, say, — thus the king 
returns 

ITis noble cousin is right welcome hither; 

Ami all the nuinber ot his fair demands 
bhull be accomplish’d without contradiction : 

With all the gracious utterance' thou hast, 
k>peak to his gentle hearing kind commends, — 

Wc do debase ourself, cousin, do we not, 

[To AvMriihF. 

1 o look so poorly, and to speak so fair ? 

Shall we call back Northumberland, and send 
Defiance to the traitor, and so die ? 

Aum. No, my good lord ; let’s light witli gentle 
words, 

rill time lend friends, and friends their lielpful 
swords. 

AZ liieh. Merciful heaven, that e’er this tongue of 
mine, 

lhat laid the sentence of dread banishment 
On yon proud man, should take it off again 
With words of sooth ! Q, that I were as great 
As is my grief, or lesser than my name ! 

()i that I could forgot w hat I have been ! 

Or not remember what J must be now ! 

Swell St thou, proud heart? I’ll give thee scope to 
beat, 

Since foes have scope to beat both thee and me. 
Aum. Nortl lumber land comes back from Boling- 
broke. 

A. liich. What must the king do now ? Must he 
submit? 

The king shall do it. Must he be depos’d? 

1 he king shall be contented ; must he lose 
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Tho name of king? o’God'fi name, let it go : 

I’ll give iny jewels for a set of beads ; 

My gorgeous palace, for a hermitage ; 

My gay apparel, for an alms-man’s gown ; 

My "figur’d goblets for a disli of wood ; 

My .scepter, for a palmer’s walking--stafl[*; 

My subjects, for a pair of carved saints; 

And my large kingdom, Ibr a little grave, 

A little, little grave, an obscure grave : — - 
Or ril be buried in the king’s highway, 

Some w'ay of common trade where subjects’ feet j 
May hourly trample on their sovereign’s head : 

For on my heart they tread, now wliilst I live ; 

And, buried once, why not upon my liead '-^ 

Auincrle, thou weep’st ; My tender-hearted cousin ! — 
We’ll make foul weather with despised teur> ; 

Our sighs, and they, shall lodge the summer corn, 
And make a dearth in this revolting land. 

Or shall we play the wantons w'ith our v\oes, 

And make some pretty match with shedding tears; 
As thus : — 'Fo drop them still upon one place, 

Till they have fretted us a pair of graves 
Within the earth ; and therein laid, — Thert' hes 
Two himnien<, ihfiiid ihnr »rnvcs wUh mcrpin^ rt/cs'^ 
Would not this ill do well ? — Well, well, 1 see 
T talk hut idly, and )OU mock af me. — 

Most mighty prince, my lord Noi ilunnlierhmd. 
What says king IJoliugbroke ? will his majesty 
(hve llichard leave to live till iliehard die.'’ 

You make a leg and Holingbroke says — a\. 

AW/// Aly lord, in the base •' court he doth attend. 
To speak with you ; may’t ph'Use you to come (low n? 
Ittch. Down, down, 1 come; like glistering 
Piiaeton, 

Wanting the manage of unruly jades. 

[North, u-tiics to Boi./ng 
In the base court? Ilase court, wherekiiigs grow base, 
I'o come at traitois’ calls, and do them giacc. 

In the base court? C’ome down? Down, court' 
down, king ' 

For night-owls shriek, where moimling larks should 
sing. [ I‘J.icu}it^ froin above. 

JtoHiig. What .says his majesty ? 

Xoi'th. Sorrow and grief of heart 

Mivkes him speak fondly, like a frantick man : 

Yet he is come. 

Enter King Uichari), and hk ylttendantSj bebnv. 
liolhio. Stand all apart, 

And show fair duty to his majesty. — 

My gracious lord, — [ivneehn". 

K, Rick. Fair cousin, you debase your princely 
knee, 

To make the base earth prt)ud w ith kissing it : 

Me rather had, lU} heart might I'eel your love, 

'fhan ray unpleas’d eye see your courtesy. 

Up, cousin, uj) ; your heart is up, I know, 

Tims Iiigh at least, [^Touchin^ his own head.^ al- 
thoiigl) your knee he low. 

RoUng. My gracious lord, I come biitfor mine own. 
A". Rich. Y our ow n is j ours, and I am yours, and all. 
Rating. So far be mine, my most redoubted lord, 
As my true service shall deserve your love. 

A". Rick. Well you deserve : — 'J'hey well deserve 
to have, 

Tliat know tlie strong’st and surest w ay to get. — 
Uncle, give me your hand : nay, dry your eyes; 
Tears show their love, but w'ant their remedies. — 
Cousin, 1 am too young to be your father, 

» A bow. ^ Lower 


Tliougli you are old enough to be my Ijoir. 

VV’hat you will ha^e, HI give, and willing too; 

For do wc must, what force w'ill have us do. — 

Set on towards London • Cousin, is it so? 

Rating. YTa, my good lord. 

K. Rich. 'I'iicn 1 must not say, no. 

[I'lounsh. Exeunt. 
SCENF. IV. — Langley. The Duke (f Y^ork’s 
Garden. 

Enter the Q,itei?n, and two Ladies. 
dueen. What sport shall we devise* here in this 
garden, 

To drive away the heavy thought of care? 

1 Ladi/. Madam, well play at bowls. 

Qiieeri. ’Tw ill make me think, 

'I’he world is full of rubs, and that my fortune 
Huns ’gainst the bias. 

I Lodi/. Madam, we will dance. 

Queen. My legs can keej) no measure in delight, 
VV’hen my poor lieart no measure keeps in grief. 
'I'herefore, no dancing, girl ; some other s])oit. 

1 I.adp. Madam, we’ll tell tales. 

Queen. Of sorrow', or of joy ? 

1 Ladtf. Of eitlicr, madam. 

Queen. Of neither, girl 

For if of joy, lieing altogether wanting, 

It doth remember me the more of sorrow' ; 

Or if of grief, being altogether had, 

It adds more sorrow to my want of joy : 

I'or what 1 have, I need not to repeat ; 

And w'hat I want, it boots not t»> complain. 

1 J.ad?/. Madam, I'll sing. 

Queen. ’Tis well that thou hast cans 

Hut thou shouldst please me better, wouldst thou 
w ee}>. 

1 Lady, 1 could weep, madam, would it do you 
good. 

Queen. And 1 could w eep, w ould weeping do me 
good. 

And nexcr borroxv any tear of thee. 

But stay, here come the gardeners : 
lout’s stej) into the shadow of these liecs. — 

Enter a Gardener, and two Servants. 

My wTCtcIu’dness unto a row of pins, 

They’ll talk of state ; for every one dotli so 
Against a cliange : Woe is forerun xvith woe. 

[(iuKFK and Ladies retire. 
Card. Cio, bind thou up yon’ dangling apiicocks, 
Which, like unruly children, make their sire 
Stoop with oppression of their prodigal weight; 
Clive some supportiincc to the bending twigs. — 
Go tbmi, and like an executioner, 

Cut oir tlic heads of too-fast-growing sprays, 

That look too lofty in our commonw'ealtli . 

All must l)e even in our government, 

YYm thus employ’d, I will go root away 
The noisome weeds, that without prolit suck 
The soil’s fertility from wholesome flowers, 

1 Serv. Why should we, in the compass of a pale, 
Keep law% and form, and due proportion, 

Show'ing, as in a model, our firm estate ? 

When our sea-walled garden, the whole land. 

Is full of weeds ; her fairest flowers chok’d ii]), 

Her fruit-trees all unprun’d, her hedges ruin’d, 
Her knots 3 disorder’d, and her wholesome herbs 
Swarming with caterpillars? 

Figures planted in a box. 
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Card. llol<l tliy |H*aco — 

He that hath suffer'd this disorder’d spiinp:. 

Hath now himsflf niei \Mth the fall of leaf; 

'I'he weeds, that Ins broad-spreading leaves did 
shelter, 

llial seem’d in eating him to hold him ui>, 

Arc j)luck’d uj), root and all, by Holinghroke ; 

1 moan the eail of Wiltshire, Bushy? Green. 

1 (SVre. What, are they dead ? 

Oard. The} ate; and Ihdingbroke 

Hath seizM the wasteful king. — Oh’ What j)ity 
is it, 

That he had not so trimniM and dress'd his land, 

As we tliis garden ! We at time ol' ve.ir 
Do wound the bark, tlie skin of om fruit-tiees ; 
Lest, being over-proud with sup and blood, 

With too mueh riches it confound itself . 

Had he done so to great and growing men, 

^i’hey might have liv’d to beai , and lie to taste 
Tlieir fruits of duty. All superfluous branches 
W\‘ lop away, that bearing boughs may live 
Had he ilone so, liimself had borne the crown. 
Which waste of idle Iionrs hath (juite thrown down. 
1 Serv. Whal, think you tlien, the king shall be 
dejios’d ? 

G(ird. DepressM he is already ; and depos’d, 

'Tis doubt, he will 1 k' : Lettcis eanu‘ last night 
To a dear fritaid of the good duke of York's, 

'I'liat tell black tidings. 

Qmrn. O, I am press’d to death. 

Through want of speaking! — Thou, old Adam's 
likeness, iCotnuifi frofii her cmiccahncnt. 
Set to dress this garden, liow dares 
Thy harsh-rude tongue sound this unpleasiug news'*^ 


Why dost thou say, king Richard is dejios’tl ? 
Dar’st thou, thou little better thing than earth. 
Divine his downfiil ? Say, where, when and how , 
Cain’st thon by these ill tidings ? speak, thou w'reti Ii 
Card. Dardon me, madam : little joy liavo 
To bre.ithe tin's news ; yet, what I say, is true. 
King Richard, he is in tiie mighty liold 
Of Rolinghrokc ; their fortunes both are weigh’d 
111 your lord’s scale is nothing but himself, 

And some few vanities that make him light ; 

Rut in the balance of great Bolingbrokc, 

Besides himself, are all the English peers. 

And with that odds he weighs king llichard tlow u. 
Post you to London, and }ou’ll find it so ; 

1 speak no more th.an every man doth know. 

Queen. N iinble mischance, that ai i so light of fool, 
Doth not thy embassage belong to me, 

Ami am 1 last that knows it D, thou thiuk’bt 
To serve me last, that 1 may longest keep 
'I'liy sorrow in my breast. — {'ome, l.adies, go, 

To meet at lamdon London’s king in woe. — 
What, was I born to this ! that my ^ad look 
Should grace tJie triumph of great Bolinghroke 
Gaideiier, for ttdling me this news of woe, 

1 would the plants thou graft ’st may never giow. 

[I'xeuut, Qovkn (tud Ladn's. 
Card. Poor ijiioen ’ so that lliy state might b(‘ no 
w orse, 

I would, my skill were subject to tby curse. — 
Here did she drop a te.ir ; here, in this place, 

I’ll set a bank of rue, soui herb of grace 
Rue, even for ruth, here shortly sJiall be seen, 

111 the remembrance of a weeping (pieeii. 

[Fxen 


ACT IV. 


SCEN’E I. — London. Westminstei-Hall. 

The Lon/,s x^ptrilual on the riiiht side of I he Throne , 
the J.ords I'emporat on the left , the Commons he- 
lotv. EnUr lioLiNOHKoKr, ArMiuLi-, Sckki v, 
NoRTHUlMllEilLANI), Pf RCY, PlTZW'.VTFH, (zncfhrr 
liOrd, BisHor or (’ \ri.jsi,f. Abbot or West- 
minster, (wd Mlendantes. Office t's behind^ leilh 
Bauot. 

Bohng. Cull forth Bagot 

Now^, Bagot, fieely speak thy mind ; 

What thou dost know of noble (iloster’s death ; 
Who wrought it with the king, and who perform’d 
The bloody office of his timeless end? 

Bagot. 'riicn sot before in y face tlie lord Annierle. 
Boling. Cousin, stand forth, and look upon that 
man. 

Bagot. My lord Aumerle, I know your daring 
tongue 

Scorns to unsay what once it hath deliver’d, 
la that dead time when Gloster’s death was plotted, 
I heard you say, — Is not mij arm of lengthy 
That reacheth from the restful English court 
j-ls far as CaiaiSy to my uncle's head 9 
Amongst much other talk, tliat very time, 

I heard you say, that yon had rather refuse 
The offer of an hundred thousand crow ns, 

Than Bolingbroke’s return to England ; 

Adding withal, how blest this land w ould be, 

In this your cousin’s deatli. 


Aum. Princes, and noble lords, 

W hat answer shall I make to this base man ? 

Slull T so much tlishonour my fair stars, 

On eijual terms to give him cliastisemenl ? 

Either I must, or have mine honour soil’d 
With the attainder of hi^ sland’rous lips. ~ 
'I'licre is niy^ tlie inamial seal of death, 

That marks thee out for hell . I say, thou liesi. 
And will maintain, what thou hast saitl, is false, 

In thy heart-blood, though being all too base 
To stain the temper of my knightly swwd. 

Boling. Bagot, forbear, thou shalt not take it up. 
Aum. Excepting one, I w'ould he were tlie best 
III all this jireserice, that hath mov’d me so. 

EUz. If tliat thy valour stand on syiniiathies, 
There is my gage, Aumerle, in gage to thine : 

By that fair sun that shows me wheie thou stamrst, 
I heard thee say, anil vaiintiiigly thou spak’st it, 
Tliat thou wert cause of noble Glost(*r’s death. 

If thou deny’st it, twenty times thou liest; 

And I will turn thy falsehood to thy heart, 

Where it was forged, witli iny rapier’s point. 

Anm. 'Fhou dar’st not, coward, liveto see that day- 
Eitz* Now, by my soul, I would it were this houi . 
Aum. Eitzwater, thou art doom’d to hell for this. 
Percif. Aumerle, thou best ; his honour is as true, 
In this appeal, as thou art all unjust: 

And, that thou art so, there I throw my gage, 

To prove it on ihoe to the extremest point 
Of mortal breathing ; seize it, if thou dar’st. 



Scene I. 

Aum. And if I do not, may my hands rot off, 
And never brandish more revengeful steel 
Over the glittering helmet of my foe ! 

J,ord» I take tlie earth to the like, forsworn Au- 
merlc ; 

And spur thee on with full as many lies 
As may be holla’d in thy treacherous ear 
J>om sun to sun : there is my honour’s pawn ; 
Engage it to the trial, if tliou dar’st. 

Aum, Who sets me else? by heaven, I’ll throw 
at all : 

1 have a thousand spirits in one breast, 

JV) answer twenty thousand such as you. 

Surrey. My lord Fitzwater, I do remember well 
The very time Aiimerle and you did talk. 

Fttz. My lord, ’tis true: you were in presence then; 
And you can witness with me, this is true. 

Surrey. As false, by heaven, as heaven itself is true. 
fitz. Surrey, thou licst. 

StiiTey. Disljon Durable boy ! 

That lie sliall lie so heavy on my sword, 

J'liat it sliall render vengeance and revenge, 

Till thou the lie-giver, and that lie, do lie 
In earth as quiet as thy father’s skull. 

In proof whereof, there is my honour’s pawn ; 
Engage it to the trial, if thou dar’st. 

Fitz. How tondly dost thou spur a forward horse ! 
If I dare eat, or drink, or breathe, or live, 

I dare meet Surrey in a wilderness, 

And spit upon him, whilst I say, he lies, 

And lies, and lies : there is my bond of faith, 

To tie thc*o to my strong correction, — 

As I intend to thrive in this new world, 

Auinerle i« guilty of my true appeal : 
besides, I heard the banish’d Norfolk say, 

I'hat thou, Aumerle, didst send two of thy men 
To execute tlie noble duke at Calais. 

Aum. Some honest Christian trust me with a gage, 
That Norfolk lies ; here do I throw down tins, 
iThe may be repeal’d to try his honour. 

Fating. These dificrences shall all rest under gage, 
Till Norfolk be repeal’d : repeal’d he shall be, 

And, tliough mine enemy, restor'd again 

I’o all his land and signories ; wljen he’s rcturn’<l, 

Against Aumerle we will enforce his trial. 

Car. niat honourable day shall ne’er be seen. — 
Alany a time hath banish’d Norfolk fought 
T<)v Jesu Christ ; in glorious Christian field 
i^treaining the ensign of the Christian cross, 

Against black Pagans, Turks, and Saracens ; 

And, (oil’d witli works of war, retir’d himself 
To Italy; and there at Venice, gave 
His body to that pleasant country’s earth, 

And his pure soul unto Iiis captain Christ, 

Thder whose colours he had fought so long. 

Fating. Why, bishop, is Norfolk dead ? 

Car. As sure as I live, my lord. 

Foling. Sweet peace conduct his sweet soul to 
tlie bosom 

Hi good old Abraham ! — I..or(ls appellants, 

A our difl’ercnces shall all rest under gage, 

Idl we assign you to your days of trial. 

Enter York, attended. 

york. Great duke of Lancaster, I come to thee 
rmmplume-pluck’d Richard ; who with willing soul 
dopts thee heir, and his high scepter yields 
* the possession of tl»y royal hand : 

' ^cend his throne, descentfing now from him, — 
A«d long live Henry, of that name the fourth ! 
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Boling. In Cod’s name, I’ll ascend tlie regal throne. 
Car. Marry, God forbid ! — 

Worst in this royal presence may I speak, 

Yet best bes(‘eming me to speak the truth. 

Would God, that any in tin's noble presence 
Were enough noble to be upright judge 
Of noble Richard ; then true nobless would 
Learn him forbearance from so foul a wrong, 

What subject can give sentence on his king ? 

And who sits here, that is not Richard’s subject ? 
Thieves are not judg’d, but they are by to hear, 
Although apparent guilt be seen in them ; 

And shall the figure of God’s majesty, 

His captain, steward, dejiiity elect, 

Anointed, crow ned, planted many years. 

Be judg’d by subject and inferior breath, 

And he himself not present? O, forbid it, God, 
lliat, in a Christian climate, souls refin’d 
Should show so heinous, black, obscene a deed ! 

I speak to subjects, and a subject speaks, 

Stirr’d up by heaven thus boldly for his king. 

My lord of Hereford here, whom you call king, 

Is a foul traitor to proud Hereford’s king : 

And if you crown him, let me prophesy, — 

The blood of English shall manure the grouni. 
And futi*;c uj^es Tot Tuu* ctci ; 

Peace shall go sleep with Turks and Infidels, 

And, in this seat of peace, tumultuous w ars 
Shall kin with kin, and kind with kind confound ; 
Disorder, horror, fear, and mutiny, 

Shall here inhabit, and this land l>e call’d 
The field of Golgotha, and dead men’s skulls. 

O, if thou rear this house against this house. 

It will the w'oefullest division prove, 

That ever fell upon this cursed earth : 

Prevent, resist it, let it not be so, 

Lest child, child’s children, cry, against you — woe . 
North. Well have you argu’d, sir ; and, for your 
pains, 

Of capital treason we arrest you here : 

My lord of Westminster, be it your charge 
To keep him safely till his day of trial. — 

May’t please you, lords, to grant the commons* suit. 

Boling. Fetch hither Richard, that in common view 
lie may surrender ; so we shall proceed 
Without suspicion. 

York. I will be bis conduct. [Ertt. 

Boling. Lords, you that are here under our arrest. 
Procure your sureties for your days of answer ; — 
Little are w'c beholden to your love, |" To Carlisle. 
And little look’d for at your helping hands. 

Be-cnter York, with Kino Richard, and Officers 
bearing the Crowiit <5; e. 

K. JRich. Alack, w hy am I sent for to a king, 
Before I have shook off the regal tliough ts 
Wherew ith I reign’d ? I hardly yet have leam’d 
To insinuate, flatter, bow, and bend my knee ; — 
Give sorrow' leave a wTiile to tutor me 
To this submission. Yet I wdl remember 
The favours ♦ of these men : Were they not mine ? 
Did they not sometime cry, all hail ! to me ? — 

To do what service am I sent for hither ? 

York. To do that offlee, of thine own good will, 
Which tired majesty did make thee ofler, — -■ 

The resignation of thy state and crown 
To Henry Bolingbroke. 

A" Rich. Give me the crow'n : — Here, cousin, 
seize the crown ; 

* Countenances 
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Here, on this side, my hand ; on tliat side, thine. 
Now is this golden crown like a deep well, 

That ovves^ iw'o buckets lillin]Lr one another; 

The emptier ever dancing in the air, 

TFic other down, unseen, and full of winter : 

That bucket down, and full oF tears, am I, 
Drinking my griefs, wliilst you mount up on high. 
Moling, 1 thought you had been willing to resign. 
A". Mich, IVIy crown, 1 am ; but still my griefs 
are mine : 

You may my glorks and my state de]>osc, 

But not my grief; still am J king of those. 

Baling. Part of your cares you give me whth your 
crown. 

K. Bich* Your cares set up do not pluck my 
cares down. 

My care is — loss of care, by old care done ; 

Your care is — gain of care, by new care w on : 

Tlie cares i give, I have, tijough given aw'ay ; 

They tend the crown, yet still w it Is me they stay 
Boling. Arc you contented to resign the crown ? 
A". Rich. A3", no;— no, ay; — For I must nothing 
be; 

Therefore no no, for I resign to tliec. 

Now mark me Iiow I will undo myself : — 

"1^ Q ’ -w k.XJ > IJl...... “ft .ilt 

And this unwieldy scepter from my hand, 

The pride of kingly sway from out my heart ; 

With mine own tears I wash away my balm*', 

With mine own hands I give aw’ay my crow'n. 

With mine own tongue deny my sacred state. 

With mine own breath release all duteous oaths : 
All pomp and majesty I do forswear ; 

My manors, rents, revenues, I forego ; 

My acts, decrees, and statutes, 1 deny : 

God pardon all oaths, that are broke to me ! 

God keep all vows unbroke, are made to thee ! 
Make me, that nothing liave, with nothing griev’d ; 
And thou with all pleas’d, that hast all achiev’d • 
Long may St thou live in Richard’s seat to sit. 

And soon lie Richard in an earthy jiit ! — 

God save king Henry, unking’d Richard says. 

And send him many years of sunshine days ! — 
What more remains ? 

jNarth* No more, but that you read 

[Ojfcnng a Taper. 

These accusations, and tliese grievous crimes, 
Committed by your person, and your followers. 
Against the state and profit of this land ; 

That, by confessing them, tlie souls of men 
May deem that you are worthily depos’d. 

K. Rich. Must I do so? and must I ravel out 
My weav’d up follies? Gentle Northumberland, 

If thy ofTcnces W'cre upon record, 

Would it not shame thee in so fair a troop. 

To read a lecture of them ? If thou wouldst, 

There shouldst thou find one heinous article, — 
Containing the deposing of a king, 

And cracking the strong w^arrant of an oath, — 

Mark’d wdth a blot, mark’d in the book of heaven ; 

Nay, all of you, that stand and look upon me. 

Whilst that my wretchedness doth bait myself, 

Though some of you arc show ing outward pity, 
Have here deliver’d me to my sour cross, 

And water cannot wash away your sin. 

North, My lord, despatch ; read o’er these ar- 
ticles. 

K. Rich, Mine eyes are full of tears, I cannot see : 
And yet salt water blinds them not so much, 

* Owns. « Oil of consecration. 
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But they can see a sort 7 of traitors here. 

Nay, if I turn mine eyes upon myself, j 

I find myself a traitor with the rest : 

I^'or I have given here my soul’s consent, 

To undeck the pompous body of a king ; 

Make glory base ; and sovereignty, a slave ; 

Proud ntijesty, a subject ; state, a peasant. 

North. My lord, 

K, Rich. No lord of thine, tliou haught, insult- 
ing man, 

Nor no lord : 1 have no name, no title, — 

No, not tJiat name was given me at the font, — 
But ’tis usurp’d : — Alack the heavy day, 

That 1 have worn so many winters out. 

And know' not now what name to call myself’ 

O, that 1 vvere a mockery king of snow, 

Standing before tlie sun of Bolingbroke, 

To melt myself away in water-drops ' — 

Good king, — great king, — (and yet not greatly 
good,) 

An if my word be sterling yet in England 
Let it command a mirror hitlier straight ; 

That it may show me what a face I have, 

Since it is bankrupt of liis majesty. 

Boling. Go, some of you, and fetch a looking- 
glass. [Erii an Atlcndutit. 

North. Read o’er this paper, while the glass doth 
come. 

K. Rich. Fiend ! thou torment’st me. 

Boling, Urge it no more, my lord Northumberland. 
North, Tlie commons will not then be satisfied. 
A”. Rich. They shall be satisfied; Fll read enough, 
When 1 do see the very l>ook indeed 
W^here all my sins are writ, and that’s myself. — 

Re-enter Attcndnnti with a Glass. 

Give me tliat glass, and therein will I read. — 

No deeper w'rinkles yet ? Hath sorrow struck 
So many blow s upon Ibis face of mine, 

And made no deeper wmunds ? — O, flattering glass, 
Like to my follow'crs in prosperity. 

Thou dost beguile me ! W^as this face the face, 
That every day under his household roof 
Did keej> ten thousand men ? Was this the face, 
That, like the sun, did make beholders wink ? 

Was this the face, that lac’d so many follies, 

And was at last out-fac’d by Bolingbroke ? 

A brittle glory shineth in this face : 

As brittle as the glory is the face ; 

[IJasheth the Glass against the ground. 
For there it is, crack’d in a hundred shivers. — 
Mark, silent king, the moral of this sport, — 

How' soon my sorrow' hatJi destroy’d my face. 

Boling. The shadow of your sorrow hath destroy d 
The shadow of your face. 

A". Rich. Say that again. 

The shadow of my sorrow ? Ha ! let’s see ; ■ — 

’Tis very true, my grief lies all within ; 

And these external manners of lament 
Are merely shadows to the unseen grief, 

That swells with silence in the tortur’d soul ; 

There lies the substance : and I thank thee, king» 
For thy great bounty, that not only giv’st 
Me cause to wail, but teachest me the way 
How to lament the cause. I’ll beg one boon, 

And then be gone, and trouble you no more. 

Shall I obtain it ? 

Boling. Name it, fair cousin. 

A'. Rich. Fair cousin ? Why, 1 am greater than 
a king : 

: Pack. 
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For, when I was a king, my flatterers 
Were then but subjects ; being now a sulyect, 

I have a king here to my flatterer. 

Befog so great, I have no need to beg. 

Yet ask. 

K- Rich, And shall I have ? 

Boling, Yon sliall. 

K. Rich, Then give me leave to go. 

Boling, Whither ? 

K, Rich. Whither you will, so I w^erc from your 
sights. 

Boling* Go, some of you, convey him to the Tower. 
K. Rich. O, good ! Convey ? — Conveyers ® are 
you all. 

That rise thus nimbly by a true king’s fall. 

[Rxeunt King Rich a an, some Ltyrds, and 
a Guard. 


Boling. On Wednesday next, we solemnly set down 
Our coronation : lords, prepare yourselves. 

[^Exeunt all but the Abbot, Bishop op 
Caiilislf, and Aijmerle. 

Abbot. A woeful pageant have we here beheld. 

Car. The w^oe’s to come ; the children yet unborn 
Sliall feel this day as sharp to them as thorn. 

Aum. You holy clergymen, is there no plot 
To rid the realm of this pernicious blot ? 

Abbot. Before I freely speak my mind lierein, 
You shall not only take the sacrament 
To bury mine intents, but to effect 
Whatever I shall happen to devise : — 

I see your brows are full of discontent, 

'Your hearts of sorrow, and your eyes of tears ; 
Come home with me to supper ; I will lay 
A plot, sliall bIiow us all a merry day. [^Exeunt. 


ac:t V. 


SCENE I.-— Eondon. A Street leading to the Toivrr. 

Enter Quekn, and Ladies. 

Queen. This way the king will come; this is the way 
To Julius Cajsar's ill-erected tower &, 

To whose flint bosom my condcMtmed lord 
Is doom’d a prisoner, by proud Bolingbroke : 

Here let us rest, if this rebellious earth 
Have any resting for her true king’s queen. 

Enter King Richard, and Guards. 

But soft, but see, or ratlier do not see. 

My fair rose w'ither ; Yet look up ; behold ; 

That you in pity may dissolve to dew, 

And w'ash him fresli again w ith true-love tears. — 
Ah, thou, the model wlicre old Troy did stand; 
Thou map of honour ; thou king Kich.ard’s tomb, 
And not king Richard ; thou most beauteous inn. 
Why should hard-favour’d grief be lodg’d in thee, 
AVhen triumph is become an ale-house guest ? 

E. Rich. Join not w ith grief, fiur woman, do not so. 
To make my end too sudden : learn, good soul, 

To think our former state a happy dream ; 

From which awak’d, the truth of what w e are 
Shows us but this : I am sw orn brother, sweet, 

To grim necessity ; and he and 1 

Will keep a league till death. Hie thee to France, 

And cloister thee in some religious house ; 

Our holy lives must win a new world’s crown, 
Which our profane hours here have stricken dow’n. 
Queen. What, is iny Richard both in shape and 
mind 

Transform’d, and w’caken’d? Hath Bolingbroke 
Oepos’d thine intellect ? hath he been in thy heart ? 
1'he lion, dying, thrusteth forth his paw, 

And wounds the earth, if nothing else, with rage, 
fo be o’erpowor’d ; and wilt thou, pupil-like, 

Iricc thy correction mildly ? kiss the rod, 

And fawn on rage with base humility. 

Which art a lion, and a king of bea.sts ? 

E. Rich. A king of beasts, indeed ! if aught but 
beasts, 

J had been still a liappy king of men. 

^ood sometime queen, prepare thee hence for 
France : 

® Jugglers, also robbers. > Tower of I.ondon. 


Tliink, I am dead; and that even here tliou tak’st. 
As from my death-bed, my last living leave. 

In winter’s tetlious nights, sit by the fire, 

With good old folks ; and let tliem tell thee tales 
Of w'ot'ful ages, long ago betid; 

And, ere thou bid good night, to quit ‘ their grief, 
Tell thou the lamentable fall of me, 

And send the hearers weeping to their beds. 

For why, the senseless brands will sympathize 
The heavy accent of thy moving tongue, 

And, in compassion, weep the fire out: 

.And some will mouni in ashes, some coal-black, 
For tlie dejiosing of a rightful king. 

Enter Northumberland, attended. 

North. My lord, the mind of Bolingbroke is 
chang’d ; 

You must to Fomfret, not unto the Tower. — 

And, madam, there is order ta’en for you ; 

With all swift speed you must away to France. 

E. Rich. Northumberland, thou ladder where- 
withal 

Tlie mounting Bolingbroke ascends my throne, — 
The time shall not be many hours of age 
IMore than it is, ere foul sin, gathering head. 

Shall break into corruption : thou shalt think. 
Though he divide the realm, and give thee half. 

It is too little, helping him to all ; 

And he shall think, that tliou, w hich Ikiiow’st the way 
To plant unrightful kings, w ilt know again, 

Being ne’er so little urg’d, anotlier way 
To pluck him headlong from the usurped throne. 
The love of wicked friends converts to fear ; 

That fear, to hate ; and hate turns one, or both, 

To worthy danger, and deserved death. 

North. My guilt be on my head, and there an end. 
Take leave, and part ; for you must part forthwith. 

K. Rich. Doubly divorc’d ? — Bad men, ye violate 
A two-fold marriage ; 'twixt my crown and me ; 
And then, betwixt me and my married wife. — 

I^et me unkiss the oath ’twixt thee and me ; 

And yet not so, for with a kiss ’twas made. — 

Part us, Northumberland ; I towards the north, 
Where shivering cold and sickness pines the clime ; 
My w'ife to France ; from whence, set forth in pomp, 

* Requite, repay. 
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Sht came a(]ornc(l liitl.er like sweet May, 

Sc'iit back like Hallowmas or short’st of day. 
Queen. And must we be divided? must we part? 
A\ liich. Ay, hand from baud, my love, and heart 
from heart. 

Qw'en. Banish iis both, and send the king with me. 
North. That were some love, l)Ut little policy. 
Queen. Then whither he goes, thither lei me go. 
A". Rich, So two, together w'eeping, make one woe. 
Weep thou for me in Fiance, 1 for thee here ; 
Better far olT, than — near, be ne’er the near’. 

Go, count thy way with sighs; I, mine with groans. 
Queen, So longest nay sliall have the longest 
moans. 

A'i Rich. Twice for one step I’ll groan, the way 
being shoit, 

And piece the way out with a heavy heart. 

Come, come, in wooing sorrow, let’s he hiief, 

Since, wadding it, there is sncli length in grief 
One kiss shall stop our mouths, and dumbly pait ; 
Thus give I mine, and thus I lake thy heart. 

[Thei/ Kiss. 

Queen. Give me mine own again ; ’twere no good 
part, 

To take on me to keep and kill thy heart. 

again. 

So, now I have mine own again, begone, 

That T may strive to kill it with a groan. 

K. Rich. We‘ make woe wanton with this fond 
delay : 

Once more adien ; the rest let sorrow say. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE II. — 77ic same. A Room in the Duke 
o/* York’s Palace. 

Enter York, and his Ducjikss. 

Duch. My lord, you told me, you w ould tell the 
rest, 

When weeping made you break the story oflT, 

Of our two cousins corning into London. 

York. Where did I leave ? 

Duchm At that sad stop, my lord, 

Where rude misgovern’d hands, from windows’ tojis, 
Tlirew dust and rubbish on king Richard’s liead. 
York. Then, as I said, the duke, great Boling- 
broke, — 

Mounted upon a hot and fiery steed. 

Which his aspiring rider seem’d to know , — 

With slow, but stately pace, kept on his course. 
While all tongues cried — God save thee, Boling- 
broke ! 

You W'ould have thought the very windows spake, 
So many grciedy looks of young and old 
Through casements darted their desiring eyes 
Upon his visage; and that all the walls, 

With painted imag’ry, had said at once, — 

Jesu preserve thee ! W'elcome, Bolingbrokc : 

Whilst he, from one side to the other turning, 
Bareheaded, lower than his proud steed’s neck, 
Bespakc them thus, ~ I thank you, countrymen ; 
And thus still doing, thus he pass’d along. 

DuAch. Alas, poor Richard ! where rides he the 
while ? 

York. As, ill a theatre, the eyes of men, 

After a well-grac’d actor leaves tlie stage, 

Are idly bent on him that enters next, 

Thinking liis prattle to be tedious : 

Even so, or with much more contempt, men’s eyes 
Did scowl on Richard ; no man cried, God save him ! 
No joyful tongue gave him his welcome home ; 

> Allhallowi, {. e. AlUsaints, Nov. 1. 
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But dust was thrown upon his sacred head ; 

Which with such gentle sorrow he shook ofT, — 
His face still combating with tears and smiles. 

The badges of his grief and patience, — • 

That, had not God, lor some strong purpose, steel’d 
'The hearts of men, they must perforce have melted, 
And batbarism itself have pitied him. 

But heaven hath a hand in these events ; 

To whose high will we bound our calm contents. 
To Bolingbrokc are we sworn subjects now, 

Whose state and honour 1 for aye allow. 

Enter Aumerle. 

Duch. Here comes my son Aumerle. 

York. ' Aumerle that was ; 

But that is lost, for being Richard’s friend, 

And, madam, you must call him Rutland now' ; 

I am in parliament pledge for his truth, 

And lasting fealty to the new-made king. 

Duch. Welcome, my son ; Who arc the violets now, 
That strew the green lap of the new-come spring ? 

Aum. IMadam, I know not, nor I greatly care not 
Heaven knows, I had as lief be none, as one. 

York. Well, bear you well in this new spiing of 
time, 

Ta'sI you be cropp’d licfore you come to prime, 
What new's from Oxford ? hold those justs and 
triumphs? 

Aunu For aught I know, my lord, they do. 

York. You w^ill be there, I know, 

Aunu I purpose so. 

York. What seal is that, that hangs witliout thy 
bosom ? 

Yea, look’st thou pale? let me sec the writing. 
Aum. My lord, ’tis nothing. 

York, No matter then who sees it • 

I will be satisfied, let me see the writing. 

Aum. I do beseech your grace to pardon me ; 

It is a matter of small conserpiencc, 

Which for some reasons I would not have seen. 

York. W^hich for some reasons, sir, I mean to see. 
I fear, I fear, 

Duch. What should you fear ? 

’Tis nothing but some bond that he is enter’d into 
F'or gay apparel, ’gainst the triumph day. 

York. Bound to himself? what doth he with a bond 

That he is bound to ? Wife, thou art a fool 

Boy, let me see the waiting. 

Aum. I do beseech you, pardon me ; I may not 
show it. 

York. I will be satisfied ; let me see it, I say. 

[Snatches ity and reads. 

Treason ! foul treason ! villain ! traitor ! slave ! 
Duch. What is the matter, my lord ? 

York. Ho ! who is within there ? [Enter a Sei'vanl. 
Saddle my horse. 

Heaven for his mercy ! what treachery is here I 
Duck. Why, what is it, my lord ? 

York. Give me my boots, I say ; saddle my 
horse : 

Now by mine honour, by my life, my troth, 

I will appeuch the villain. [ExU Servant. 

Duch. What’s the matter T 

York. Peace, foolish woman. 

Duefu I will not peace : — What is the matter, 
son ? 

Aum. Good mother, be content ; it is no more 
Tlian my poor life must answer. 

Dicch. Thy life answer ! 

> TUU and toumaxnentf. 




Re-enter Servatil, with Boots* 

York. Bring me my boots, I will unto the king. 
Jhich. Strike him, Aumerle. — Poor boy, thou 
art amaz’d : 

Hence, villain ; never more come in my sight. — 

[To the Servant. 

York. Give me my boots, I say. 

Duck. Why, York, what wilt thou do ? 

Wilt thou not hide the trespass of thine own*^ 

Have we more sons ? or are we like to have? 

And wilt thou pluck my fair son from mine age, 
And rob me of a happy mother's name ? 

Is he not like thee ? is he not thine own ? 

York. Thou fond mad woman, 

Wilt thou conceal this dark conspiracy ? 

A dozen of them here have ta’en the sacrament. 

And interchangeably set down their hands, 

'fo kill the king at Oxford. 

Duck. lie shall be none ; 

We’ll keep him here ; Tlien what is that to him ? 
York. Away, 

Fond woman • were he twenty times my son, 

1 would appeach him. 

Diii'h. Hadst thou groan’d for him. 

As I liave done, thou’dst be more pitiful. 

York. JMake w'ay, unruly woman. [Exit. 

Duch. After, Aumerle; mount thee upon hishorse; 
Spur, post ; and get before him to the king, 

And beg thy })ardon ere he do accuse thee. 

I’ll not belong behind ; though I be old, 

I doubt not but to ride as fast as York : 

And never will 1 rise up from the ground, 

Tdl Bolingbroke have pardon’d thee . Away . 
Begone. [Exeunt. 

SCENE III. — Windsor. A Room in the Castle. 

Enter Bolimgbaoke, gs Eing ^ Pekcv, and other 
Lords. 

Boling. Can no man tell of my unthrifty son ? 
’'i’ls full three months since I did see him last : — 
If any plague hang over us, ’tis he. 

I would to heaven, my lords, he might be found : 
Inquire at London, ’mongst the taverns there, 

I'or there, tliey say, he daily doth frequent. 

With unrestrained loose companions ; 

Even such, they say, as stand in narrow lanes, 

And beat our w'atch, and rob our passengers ; 
While he, young, wanton, and efiTcminate boy, 
Takes on the point of honour, to support 
So dissolute a crew. 

Percy. My lord, some two days since I saw the 
prince ; 

And told him of these triumphs held at Oxford. 
Boling. And what said the gallant ? 

Percy. His answer was, — he would unto tlie 
stew^s ; 

And from the common’st creature pluck a glove. 
And wear it as a favour ; and with that 
He Would unhorse the lustiest challenger. 

Boling. As dissolute, as desperate ! yet through 
both 

I sec some sparkles of a better hope. 

Which elder days may happily bring forth. 

But who comes here ? 

E^iter Avmjbkle hastily. 

•^u?n. Where is the king ? 

Boling, What means 

Our cousin, that he stares and looks so w ildly ? 


Aunt. God save your grace. I do beseech your 
majesty, 

To have some conference with your grace alone. 
Boling. Withdraw yourselves, and leave us hero , 
alone. — [Exeunt Percy and Lords.* 
Wliat is the matter w-ith our cousin now ? 

Alim, r’or ever may my knees grow to the earth, 

[Kneels. 

My tongue cleave to my roof within my mouth. 
Unless a ])ardon, ere I rise, or speak. 

Boling. Intended, or committed, w-as tliis fault? 

If but the first, how heinous e’er it be. 

To win thy after-love, I pardon tliee. 

Auin. Then give me leave that I may turn the key, 
That no man enter till my tale be done. 

Boling. Have thy desire. 

[Aumerle locls the door. 
York. [lYithin.'] Mv liege, beware ; look to thy- 
self; 

Thou bast a traitor in thy presence there. 

Buliug. Villain, ril maki* thee safe. [Drawing, 
ylunt. Stay thy revengeful hand; 

Thou hast no cause to fear. 

[lYillnn.'] Open the door, secure, fool- 
hardy kitig : 

Shall I, for love, sj)t‘ak treason in thy face ? 

Open the door, or 1 will break it open. 

[Bolingrroke opens the door. 

Enter York. 

Boling. Wliat is the matter, uncle ? speak ? 
Recover breath ; tell us how near is danger. 

That wc may arm us to encounter it. 

York. l*eruse this writing here, and thou shall 
know 

The treason that my haste foibids me show. 

Aum. Remember, as thou read’st, thy promise past : 

I do repent me ; read not my name there. 

My heart is not confederate with my hand. 

York. *Twas, villain, ere thy hand did set it 
down. — 

I tore it from the traitor’s bosom, king ; 

Fear, anil not love, begets his penitence : 

Forget to pity him, lest thy pity prove 
A serpent that will sting thee to the lieart. 

Boling. O heinous, strong, and bold conspiracy! — 

0 loyal father of a treacherous son I 

Thou sheer ■*, immaculate, and silver fountain, 

From whence this stream through muddy passages. 
Hath held his current, and defil’d himself I 
Thy overflow of good converts to bad ; 

And tliy abundant goodness shall excuse 
This deadly plot in thy digressing son. 

York. So shall he spend mine honour witli bis 
shame. 

As thriftless sons their scraping fathers’ gold. 

Mine honour lives wdien his dishonour dies, 

Or my sliam’d life in his dishonour lies ; 

Thou kill’st me in his life ; giving him breath, 

The traitor lives, the true man’s put to death. 

Duch. [Wilkin.'] What ho, ray liege ! for Hea- 
ven’s sake let me in. 

Boling. What shrill-voic’d suppliant makes this 
eager cry ? 

Duch. A woman, and thine aunt, great king ; tis I. 
Speak with me, pity me, open the door ; 

A beggar begs, that never begg’d before, 

Boling. My dangerous cousin, let your mother in ; 

1 know she’s come to pray for yoiur foul sin. 

« Tranfiparont. 
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I'urA. If tliou do pardon^ ^\hosoe^er ])ray, I 
>Ioie sins, for this forgi veru'ss, proti}»or may. | 

'rnis fester’d joint cut olT, the rest rests sound ; j 

'i’his, let alone, \vill all the rest confound. 

Enter Diiriirss. | 

Durih O king, believe not this haul-hearted niaii. 1 
York. Thou fruntick woman, what dost thou make • 
here ? < 

Duch. Sweet York, he patient • Hear me, gentle 
liege. [A'/tcc/s. 

Jioting. Rise up, gouil aunt. 

Dudi, Not yet, 1 tliee beseech : 

For ever will I kneel upon my knees. 

And never see day that the happy secs, 

I'ill thou give joy ; until thou hid me joy. 

By pardoning llutlund, my transgressing hoy. 

Atnn- Unto iny mother’s prayers, I bend my knee. 

[Ainr/.s'. 

For/i. Against them both, iny true joints bended 
he. [Kncrh 

III mayst thou thrive, if tliou grant any grace ! 

Durh. l^lcads he in earnest ? look upon his face ; 
Ills eyes do drop no tCcOs, his prayers are in jest ; 
His words come from his mouth, ours from our 
breast * 

He prays hut faiutl}, ami would he denied ; 

We pray with heart, and soul, and all beside* 

His weary joints would gladly rise, I know ; 

Our knees shall kneel till to the ground they grow 
His prayers are full of false hypocrisy ; 

Ours, of true zeal and deep integrity. 

Our prayers do out-jiray his ; then let them ha\e 
That mercy which true prayers ought to have. 

Boling. Good aunt, stand up. 

Duch. Nay, do not say — stand up ; 

But, pardon, first ; and afterwards stand up. 

And if I were thy nurse, thy tongue to teach, 

Pardon — should be the first word of thy sjieech. 

I never long’d to hear a word till now ; 

Say — pardon, king ; let pity teach thee how 
The word is short, but not so short as sw eet ; 

No word like, pardon, for kings’ mouths so meet. 

’rhine eye begins to sjieak, set thy tongue there ; 

Or, in thy piteous heart plant thou thine car ; 

That, hearing how our plaints and prayers do pierce, 
Pity may move thee, pardon to rehearse. 

Boling. Good aunt, stand up, 

Buch,^ 1 do not sue to stand, 

Pardon is all the suit I have in hand. 

Boling. I pardon him, as God shall pardon me. 

^ Dtich, O happy vantage of a kneeling knee ! 
et am I sick for fear : speak it again ; 

J wicc saying pardon, doth not pardon twain, 

But makes one pardon strong. 

Boling* ^ With all my heart 

I pardon him. 

Duck* A god on earth thou art. 

Boling* But for our trusty brother-in-law,— and 
the abbot, 

With all the rest of that consorted crew, 

Destruction straight shall dog them at tlic heels 

Good uncle help to order severed powers 
To Oxford, or where’er these traitors arc : 

They sliall not live within this world, 1 swear, 

But I will have them, if 1 once know* where. 

Uncle, farewell, — and cousin, too, adieu : 

Your mother well hath pray’d, and prove you tiuc. 
Dnvh. Come, my old son; — I pray heaven make j 
thee new*. {^Ereinii. ! 


SCENK IV. 

Euler Exto.v and a Servant. 

Exlon. Didst thou not mark the king, what words 
lie spake ? 

Tfiwe I no friend wilt rid me of tins living fear 9 
Was it not so V 

St'rn. Those were his very words. 

Exton. Have T no friend 9 quoth he: he spake 
it twdee, 

And urg’d it twice together ; did he not ? 

Serv. He did. 

Elton* A nd, speaking it, he wistfully look ’don rnc ; 
As who should say, — I would, thou wert tlie man 
That w'ould divorce this terror from my heart ; 
Meaning, the king at Pomfrel. Come, let’s go ; 

1 am the king’s friend, and will rid his foe. [Ejcw/if. 

SCENE V. — Pomfret. The Castle. 

Enter King lliriiARn. 

A'. Rich. 1 have been stud\ ing how* J may compare 
This prison, wlierc I live, unto the world ; 

And, for because the world is populous, 

And here is not a creature but myself, 

1 cannot do it ; — Yet I’ll hammer it out, 

IVIy brain I’ll prove the female to my soul ; 

My soul, the father : and these tw'o beget 
A generation of still-breeding thouglits. 

And tiiese same thoughts people this little w'orld ; 
In humours, like the people of this world ; 

For no thought is contented. The better sort, — 
As thoughts of things divine, — are intermix’d 
With scruples, and do set the word itself 
Against the word : 

Thoughts tending to ambition, they do plot 
U'nlikely wonders : how these vain weak nails 
May tear a passage tlirough tlie flinty ribs 
Df this liard world, my ragged prison walls ; 

And. for they cannot, die in their own pride. 
Thoughts tending to content, flatter themselves, — 
That they are not the first of fortune’s slaves, 

Nor shall not he the last ; like silly beggars, 

W’ho, sitting in the stocks, refuge their shame, 

That many have, and others must sit there ; 

And in tliis tliouglit they find a kind of ease. 
Bearing their own misfortune on the liack 
Of such as have before endur’d the like. 

Thus play I, in one person, many people. 

And none contented : Sometimes am I king , 

Then treason makes me wish myself a beggar ; 

And so I am : Then crushing penury 
Persuades me I was better when a king; 

Then am I king’d again : and, by-and-hy, 

Think that I am unking’d by IJolingbroke, 

And straight am nothing: — but whate’er I am, 
Nor I, nor any man, but that but man is, 

With nothing shall be pleas’d till he be cas’d 
With being nothing. — Musick do I hear ? [Musich. 
Ha, ha 1 keep time : — How sour sweet musick is, 
W’hen time is broke, and no proportion kept ! 

So is it in the musick of men’s lives. 

And here have I the daintiness of ear, 

To check time broke in a disorder’d string ; 

But, for the concord of my state and time, 

Had not an ear to hear my true time broke. 

I wasted time, and now doth time waste me. 

For now hath time made me his numb’ring clock . 
My thoughts are minutes ; and, with sighs, they jar 
I’heir watches on unto mine eyes, the outward 
walcli, 
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Whereto my hnger, like a dial’s point. 

Is pointing still, in cleansing them from tears. 

Now, sir, the sounds that tell what hour it is, 
Arc,clamorous groans, that strike upon my heart. 
Which is the bell : So sighs, and tears, and groans, 
Show minutes, times, and hours: — but my time 
Huns posting on in ]3olingbroke’s proud joy. 

This musick mads me, let it sound no more ; 

For, though it have holpe madmen to their wits. 

In me, it seems it will make wise men mad. 

Yet blessing on his heart tliat gives it me ! 

For ’tis a sign of love ; and love to Richard 
Is a strange brooch in tins all-hating world. 

Euler (iroom. 

Groom. Hail, loyal prince! 

JC. Hick. Whdt art thou ? and how coniest thou 
hither, 

Where no man never comes, but that sad dog 
That brings me food, to make misfortune live ? 

Groom, I Avas a poor groom of thy stable, king, 
Wlicn thou wert king ; who, travelling towards York, 
With much ado, at length have gotten leave 
To look ui)on my sometime mastei’s face. 

(), how it yearn’d my heart, when 1 beheld, 

In London streets, that eoronation day, 

When Bolingbroke rode on roan Barbary * 

That horse, that thou so often hast bestrid ; 

That horse, that 1 so carefully have dress’d • 

K. Hick. Rode he on Barbary ? Tell me, gentle 
friend, | 

How went he under him ? 

Groom. So proudly, as if he disdain’d the ground. 
Ji. liich. So proud that Bolingbroke was on liis 
back ! 

That jade hath eat bread from my royal hand ; 

This hand hatli made him proud wdth ela])ping him. 
Would he not stumble? Would he not fall down, 
(Since pride must have a fall,) and break the neck 
Of that proud man that did usurp his back ? 
Forgiveness, horse ! Avhy dt) I rail on thee, 

Since thou, created to he aw’d by man, 

Wast born to bear ? 1 was not made a horse ; 

And yet I bear a burden like an ass, 

Spur-gaird, and tir’d, by jauncing Bolingbroke. 

Enter Keeper, leith a Eish. 

Keep. Fellow, give place ; here is no longer stay. 

[ To the Groom. 

K, Hich. If thou love me, ’tis time thou w'ert 
aw^ay. 

Groom. What my longue dares not, that my heart 
shall say. {Eiit. 

Keep. My lord, will’t please you to fall to ? 

K. Hick. Taste of it first, as thou art w'ont to do. 
Keep. My lord, I dare not ; sir Fierce of Exton, 
w’ho 

Lately came from the king, commands the contrary. 
K. Hick. The devil take Henry of Lancaster, and 
thee I 

Patience is stale, and I am weary of it. 

[Beats the Keeper. 

Keep. Help, help, help ! 

Enter Exton, and Servants armed. 

K. Rich. How now ? what means death in this 
rude assault ? 

Villain, thy own iiand yields thy death’s instru- 
ment. [Snatching a weapon^ and Icilhng one. 
Go thou, and fill another room in hell. 

[He kilts another, then Exton strikes him down. 


That hand shall burn in never-quenching fire, 

That staggers thus my person. — Exton, thy fierco 
hand 

Hatli with tlie king’s blood stain’d the king’s own 
land. 

Mount, mount, my soul ! thy seat is up on high ; 
Whilst ray gross flesh sinks dow nward, here to die. 

[Hies. 

Exton. As full of valour, as of royal blood : 

Both liave I spilt ; O, would the deed were good ! 
For now tlie devil, that told me — I did well, 

Says that this deed is chronicled in hell. 

This dead king to the living king I’ll bear ; — 

Take hence the rest, and give them burial here. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE VI. — Windsor. A Roojn in the Castle. 

Flourish. Enter BoMsuimoKF, and York, with 
Loi’ds, and Attendants. 

Baling. Kind uncle York, tfie latest news w c hear 
Is — that the rebels have consum’d with liie 
Our town of Ciccster in Glostershirc ; 

But whether tJicy be t.i’en, or slain, we hear not. 

Enter NoRTiiuMiiEiiLA Kn. 

Welcome, my lord : What is the ncAvs ? 

North. First, to thy sacred state wish I all hap- 
piness, 

The next news is, — I have to London sent 
The licads of Salisl)ury, Spencer, Blunt, and Kent : 
I'he manner of tlieir taking may appear 
At large discoursed in this paper licrc. 

[Breseniing a paper. 
Boling. Wc thank thee, gentle Percy, for thy 
pjiins ; 

And to thy wortli wall add right worthy gains. 
Enter Frrz water, 

Filz. My lord, I have from Oxford sent to London 
The heads of Brocas, and sir Bennet Seely ; 

'J’wo of the dangerous consorted traitors. 

That sought at Oxford thy dire overthrow. 

Boling. Thy pains, Fit/Avater, shall not be forgot ; 
Right noble is thy merit, well I Avot. 

Enter Percy, with the Bishop of Carlisle. 
Bercy. ’^I he grand conspirator, abbot of West- 
minster, 

With clog of conscience, and sour melancholy. 
Hath yielded up his body to the grave ; 

But here is Carlisle living to abide 

Thy kingly doom, and sentence of his pride. 

Boling. Carlisle, this is your doom : — 

Choose out some secret jdace, some reverend room, 
More than thou hast, and witli it joy thy life; 

I So, as thou liv’st in peace, die free from strife : 

For though mine enemy thou hast ever been, 

High sparks of honour in thee have 1 seen. 

Enter Exton, nith Attendants hearing a Coffin. 
Erlon. Great king, within this coffin I present 
Thy buried fear : herein all breathless lies 
The mightiest of thy greatest enemies, 

Richard of Bourdeaux, by me hither brouglit. 
Boling. Exton, I thank thee not ; for thou hast 

WTOUght 

A deed of slander, A'ntli thy fatal hand, 

Upon my head, and all this famous land. 
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lldon, From }oui own mouth, my lord, did I j 
this dml. 

liolitur- Tiiey love not poison that do poison need, 
Nor do 1 thee ; though I did wish him dead, 

1 hate the murderer, love him murdered. 

The guilt of conscience take thou for tliy labour, 
lint neither my good word, nor princely favour 
With Cain go wander through the shade of night, 
And never show thy head by day nor light. — 


I^ords, I protest my soul is full of woe, 

That blood should sprinkle me, to make me grow 
Come, mourn with me for what I do lament, 

And put on sullen black incontinent •'» ; , 

I’ll make a voyage to the Holy Land, 

To wash this blood off ft*om my guilty hand : — 
March sadly after ; grace my mournings here, 

Xn weeping a^ter this untimely bier, 

Immediately. 
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PREFACE OF THE EDITOR TO THE TWO PARTS OF HENRY IV. 


My late excellent friend, Mrs. Montagu, in her 
Essay on the Writings and Genius of Shakspearc, 
has paid particular attention to Henry the I Vlh. In 
this, as in every part of her work, good principles, 
judicious argument, and refined taste, appear in all 
her observations ; but I confine myself to the more 
immediate objects of the present publication, — 
jmrity, and decency of expression. 

Every iierson must be sensible, that of all the 
historical plays, the Two Parts of Henry the IVth 
are the most difficult to render fit for family reading. 
To clear them of all indecent, and indelicate expres- 
sions, without destroying the wit and spirit of Fal- 
staffj and without injuring tlie narrative, is indeed 
an arduous undertaking ; but 1 hope I may remove 
many objectionable passages, though I may not be 
able to render the work perfect. E$t quadam pro^ 
(lire tenuxt si Jion datu) vltra.*^ Feeling the difficulty 
of the task, I take as a guide the following extract 
from the just observations of my deceased friend : — 

“ There arc delicacies of decorum in one age un- 
known to anotlier age ; but whatever is immoral, is 
equally blameable in all ages ; and every ap]>roach 
to oliscenity, is an offence, for which wit cannot 
atone, nor the barbarism or the corruption of tlic 
times afford an excuse. Mine hostess Quickly is of 
a siiecies not extinct. It may be said, the author 
there sinks from comedy to farce ; but she helps to 
complete the cliaracter of Falstafl’, and some of the 
dialogues in a Inch she is engaged are diverting. 
Every scene in which Doll Tearshcet appears, is 
indecent ; and therefore not only indefensible, but 
inexcusable.” 

After the foregoing quotation, my readers will 
not he surprised, if the name of the last-mentioned 
person is not to be found in the following plays. 


I hope that all obscenity is equally banished from 
them. 1 wish it were in my power in like manner 
to exclude every expression which approaches to 
vulgarity or indelicacy ; but this I fear, cannot be 
done, unless tlie whole of those scenes are omitted 
in which any of the comic cliaracters appear. The 
present publication nitay possibly be censured by 
two classes of readers, of very different sentiments. 
Those persons who are unwilling to be deprived of 
any part of tlie wit of Falstaff’ (whatever may be the 
expense of retaining it) will perhaps be displeased 
at the omission of the evening scene between him 
and Doll Tearsheet, and their followers. To them 
I reply, that consistently with the design of the 
present edition of Shakspearc, the omission was 
unavoidable ; but I regret it the less, because, as was 
suggested in my preface, those readers can gratify 
their taste by having recourse to former editions of 
the Second Part of Henry the IVth, 

Other persons may possibly complain that there 
still remain in this work some expressions which 
are not consistent with that perfect delicacy of 
sentiment, with which it were desirable that every 
publication should be conducted. To this objec- 
tion I fear that 1 can give no answer that w’ill be 
quite satisfactory. I can only say, that I have 
endeavoured to render the speeches of Falstalf and 
his companions ar correct as they could he ren- 
dered, without losing sight of their characters and 
dispositions. Those persons who still object to 
their language, cannot I lielieve do better, than 
confine their reading to tlie serious parts of tlie 
Uiree following plays, which possess sucli merit, as 
can hardly be equalled in any other dramatic poet, 
and is seldom exceeded by our own immortal bard. 


PERSONS REPRESENTED. 


j iSons to the Kw 
Fnends to the 1 


Ring Henry the Fourth, 

Hfnry, Prince of Wales, 

I'rince John of Lancaster, 

Fari, of Westmoreland, 

Sir Walter Blunt, j 

InoMAs Percy, Earl o/* Worcester. 

JIenry Percy, Earl of Northumberland. 
Henry Percy, surnamed Hotspur, his Son 
nvARi) Mortimer, Earl (f March. 
^<.’Roor, Archbishop of Y«»rk. 

Auchijiali), Earl of Douglas. 

Owen Glkndower. 

Richard Vernon. 


Sill John Falstaff 
PoiNs. 

Gadshill. 

Pf.to. Bardolfh. 

1,1 A DY Percy, Wife to Hotspur, and Sister to Mor- 
timer, 

Lady Mortimer, Davghter to Glendower, and 
Wife to Mortimer. 

Mrs. Quickly, Hostess of a Tavern in Eastchcap. 

Lords, Officers, Sheriffi, Vintner, Chamberlain, 
Drawers, two Carriers, 7\'avellt.Ts, and Attendafits* 


SCENE, England. 



FIRST PART OF 


Act 1. 




ACT I. 


SCENE 1. — London. A Room in (he Palace. 

Enter Ki.vc; IIfniiv, Wkstmoheland, Sir Walter 
Ulunt, and others. 

K. Hen. So shaken as \vc arc, so wan nitli care, 
Find we a time foi frlj^htcd peace to pant, 

Anri breathe short-winded accents of new broils 
To be commenc’d in stronds ‘ afar j emote. 

No more the thirsty Erinnvs - of this soil 

Shall daub lier lips with lier own children’s blood; 

No more shall trenching wai channel her fields. 

Nor bruise her flow lets with the armed hoofs 
Of hostile paces ; those ojiposed eyes. 

Which, — like the meleois of a troubled heaven, 

All of one nature, of one substanci* bred, — — 

Did lately meet in the intestii!.' sh‘‘(k 
And furious close of civil butclu* y, 

Shall now, in mutual, well-beset .ninp^ ranks, 

March idl one wav J ^^'^d lu' no more oppos’d 
Against acijuaintance, kindred, and allies : 

The edge of war, like an ill-sheathed knife. 

No more shall cut his master. 7'herefore, friends. 
As hir as to the sepulchre of Christ, 

(Whose soldier now, under whose blessed cross 
We are impressed and engag’d to fight,) 

Forthwith a power of English shall we Ie\y ; 
W^'liosc arms were moulded in tlieir mothers’ womb 
To chase these pagans, in those holy fields, 

Over whose acres w'alk d those blessed feel, 

Which, fourteen hundred years ago, were nail d 
For our advantage, on the bitter cross. 

But this our purpose is a twelvemontli old, 

And bootless ’tis to tell you — w'c will go ; 
Therefore we meet not now ; — Then let me hear 
Of you, my gentle cousin W’estmorcland, 

What yesternight our council did decree 
In forw^arding this dear expedience. ' 

West. My liege, this haste was hot in question, 
And many limits** of the charge set dow'n 
But yesternight : when, all atliwart, there came 
A post from Wales, loadcn with heavy news ; 
Whose wwst w'as, — that the noble Mortimer, 
Leading the men of Ilerefordsln're to fight 
Against the irregular and wild Gleiidower, 

Was by the rude hands of that Welshman taken. 
And a thousand of his people butchered. 

K. Hen. It seems, then, that the tidings of this 
broil 

Brake ofi' our business for the Holy Land. 

West. 'I’his, match’d with other, did, my gracious 
lord ; 

For more, uneven and unwelcome news 
Came from the north, and thus it did import. 

On Holy-rood day the gallant Hotspur there, 
Young Harry Percy, and brave Archibald, 

That ever-valiant and approved Scot, 

At Ilohncdon met, 

Where they did s})end a sad and bloody hour ; 

As by discharge of their artillery, 

And shape of likelihood, the new s w’as told ; 

For he that brought tlicm, in the very heat 
And pride of their contention did take horse, 
Uncertain of the issue any way. 

♦ Strandft, banks of the sea. 2 'phe fury of disrord, 
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K. Hen. I Icrc is a dear and true industrious friend, 
Sir AValter Blunt, new liglitcd from his horse, 
Stain’d with the variation of each soil 
Betwixt tliat Holmedon and this seat of ours ; 

And he hath bri)ught us smooth and welcome news. 
The carl of Douglas is discomfited ; 

Ten thousand bold Scots, twm-and-tw'enty knights, 
Balk’d ^ in their ow n blood, did sir Walter see 
On 11 olmedon’s plains : Of prisoners. Hotspur took 
Mordakc the eail of Fife, and eldest son 
To beaten Douglas ; and tlie earls of Athol, 

Of MiiiTay, Angus, ami Mcnteith. 

And is not this an honourable s}>oil ? 

A gallant prize ? ha, cousin, is it not ? 

West. It is a conquest for a prince to boast of. 

A'. lien. Yea, there thou inak’st me sad, and 
mak’st me sin 

In envy that my lord Northumberland 
Should be the f.ither of so blest a son : 

A son, who is the theme of Iionoiu’s tongue ; 
Amongst a giove, the very straightest plant ; 

Who is sweet fortune’s minion, and her pride : 
Whilst 1, by looking on the praise of him, 

See riot and dishonour stain the brow 
Of my young Harry. O, that it could be proved, 
That some night-tripj)ing fairy had exchang’d 
In cradle-clothes our children wlierc they lay, 

And call’d mine — Percy, his — Plantagenet ! 
Then would J have his Marry, and he mine. 

But let him from my thoughts : — What think you, 
coz’, 

Of this young Percy’s pride? the prisoners, 

Which he in this adventure liath surpriz’d, 

To his own use he keeps : and sends me word, 

I shall have none but Mordako earl of Fife. 

West. This is his uncle’s teaching, this is Wor- 
cester, 

Malevolent to you in all aspt^cts ; 

Which makes him i>rune7 liimself, and bristle up 
The crest of youth against your dignity. 

A”. Hen. But I have sent for him to answer this ; 
And, for this cause, a wdiile wx* must neglect 
Our holy purpose to Jerusalem. 

C’ousin, on Wednesday next our council we 
Will bold at Windsor, so inform the lords ; 

But come yourself with speed to us again ; 

For more is to be said, and to be done. 

Than out of anger can be utter’d. 

irest. 1 will, my liege. [Ejceunt. 

SCENE II. — Aiiother Room in the Palace. 
Enter Hfnry Prince ^ Wales, and Falstaff. 

Fal. Now , Hal, what lime of day is it, lad ? 

P. Hen. Thou art so fat-witted, wdth drinking of 
old sack, and sleeping upon benches after noon, 
that thou hast forgotten to demand that truly which 
thou w’ouldst truly know. What hast thou to do 
with the time of the day ? unless hours yere cups 
of sack, and minutes capons, I see no reason, why 
thou shouldbt be so superfluous to demand the time 
of the day. 

Fal. Indeed, you come near me, now', Hal : for 

Pilcfl up in n heap. 
t Trim, as birds clean tkoir feathers. 
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we that take purses, go by the moon and seven 
^tars ; and not by Phoebus, he, that wanderinj* 
knight so fair* And, I pray thee, sw eet wag, when 
llioa art king, — as, save thy grace, (majesty, 1 
should say ; for grace thou wilt have none,) 

J*. Jlen. What, none ? 

Fal. No, by iny troth ; not so mucli as will serA'e 
to be j'rologue to an egg and butter. 

Hen. Well, how then? come, roundly, 
roundly. 

Fal. Marry, then, sweet wag, when thou art 
king, let not us, that are squires of the night’s body, 
be called thieves of the day’s beauty ; let us be — 
Diana’s foresters, gentlemen of the shade, minions 
of the nK)on ; And lei men say, we be men of good 
go\ernnient. being governed as the sea is, by our 
noble .'ind chaste inistiess the moon, under nhose 
countenance we — steal. 

]\ Hen. Thou say’st well ; and it holds «ell too: 
for the fortune of us, that are the moon’s men, 
doth ebb and flow like the sea; lieing governed as 
tiie sea is, by the moon. As, for pi oof, no^v : A 
purse of gold most resolutely snatched on Mond.iy 
night, and most dissolutely sjicntou Tuesday mom- 
ing ; got with swearing — lay by ; and spent w ith 
crying — bring in now, in as low an ebb as the 
foot of the ladder ; and, by and by, in as high a 
flow as the ridge of the gallows. 

Fal. Thou say’st true, lad. And is not my 
hostess t)f the ta^ein a most sweet girl? 

V. Hen. As the honey of llybla, my old lad of 
the castle. And is not a buff jei kin a most sweet 
robe of durance ? ‘ 

Fal. IIow’ now', bow now', mad wag? what, in 
tuy quips, and thy quiddities? what have I to do 
with a bufl' jeikin ? 

P. Hen, Why, what have I to do with my hostess 
of the tavern ? 

Fal. AVT'll, thou hast called her to a reckoning, 
rmuiy a time and oft. 

P. Hen. Did I ever call for thee to pay thy part? 

Fal. No; I’ll give thee thy due, thou hast paid 
all there. 

P. Hen. Yea, and elsewhere, so far as my coin 
would stretch ; and, w here it w ould not, I have used 
my credit. 

Fal. Yea, and so used it, that weie it not here 
apparent that thou art heir appaient, — Put, I pr’y- 
thee, sweet wag, shall there be gallows standing in 
England when thou art king ? and resolution thus 
fobbed as it is, with the rusty curb of old father 
antiek the law ? Do not tliou, when thou art king, 
liang a thief. 

P. Hen. No ; thou shalt. 

Ful. Shall 1 ? O rare ! I’ll be a brave judge. 

P. Hen. Thou judgest false already ; 1 mean, 
thou shalt have the baitging of the thieves, and so 
become a rare hangman. 

Fal. Well, ITal, well ; and in some sort it jumps 
'vith my humour, as well as waiting in tlie court, I 
can tell you. 

P. Hen. For obtaining of s,uits? 

Fal. Yea, for obtaining of suits: whereof the 
hangman bath no lean wardrobe. I am as melau- 
clioly as a lugged bear. 

P. Hen. Or an old lion ; or a lover’s lute. 

Ful. Yea, or the drone of a Lincolnshire bag- 
pipe. « 

I More w tnc. 
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P. Hen. What sayest thou to a hare, or the 
melancholy of Moor-ditch ? 

Fal. I’liou hast the most unsavoury similes ; and 
art, indeed, the most comparative, rascalliest, — 
sweet young prince, — But, Ilal, I pr’ythee, trouble 
me no more with vanity. 1 wish thou and I knew 
where a commodity of good names were to be 
bought : An old lord of the council rated me the 
other day in the street about you, sir ; but I marked 
him not : and yet he talked very wisely ; but 1 re- 
garded him not ; and yet he talked wisely, and in 
the street too. 

P. Hen. Thou didst well ; for wisdom Ciies out 
in the streets, and no man regards it. 

Fal. O thou art, indeetl, able to corrupt a saint. 
Thou bast done nincli harm upon me, Hal, — • 
Heaven forgive thee for it ! Before I knew thee, 
Iltil, I knew nothing; and now' am I, if a man 
should spe:ik truly, little better than one of the 
wicked. J must give over this life, and 1 will give 
it over; an I do not, I am a villain. 

P. lien. Where shall we take a i)urse to-morrow, 
Jack ? 

Fal. Where thou wilt, lad. I’ll make one ; an I 
do not, call me vill.ain, and biifHe ^ me. 

P. Hen. 1 see a good amendment of life in thee ; 
from ])raying, to purse-taking. 

I'lntcr PoiNs, at a distance.. 

Fal. Why, Hal, ’tis my vocation, Hal ; ’tis no 
sin for a man to labour in his vocation, Poins! — 
Now shall w e know' if Gadshill have set a match. * 
'J'his is the most omnipotent villain, that ever cried, 
Stand, to a true man. 

P. Hen. Good morrow, Ned. 

l^oins. Good morrow , sweet Hal. — What says 
monsieur Ilemorse ? W’liat .says sir John Sack-and- 
Sugar ? — Aly lads, my lads, to-morrow morning, by 
four o’clock, early at Gadshill : There are pilgiinis 
going to Canteihury with rich offerings, and traders 
tiding to London with fat purses; I have visors 
foi }ou all, you have lioiscs for yourselves: Gads- 
hill lies to-night in Rochester : 1 have bespoke supper 
to-morrow night in Eastchcap ; we may do it as 
secure as sleep: If you will go, I will stuff your 
purses full of crowns : if you will not, tarry at 
home, and he hanged. 

Fal. Hear me, Yedward ; if I tarry at home, and 
go not, ril hang vou for going. 

Poins. You will, chops? 

Fal. Ilal, wilt thou make one? 

P. Hen. Who, I rob ? I a thief? not I, by my faith. 

Fal. There's neither honesty, manhood, nor good 
fel low'ship in thee, nor thou earnest not of the blood 
royal, if thou darcsl not stand for ten shillings. ^ 

P. Hen. Well, then, once in my days I’ll be a 
madcap. 

Fal. Why, that’s well said. 

P. Hen. Well, come what will, I’ll tarry at home, 

Fal. I’ll be a traitor then, when thou art king. 

P. Hen. I care not. 

I^ins. Sir John, I pr’ythee, leave the prince and 
mo alone ; I will lay him down such reasons for this 
adventure, that he shall go. 

Fal. Well, mayst thou have the spirit of persua- 
sion, and he the ears of profiting, that what thou 
speakest may move, and what he hears may be 
believed, that the true prince may (for recreation 

3 I'rcat me willi ignominy. Made an ai)i'o»Uinent, 

The value of a roin called teal or nH/at 
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fcfike) prove a false thief; fur the poor abuses of 
the time want countenance. Farewell : You shall 
find me in Fast cheap. 

F. Jlen, Farewell, tiiou latter spring ! Farewell 
All-hallo wn summer ! ® [Exit Falstafp. 

PoLtis. iny good sweet honey lord, ride with 

us to-morrow ; I liave a jest to execute, that I can- 
not manage alone. Falstaff, Bardoljjh, IVto, and 
Gadshill, shall rob those men that we have already 
waylaid ; yourself, and I. will not be there : and 
when they have tlie booty, if you and I do not rob 
them, cut this head from my shoulders. 

P, Hen. 13ut how shall we part with them in 
setting forth. 

Poins. Why, we will set forth before or after 
them, and ajipoint them a place of meeting, where- 
in it is at our pleasure to fail ; and then will they 
adventure upon the exploit tliemsehes ; wliich they 
shall have no sooner achieved, but vve’Jl set upon 
them. 

P. Hen. Ay, but, ’tis like, that they will know' us, 
by our horses, by our habits, and by every other 
appointment, to be oinselvei, 

Piuns. Tut ! our horses they shall not see, I’ll tic 
them ill the wood; our visors w'e will change, after 
we leave them ; and, sirrah, 1 have cases of buck- 
ram for the nonce 7, to irnmask our noted outward 
garments. 

P. Hen. But, 1 doubt, they will be too hard for 
us. 

Poins. Well, for tw'o of them, I know them to be 
as true-bred cowards as ever turned back ; and for 
the third, if he fight longer than he sees reason, I’ll 
forswear arms. The virtue of tliis jest will be, the 
incomprehcnsilde lies that this siime fat rogue will 
tell us, when wt meet at supper; how' thirty, at least, 
he fought with ; what wards, what blows, what ex- 
tremities he endur’d ; and, in the reproof of this, 
lies the jest. 

P. Hen. Well, I’ll go with tliee ; provide us all 
things necessary, and meet me to-morrow niglit in 
Eastcheap; there I’ll sup. Farewell. 

Poins. Farewell, my lord. [Exit Poins. 

P. //cw. I know' you all, and will a while uphold 
The unyok’d humour of your idleness : 

Yet herein will I imitate the sun ; 

Who doth permit the base contagious clouds 
To smother up his beauty from the world, 

That, when he please again to be himself, 

Being wanted, he may be more wonder’d at, 

By breaking through the foul and ugly mists 
Of vapours, that did seem to strangle him. 

If all the year were playing holidays. 

To sport would be as tedious as to work ; 

But, when they seldom come, they wish’d-for come. 
And nothing pleaseth but rare accidents, 

So, when this loose behaviour I throw off, 

And pay the debt I never promised, 

By how much better than my word I am, 

By so much shall I falsify men’s hopes ; 

And, like bright metal on a sullen ground, 

My reformation, glittering o’er my fault. 

Shall sIkwv more goodly, and attract more eyes, 
Than that which hath no foil to set it olT. 

I’ll so offend, to moke offence a skill ; 

Redeeming time, when men think least 1 will. 

[Exit. 

A Fine weather at All-hallown.tide, (t. e. All-Saints, Nov. 
1st) ti called an AU.hallown summer. 
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SCENE 111 . Another Room in the Palace. 

Enter Ki NG 11 EN Rv, North um berland, W orc este r, 
Hotsi'ur, Sir Walter Blunt, and others., 

K. Hen. My blood hath been too cold and tem- 
peraU^ 

Unapt to stir at these indignities, 

A ml you have found me ; for, accordingly, 

You tread upon my patience ; but, be sure, 

I will from henceforth ratlier be myself, 

Mighty, and to be fear’d, than my condition 8 ; 
Which hatlibcen sniootli as oil, soft as young down, 
And therefore lost that title of respect, 

Which the jiroud soul ne’er pays but to the proud. 
Wor. Our house, my sovereign liege, little de- 
serves, 

The scourge of greatness to be us’d on it ; 

And tliat same greatness to which our ow'U hands 
Have holp to make so portly. 

North. My loril, — - 

JC. Hen. Worcester, get thee gone, for I see danger 
And ih'sobedicnce in thine eye ; O, sir, 

Your presence is too bold and pereihptory 
And majesty might never yet endure 
The moody frontier of a sei vant brow. 

You have good leave to leave us ; when we need 
Your use and counsel, we shall send for you. — 

[Exit Worcester. 
You w'ere about to speak. [Tu North. 

North. Yea, my good lord. 

Those prisoners in your highness’ name demanded, 
Which Harry I'ercy here at Holmedon took. 

Were, as he says, not with such strength denied 
As is deliver’d to your majesty : 

Either envy, therefore, or misprision. 

Is guilty of this fault, and not my son. 

Hot. My liege, 1 did deny no prisoners. 

But, I remember, when the fight was done, 

When 1 was dry with rage, and extreme toil, 
Breathless and faint, leaning upon my sword, 

Came there a certain lord, neat, trimly dress’d. 
Fresh as a bridegroom ; and his chin, new reap’d, 
Show’d like a stubble-land at harvest-home ; 

He was perfumed like a milliner; 

And ’twixt his finger and his thumb he held , 

A pouncet-box which ever and anon 
He gave his nose, and took’t away again ; — 

Who, therewith angry, when it next came there, 
Took it in snuff; — and still he smil’d and talk’d ; 
And, as the soldiers bore dead bodies by, 

He call’d them — untaught knaves, unmannerly, 

To bring a slovenly unhandsome corse 
Betwixt the wind and his nobility. 

With many holiday and lady terms 
He question’d me ; among the rest demanded 
My prisoners, in your majesty’s behalf. 

I then, all smarting, with my wounds being cold. 
To be so pester’d with a popinjay, 

Out of ray grief and my impatience, 

Answer’d neglecUngly, I know not what; 

He should, or he should not ; — for he made me mad, 
To see him sliine so brisk, and smell so sweet, 

And talk so like a waiting-gentlewoman. 

Of guns, and drums, and wounds, (God save the 
mark !) 

And telling me, the sovereign’s! thing on earth 
Was parmaceti, for an inward bruise ; 

And tliat it was great pity, so it was, 

« Dii.i>o»itioi). » A Binall box for musk or other perfumd. 



Scene III. 

That villainous saltpetre should be digg’tl 
Out of the bowels of the harmless earth, 

Which many a good tall • fellow had destroy’d 
So Cowardly ; and, but for these vile guns, 

He would himself have been a soldier. 

This bald unjointed chat of his, my loid, 

I answer’d indirectly, as 1 said; 

And, I beseech you, let not his report 
Come current for an accusation, 

Betwixt my love and your high majesty. 

Blunt. The circumstance consider’d, good my lord. 
Whatever Ifarry Percy then had said. 

To such a person, and in such a j)lace, 

At such a time, with all the rest re-told, 

May reasonably die, and never rise 
I'o do him wrong, or any way impeach 
What then he said, so he unsay it now. 

1l. Hen. Why, yet he doth deny his prisoneis ; 
But with proviso, and exception, — 

'I hat we, at our own charge, shall ransoine straight 
TIis brother-in-law, the foolish Mortimer ; 

Who, on my soul, hath wilfully betray’d 
Tiie lives of tho'se that lie did lead to fight 
Against the great magician, vile Glendower ; 

^V’hose daughter, as wc hear, the earl of March 
Hath lately married. Shall our cofi'ers theu 
Be emptied, to redeem a traitor home ? 

Shall w e buy treason ? and indent ^ w'ith fears, 
When they have lost and forfeited themselves ? 

No, on the barren mountains lot him starve ; 

For I shall never hold that man iny friend, 

Whose tongue shall ask me for one penny cost 
To ransome home revolted Mortimer. 

Hot. Revolted Mortimer! 

He never did fall oif, my sovereign liege. 

But by the chance of war : — To prove tliat true. 
Needs no more but one tongue for all those wounds. 
Those mouthed wounds, w hich valiantly he took, 
When on the gentle Severn’s sedgy bank, 

In single opjmsition, hand to liatuf, 
lie did confound the best part of an hour 
In changing hardiinent witli great Glendower: 
Three limes Uiey breath’d, and three times did tliey 
drink, 

Upon agreement, of sw ift Severn’s flood ; 

Who then, affrighted with their bloody looks, 

Ran fearfully among tlie trembling reeds, 

And hid his crisp ^ head in tlie hollow bank 
Blood-stained w'ith these valiant combatants. 

Never did bare and rotten policy 

Colour her v/orking with such deadly wounds ; 

Nor never could the noble JMortimer 
Receive so many, and all willingly : 

I'hen let him not be slander’d wuth revolt. 

JC. Hen. Thou dost belie him, Percy, thou dost 
belie him ; 

He never did encounter with Glendower ; 

I tell iliee, 

He durst as well have met the devil alone. 

As Owen Glendow^er for an enemy. 

Art not asliamed ? But, sirrah, henceforth 
Let me not hear you speak of Mortimer : 

Send me your prisoners with the speediest means. 
Or you shall hear in such a kind from me 
As will displease you. —-My lord Northumberland, 
We license your departure with your son ; — 

Send us your prisoners, or you’ll hear of it. 

\^Exeu‘nt Kino Heney, Blunt, and Train. 
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Hot. And if the devil come and roar for them, 

I will not send them : — I will after straight. 

And tell him so ; for I will ease my heart. 
Although it be with hazard of my head. 

North. What, drunk with clioler ? stay, and pause 
awhile ; 

Here comes your uncle, 

lie-cntar Worcester. 

Hot. Speak of Mortimer ? 

Yes, I will speak of him ; and let my soul 
Want mercy, if I do not join with him : 

Yea, on his jiart, I’ll empty all these veins. 

And shed my dear blood drop by drop i’ the dust, 
Btit I will lift the down-trod Mortimer 
As high i’ the air as this unthankful king. 

As this ingrate and canker’d Bolingbroke. 

North. Brother, the king hath made your nephew 
mad. { I'o Worcester. 

JHir. Wlio struck tins heat up, after I was gone ? 
Hof. lie will, forsooth, have all my prisoners ; 
And when I urg’d the ransome once again 
Of my wife’s hrotlier, then his cheek look’d pale ; 
And on my face he turn’d an eye of death, 
Trembling even at the name of Moi timer. 

IVor. I cannot blame him : Was he not proclaim’d, 
By Richard that dead is, the next of blood ? 

North. He was; I heard the proclamation: 

And then it was, when the unha])py king 
(Whose wrongs in us God pardon ’) did set forth 
Upon his Irish expedition ; 

From whence he, intercepted, did return 
To be depos’d, and shortly, murdered, 

Wor. And for w hose death, we in the w'orld’s wide 
mouth 

I.ive scandaliz’d, and foully spoken of. 

Hot. But, soft, I pray you ; Did king Richard 
then 

Proclaim my brother Edmund Mortimer 
Heir to the crown ? 

North. He did ; myself did hear it. 

Hot. Nay, then 1 cannot blame his cousin 
king. 

That w ish’d him on the barren mountains starv’d. 
But shall it be, that you, — that set the crown 
Upon the head of this forgetful man ; 

And, for his sake, wear the detested blot 
Of murd’rous subornation, — shall it be, 

That you a world of curses undergo ; 

Being the agents, or base second means, 

Tlie cords, the ladder, or the hangman rather ? — 
O, pardon me, that I descend so low', 

To show' the line, and the predicament. 

Wherein you range under this subtle king. — 

Shall it, for shame, be spoken in these days, 

Or fill up clironicles in time to come, 

I’hat men of your nobility and pow er, 

Did gage them both in an unjust behalf, — 

As both of you, God pardon it ! have done, 

To put down Richard, that sweet lovely rose. 

And plant this thorn, this canker, Bolingbroke ? 
And shall it in more shame, be further spoken, 
'I’bat you are fool’d, discarded, and shool^ofT 
By him, for whom these shames ye underwent ? 

No ; yet time serves, wherein you may redtHim 
Y^our banish’d honours,' and restore yourselves 
Into the good thoughts of the w'orld again ; 
Revenge the jeering, and disdain’d contempt. 

Of this proud king ; who studies day and nighty 
To answer all the debt he owes to you, 
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Even with I lit* blootly payment of your deaths. 
Tliereiore, 1 say, 

IVor, Peace- cousin, say no more . 

And now I will unclasp a secret book, 

And to your quick-conceiving discontents 
rn read you matter deep and dangerous ; 

As full i>r peril, and advent’ioiis sjiirif, 

As to o’er-walk a current, roaring loud, 

On the unsteadihst footing of a spear. 

JIol. If he fall in, good nlglit ; — or sink or swim: 
Send danger from the easi unto the west, 

So honour cross it from the north to south, 

And let them gi apple ; — O' the blood more stirs, 
To rouse a lion, tlian to start a luire. 

JS^ort/i, Imagination of some great ex)>loit 
Drives Iiim beyond tlie bounds of patience. 

IJo(» By liCfUen, methinks, it were an easy leap, 
To pluck bright honour fi om the jiale-fac’d moon ; 
Or dive into the bottom of the deep, 

Where fathom-line could never toueli the ground, 
And pluck up drowned honour liy the locks ; 

So he, that doth redeem her thence, might wear, 
Without corrival, all her dignities ; 

But out upon this half-fac’d fellowship ! 

//or. I le apprehends a world of tigures here, 

But not the form of what he should attend 

Good cousin, give me audience for a while. 

JfoU I cry you mercy. 

iror. Those same noble Scots, 

Tliat are your prisoners, — — 
i/o/. I’ll koe)> them all ; 

By heaven, ho shall not have a Scot of them ; 

No, if a Scot w ould save his soul, he shall not : 

I’ll keep them, by this hand. 

//or. Tou start away, 

And lend no car unto my purposes. — 

Tiiese prisoners you shall keep. 

Hot. Nay, I will ; that’s flat : — 

He said, he would not i an some IVIortimer; 

Forbad my tongue to speak of Mortimer ; 

But I will find liirn when he lies asleep. 

And in his ear Pil holla — Mortimer ! 

Nay, 

I’ll have a starling shall be taught to speak 
Nothing but Mortimer, and give it him, 

To keep liis anger still in motion. 

Hear you. 

Cousin ; a w^ord. 

Hut. All studies here I solemnly defy, 

Save how to gall and pinch this Bolingbroke ; 

And that same sw'ord-an<l-buckler prince of Wales,— ^ 
But that I think his father loves him not, 

And W'ould be glad he met with some mischance, 
I’d have him poison’d w ith a pot of ale. 

Wor. Farewell, kinsman ! 1 will Uilk to you, 
When you are belter temper’d to attend. 

North, Why, w hat a wasp-stung and iini)atient*fool 
Art thou to break into this woman’s mood ; 

Tying thine ear to no tongue but thine ow n ' 

Hot. Why, look you, I am whipp’d and scourg’d 
with rods, 

Nettled, smd stung with pismires, when I hear 
Of this vile politician, Bolingbroke. 

In Richard’s lime, — What do you call the i)lace ?— 
A plague upon’t ! — it is in Glostershire ; — 
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’Tw’as where the mad-caj) duke his uncle kept ; 

H is uncle York ; — where 1 first bow’d my knee 
Unto this king of smiles this Bolingbroke, 

When you and he came l)ack from Ravenspurg, 
North, At Berkley castle. 

Not. You say true ; — - 

Why. wdiata candy deal of courtesy 
This faw'uing greyhound then did proffer me ! 
Look, — ivhcn In ft infant fortune came to 
And, — gentle Harrtf iVm/, — and, kind eovsin, — 

The devil take such cozeners ! Heaven forgive 

me ! 

Good uncle, tell your tale, for I have done, 
li'ur. Kay, if you have not, to’t again ; 

We’ll stay your leisure. 

Not. I have done, i’faith. 

iror. Then once more to your Scottish prisoner^. 
Deliver them up without their ransome straight, 
And make the Douglas’ son your only mean 
For powers in Scotland ; which, — for divers reasons, 
Which I shall send you written, — be assur’d, 

Will easily be granted. — You my lord, — 

[2Vy NoRTirUMBERLANU. 
Your son in Scotland being thus employ’d, — 

Shall secretly into the bosom creej> 

Of that same noble j)reltite, w ell bclov’d 
The arcbldshop. 

Hot. Of York, is’t not ? 

Wor. 'IVne ; w ho bears hard 
His brother's death at Bristol, the lord Scroop. 

I speak not this in estimation, 

As wdiat I think might be, but wliat T know 
Is ruminated, plotted, atid set down ; 

And only stays but to behold the face 
Of that occasion that shall bring it on. 

Hot. I smell it ; upon my life, it wdll do w’ell. 
North. Before the game’s afoot, thou still let’st slip. 
Hot. Why, it cannot choose but be a noble plot: — 
And then live powder of Scotland, and of York, — 
To join with Mortimer, ha ? 

Wor. And so they shall. 

Hot. In faith, it is exceedingly well aim’d. 

W(yr. And ’lis no little reason bids us speed, 

To save our heads by raising of a head ** : 

For, bear ourselves as even as va'c can, 

The king will always think him in our debt ; 

And think we think ourselves unsatisfied, 

Till he hath found a time to pay us home. 

And see already, how he doth begin 
To make us strangers to his looks of love. 

Hot. He does, he does : we’ll be reveng’d on him. 
Wor. Cousin, farewell : — No further go in this, 
Than I by letters shall direct your course. 

When time is ripe, (which will be suddenly,) 

I’ll steal to Glendower and lord Mortimer ; 

Where you and Douglas, and our powers at once, 
(As I will fashion it,) shall happily meet, 

To bear our fortunes in our own strong arms, 
Which now we hold at much uncertainty. 

North. Farewell, good brother : w^e shall thrive, 1 
trust. 

Hot, Uncle, adieu : — O, let the hours be diort. 
Till fields, and blows, and groans applaud our sport . 

[Exeunt. 

* A body of forces. 
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SCENE I. — Rochester. An Inn Yard- 

Enter a Carrier, with a Lantern in his hand, 

1 Car, Heigh ho ! A n't be not four by the day. 
I’ll be hanged : Charles’ wain is over the new chim- 
ney, and yet our hor-so not packed. What, ostler! 

Ost. Anon, anon. 

1 Car. I pr’ythee, Tom, beat Chit’s '* saddle, put 
a few docks in the point ; tlie poor jade is wrung in 
the withers out of all cess.^ 

lintcr another Cariier. 

2 Car. Pease and beans arc as dank here as a dog, and 
tliat is the next w ay to give poor jades the hots . this 
house is turned upside tlown, since Robin ostler died. 

1 Car. Poor fellow * never joyed since the price of 
oats rose ; it was the death of him. 

2 Car, I think this be the most villainous house in 
all London road for fleas : 1 am stung like a tenth.'' 

1 Car. Like a tench ? by the mass, there is neer 
a king in Christendom could be better bit than I 
have been since the liist cock. 

2 Car. What, osUer’ come away and be hanged, 
come away. 1 hav e a gammon of bacon, am! two 
razes of ginger, to be delivered as far as C’haring- 
cro.ss. 

1 Car. The turkeys in my pannier are quite starved. 

— What, ostler ' — A plague on thee ' hast thou 
never an eye in thy head ? canst not hear? An 
’tvverc not as good a deed as drink, to break the pale 
of thee, I am a very villain. — Come, and be lianged. 

— Hast no faith in thee ? 

Enter Cadshill. 

uads. Good morrow, carriers. What’s o’clock ? 

1 Cur. 1 think it be two o'clock. 

Cads. I pr’ytliec, lead me thy lantern, to see my 
gelding in tJie stable. 

1 Car. Nay, soft, I pray ye ; I know a trick w orth 
two of that. 

Gads. 1 pr’ythee lend me thine. 

2 Car. Ay, wdicn? canst tell? — Lend me thy 
lantern, quoth a ? — marry. I’ll see thee hanged first. 

Gads. Sirrali carrier, what time do you mean to 
come to London ? 

2 Car. Time enough to go to bed with a candle, 
I warrant thee. — Come, neighbour IMugs, we’ll 
call up the gentlemen; they will along with com- 
pany, for they have great charge. [Exeunt Carriers. 

Gads. What, ho ! chamberlain ! 

Cham, f JYithin,] At hand, quoth pick-purse.® 

Gads. That’s even as fair as — at hand, quoth the 
chamberlain : for thou variest no more from picking 
of purses, than giving direction doth from labouring; 
thou lay’st the plot Iiow. 

Enter (fliamberlain. 

Cham. Good morrow', master Gadshill. It holds 
current, that 1 told you yesternight : There’s a 
franklin 9 in the wdld of Kent, hath brought three 
hundred marks with him in gold : I heard him tell 
it to one of his company, last night at supper; a 
kind of auditor ; one that hath abundance of charge 

* Name of his horse. ® Measure. 

^ Spotted like a tench. 

" A proverb, from the pick-purse being always ready. 

* Freeholder. 


too, heaven knows w hat. They are up already, and 
call for eggs and butter ; They w ill away presently. 

Gads. Sinah, if they meet not with saint Nicho- 
las’ clerks >, I’ll give thee this neck. 

Cham. No, Pll none of it : I pr’ythee keep that 
for the hangman ; for I know thou w orship’sst saint 
Nicholas as truly as a man of falseliood may. 

Gads. What talkesi tluni to me id’ the hangman? 
if I hang, I 11 make a fat pair of gallow's : for, if I 
hang, old sir John hangs with me; and, thou knowest, 
he’s no starveling. Tut ; there are other Trojans 
that thou dreamest not of, the which, lor sport sake, 
are content to do the jnofession some grace; that 
w'ould, if matters should be looked into, for their 
own credit sake, make all whole. I am joined with 
no foot land-rakers'’, no long-stall', sixpenny stiikers ; 
none of these mad. mustachio, purple- hued malt- 
worms ; but with noliility, and tranquillity ; burgo- 
masters, and gieat oneyers such as can hold in ; 
such as will strike sooner than speak, and speak 
sooner than drink, and drink sooner than pray : 
And yet I lie ; foi they jiray continually to their 
saint, the cumrnonwealth ; or, rather, not pray to 
hci, but prey on her ; for they ride up and dow'U on 
her, and make her their boots. ^ 

Chum. What, the commonw ealtb their boots ? will 
she hold out water in wet weather? 

Gads. She will, she will; justice hath liquored 
her.'’ We steal as in a castle, cock-sure; W'e have 
the receipt of I'crn-seed, we walk invisible. 

Cham. Nay, by my faith! I think you arc more 
beholden to Uie night than to fern-seed, for your 
walking invisible. 

Gads, Give me thy hand t thou shall have a share 
in our purchase, as I am a true man. 

Cham. Nay, rather let me have it as you are a 
false thief. 

Cads. Go to ; Homo is a common name to all 
men. Bid the ostler bring my gelding out of the 
stable. Farewell, you muddy knave. [Erewnf. 

SCENE II. — The Hoad by Gailshill. 

Enter Prince IIenry' and Poins; Baudolph and 
Prro, at some distance. 

Poins. Come, shelter, shelter; I have removed 
Falstafl’’s horse, and he frets like a gummed velvet. 

. 2\ lien. Stand close. 

Enter Falstakf. 

Fat. Poins ! Poins ! and lie hanged ! Poins ’ 

P. Hen. Peace, ye fat-kiducy’d rascal ; what a 
braw'liiig dost thou keep ! 

Eal. WJierc’s Poins, Hal ? 

P. Hen. lie is walked up to the toji of the hill ; 
ril go seek him. [Pretends to seek Poins. 

Eat. I am accursed to rob in that thief ’s company : 
the rascal hath removed my horse, and tied him I 
know not where. If I travel but four foot by the 
squire ® further afoot, I shall break my win9. Well, 
1 doubt not but to die a fair death for all this, if X 
’scape hanging for killing that rogue. 1 have for- 
sworn his company hourly any time these two-and- 
twenty years, and yet I am bewitched w'ith the 

1 Cant term for a highwayman. ^ Footpads. 

3 Public accountants. * Booty. 

'*• Oiled, smoothed her over. ® Squ;ac, rule. 
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rogue’s company. If the rascal have not given me 
njcdicines to make nu* love liiin, I’ll be hanged; it 
could not be else ; I ha^e drunk medicines. — Poins! 
— r fal ^ — a plague upon you both ! — liardolph ! — 
l*eto ! — I’ll starve ere I’ll rob a foot further. An 
’twere not as good a deed as drink, to turn true man, 
and leave these rogues, 1 am the veriest varlet that 
ever chewed with a tooth. Eight yards of uneven 
ground is threescore and ten miles afoot with me ; 
and the stony-hearted villains know it w ell enoiigh • 
A plague upon’t, when thieves cannot he true to one 
another ! [ Tlicij whhttc. ] Whew ' — A plague upon 
yon all ’ Give me horse, you rogues ; give me 
my horse, and be hanged. 

P, Hen, IVacc, lie down ; lay thine ear close to 
tlic ground, and list if tliou caiist hear the tread of 
travellers. 

Fal, Have you any levers to lift me up ag.ain, 
being dow'u ? I'll not bear mine own flesli so far afoot 
again, for all the coin in tby father’s exchequer. 
Wliat a plague mean ye to colt 7 me thus ? 

P. JJen. Thou liest, thou art not coltcd, thou art 
uncolted. 

Fal. I pr’ythoe, good prince Hal, help tnc to my 
horse : good king’s son. 

P. Hen. Out, you rogue ! shall I be your ostler ' 

Fal, Go, hang thyselt* in thy own heir-apparent 
garters ! If I be ta’en, I’ll peach for this. An I have 
not ballads made on you all, let a cup of sack be my 
poison ; When a jest is so forward, and afoot too — 
I hate it. 

Enler Gadshill. 

Gads, Stand. 

Fal. So I do, against my will. 

Potns, O, ’tis onr setter : 1 know his voice. 

Enter Bardolpii. 

Bard, What new's ? 

Gads, Case ye, case yc : on with your visors : 
there’s money of the king’s coming down the hill ; 
’tis going to the king’s exchequer. 

Fal, You lie, you rogue ; ’tis going to the king’s 
tavern. 

Gads, There’s enougli to make us all — 

Fal. To he hanged. 

P, lien. Sirs, you four shall front them in the nar- 
row lane ; Ned Poins, and I will walk low'er ; if tliey 
’scape from your encounter, then they light on us. 

Peto. How many be there of then. ? 

Gads. Some eight, or ten. 

Fal, Will they not rob us ? 

P. Hen. AVhat, a coward, Sir John Paunch? 

Fal. Indeed, I am not John of Gaunt, your 
grandfother ; but yet no coward, Hal. 

P. Hen, Well, we leave that to the proof. 

Finns, Sirrah Jack, thy horse stands beliind the 
hedge j when thou ncedest him, there thou shall find 
him. Farew'cll, and stand fast. 

Fal, Now cannot I strike him, if I should be 
hanged. 

P. Hen, Ned, where arc our disguises ? 

Pains, Here, hard by ; stand close. 

[Exeunt P. Henry and Poins. 

Fal, Now, my masters, happy man be his dole, 
say I ; every man to his business. 

Enter Travellers. 

1 Trav, Come, neighbour; tlie boy shall lead our 
horses down the hill ; we’ll walk afoot awhile, and 
ease our legs, 

r Make a joungster of me. 


Thieves. Stand. 

Trav. Heaven bless us ! 

Fal. Strike; dow'n with them ; cut the villains’ 
throats : Ah ! caterpillars ! bacon-fed knaves ! they 
hate us youth • down with them ; fieece them, 

1 Trav. O, we are undone, both we and ours, 
for ever. 

Fal. Hang yc, knaves; Are ye undone? No, ye 
fat chuffs ^ ; 1 would, your store were here ! On, 
bacons, on ! What, ye knaves ? young men must 
live ; You are grand-jurors arc ye? We’ll jure ye, 
i’faith. [Exeunt Fals. tj^c, driving the Travellers out. 
Re-enter Princl IIenrv and Pojns. 

P, Hen. The thieves have l>ound the true men : 
Now% could thou and 1 rob the thieves, and go mer- 
rily to London, it would he argument for a w eck, 
laughter for a month, and a good jest for ever. 

Poms. Stand close, I hear them coming. 

Re-enter Thu*vcs. 

Fal. Come, my masters, let us share, and then 
to horse before day. An the prince and Poins be 
not two arrant cowards, there’s no equity stirring 
there’s no more valour in that Poins, tlian in a w ild 
duck. 

P. Hen. Yoiirmonc). [Rushing out upon them. 

Poms. Villains. 

[yfs they are sharings the Prince and Poins 
set upon them. Fai.staff, after a blow or 
two, and the rest, I'un awa//, leaving their 
booty behind them. 

P. lien. Got with much ease. Now merrily to 
horse : 

The thieves are scatter’d, and possess’d wdth fear 
So strongly, that they dare not meet each other ; 
Each takes his fellow' for an officer. 

Away, good Ned. FalstafF sweats to death, 

And lards the lean earth as he walks along : 

Wer’t not for laughing, 1 should pity him. 

Poins. How the rogue roar’d ! [Exeunt- 

SCI^NE III. — Warkw'orth. A Room m the Castle. 

Enter Hotspur, reading a Letter. 

Rut, for mine own part, my lord, I could 

be well contented to be there, in respect of the love I 
bear your house, — He could be contented, — Why 
is he not then ? In respect of the love he bears our 
house — he shows in this, he loves his own barn 
better than he loves our house. Let me see some 
more. The purpose yon undertnlce is dangerous ; — 
Why, that’s certain ; ’tis dangerous to take a cold, 
to sleep, to drink : but I tell you, my lord fool, out 
of this nettle, danger, we pluck this flower, safety. 
The purpose you undertake is dangerous ; thefrwnds 
you have named, uncertain ; the time itself unsorted , 
and your whole plot too light, for the counterpoise of 
so great an opposition. — Say you so, say you so ! I 
say unto you again, you are a shallow, cowardly 
hind, and you lie. What a lack-brain is this? 
Our plot is a good plot as ever was laid; our 
friends true and constant : a good plot, good friends, 
and full of expectation : an excellent plot, very good 
friends. What a frosty-spirited rogue is this.'* 
Wliy, my lord of York commends the plot, and the 
general course of the action. By this hand, an I 
were now by this rascal, I could brain him with his 
lady’s fan. Is there not my father, my uncle, and 
myself? lord Edmund Mortimer, my lord of York# 

8 Clowns. 
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and Owen Glendowcr ? Is tlieio not, besides, tlie 
Donjjjlas? Have 1 not all their letters, to meet me 
in arms by the ninth ol' the next month ? and arc 
tliey not, some of tl)ein, set forward already ? 
Wlrnt a jjajraii rascal is this? an infidel? Ila • you 
shall see now, in veiy sinceiity of fear and cold 
heail, will lie to the king, and lay open all our pro- 
ceedings. (), I tonld divide myself, and go to 
Imlfets, for moving such a dish of skimmed milk 
with so honourable an action ’ Hang him ! let Iiiin 
tell the king: We aie prepaied : I will set foiwaid 
to-night. 

Ehtrr Ladv' iu v'. 

I low now, Kate ? 1 must leave you within these 
two lionis. 

TM<h/. () niy good loid, why are you thus rdoiie.'' 
. ui what odence Jiave I, this foilnight, been 
A banish’d woman from my Harry’s beil ? 

'fell me, sw'i'et loitl, what is’t that lakes fnim thee 
'I'hy stomach, pleasmi*, and thy golden sleep? 

Why dost thou bend thine eyes upon tlie eartli ; 

And stall so often wlien tiiou siti’st alone 

Why hast tlioii lost the fiesh blood in tliy tht'eks, 

y\nd given my treasuies, and mv rights of thee, 

'Fo fhick-ey’d musing, and curs’d melancholy 
In thy Faint slumlu'rs, 1 by thee have waUh’d, 

And lieaid thee muiinur tales of iioii wais 
Speak terms ol manage to thy lioundiiig steed ; 

('ry, (\)nru<^e ' — fo tiicjidd ' And thou ha'-t talk’d 
Of'^allies, and retires; of trenches, tent-., 

Of palisadoe-., frontiers, jiarapets; 

Of h.isilisks, of cannon, vulverin ; 

Of prisoners’ ransome, and of soldieis slain. 

And all the Vurreiits t>f a heady light. 

'I'hv spirit witlilu tlu'e hath been st) at war. 

And thus hath so hestiir’d thee in tliy sleep, 

'rii.it heads of sweat have stood upon tliy brow. 
Like bubbles in a kite disturbed slieam . 

And in thy face strange motions have appe.'ir’d, 

Such as we see when men restiain theii hieath 
On some great sudden li.iste. O, what portents are 
these ? 

Some heavy business hath my lord in hand. 

And 1 must know it, eUe he loves me not. 

Hot, What, ho i is Ciilliams w ith the packet gone i 

Enter Seivant. 

*SVri.. H e Is, my lord, an hour ago. 

Hof. Halil lJutlei brought those horses from the 
sherilf? 

Sere. One horse, my lord, he hiought even now. 

Hof. What horse'’ a roan, a crop-ear, i-. it not? 

Sere. It is, my lord. 

Jfot: 'J'liat roan shall be my flirone. 

Well, I w'ill back him straight : () c'^peinner / — 
Bid Butler lead him forth into the jiark. 

[Ah// Servant. 

J.ady. But hear you, my lord. 

Hof. Wliat say’st, my lady? 

I.ady. What is it carries you away ? 

Hof. IVIy hoise. 

My love, my horse. 

Lady. Out, you mad-headed ajie ’ 

A wi-asel hath not such a deal of spleen, 

As yon are loss’d with* In faith, 

1 II knov\ your business, Harry, that I will. 

J fear, my hi other IVIorlimei doth slir 
About his title ; and hath sent for you. 

To line ' his enlerpri/c . But if you go 

!Motto 111 tlie Tero f.iinily * Stieie^ll.eii 


Hof. .So far , afoot, 1 shall he weary, love. 
l.adif. (hmie, come, you p.araqtiito, answer me 
Directly to this question that 1 ask. 

In faith. I’ll break thy little finger, Harry, 

An if thou w'ilt not tell me all things line. 

Hof. Away, 

Away, you trifler ’ — Love ^ — T love thee not, 

1 care not for thee, Kate : this is no world 
'io play with inammets and to tilt with lips 
We must have bloody noses, and cmck’d eiowns. 
And puss them current loo. — IMyhoise,my hoise ! — 
What say’st ihon, Kate? what wouldsl thou have 
with me? 

Lady. Do you not love me ? do you not, imU ed ? 
Well, do not tlien; for, siii«-e you love me not, 
r will not love myself. Do you not love me' 

Nay, tell me, if you sjieak in jest or no. 

Huf. ('ome, wilt thou sec me lide 
And when I am o'horschaek, 1 will swear 
I love thee infinitely. But hark you, Kate 
1 must not have you henceforth question me 
Whithei I gn, noi reason w hereabout 
Whither I must, I must ; and, to conclude, 

'rills evening must i leave you, gentle Kate-. 

I know yt)u wise ; but yet no faither wise, 

'rii.in H.nry J’etey’s wife constant you . 

But yet a woman . .nnl lor secrecy. 

No lady tiosei ; foi I well believe, 

'riioii wilt not utter what thou dost not know ; 

And so fai will 1 trust tliee, gentle Kate ' 
l.adif' How ' so l.ir.’’ 

Hof. Not an inch faither. But liaik yarn, Kate ! 
Whither I go, thitlier shall you go too 
'Fo-day will 1 set foitli, to-moirow you — - 
Will this content you, Kate? 

Lady. It must, of lorce. [L.ieunt. 

SCKNK IV. — Kastchenp. Room in ///c Boai’s 
Head 'J'arern. 

Enter PiiiNc r< II I N HV and Poixs. 

P. Hen. Ned, jir’y thee come out of that fat loom, 
and lend me thy’ hand to laugh .a little. 
l oins. Where hast been, Hal ? 

P. Hen. With three or four loggerlic'.ids, amongst 
tliiee or four seem' hogsheads. 1 have sounded the 
veiy base string of humility\ Sinali, 1 am swoiii 
brother to a leash of drawers ; .ind can call them all 
by (heir t'hiistian names, as — 'Lorn, Dick, and 
Fuincis. They take it alicady u[)on their sal v.ition, 
(h.'if, tliougb 1 be but jiiiace of Wales, yet I am 
the king of c'ourlesy ; and tell me ilally J am no 
proud .J.iek, like FalstalF; lait a l.id of mettle, a 
good boy, so tlicw call me ; and wlieti I am king of 
Knglaud, I shall command all the good lads iu 
E.istc'lu'ap. — 'Fo conclude, 1 am so good a pro- 
licieiit ill one cpiaiter of an limir, that 1 can drink 
with any linker in his own language dining my 
life. I tell thee, Ned, thou hast lost imieh honour, 
that thou vvert not with me iu this action. But, 
sweet Ned, — to sweeten which name of Ned, I 
give thee this pcnnywoitli of sugar, elapjied even 
now in my hand by an niider-skinker > ; one that 
never spake other Kiiglisli in his life, tlian — Ehejit 
'>hdlin<:,s and sitpcnie^ and — Yon an welcome ; with 
this shrill addition, — Anon, anon, nr ' Seote a pint 
nf Inistard in f/te J/idf-moon, or so. But, Ned, to 
diive avvav'^ the time till F’alstaff come, I pr’ytliec, 
do thou stand in some by-rooni, while 1 question my 

- ‘ '('iUistC,'! . 

C c 
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]juny (Irawei , fo wliat end lie j^ave me tlic sn*rar ; 
and do llioii never leave calling — Framis, that his 
tale to me may he nolhing but — anon. Step aside, 
and I’ll show thee a prccedenL 
Poins. Francis ! 

P. l{ea> 'i’hou art perfect. 

h’rancis ’ I Erie Poins. 

Enter Francis. 

Fran. Anon, anon, sir. — laiok down into the 
Pomegranate, llalph. 

P. Hen. Come hither, Francis. 

Fran. My lord. 

P. Hen. How l<»ng hast thou to serve, Fiancis? 
Pran. Forsooth, li\<‘ )ear, and as much as to — 
/’ones'. I'rnncis ' 

Fran. Anon, anon, sii. 

P Hen. Five years! by’r lady, a long lease foi 
the clinking of pewter. But, Francis, daiest thou he 
so valiant, as to plav the coward with thy indenture, 
and to show if a f.iir pair of lieels, and run from it? 

Fran. O, sir ' I’ll he swoin upon all the books 
in England, I could find if in my heait — 

Poms, f Withtn. ] h’rancis ' 
p'ran. Anon, anon, sir. 

P. Hen. How old ait thou, Francis? 

P'ran. Let me see, — About Michaelmas next I 
shall he — 

Poms. [U'lt/un.] Francis' 
pynn. .'Vnon, sir. — Pray you, stay a little, my lord. 
/*. Hen. N.iy, hut liaik you, I'rancis: For the su- 
gar thou gavest me, — ’twas a [lennyworth, wa'^’t not? 
Fran. O, sir ' 1 would it had been two. 

V. Hen. I will give thee for it a thousand pound ' 
ask me when thou wilt, and thou shalf have if. 
poms, \ IV it hi n.^ Francis' 

P'ran. Anon, anon. 

P. Hen. Anon, Francis? No, Francis hut to- 
morrow, Fiancis ; or Francis, on Thuisday ; or, 
indeed, Francis, when thou wilt. But, I'rancis, — 
P'ran. IMy lord ? 

P. Hen. AVilt thou rob this leathern-jerkin, 
crystal-buflon, noft-jialed, agate-ring, caddis-garter, 
smooth-tongue, Spanish-pouch, — 

Fran. O sir, who do you mean ? 

PJen. Why then, yanir browm bastard ^ is your 
only drink : for, look you, h'rancis, your white c.ui- 
vass doublet will sully: in Barbary, sir, it cannot 
come to so much. 

Fran. What, sir ? 

Poins. [^IVithm.] Francis! 

P. Hen. Away, you rogue ; Dost thou not hear 
them call ? 

[Here they both call him; the Drawer stands 
amazedy not knowing which waj/ to go. 

Enter Vintner. 

Vint. What ! stand’st thou still, and hear’st such 
a calling ? Look to the guests within. [Edt Fran.] 
My lord, old Sir .Tohn, with half a dozen more, are 
at the door ; Shall I let them in ? 

l\ Hen. Let them alone awhile, and then open 
the door. [J^lxit Vintner. J Poins ! 

Ue-'Cntcr Poins. 

Poins. Anon, anon, sir. 

P. Hetu Sirrah, Falstalfand the rest of the thieves 
are at the door; Shall we be merry? 

Poins. As merry as crickets, my lad. But hark 
ye ; What cunning match have you made with this 
jest of the drawer? come, what’s the issue 
^ A sweef wine 


P. Hen. 1 am now' of all humours, that have 
show'd themselves humours, since the old days of 
goodman Adam, to the pupil age of tliis present 
tw^elve o’clock at midnight, [lie-enter Frajicis, 
with fciwe.] What’s o’clock, Francis? 

P'ran Anon, anon, sir. 

1\ Hen. Tiiat ever this fellow should have fewer 
w'ords tlian a parrot, and yet the son of a w oman ' — 
His industry is — up stairs, and down stairs; his 
eloijuence, the parcel of a reckoning. I am not yet 
of I’ercy’s mint!, the Hotspur of the north ; he that 
kills me some six or seven ilozen of Seots at a 
breakfast, washes his hands, and says fo his wife, — 
j Fife upon t/ns i/uict life ! I want work. 0 my sweet 
I Jlarrip says she, how many hast thou killed to-day'^ 

! dive my roan horse a dreneh^ says he; and answers. 
Some fourteen^ an hour after ; a trijle., a trijle. 1 
jir’yfhee, call in Falstalf; I’ll play Percy, and he 
shall })lay dame Mortimer his wife. Call in lihs, 
call in tallow. 

Entar Falstafc, (iAusuiLL, BAunoLru, ami lb ro 

Poms. AVelcome, Jack. Where hast thou been ? 

FaL A ])l.igue of all covvanls, I say, and a ven- 
geance too! inarr), .and amen' — Give me a cup 
of sack, boy. — Ere 1 lead tins life long. I’ll sev\ 
nether-stocks % and mend them, and foot them too. 
A plague of all cowards ' — (iive me a cup ol‘ sac k, 
rogue. — Is there no virtue extant ? [ He drmls. 

IK Jfen. Didst thou never see Tifati kiss a dish 
I of butler? iiitifuUhearted J'ltaii, that melted at the 
sweet tale of the son ' if thou didst, then behold 
that compound. 

Fal. You rogue, here’s lime in this sack too : 
’I'hcre is nothing but loguery to be foural in villain- 
ous man : Yet a coward is worse* than a cup of sack 
W'ith lime in it ; a villainous coward, — CIo thy vvays, 
j old Jack ; die when thou wilt, if manhood, good 
manhood, be not forgotten upon the face of the 
earth, tlien am J a shot ten herring. There live not 
three good men unhanged in England ; and one of 
them is fat, and grows old: Heaven help the while' 
a bad world, 1 say ' I would, 1 were a weaver ; I 
could sing psalms or any thing : A plague of all 
cowards, I say still. 

JK Hen. How uow', wool-sack? what mutter you 

P\il. A king’s son ! If I do not beat thee out of 
tliy kingdom with a ilagger of lath, and drive all 
thy subjects afore thee like a lloek of wild geese, 
I’ll never wear hair on my face more. You prince 
of Wales ! 

P. Hen. Why, you round man ' wdiat’s the mattei ? 

P^al. Are you not a coward ? answ'cr me to that ; 
and Poins there? 

Poins. Ye fat paunch, an ye call me coward. I’ll 
stab thee. 

P'al. 1 call thee cow'ard ! I’ll see thee bang’d ere 
1 call thee coward : but 1 would give a thousand 
pound T could run as fast as thou canst. You are 
straight enough in the shoulders, you care not who 
secs your back : Call you that backing of your 
friends ? A plague upon such backing ! give me 
them that will face me. — Give me a enp of sack 
— I am a rogue, if i drunk to-day. 

P. Hen. O villain ! thy lips are scarce wiped 
since thou drunk’st last. 

P'ul» All’s one for that. A plague of all cowards, 
still say I. [He drinks. 

JK Jfen. What’s the matter ? 

Stockings 
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Fal. Wfiat’s llio mattor? tlioie Ijt* four of us liere 
have taVu a thousand pound tliis morning. 

V. Ifrn- Where is it, Jack? where is it? 

Fuf. Wliere is it ? taken fioin us it is : a hundred 
u])on ])oor four of us. 

P. Hen. What, a huudied, man? 

Fal. I am a ro^ue, if I were not at lialf-swoni 
with a dozen of tliem two hours together. 1 have 
Vcap’d f)y miracle. 1 am eight limes thiust through 
tlie doublet ; four througli the hose ; my buckler 
c’ut through and through ; my sw'ord hacked like a 
hand-saw% ccce sign inn. I never dealt belter since 1 
w^as a man ; all would not do. A plague of all cow- 
anls ' — Let them speak ; if they s))eak moie or less 
tlian truth, tliey are \illains, and the sons of darkness. 
P. Hen. Speak, sirs; liow^ w'as it? 

(hvh. We four set upon some dozen, 

Fill. Sixteen, at least, my lonl. 

Ci(nh. And bound them. 

Veto. N<t, no, they w'cre not bound. 

Fal You logue, they weit* bound, every man of 
them ; or 1 am a Jew else, an Kbrew^ Jew. 

Ctiah. As w'e wen- sliaring, some six or seven 

flesh men set upon us, 

Fal. Ami unbound the rest, and then come in 
the otlier. 

P. Ilea What, fought ye with them all 
Fat. All ? I know not what yc call, all ; but if I 
Ibuglit not with fifty of them, 1 am a bunch of ra- 
dish . if there were not two or three and fifty upon 
poor old Jack, then 1 am no two-legged cieature. 

Finns. Play hea\en )ou have not murdered some 
of them. 

Fill. Nay, that’s p.vst praying for for 1 have 
peppered two of them . two, 1 am sure, I have 
pai(i ; tw'o rogues in buckram suits, I tell thee 
v^liat, llal, — if 1 tell thee a lie, s|)it in my face, 
call me horse. Thou knowest my old ward; — 
here 1 lay, and thus 1 bore my point. Four logues 

ill buckiain let diive at me, 

P. i/c«. What, four? thousaiilst but two, even now^ 
Fal. 1 ’our, Hal ; 1 told thee four. 
l^oins. Ay, ay, he said four. 

Fal. These four came all a-front, ami mainly 
thrust at me. 1 made me no more ado, but took 
all their seven points in my target, thus. 

P. Hen. Seven ? w hy, there were butfour, even now. 
Fal. In buckram. 

Poms. Ay, four, in liuckram suits, 

Fal. Seven by these hilts, or 1 am a villain else. 
P, Hen. Fr’ythee, let him alone ; we shall have 
more anon. 

Fal. Dost thou hear me, Hal? 

P. Hen. Ay, and mark thee too, Jack. 

Fal. Do so, for it is worth the listening to. 

'riiese nine in buckram, that 1 told thee of, 

J\ Hen. So, two more already. 

Fal. Their points being broken, 

Poins. Dowm fell their hose. 

Fal. Began to give me ground : But I followed 
me close, came in foot and hand ; and with a 
Uiought, seven of the eleven 1 paid. 

P. Hen. O monstrous ! eleven buckram men 
grown out of two ! 

Fal. But, as the devil w ould have it, three mis- 
begotten knaves, in KendaK* green, came at my 
back, and let drive at me ; — for it was so dark, 
Ilal, that thOu couldst not see thy hand. 

P. Hen. These lies are like tlie father that begets 
A town 111 Wustrnorclancl fainoub i'o\ unking cKjIb, 
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them ; gross as a mountain, ojkmi, palpable. Wb\ 
tliou knotty-])ated fool. 

Fal. What, art thou mad? art tiuni mad? is not 
tlie truth, the truth ? 

7*. ffen. Why, how couldst thou know these men 
in Kendal green, when it was so dark thou couldst 
not see thy hand? come tell us your reason ; What 
sayest thou to this? 

Pinn.s. Come, your reason, Jack, your reason. 

Fal. What, njion compulsion ? No ; were 1 at 
tlie strappado, or all the racks in the world, I would 
not tell you on compulsion. Give you a reason on 
compulsion ! if reasons wxtc as plenty as black- 
berries, I w ould give no man €*i reastin upon com- 
])ulsion, 1. 

P. Hen. I’ll be no longer guilty of this sin ; this 
sanguine coward, this horse-back-breaker, this huge 
hill of flesh ; 

Fal. Away, you starvtding, you elf- skin, you 
dried neat’s tongue, you stock-fish, — O, for breath 
to utter v^hat is like tliee? — you tailor’s yard, you 
sheath, you bow-case ’ 

P. Hen. Well, bieatlie awhile, and then to it 
again . and when thou hast tired thyself in base 
ctnupaiisons, lusir me sjieak but this 

I*oinb. INIaik, Jack. 

Hen. W'e two saw you four set on four; you 

bound them, and wcie masteis of their wealth 

Mark now*, how a jdain tale shall put you down. — 
Then did we t^^o set on you foui and, with a 
w'oid, out-faced you fiom youi ]>riye, and have it; 
yea, and c<in show’ it you here in the house — and 
I'alstatr, you ran av\ay as nimbly, with as rpiiek 
dexterity, and roared for mercy, and still ran and 
loared, as ever 1 beard a bull-calf. W’liat a slave 
art thou, to back thy suord as thou hast done; and 
then say, it was in fight? W’hat trick, what device, 
v\hat stai ting-hole, canst thou now find out, to hide 
thee from this open and a])parcnt shame? 

Poins. Come, let’s hear. Jack ; W'hat trick hast 
thou now ? 

Fal. By the I.ord, I knew ye, as well as he that 
made ye. Why, hear ye, my masters Was it for 
me to kill the heir ajiparent? Should I turn upon 
the true prince? Why, thou knowest, 1 am as 
valiant as Hercules : but beware instinct ; the lion 
will not touch the line piince. Instinct is a great 
matter ; I was a coward on instinct. I shall think 
tlie better of myself and thee, dining my life. I 
for a valiant lion, and thoii for a true prince. But, 

lads, 1 am glad you have the money, Hostess, 

clap to the doors ; watch to-night, jiray to-morrow. 
— Gallants, lads, hoys, hearts of gold, all the titles 
of good fellowshii) come to you ! What, shall we 
he merry ? shall we have a jilay extempore ? 

P. Hen. C’ontent ; — and the argument shall be 
thy running away. 

Fal. Ah ' no more of that, Hal, an thou Invest me. 

Filter Hostess. 

Host. My lord, the prince, 

P. Hen. How now, my lady the hostess? what 
sayst thou to me ? 

Host. Marry, my lord, there is a nobleman of 
the court at door, wovild speak w ith you : he says, 
he comes from your father. 

P. Hen. Give him as much as w ill make him a 
royal man, and send him back again to my mother. 

Fal. What manner of man is he? 

Host. An old man. 
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FaL Wh;it tlolli giavity out of bod at uiitU 
? — Sliall I givo him hi' .wiswor, 

P. Ucn. rr'ytlu'o, <Jo, Jack. 

Fcif. ’J'\iilh, and J’U sond linn packing. [ A’n/. 
J\ //<*//. Now, sirs ; by’i lady, you fought fail ; 
— so did you, Peto ; so did you, Ihirdoljih . you aio 
lions loo, you ran away upon instinct, \ou will not 
tom h the true ])rince ; no, — fye ’ 

Jiat'tl. ^Faith, 1 ran when I saw olheis run. 

P. JIan. 'fell me imw in earnest, how came Fal- 
stall ’s svvoitl so hacked 

Pftu. Why, he hackevl it with his dagger ; and 
said, he would swt*:n truth out of Isngland, but he 
would make jou lulieve it was done in tight; and 
persuaded us to d<j the like. 

Jittnl. Yea, and to tickle our nose^- with sjiear- 
grass to make them bleed .md tlien to beslul'bt r 
our garments with it, and to swear it w.is ihe blood 
of true men. I tlid tliat I did nor this seven year 
befori*, 1 blushed to Irear his monstrous devices. 

1\ Urn. () villain, thou stole-.t a tup of sack 
eighteen years ago, ami wert taken with tlie man- 
ner?, and ever since tliou hast hluslred extempore : 
Tlrou hadst lire and sword on tliy sitle, and yet tliou 
ran’st away; What instinct Jiast thou loi it? 

liurd, Aly lord, do you see these meteors? do 
you behold tliesi* exhalatimis ? 

P. I feu. T do. 

Jiurd, What tliink \ou they portend? 

P. lieu. Hot livers and cold purses. ^ 

Hard. Choler, inv lord, if lightlv taken. 

P. IJcn. No, if rightly taken, halter. 

Jic-enler I'ai.staff. 

Here comes lean Jack, here comes bare-bone. How 
now, my sweet ei<ature of bombast ? '♦ How long 
is’t ago, .Tack, since tlum sawest thine own knee? 

Fnl. My own knee? when 1 was about tiry 
years, Hal, J was not an eagle’s talon in the waist ; 
J could have crejit into aii) alderman’s thumb-ring 
A plague of ‘sighing and grief' it blows .i m.m up 
like a bladder*. 'I'lieie’s villainous news abioail 
here was sir .Joint Bracy from yoiii fatlier; vou 
must to the court in the morning, 'riiaf same mad 
fellow of tlie north, Percy; and he oi’ Wales, that 
gave .Ainaimon * the bastinado, — What, a plague, 
call you him ? ~ 

Poius. Of (llendovver. 

Pfd. Owen, Owen ; the same; — a. id his son-in- 
law, Mortimer; and old Northumberland; and that 
s})tightly Scot of Scots, Douglas, lliat runs o’iiorse- 
hack up a hill pcrpeiidicidar. 

P. JTcu. He that rides at high speed, and with 
his pistol kills a sjiairow Hying- 
F(d. You have hit it. 

P. Hcu. So did be never the s])an*»)w . 

FaL Well, that rascal hath good mettle in him , 
he will not run. 

P. lien. Why, what a rasval ail thou then, to 
praise him so for running ? 

P'aL O’horseback, ye cuckoo? but afoot, he will 
not budge a foot. 

P. Hen. Yes, .Jack, upon iiistiiict. 

P'al. 1 grant ye, upon instinct. Well, he is there 
too, and one Mordake, and a thousand blue-caps'^ 
more: Worcester is stolen away to-night; tliy fa- 

? In the fact. ” Drunkenness and poverty 

^ Bombast ks tire stuHiup; of clothes 

A dtCinon ; who is (fesi rilx d as one of the four kinps, who 
rule over all the djvrnoas in the world 
Seolsmen in blue bonnets 


ther’s beard is turned wliife with tlie news; ymi 
may buv land now as cheaj) as stinking maekai el, — 
But teli me, Hal, art ihou not lionibly afeard ? thou 
being lieir-appai'ent, could the w oi'ld pick thee pul 
tlnee siicli enemies again, as that liend Douglas, 
that spirit Percy, and that devil (.i lendovver Ail 
thou not horriblv afiaiti '' cloth not thy blood thrill 
at it ? 

P. lieu. Not a wliif, i’lailli ; 1 huk some of ihy 
! insfinct. 

j Ftd. W'ell, flioii wilt he hoiiiblv chid to-mmiou, 

> when thou comest to thy filher if thou love me, 
j jiiacfise an answer. 

I P. lien. Do thou stand for my lather, ;ind ex- 
j amiire me upon the pai tieiilars of my life, 
j /V. Sli.dl I content — Tliis chair shall he 
j my sl.vtc, this dagger my scc|,)fer, and this ciisliiou 
; my ci’own. 

P. lien. 'I'liy state is taken for a joint-stool, thy 
golden sci'pter for a le.iden dagger, and thy pieeious 
lich eiown, for a ])ilihd bahl crown. 

FtiL Well, an the fm* of gi ace be not (juite out 
ol'lhee, now shalt thon be moved. — C»ivi‘ me a i up 
of savk, to m.ike mine eyes look red, tlial it may be 
thought I Ir.ive wejit ; lor 1 must speak in p.ission, 
and 1 will do it m king C'amhysi's’ ‘ vein. 

P. JIrn. Will, here is my leg. ' 

l\(f. Aiidheieismy speech, — Stand aside. n(^l)^llfy^ 

llo.st. 'I'lris is i‘\t client spoil, i'faitli. 

FuL W eep not, sweet ipieen, for tiickling tcai ^ 
are vain. 

1 lloU. (), the father, how he holds his counlenaiiee ' 

' I'uL For heaven’s s.ike, louls, convey my tiisllnl 
j queen, 

' b'oi te.iis do slop tlio llood-gates of her eyes. 

Host. Orare’ lu‘ doth it as like one of these hiU- 
! loliy piavers, as 1 evei see. 

' i'(d. Pe-ace*, good pinl-))ol; peace*, good tiekle- 

biain. — JIaiiy, 1 do not only maivel wlieie tliou 
t spiMulest tliv' tnni*, but also how thou ait ai eom- 
i panieal foi though the lamomile*, the moie it is 
' tiodden on, the lastei it grows, yet youth, the more 
; it is vv'iisled, the sooner it wears. T'hat thou ait my 
1 son, I have jiarlly thy motliei’s word, partiv my own 
erpinion ; but ehiellvg a v llainous tiiik of tbme eve, 
and a foolish jianging of tliy nether lip, llial doth 
warrant me. 11' then thou be son to me, heie lies 
the point ; — Wdiy, being son to me, art tluiu so 
pointed at ? Sliall the blessed sun of heaven jiune 
a miche*r^*, .and eat hlaekberries ? a question not to 
!>e asked. Sliall the son of Fnglaml })iove a fliiel’, 
and take purses? a question to be asked. T’heie 
is a thing, llany, which thou liast often heard of, 
and it is known to many in onr kind by the name 
of pitch this jiilch, as ancient writers do leport, 
doth defile ; so elotli the company thou keep’sl 
for, Harry, now, I do not speak to thee in elrink, 
but in tears ; not in pli*asure, but in passion ; not 
in words only, but in woes also: — And yet theie 
is a viitiious man, whom I have often noted in thy 
company, hiil I know trot his name. 

P. Tfen. W’hat mamiei of man, an it like youi 
majesty ? 

F(tf. A good poitly man, and a corpulent; of 
a cheerful look, a pleasing t*ye, and a most noble 
e*arriage ; and, as I think, his age some fifty, oi» 
by’r-lady, inelining to tJireescore ; and now I re- 
menifiber me, his name is FalsfalV if that man 

* A t b.irai ter in .i 'IV.'ifusly by 'J' I’rt'btnn, 1570. 

'* ObcK'anco ^ Name of .i utninK luiuor. Atiuantboy 
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should bo uaiiloiily u,ivon, ho doooivoth ino ; for, 
Harry, 1 soo \irtiio in his looks. If tlioii the tree 
may be known by the fruit, as the fruit by the tree, 
fheii, peremptorily 1 s])eak it, there is virtue in that 
Falstall’ Jiini keej) with, llie rest banish. Ami tell 
me now, thou nau^irhty varlet, tell me, where hast 
thou been this month? 

Hen. Dost thou speak like a kini; * Do thon 
stand for me, and I’ll ])]ay my father. 

J 'nl. Dej)ose me? if thou dost it Judf so gravely, so 
majestie.dly, botli in word and matter, hang me up 
l)\ the heels for a rabbet-sueker, or a pool lei ’s haie. 

7*. lien. \V'ell, hete I am set. 

T'aL And here 1 stand , — judge, my masters. 

P. lien. Now, Harry? v\ henee come you ? 

7'Vr/. jMy noble loid, from K.istelieap, 

P. Hen. The eomjjlaint-. 1 hearoftliee are grievous. 

Pal. \Shlood, my lotd, they are false — I’ll 
tukle ye for a young piince, i’laith. 

1*. lien. Suearest thou, nngr.u ions boy ^ hence- 
foilh ne’er look on me. 'Hum att \iolently ran led 
away fnjin giaee then' is a de^il haunts thee, in 
the likeni'ss f)f a fat old man ; a tun of man is thy 
tomj>amon. \Vh\ dost thou converse with that 
trunk of humoins, th.vt huge bomb.ard ' of sack, 
tliat roasted JVIanumgtiee o\, that lexeiend vici‘, 
tliat giey iuirpiitv, that fatlier rulHan, that vauitv in 
M'ai’s''' Wlu'uin is he good, but to taste s.u k and 
tlrink it? wherein neat and cleanlv, but to car\(‘ a 
<‘apon atul eat it t* w heu iu < mining, but in ciall 
wherein ciaftv, but in villainy wheiein villainous, 
but in all things? wheieiu woithv, but in nothing-' 

Pal. I vMmld, your gr.ice would take me with 
yon ; wliom means unir jnace'-' 

P. lli n. 'I’hat villainims .ihomiuable misleader ot 
vonth, Kibt.iir, that old w hite-beaidod Satan. 

Pal. >My loul, tiu' man 1 know. 

P> Hen. 1 know, thon (lost. 

J'ttl. Hut to saN, 1 know nioie harm in liim than 
in myself, wme to say moie tlian I know, 'I'hat he 
IS old, ( tlie more tin* pity,) his while hairs do wit- 
ness it . but that lie is vilkiiiioiis, that I utterly 
deny, II* sack and siigai be a fault, (Jod helji the 
w n ked ’ If to be old and meii v be a sin, then 
many an old liost that I know, is hist if to be fat 
be to be iiated, tlien IMiataoh’s lean kine are to be 
loved. No, my good loid; banish IVto, bmish 
IJardolpb, banish Foins* but for sweet J.ick Jsd- 
stair, kind Jack luilstaif, true Jack I'alstalf, valiant 
Jat‘k Falstalb and ibeiefore more valiant, being as 
lie is, old Jack Imlstaff, bam’sli not him tliy llariy’s 
company ; banish jilurnp Jack, and banish all the 
world. 

P. Hen. I do, I will. \J hnoehinu, heart I, 

[Pvennt flostess, 1 'k,nn(Is, ainl liARiaua'ii. 

Ite^enter l?AHi)OLrn, running. 

Hurd. O, my lord, my lord ; the sherilf, with a 
most monstrous watch, is at the dooi . 

Pal. Out, jou rogue! play out the play : I have 
nuich to say in the behalf ol’ that Falstalf. 

Ite-enler Hostess, haslili/. 

Host. O, my lord, my lord ! 

Pal. Ileigli ! heigh I the devil rides upon a fiddle- 
stick ; What’s the matter? 

Jlost. The sheriil and all the watch arc at tiie 

A leather black jack to hold beer, 

” III Essex, where a large ox was roasted wlmle 


rloor . they are come to search the house ? Siiall 1 
let them in ? 

Pal. Dost thou hear, Hal? never call a true 
piece of gold, a coimterfeil . thou art essentially 
mad, wMlhout seeming so. 

P. Hen. And thou a natural coward, without 
instiiK't. 

Pal. I deny your major : if you will deny the 
sherilf, so; if not, let him enter; if I become not a 
cart as well as another man, a plague on my bring, 
ing lip • I liojie, 1 shall as soon be strangled with a 
halter, as another. 

P. Hen. tio, liide l]u‘e behind the anas ; — the 
lest walk up above. Now% my masters, for a tine 
face, and good conscience. 

Pal. Both which 1 have had . but their date is 
out, and thercfoie I’ll hide me, 

[P. leant all bat the Prince and Poins. 

P. Hen. (’’all in the Sherilf. 

Enter Sherilf and Carrier. 

Now, master sheriff; what’s your will witli me? 

Sker. First, pardon rm*, my lord, A hue and cry 
Hath follow’d certain men unto this house. 

P. lien. What men ? 

Hher. One of them is w ell knowm, my gracious lord, 
A gross fat man. 

Cat. As fat as butter. 

P. Hen. Till* man, I do assure ;you, is not here; 
for 1 mvself at ibis time have employ’d him. 

And, shenif, 1 will engage my word to thee, 

'I’hal I will, by to-morrow dinner-time, 

Send him to answer thee, or any man, 

J-'or any thing he shall be charg’d w'itbal : 

And so let me entreat yon leave the Iiouse. 

Shcr. I v\iii, my lord: 'I’beie aie two gentlemen 
Ha\e in this lobbery lost three hundred maiks; 

P. Hen. It may he so. if he have rohb'd these men, 
He shall be answeiable ; and so, farewell. 

Slier, (iooil night, my noble loid. 

1*. Hen. 1 tliink it is good morrow'; Is it not? 

Sher. Indeed, my loid, I think it be two o’clock. 

^Exeunt Sherilf (rnd Carrier. 

P. Hen. Tin’s oily rascal is known as v\ell as 
Paul's. do, call him foith. 

Poms. Falstalf! — fast asleep behind tlie arras, 
and snorting like .i horse. 

P. Hen. Hark, how' haid he fetches breath : 
Search his pockets. [Poins M*arc/a\s.J What hast 
tlK»u found ? 

Poins. Nothing but papers, my lord. 

P. Hen. Pet’s sec vilial they be : read them. 

Poms. Item, A capon, 2s. 2d. 

Item, vSauce, 4d. 

Item, Sack, two gallons, 5s. 

Item, Anchovies, and sack after supper, Ss. Gd. 
Item, Bread, a half-]7enny. 

P. Hen. O monstrous ! but one half-pennyworth 
of bread to this intolerable deal of sack! — What 
there is else, keep close ; w'e’ll read it at more 
advantage : there let him sleep till day. I’ll to tlie 
court in the morning : we must all to the wars, and 
thy place shall be honourable. I’ll procure this 
lilt rogue a charge of foot ; and, I know, his death 
will be a march of Iwclve-scorc. 3’he money 
shall be paid back again w^itli advantage. Be 
with me betimes in the morning ; and so good 
morrow, Poins. 

Poms, dood morrow, good my loid. [Exeunt. 
C c 3 
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SCENE 1. 


■ Eangor. J Hoorn in the Archdea- 

con’,s‘ Hume* 


Enter lloi’si’iiK, Worcksthi, MoRTiMFu, a 

Gl,KNl)OWlill. 

Mart, Tliese promisi's aiv I'xir, tlif parlies suie 
And our induction full of jirospcrous Iiope. 

Hot. Lord Mortimer — and cousin (ilendower 

Will you sit down? 

And, uncle Worcester. — \ plaj^ue upon it ' 

I have forgot the inaj). 

GlcmL No, here it is. 

Sit, cousin Percy; sit, good cousin Hotspur 
For by that natne as oft as Lancaste r 


I Hot. Wlty, .so can I ; or so can any man 
Hut will they come, when you do call for tliem ? 

(Uend. Why, I can teach you, cousin, to command 
The devil. 

Jlot. And 1 can teach thee, coz, to sliaine the 
devil, 

Hy telling truth ; Tell truth, and shame the devil. — 
Tf tlu)u have power to raise him, bring him hither, 
And I’ll be sworn, I have power to shame him hence. 
O, while yon live, tell tnilli, and shame the devil. 

M(»rt. Come, come, 

No more of this unprotitablc chat. 

Glentl. Three times hath Henry Holingbroke 
made head 


Doth speak of you, his cheek looks pale; and, with ; 
A rising sigh, he wisheth yon in heaven. 1 

Hot. And you in hell, as often as he hears 1 

Hwen (ilcndowcr spoke ol*. j 

Gknd. I cannot blame him. at my nativity i 

The front of heaven was full of* fiery shapes, j 

Of burning ciesscts « . and at my birth, | 

The frame and huge foundation of the earth j 

Shak’d like a cowaid. | 

Hot. Why, so it w'ould have done ■ 

At the same season, if your mother’s cat had 
Hut kitten’d, though yourself had ne’er been bom. 
Gtend. I s<iy, the eartn (ii<l shake when I was born. 
Hut. And 1 say, the earth was not of my mind. 

If you su]}pose, as fearing you it shook. 

Glend. The heavens were all on fire, the earth 
did tremble. i 

Hot. O, tlien the earth shook to see (he heavens 
on (ire, I 

And not in fear of yonr nativity. 

Diseased nature oftimtimes breaks forth , 

In strange eruptions: oft llie teeming eaith i 

Is with a kind of colick plncJi’d and vex’d I 

Hy tile imprisoning of unruly wind . 

Within her womb ; whieh, for erdargement striving, j 
Shakes the old beldame earth, and topples'^ down i 
Steejiles, anti moss-grow ti towers. At your birth, ' 
Our grandam earth, having this distemperature, | 
In passion shook. i 

Glend. Cousin, of many men 1 

1 do not bear tlu'se crossings. Give me leave | 
'j’o tell yon once again, — that at my birth, j 

The front of heaven was full of fiery sliapes ; j 

The goats ran from the mountains, an<l tlie herds ; 

Were strangely clamorous to the frighted fields. i 
These signs have mark’d me e\tr.iordinary ; ] 

And all the courses of my life do show, 

I arn not in the roll of common men. 

Where is he living, — clipp'd in with the sea j 

That chides ihebanksof England, Scotland, Wales, — i 
Which calls me pupil, or liath read to me? ' 

And bring him out, that is but woman’s son, 

Can trace me in the tedious ways of art, 

And hold me pace in deep experiments. 

Hot. I think there is no man speaks better 

Welsh . 

1 will to dinner. 

Mort. Peace, cousin Percy ; you will make him 
mad. 

Gtend. I can call spirits from the vasty deep. 

Lights set cro«ft-w.ays upon beacons, and aLo upf>n pi»le«., 
which were used in processions, Ac. " Tuinbli". 


Against my power . llirice from the banks of Wye, 
And saiidy-bottoin’d Severn, have I sent him, 
Ht'otless borne, and vveatlier-bcaten back. 

Hot. Home without boots, and in foul weather too ! 
How ’scapes he agues, in the devil’s name? 

Glend. Come, here’s tlie map ; Shall we divide 
our riglit, 

According to our tliiee-fold order ta’eii ? 

Mort. The arclidcMCon hath divided it 
Into three limits, very e(pially ; 
hniglarid, fioin ’I'lent and Severn hitherto, 

Hy south and east, is to my ])art assign'd . 

All vvestvvaul, Wales beyond the Severn slioie. 

I And all the fertile land within that bDund, 

'io Owen ‘Gleiulower : — and, dear coz, to you 
The reiimaiit noitliward, lying ofif’from Trent. 

And our indeiiitires tripartite are drawn; 

Which being sealed interchangeably, 

(A business that this night may execute,) 
'J'o-morrow% cousin Percy, you, and I, 

And my good lord of Worcester, will set forth, 

To meet your father, and the Scottish power, 

As is ajipointed us, at Sluevvsbury. 

IMy fatlior Glendovver is not leady )et, 

Noi shall we need his help these fourteen days : — 
Within tliat .sjiace, \Tu Glfnd. ] you may have 
drawn together 

Your tenants, friends, and neighbouring gentlemen. 
Gtend. A sliorter time sliall send me to you, 
lords. 

And in my conduct .shall your ladies come : 

From wliom you now mu.st steal, and mke no leave ; 
h’or there w'ill be a world of’ water shed, 

Upon the parting of your wives and you. 

Hot. Dlcthinks, my moiety, north from Hurton 
here, 

In (jiiantity equals not one of yours ; 

Sec, how iliis river contes me cranking in. 

And cuts me, from the best of all my land, 

A huge half moon, a monstrous cantle ‘ out. 

I’Jl have the current in this place dainm’d up ; 

And bore the smug and silver Trent shall run. 

In a new channel, fair and evenly : 

It shall not wind with such a deep indent, 

'I'o rob rne of so rich a bottom here, 

Glend. Not wdnd ? it shall, it must ; you see, it 
doth. 

Mori, Yea, 

But maik, how he bears his course, and runs me up 
With like advantage on the other side ; 

Coruci 
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Kobbinji: the opposed coiiiineut as niucli. 

As on the other side it takes from you. 

irin\ Yea, but a little charge will trench him 
• here. 

And on this north side win this cape of land; 

And then he runs straiji^ht and even. 

J^of. I’ll have it so; a little charge will do it. 
Glrnd, I will not have it alter’d. 

Ifoi. Will not you? 

GleiuU No, nor you shall not. 

ITot. WJio shall say me nay? 

GU’fid, Why that will 1. 

Hot. Let me not understand you then, 

Speak it in Welsh, 

Glcnd. I can speak Knglish, lord, as well as you; 
For I was tiain'd up in tlie LnglisJi court . 

Wheie, being but young, 1 framed to the haij) 
Many an Knglish ditty, lovely well, 

And gave the tongue a helpful ornament ; 

A virtue that w'as never seen in you 

Jlot. Marry, and I’m glad of it with all my heait : 
I hail ratlier be a kitten, and cry — mew-, 

'i’lian one ol these same metre ballad-mongers 
J had rather hear a biazen caiistick - turn’d. 

Or a dry wheel grate on an a\le-tree ; 

And that would set my teeth nothing on edge, 
Nothing so mucli as mincing poetr> , 

’Tis like tlie forc’d gait of a shullling rug. 

Glcnd. Come, you shall have Trent tuin’d. 

[lot. 1 do not care I'll give thrice so much land 
To any w^ell-deserving liiend ; 
lJut, in the way of bargain, mai'k ye me. 

I’ll cavil on the ninth part of a hair. 

Arc the indentures drawn i shall \\q be gone? 
Glend. I’ho moon shines fair, you may aw'ay hy 
night • 

I’ll haste the winter, and, withal, 

Break ^ with your wdves of your <le))ar’tui*e hence 
I am afraid, my daughter w ill run mad. 

So much she doteth on her Mortimer- {Exit. 

Mori. Fye, cousin Percy ! how' you ci'oss my 
father ' 

Hot. I cannot choose sometimes he angers me, 
With telling me of the inoldwarp^ and tlie ant, 

Of the dreamer Merlin and Ins prophecies; 

And of a dragon and a finless tish, 

A clip-wiiig’d griftin, and a monlten raven, 

A couching lion, and a ramping cat, 

And such a de;il of skimble-skamble stuff 
As puts me from my faith. 1 tell you what, — 
He held me, but last night, at least nine hours, 

In reckoning up the several devils’ names, 

I'liat were Iris lacqueys. I cried, humph, — and w'ell, 
— go to, — 

But mark’d him not a word. O, he’s as tedious 
As is a tired horse, a railing wdfe ; 

Worse than a smoky house ; — I had rather live 
With cheese and garlick, in a windmill, far. 

Than feed on cates, and have him talk to me. 

In any surnrner-hoiise in Christendom. 

Mart. In faith, he is a worthy gentleman ; 
Exceedingly well read, and profited 
In strange concealments ; valiant as a lion, 

And wondrous affable : and as bountiful 
As mines of India. Shall I tell you, cousin ? 
lie holds your temper in a high respect, 

And curbs himself even of hrs natural scope, 

When you do cross his humour ; faith, he does : 

1 warrant you, that man is not alive, 

* Candlestick. ^ Break the matter ' Mole. 


Might so have tempted him us you have done, 
Without the taste of danger and reproof; 

But do not use it oft, let me entreat you. 

/ror. in faith, my lord, you are too wilful-blame ; 
And since your coming hither have done enough 
To put him quite beside his jiatience, 

You must needs learn, lord, to amend this fault : 
Though sometimes it show greatness, courage, blood, 
(And that’s the dearest grace it renders you,) 
let oftentimes it doth present harsh rage, 

Defect of manners, want of government, 

Piide, haughtiness, opinion, and disdain: 

The least of which, haunting a nobleman, 

Loseth men’s hearts ; and leaves behind a stain 
lljion the beauty of all parts besides, 

Beguiling them of coimnendation. 

Hot. Well, 1 am school’d ; good manners be your 
sj)ced ! 

Here come our wives, and let us take our le.ave. 

lic-enter Gi.kndowfr, intk the Ladies. 

^[ort. This is the deadly spite that angers me, — 
My wife can speak no English, I no Welsh. 

Ghmd. My daughter weeps; she will not part 
with you, 

She’ll lie a soldier too, she’ll to the wars. 

Mart. Ciood father, tell her, — that she, and my 
aunt Percy, 

Shall follow in your conduct speedily. 

[Gi.fndow’fr ajK'dks to his daughter in Welsh, 
(i7id she arisn'frs him ni the sairir. 

Glcnd. She’s des])erate here ; a peevish self-will’d 
liarlotr} , 

One no persuasion can do good uj)on. 

[Lady M. speaks to Mortimer m Welsh. 
Hart. I understand thy looks ; that pretty Welsh 
Which thou pourest down from these swelling 
heavens, 

T am too perfect in ; and, but for shame. 

In siuh a parley would I answer thee. 

[T.auy Mortimer speaks 
I understand thy kisses, and thou mine, 

Aiid that’s a feeling disputation : 

But I will never be a truant, love. 

Till 1 have learn'd thy language ; for thy tongue 
Makes Welsh as sweet as ditties highly peim’d, 
Sung by a fair ipiccn in a summei’s bow er, 

Witii ravishing division, to her lute.* 

Glend. Nay, if you melt, then will she run mad. 

[Lady Mortimer speaks again . 
Mart. O, I am ignorance itself in this. 

Glcnd. She bids you 
Upon the wanton rushes lay you down. 

And rest your gentle head upon her lap, 

And .she v^ill sing the song that pleaseth you, 

7 \ud on your eye-lids crown the god of sleep, 
Charming your blood with pleasing heaviness ; 
Making such difference ’twixt wake and sleep, 

As is tile diHcrence betwixt day and night, 

The hour before the heavenly harness’d team 
Begins his golden progress in the eitst. 

Mori, With all my heart I’ll sit, and hear her 
sing: 

By that time will our book, I think, be drawn. 
Glcnd. Do so ; 

And tliose musicians that shall play to you, 

Hang in the air a llious;md leagues from hence ; 
Yet straight they shall be here ; sit, and attend. 

A comphment to queen Elizabeth. 
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(5 i-i Njiowi' » s’^j(Yr/rv svo/i ; Welsh wo and then the 
^ttistrk 

Hot. Xow I [u rooive flH*de\51 understands Welsh; 
And ’lis no marvel, he’s su Imniorous. 

J5\’r Iridv, he’s a i;oo(l musician. 

l.adtf r. 'i'hen should you he nothing hut mu- 
sical ; <or you are altogether go\erued hy humours. 
Lie still, ye thiel*, and hear the lady sing in Welsh. 

//ill, 1 had rather hvav Ladjp my hiach iiovvl 
in liish. 

P. Wouldst lliou have thy head broken-' 
Hot. No. 

Ladi/ P, Then he stiil. 

Jlot, Peace ! she sings. 

// Welsh SONCl, /ly Lauv AroitTiMiu. 

Hot. (’ome, Katt*, I'll have your song too. 

T^tuhf P. Not mine, in good sooth. 

Ildt. Not yours, in good sooth! ’Heart, you swear 
Like a comllt-maker’s v\iA ' Not }on, m good soolh ; 
And, As tine as I li^e; and. As suie as day 
And giv’st such sarcenet surety tor thy oaths, 

As if diou never walk’dst further than Piuslmrv.7 | 
Swear me, Kate, like a larl^, as thou art, j 

A good moiith-lilling oatli ; and lea\e m aootlh 
And sueh protest (if jiejipt'r-gingei hi ead. 

To velvet guards '-, and Sunday uti/ens, 

(ome, sing, 

Jaiidp P. I will not sing. 

Ilof, ’Tis the next v\a) to turn tailor, or be red- 
1)1 east teacher. An t.he indentuies he drawn, I’ll 
;nvav within these two liouis ; and su come in when 
} e w ill. ( pjp. 

Cloud, (’oine, come, lord Mortliriei , sou areas 
slow, 

As hot lord Percy Is on tire to go 

liy this our hook’s drawn ; well hut seal, and then 

To horse mmiecliately. 


Which oft the car of greatness needs must hear, 

Hy smiling pick -thanks ^ and base newsmongeis, 

1 may, for some things true, wherein my youth 
Hath faulty wander’d and irregular, 

Find pardon on my true submission 
JC- J/cn. God pardon tliee’ — yet Utme w’onder, 
I Harry, 

At thy aifections, whieh do hold a wdng 
(^uite fiom the flight of all thy ancestors. 

'I’hy jilace in council thou hast rudely lost, 

Which hy thy jounger brother is supplied; 

And art almost an alien to the hearts 
Of all tlie court and princes of my blood ; 
j The hope and exjiectation of thy time 
j Is ruin'd; and the soul of every man 
' Ihoplietically does fore-think tliy fall. 

I Had I so la\isli of my presence lieen, 

I So common-hackney ’d in the eyes of men, 
i So stale and cheap to vulgar company ; 

Ojiiniou, that did help me to the crown, 

Had still kept loyal to possession ; 

And left me in re]niteless banishment, 

A fcllovv of no m.irk, nor likelihood. 

1>\ being seldom seen, I could not stir. 

Hut, like a comet, I was wondered at : 

[ Thai men would tell llicir children, 7'hfs ho 
! Ollieis would say, — IPhoro^ which /.s lioh/ijuhroh / 

' And then I stole all courtesy from heaven, 
j And diess'd myself m such humility, 

! Tliat I did ])luck .illegiancc from men’s hearts. 
Loud shouts and salut.itions fiom tlieii mouths, 
Kven ill tlie piesence of the i row-ned king, 
i Thus did I keel) pel son fjedi and new ; 

IMy pieseiicc, like a luhe jxiiitilical, 
i Ne’er sei'ii, but wamder’d .it ; and so my slate, 

[ Seldom, but sumptuous, sliowtal like a feast ; 

I And won, hy raicncss, such solemnity. 

I 'I'hc skipping king, he ambled up and d»>wn 


Mart. 


With all iny heart. [Kicunt. Witli shallow jesters, and rash bavin* wits. 


Soon kindled, and soon hiirifd carded his state ; 


SCENL n, — London. A Jiooni in the Palace. 1 Mingled his loyally with caiienug fools ; 

[ Had his great name piofaued with tlieir scorns ; 
Enter King JH Miy, Primt. OF Waij s, and honh. ^ And gave his coimtenaiK against his name, 


K. Hen. I.ords, give us leave ; the prince of 
VV’.des, and I, 

Alust have some conference , Hut he near at hand, 
I'or we shall presently have need of you. — 

[hJ.reimt Lotdiy. 

I know- not whether heaven will have it so. 

For some di^pleasi^g service 1 have done, 

I'hal in his secret doom out of my blood 
lie’ll bleed reveiigement and a scourge for me; 

Hut thou dost, in tliy passages of life, 

Make me believe, — that thou ait only mark’d 
For the hot vengoauee and the rod of lieaven. 

To punish my mis-treadings. Tell me else, 

('ould sueh inordinate, and low- desires, 

Such i)oor,such bare, such lewd, such mean attempts. 
Such barren pleasures, rude society, 

As thou art match’d withal, and grafted to. 
Accompany the gicatuess of thy blood. 

And hold their level witli thy piincely heart? 

P. Hon. So please your inaji'sty, 1 would, I could i 
(^uit all offences with such clear excuse. 

As well as, I am doubtless, 1 can purge 
IVIyself of many I am charg’d withal ; 

Yet such extenuation let me beg. 

As, in reproof of many tales devis’d, — 

’ Hound ^ In MoorfieUK 

' Laced velvet, the tiiieiy o< cockneys 


. To kiugli at gibing boys, and stand tlie push 
j Of eveiy beardless vain eompnrafive — 

(Jrew' a companion to the common streets, 

I Lnfeoir’d himself to popularity 
. That being daily swallow’d by men’s eyes, 

’I'liey surfeited with honey ; and l>eg;m 
j To loathe the taste of sweetness, whereof a little 
1 More than a little is by much too much, 
t So, when he liad occasion to he seen, 

He was but as the cuckoo is in June, 

Heard, not regarded ; seen, but with such eyes. 
As, sick and blunted with community, 

A Hold no extraordinary gaze. 

Such as is bent on sun- like majesty 
When it shines seldom in admiring eyes ; 

But rather drowz’d, and hung their eyelids down, 
Slept in his face, and rendered such aspect 
As cloudy men use to their adversaries ; 

Being w'ith Iiis presence glutted, gorg’d, and full. 
And in that very line, Harry, sbind’st thou : 

For thou hast lost thy princely privilege. 

With vile jiarticipation ; not an eye 
But is a-woary t)f thy common sight, 

Save mine, which hath desir’d to see thee more; 
Which now doth that I would not have it do, 
Make blind itself witli foolish tenderness, 

” Officious parasites, • ^ Brushw-ood 
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1\ Ilfn. I shall hereafter, Ti)y thrice-graeiouslord, 
J3e more myself. 

K. llviu For all the world. 

As tMoij art to this hour, was Ilk-hard then 
When 1 from France set foot at Uaveiispurg ; 

And even as I was then, is Percy now. 

Now hy my sceptre, and my soul to hoot, 

He hatli more worthy interest to the state, 
riiaii thou, the shadow of succession; 

For, of no right, nor colour like to right, 
lie doth fill fields with harness'-’ in tlie realm ; 
'I'lirns head against the lion’s armed j.iws ; 

And, being no more in debt to yeais than thou. 
Leads ancient lords and reverend bishops on, 

'I'o bloody battles, and to bruising arms. 

Wliat nevcr-d\ing honour hath lie got 
Against lenowned Douglas ; whose high deeds, 
Whose hot incursions, and great name m arms, 
Holds, from all soldiers <*hief inajojily , 

Ami military title ea])ital, 

J'lrrough all the kingdoms that acknow ledge Christ? 
'Ehrice halli this 1 lotspur IVTars in swathing clothes. 
This infant wariior ii. his cnterprizes 
Diseondited great Douglas ; ta’en liim once, 
Isnl.irged him, and made a ftieml of him, 

'I'o till the mouth of deep defumce up, 

And shake the jieace and safety of our throne. 

And what say you to this? Percy, Nortliunibcrland, 
'fhe arclihisliop's grace of York, l)ouglaH, iVIoitimer, 
I'apitulate ^ against us, and aie up. 

Hut wherefoie do 1 tell these news to thee ? 

Why, I larry, do I tell tliee of my foes, 

V/hieh art my near’st and dearest * enemy ? 

'J’iioii lliat art like enough, — tlirough vassal fear, 
Hase iiu'iination, and the siait of spleen, — 

'i'o fight against me under J’eiey’s pay, 

'I'o dog his lieels, and eoml’sv at his fiowiis, 

'i'o show how- much thou art degenerate. 

7\ Hen. Do not think so, you shall not find it so; 
Anil heaven forgive them, that have so nnu h svvayM 
Your majesty’s good thoughts away fioni me' 

I will redeem all this on i’eriy’s hi-ad. 

And in the eli>sing of some gloiious day, 

He bold to tell you that 1 am you son ; 

AVlien I will wear a ganneiit all tif blood, 

And stain my favours in a bloody mask, 

VV’hich wash’d avvay, shall scour my sliame with it. 
And that shall he the day, wliene’er it lights, 

I’hat this same child of honour and renown, 

TJiis gallant Hotspur, tliis all-praised knight. 

And your nnthoiight-of Harry, chance to meet : 
For eveiy honoin sitting on his helm, 

’Would they were multitudes; and on my head 
My shames redoubled ! for the time will come, 
'i'liat 1 shall make this norlhern youth exchange 
His glorious deeds for my indignities. 

Percy is but my factor, good my loid, 

To engross ii]) glorious deeds on my behalf; 

And 1 will call him to so strict account, 

'I'hat he shall render every glory u]), 

Yea, even the slightest worship of liis time, 

Dr 1 will tear the reckoning from his heart. 

This, in the name of God, 1 promise here ; 

The which if he be pleas'd 1 shall perform, 

1 do beseech your majesty, may salve 

The long-grown wounds of my intern peranco’: 

If not the end of life cancels all bands ; 

And I will die a hundred thousand deaths, 

Kre break the smallest parcel of this vow, 

' Armour. rombitic. ^ Most fatal. 


K. Hen. A hundred thousand rebels die in this : — 
Tliou shall have charge, and sovereign trust, herein. 

Hntcr Blunt. 

How now-, good Blunt ? thy looks arc full of speed. 

Jilunt. So hath the businessthat 1 come to speak of. 

liord Mortimer of Scotland hath sent word, 

'Hiat Douglas, and the English reJiels, met 
The eleventh of this month at Shrewsbury ; 

A mighty and a fearful head they are, 

If promises he kept on every hand, 

As ever tiller’d foul ])lay in a stale. 

K. Hen. The earl of Westmoreland set forth to-day ; 
With liiin iny son, lord John of Lancaster ; 

I'or this advertisement is five days old . — 

On Wednesday next, Harry, you shall set 
Forvvaid ; on 'J'liursday, we ourselves will march ; 
Our meeting is Bridgnorth: and, Harry, you. 

Shall marehtlirough Glostershire; hy which account, 
Our business valued, some twelve days hence 
Our general forces at Bridgnorth shall meet. 

Our hands are full of business ; let’s away ; 
Advantage feeds him fat, while men delay. 

[Exeunt. 

SC'JCNE Til Isastcheap. t'oom m f/ie Hoar \ 

Head Tavern. 

Enter FvLSTArr and Bakdolph. 

Fal. Baidolph, am I not fallen aw ay vilely since 
tills last action ? tio 1 not hate? do 1 not dwindle? 
Why, my skin liangs about me liki' an old lady’s 
loose gown; 1 am vvitlur’d like an old apple-John. 
Well, I’ll lepcnt, and that suddenly, while lam in 
some liking I shall he out of heart shortly, and 
then I shall have no strength to repent. An 1 havi 
not foi gotten what the inside ol a t huieh is made 
of, I am a pc])))er-coru, a brewer’s hojse the inside 
of ajchmeh! ('ompau), villainous company, hatl, 
been the spoil of me. 

Hard. Sir John, you are so fretful, you cannot 
live long. 

Eal. Why, there is it — come, sing me a song; 
make me merry. I was as viituously given, as a 
gentleman need to he ; virtuous enough ; swore 
little; diced, not above seven times a vveck ; jiaid 
money that 1 borrowed, tliri'e or four limes; lived 
well, and in good compass . and now I live out of 
all order, out of all eompass. 

Hard. Why, jou are so fat, sir John, tliat you 
must neeils he out of all comjiass ; out of all reason- 
able compass, sir .Tohii. 

Eal Do thou amend tliy face, and I'll amend my 
life . Thou art our admiial thou bearest the lantern 
in the poop, — but 'tis in the nose of thee ; thou art 
the knight of the burning lamp. 

Hard Why, sir John, my face does you no harm. 

Fal. No, I’ll he sw-orn ; 1 make good use of it. 
When thou ran’st up Gads-hill in the night to catch 
my iiorse, if I did not think thon hailst been an 
Ignis JafuuSf or a ball of wildfire, there's no pur- 
chase in money. O, tlioii art u perpetual triumpli, 
an everlasting bonfire-light ! Thou hast saved me 
a thousand marks in links and torches, walking with 
thee in tlie night betwixt tavern and tavern ; hut the 
sack that thou hast drunk me, would have bought me 
lights as good cheap, at tlie dearest chandler’s in 
Europe. 1 have maintained that salamander of 
yours w-itli fire, any time this two-and-thirty years ; 
Heaven rewiu-d me for it ! 

^ Have some flesh. ^ Admiral’s ship. 
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Fntcr Hostfs*:;. 
llovv' n<w (lame J’aitJet the lien?? have you intjuired 
yet, who picked uiv pocket ? 

//(AS/. Why, sir John' uhat do jou think, sir 
John? do you think I keep tlii(‘vcs in iny house? 

1 have searched, I have iriqulred, so has my lius- 
band, man by man, boy by boy, servant by servant : 
tlie liliie of a hair was never lost ia my house l)erore. 

FaL You lie, hostess; liardolph was shaved and 
lost many a hair ; and I’ll be sv\orn, rny pocket was 
picked . Go to, you a»e a woman, ^o. 

Host, Who 1? I defy thee ; 1 \^as ne\er called 
so in mine own house before. 

Fal. Go t(», I know you well enough 
Host. No, sir John ; you do not know me, sir 
John • ] know you, sir John • you owe me money, 
sir John, and now you pick a (juarrel to l)eguile me 
of it ; I bouglil you a dozen ol'shiits to your back, j 
Fal. Dowlas, dowlas : J have given them away to 
bakers’ wives, and they liave made bolters of them. 

Host. Now, as I am a trne woman, holland of 
eight shillings an ell. ’iOii owe money here besides, 
sir John, for your diet, and by-drinkings, and money 
lent you, four-aiid-tw'enfy pound. 

Fal. He had his pait of it ; let him jiay. 

J/ost. He? alas, he i« poor; he hath nothing. 
Fal. How' poor? look upon his face ; What call 
you rich ? let tlieiu coin his nose, let them coin his 
cheeks ; I’ll not pay a denier. What will you 
make a younker of me ? shall 1 not take mine ease 
in mine inn, but I shall have my pocket picked ? 

1 have lost a seal-ring of my giandfather’s worth 
forty mark. 

Host. O ! I have heard ilie prince tell him, 1 
know not how oft, that that ring was copper. 

Fal. How! tht prince is a Jack”, a sneak-cup; 
and, if he wawe here, I would cudgel him like a dog 
if he would say so. 

Enter PitiKCh IIi-NiiYowd Foiks, Fal- 

STAFF meets the Prince, plot/nijf on his Irumheon 
like a Jife. 

Fal. How^ now, lad ? is the wu'nd in that door, 
must we all marcli ? 

Bard. Yea, two and two, Newgate-fashion. 

Host. My lord, I jiray you, hear me. 

P. Hen. What sayest thou, mistress (Quickly 
How^ docs thy husband? I love him well, he is an 
lionest man. 

Host. Good my lord hear me, 

Fal, Pr’ythec, let her alone, and list to me. 

P. Hen. What say’st thou, Jack ? 

Fal. Tlie other night 1 fell asleep liere behind the 
arras, and had my pocket i)icked. ^ 

P. Hen. What did’st thou lose, Jack ? 

Fal. Wilt thou believe me, Hal ? three or four 
bonds of forty pound a-piecc, and a seal-ring of 
my grandfather’s. 

P. Hen. A trifle, some eight-penny matter. 

Host. So 1 told him, my lord ; and 1 said, 1 heard 
your grace say so : And my lord, he speaks most 
vilely of you, like a foul-mouthed man as lie is; and 
said, he would cudgel you. 

P, Hen. What ! lie did not. 

Host. There’s neither faith, truth, nor woman- 
hood in me else, 

Fal. There’s no more faith in thee than in a stewed 
prune ; nor no more truth in thee, tlian in a drawn 

? In the story-book of Ileynarct the Fox 
* A term of contempt fre(jucnt1y uwd tiv .‘'hakspeare j 


Act III. Scene HI. 

fo\ ; and for womanhood, inaitl IVIarian may he 
the deputy’s wife of the ward to thee. Go, vou 
thing, go. 

Host. Say, what thing? wliat thing ? J am .ni 
honest man’s wife, and, setting thy kniglillioodasitk-, 
thou ail a knave to call me so. 

Fal. Setting thy womanhood aside, thou art a 
beast to v'ly otherwise. 

Host. Say, wliat beast, thou knave, thou ? 

Fal. Wliat beast ? w’hy an otter. 

/*. Hen. An otter, sir John ! why an otter? 

Fal. Why I she’s neither fish, nor flesh 

I last, 'i'lioii art an unjust man in sitting so 

J*. Hen. Thou sayest true, liostess ; and la> 
slanders thee most grossly. 

IlosU S(» he doth you, my lord; and said tins 
Ollier day, you ought him a thousand pound. 

F. Hen. Sirrah, do 1 owe you a ilious.ind pound? 

Fal. A thousand pound, Hal ? a million thy 
love is worth a million ; thou owest me thy love. 

H(>st. Nay, my loid, he called you Jack, and 
said, he ivould cudgel yon. 

I'al. Did I, liardolph? 

Itard. liideetl, sir Jolm, you said so. 

Fal. Yea ; if he said, iny ring was copper. 

1\ lien. I say, ’lis eop]u‘i Darest thou he a-, 
good as tliy W’oid now 

FaL Why, llal, thou knouest, as thou art hut 
man, 1 dare; but, as thou ait prinee, 1 fear thee, 
as I fear the roaring (»f the lion’s whelp. 

/’. Hen And why not, as the lion? 

Fal. 'I'lic king himself is to be feared as the lion 
Dost thou think. I’ll fear thee as 1 ieai thy fallier ^ 

P. Hen. O, sin ah, there’s no room for faith, 
truth, nor honesty, in this bosom of thine. Charge 
an honest woman with picking thy pocket! Why, 
thou impudent iasc.il, if theie were any thing in 
thy jmeket but tavern-reckonings, and one poor 
penny-worth of sugar-candy to tnake thee long 
winded ; if thy pocket were enriched with any other 
injuries but these, I mu a villain. And yet you 
j will stand to it; yon will not pocket up wrong. 

[ Art thou not ashamed ? 

Fal. Dost thou lieai , Hal? thou knowest, in the 
state of innocency, Adam fell; and what should 
poor Jack FalstafV do, in the days of villainy ? 
Thou seest, 1 have more flesh than another man ; 

and therefore more liailty. You confess then, 

you picked my jiocket ? 

I /*. Hen. lta[)pears so by tlie story. 

I Fal. TlostC'-s, 1 forgive thee ; Go, make ready 
breakfast; love thy husband, look to thy servants, 
cherish thy guests : thou shall fliid me tractabk to 
any honest reason : thou seest, I am pacified. — 
Still? — Nay, pr’ythee, be gone. \Ejit Hostess.] 
Now, H.il, to the news at court . for the robbery, 
lad, — How is that answ'cred ? 

P. Hen. O, my sweet beef, 1 must still be good 
angel to thee : — The money is paid back again. 

Fal. O, I do not like that paying back, ’tis a 
double labour, 

V. Hen. I am good friends with my hither, and 
may do any thing. 

FaL Hob me tlie exchequer the first thing thou 
doest, and do it with unwashed hands too. 

Bard. Do, my lord, 

P. Hen. I have jirociired thee, Jack, a charge ol 
foot. 

female eharacter, who iiUcnds inoms-fUncc’rtJ j Kcnc- 
rally a man (IresM-d like a woman, 
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Fal, 1 would, it had been of horse. Where shall 
I find one that can steal well ? O for a fine thief, 
of ilie age of two-and-twenty, or thereabouts ! 1 am 
heinously unprovided. Well, Heaven be thanked 
for these rebels, they offend none but the virtuous ; 
1 laud them, I piaise tliem. 

l\ IJt'n. Bardolph 

Hard. My lord. 

/*. Hi‘n. Go bear this letter to lord John of Lan- 
caster, 

My brother John ; this to luy lord of Westmore- 
land, — 

Go, Boins, to horse, to horse ; for thou, and 1, 


Have thirty miles to ride yet ere dinner time. 

Jack, 

Meet me to-morrow i’ the Temple-hall 
At tw'o o’clock i’the afternoon ; 

There shalt thou know thy charge; and there receive 
Money, and order for their furniture. 

The land is burning ; Percy stands on high ; 

And either they, or wc, must lower lie. 

[Exeunt Prince, Poins, and Bardolpu. 

Fnl. Rare words ! brave world ! Hostess, my 

breakfast ; come : — 

O, 1 could wish, this tavern were my drum. 

[Exit. 


ACT IV. 


SCENL I. — The liebtd Camp near Shrewsbury. 

Enter Horspcu, Worcfsitr, and Dougi-a's. 
Hot, Well said, iny noble Scot; If speaking 
truth, 

In this fine age, were not tliought flattery. 

Such attribution should the Douglas ' have. 

As not a soldi<*r of this .season’s stamp 
Should go so general current through the world. 

By heaven, 1 cannot Hatter; I defy 
The longues of soothers; but a braver place 
in my heart’s love, hath no man than yourself. 
Nay, task me to tlie word ; approve me, lord. 

Doug. Thou art the king of honour ; 

No man so potent breathes uj)on the ground. 

But 1 wall beard him. 

Hot. Do so, and ’tis well — 

Enter a Messenger, with Iwiters. 

What letters hast thou there ? — I can but thank 
you. 

Hess. I'hese letters come from your father, — 
Hot. Letters from him * w by eomes be not himself? 
Mess, lie cannot come, my loid; he’s grievous 
sick. 

Hot. O liow lias be the leisure to Ik* sick, 

In such a justliiig time? Who leads his power? 
Under w'hose govcniment come tlu’y along? 

Me.ss. His letters hear his mind, not 1, my lord. 
JFor. 1 pr’ythee, tell me, doth he keep his bed ? 
Mess, lie did, my lord, four days ere 1 set forth; 
And ;it the time of my departure thence, 

He was much feai’d by his physicians. 

IVor. I w^mld, tlic stale of time had fii.st been 
whole. 

Ere he by sickness had been visited ; 

11 is health was never better worth than now. 

J{ot. Sick now ! droop iiow^ ! this sickness doth 
infect 

The very life-blood of our enterprize ; 

’Ti s catching hither, even to our camp. — 

He writes me here, — • that inward sickness — 

And tliat his friends by deputation could not 
So soon be drawn ; nor did he think it meet, 

To lay so dangerous and dear a trust 
On any soul remov’d, but on his own. 

Yet dotli he give us bold advertisement, — 

That with our small conjunction, we should on, 

To sec how' fortune is dispos’d to us ; 

* Thib expression is applied by way of pie-emiiieiice to the 
Head of the Douglas family. 


For, as he writes, there is no quailing ^ now ; 
Because the king is certainly possess'd 
Of all our purposes. What say you to it ? 
ff'or. Your father’s sickness is a maim to us. 

Hot. A jierilous gash, a very limb lopp’d olf:— < 
And yet, in faith, ’ti', not . his present want 
Seems more than vve shall lind it , — Were it good, 
To set the exact wealth of all our states 
Ail at one cast? to set so rich a main 
On the nice Iiazard of one doubtful hour ? 

It weie not good . for therein should w’e read 
The very bottom and the soul of hope ; 

'riie very list 3, the very utmost bound 
Of all our fortunes. 

Doin'. Faith, and so we should ; 

Where now remains a sweet reversion . 

We may boldly spend upon the hope of what ' 

Is to come in : 

A comfort of retirement lives in this. 

Hot. A rendezvous, a home to tly imto., 
jror. But yet, I would your father had been here, 
The quality’^ and hair ^ of our attempt 
Brooks no division : It will be thought 
By some, that kuow' not why he is away 
Tliat wisdom, loyalty, and mere dislike 
Of our jiroceedings, kept the earl fiom hence ; 

And think, how such an apprelumsion 
IMay turn the tide of fearful faction, 

And breed a kind of question in our cause: 

For w’cll you know, we of the off'eriiig side 
JMust keep aloof from strict arbitrement 
And stop all sight-holes, every loop, from whence 
The eye of reason may pry in upon us ; 

This absence of your father’s draws a curtain, 

That shows the ignorant a kinil of fear 
Before not dreamt of. 

Hot. You strain too far. 

I, rather, of his absence make this use ; — 

It lends a lustre, and more great opinion, 

A larger dare to our great enterprize. 

Than if the earl were liere : for men must think. 

If we, without his help, can make a head 
To push against the kingdom ; wuth his help, 

We sliall o’erturn it, topsy-turvy down. — 

Y^et all goes well, yet all our joints are whole. 
Dou^. As heart can think : tliere is not such a 
W'ord 

Spoke of in Scotland, as this term of fear. 

“ Languishing ^ Limit, boundary. 

^ 'I'ho complexion, the rbaractcr. 
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Enter Str Uu'tj.Min Vjciir^oN. 

//r;/. IVIy cousin Vernon ’ welcome, by my soul. 
Ver. IVay Heaven, my !U'v\ '' be w ortb a wulcoirie, 
loni. 

The carl ol’ Westiiiorclatul, seven tb(»usand stronj^, 
ts marcliitip; Intherwards ; with iiiui, prince John. 
Jl.d. Mohauii-. Whatnioie? 
rt r. And rurthor, I have learn M — 

The kiiipj himself in j)e!si)n is set forth, 

Or hitherwards intended s))eedily, 

With stronir and mighty prepaiation. 

77 id . I le shal I be w el come, too. Where is his sou, 
'riie nimble-footed madcaji prince t)l‘ Wales, 

And his comrailes that dall”d *’ the world aside, 

And bid it x>ass? 

Ter. All furnish’d, all in arms, 

All plum’d like esfriil<j:es that win^ the wind; 
Baled'!' like ea^^lcs having l.itely bath’d ; 

Glittering in golden coats, like images; 

As full of spirit as the mouth of IVIay, 

And gorgeous as the sun at mitlsmrunei ; 

Wanton as youthful goats, wild as young hulls. 

1 saw' young Hairy, — with his beaver on, 

His euisses on his thighs, gallantly arm’d, — 

Jlise fiom the giouiul like feather’d jMerciirv, 

And vaulted with siuh ease into liis seat. 

As if an angel dropp’d down from the clouds. 

To turn and wand a fiery IVgusus, 

And witch the world witli nolile horsemanship. 

/fat. No more, no more; woise than the sun in 
IMateh, 

'i’his ])raise doth nourisli agues. Let them come; 
They eoine like saentiees in llieir turn, 

And to the iire-eyed maid of smoky war, 

All hot, and hleedr'g, will we oiler them 
'J’hc mailed M.us slivdl on his altar sit, 

Uj) to the ears in blood, I aiu on fire. 

To heal tins lieh lejirisal is so nigh, 

And yet not ours : — C'ome, let me take my hoise, 
Who is to hear int* like a tliunderholt, 

Against the bosom of the ]nince of Wales 
Hairy to Hariy shall, hot horse to horsi*. 

Meet, and ne’er jiait, till one diop down a corse. — 
O. that (ilendower were come I 

Vrr. There is more new s 

I learn’din Worcester as I rode along:. 

He cannot diaw' his powei this fourteen days. 

Dtini^. Tliat's the worst tidings that 1 hear of yet. 
If^or, Ay, by my faith, that bears a fiosty somul. 
flat. Wliat may the king’s whole h.ittle reach 
unto ? 

Ecr. To thirty thousand. 

llof. luirty let it he ; 

My father and Glendow'cr being both aw'ay, 

The pow ers of us may sen e so gieat a day. 

Come, let us make a muster s]>eedi1y , 

Doomsday is near ; die all, die merrily. 

/7owg. I'alk not of dying; I am out of fear 
Of death, or death's hand, for tliis one half year. 

SCENE II. — A public Road /zcar Coventry. 

Enter Fatstaff ami Bakdolpii. 

FaL Baidolfib, get thee before to Coventry ; fill 
me a bottle of sack : our soldieis shall march 
through ; we’ll to Sutton- Col field to-night. 

Bard , Will you give me money, captain ? 

* Threw contemptuously, ® ()strJdic‘.s. 

' Fresh. ” Armour for the thighs 


FaL lAiy out, lay out. 

Sard. This bottle makes an angel. 

FaL All if it do, take it for tliy labour ; and if u 
make twenty, take them all, I’ll answer the coiifage. 
Hid my lieutenant I\*to meet me at the towm’s end. 

Bard. I will, cajit.iin : faiewell. \EvU. 

Val. If I he not ashamed of my soldiers, 1 am 
a soared gurnet. I have misused the king’s ])U'S' 
vilely. 1 have got in exchange of a hundred and 
fifty soldiers, three hundred and odd ixmuds, I p» oss 
me none hut good householders, yeoman’s sons . 
inqiiite me out contracted bachelors, siuh as had 
been asked Iw'ice on the bans; such a commodity 
of w'ariii slaves, as had as lief hear the devil a*, a 
drum; such as fear the report of a caliver** woiso 
than a struck fowl, or a hint wild-duck. I jiresscd 
me none but such toasts and butter, with heuits no 
bigger than pins’ heads, and they have bought out 
their services; and now my whole charge consists 
of ancients, cuiporals, lieutenants, gentlemen o(‘ 
eompaiiies, slaves as lagged as Lazatiis in tin 
painted cloth, and such as, indeed, were never 
soldieis, but discarded, unjust serving-men, yoimgei 
sons to younger biollieis, revolted tapsters, ami 
ostleis tiade-falkn ; tlie e.inkcrs of a calm world, 
and a long pi ace; ten limes more dishonourably 
ragged than an old laced ancient • : and such luive 1 
to fill up tlje looms of them that luive houglit out 
their sei vices. A mad lellovv met me on the v\a\, 
and told me 1 had unloaded all the gibbets, and 
piessed the dead bodies. No eye liatli seen sucli 
seal e-crow s. I’ll net marih tlnough Coventiy with 
tliein, that’s flat. — Nay, and the villains maicli 
wide betwixt the li gs, as if they had gyves-’ on; 
tor, indeed, J had the most ol' them out of prison. 
I'here’s hut a shirt and a half in all my eonqia-ay 
and the lialf sliirt is (wo napkins talked togetliei 
and tluowu over Ihi' slionhleis like a heialils toat 
without sleeves; and the shiit, to s:iy the truth, 
stolen from my host at Saint Alb in's, or the led- 
nose inn-keeper of Dauitiy. ' But that’s all one; 
they’ll find linen enough on eveiy liidge. 

Entf'r PiuNi’F Hj Miv and Wkstmoui land 

1\ Urn. llov^ now, blown Jack ':' how now , (juilt 

F(d. hat, Hal? How now , mail wag ? wliat a 
devil ilosi thou in Warwicksliiie ? — iNIy good loul 
of Westmuieland, I cry you mercy ; 1 thought y(>u) 
lionour liad already been at ShreVvsbury. 

'Faith, sir John, ’tis moie than time that 
1 •were tlu*re, and you too; hut my ])ow'ers aie there 
aheadv The king, 1 can tell you, looks for us all; 
we must away all night. 

FaL Tut, never fear me; I am as vigilant as a 
cat to steal cieam. 

1\ lien, I lliink to steal cream, indeed ; for thy 
theft hath already madi* thee* butler. But, tell me, 
Jack ; Whose 1‘ellows are these that come after ? 

FaL Mine, Hal, mine. 

7*. Jlrn, 1 did ncvci sec such pitiful rascals. 

FaL 'i'ut, tut; good enough to toss; food for 
powder, food for powder ; they’ll fill a jiit, as wtdl 
as lieltcr : tush, man, mortal men, mortal men. 

JVcsl. Ay, hut sir John, methinks.ihey are ex- 
ceeding poor and bare ; too beggarly. 

FaL ’Faith, for their poverty, — I know not 
whore they had that : and for their bareiies.s, — I 
am sure they never learned that of me, 

*' Musket. * Standard. 

* Fetters. 3 Daventry, pronounced Damtry. 
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1\ llt'ii. No, I’ll bo sworn; unless you call tliroo 
fingers on the ribs bare. Hut, sirrah, make haste ; 
IVrcy is already in the field. 

FuL What, is the king encamped? 

1/Va 7. lie is, sir John; I fear we shall stay too 
long. 

Fah Well, 

J’o the latter end of a fray, and the beginning of a 
least, 

Tits a dull lighter, and a keen guest. [EreutH. 
S(’KNK III. — The Itclxi wcur Shrev\sbury. 

Enter Hotspur, Woijoi sti r, Douglas, and 

W I It NON. 

Hot, We’ll light with him to-night 
lEot. It may not be. 

J)on^. You gi\e him then advantage, 
fir. Not a uhit. 

IIo). Why say you so? looks he not forsuj>ply ? 
f or. So do wt*. 

J/ot. His is ceitain, ours is doubtful. 

f/'or. (iood cousin, he advis’d; stir not to-iiiglit. 
/Vr. Do not, my loid. 

/ ton < r . You do not counsel well; 

You s[)eak it out of fcaraiut cold heait. 

fVr. Do me no slander, Douglas by' my life, 
tnd I dare well maintain it with my life,) 
well respected honour bid me on, 
hold as little counsel with weak fear, 

As you, my had, or any Scot that lives — • 

Ta-t it be seen to-moiiovv in the battle, 

WJiich of us fears. 

Yea, or to night. 

/Vr. Content, 

y/o/. To-night say J. 

f 'rr. « Come, come, it may not be. 

I wonder much, behig men of such great leading *, 
That you foresee not what impediments 
1 )iMg b.ick our e\})editiim : ( 'ei tain horse 
Of' my eousiri Vernon's are not yet eome tij) ■ 

Your uikK* Woicester’s horse eaine hut to-day; 
And now their jnide atul mettle is asleep, 

'i’heir (ooi age with haul iahour tame and dull, 

'fhat not a liorse ish.dfihe lialf himself. 

So aie the horses of the enemy, 

In general journey'-bated and lirouglit low ; 

The hotter iiart of ours is full of rest. 

'idle number of the king esceedetli ours • 
Foi heaven’s sake, eou'-in, stay till all come in. 

I'JVo- I'rnmi'ct sounds a jwifn/, 

Fntcr Sir Walter Ijlunt. 
liluul. I come with gracious oflers from the king. 
If you vouchsafe me hearing, and respeel. 

llot> Welcome, sir Walter Blunt ; And ’would 
to heaven, 

You were of our determination ! 

Some of us love you well : and even tliose some 
Envy your great deserving, and good name; 
Hi'cause you are not of our quality % 

But stand against us like an enemy. 

fi/uni. And God defend, but still I should si and so. 
So long as, out of limit, and tiue rule, 

A'oii stand against anointed majesty ! 

But to my charge. — The king hath sent to know' 
The nature of your griefs ; and wliercujion 
You conjure from the breast of civil peace 

^ Conduct, experience, ^ Fellowship. *' (Tnev'anccs. 


Such bold hostility, teaching this duteous land 
Audacious cruelty * If that Ihekiii^ 

Have any way your good deserts forgot, — 

Which he conl'essetli to be manifold, — 

He bids you name your griefs ; and, with all speed, 
YYni shall liave your desiies, with inteiest; 

And pardon absolute for y ourself, and these, 

Heiein misled by your suggestion. 

Hot, 'i’he king is kind ; and, well vve know, the 
king 

Knows at what time to jiromise, when to pay. 

Aly father, and my uncle, and my self, 

Did give him that same royalty he vveais ; 

And, — when he w.ns not six and twenty strong, 
Sick in the w'oild’s regard, wretched and low, 

A poor luiininded outlaw sneaking home, — 

My fatlier gave him welcome to llie siioie; 

Ami, — when lie heard him swear, and vow to God, 
lie came but to be duke ol‘ Latu'aster, 

'I’o sue his livery s and beg bis peace ; 

With tears of innocency, and terms of zeal, — 

My father, in kind heait and pity mov’d, 

Swore him assistance, and perform’d it loo. 

Now, when tlie lords and barons of the realm 
IViteiv’d N'orthinnhci land did lean to him, 

'i'he more and Iess« came in with cap and knee; 
Met him in boroughs, cities, villages ; 

Atteiuled him on bridges, stood in lanes, 

Laid gifts hcfoie him, piolfer’d him their oath.s, 
Gave him their heiis; as ])ages followed him, 

Even at the lu'cls, in golden midtitmles. 

He presently, — as greatness knows itself, — 

Steps me a little higher than his vow 
Maiie to my f.ither, while his blood was poor, 

I’poii the naki'd shoieat Uavenspnrg * 

\nd now, forsooth, takes on him to u form 
Some certain edicts, and some strait decices, 

That lie loo lu'avy on llie eommonw'calth 
C’lies out upon ahusis, seems to w(‘ep 
Over his country’s w long's; and, by this face, 

'Fhis seeming blow of justice, did he win 
The heaits of all lliat he did angle for. 

Ibaceetleil fuithei , cut me olf the heads 
Of all the lavourites, that the absent king 
In deputation left behind him here. 

When he was peisoual in the Irish war. 
lilnnt, I came not to hear this. 

Hot. Then, to the point. 

In shoit time after, lu‘ depos’d the king ; 

Soon after that, dejiriv’d him of his life ; 

And, in the nei k of that, task’d the whole state 
I'o make that vvoise, sulfer’il his kinsman March 
(Who is, if every owner were well plac’d, 
indet'd his king,) to he ineag'd in Wales, 

There without r.insome to lie foifeited . 

Disgiac’d me in my happy victories ; 

Sought to entrap me by intelligence ; 

B.itcd niy uncle from the council-board ; 

In rage dismiss’d my father fiom the court; 

Btokc oath on oatli, committed WTong on wrong: 
And, in conclusion, drove us to seek out 
'i'his head of safety ; and, w ithal, to pry 
Into his title, the which we hud 
Too iiidiiect for long continuance. 

JtlunL Shall 1 return this answer to the king ? 
Hot, Not so, sir Walter; vv'e’ll witlidravv awhile. 
Go to the king ; and let there be impawn’d 
Some surety for a safe return again, 

j ? The delivery of his lands The greater and the lesn. 
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Si)H 

Anti In the morning ciiriy mine uncle 
Bring liini our purpose.^ : ami so farewell. 

ftluyU. 1 would, yon w ouhl 'iccept of grace and 
love. 

Hot, And, may be, so we shall. 

lilunt. ’Bray heaven, you do • 

[AVcmw/. 

SCENE IV. — York. A Room in the Archbishoj)\ 
House. 

JOjiter the Archbiitliojf of York, and a Gentlem.in. 

Arch. Hie, good sir l\Iichael ? bear tliis sealed 
brief's 

With winged haste, to lire lortl rnareshal ; 

This to iny cousin Scrturp ; and all the rest 

To w'hoin tJiey are directed . if you knew 

I low much they do import, yt)u would make haste. 

Gent. My good lord, 

I guess their tenor. 

Arch. Like enouglr you do. 

J’o-morrow, good sir Michael, is a day, 

Wlieiein the fortune often thousand men 
Must ’bide the touch . For, sir, at Shrew sbuiy, 

As 1 am truly given to understjiiid, 

Tire king, with mighty aiul rpuck-raised power, 
Meets w’ith loril Harry; and 1 fear, sire Michael, — 
What with the sickness of Northumher land, 

(Whose pow’er was in the lir.st jrroportion,) 

Atid w hat with Ow'en Glendower’s absence thence, 
(Who w'ith thorn was a rated sinew'^ too 


Act V. 

And comes not in, o’cr-rnl’rl hy irrophecies,) 

I fear tlie power of IVrcy is too weak 
To wage an instant trial w'ltli the king. 

Gent, Why, good my lord, you need not ti*}ir ; 
tliere’s Douglas, 

And Mortimer. 

Arch. No, Mortimer’s not there. 

Gent* But there is Mordake, Vernon, h)rd I larry 
I'ercy, 

And there’s my lord of Worcester; and a heat! 

Of gallant warriors, noble gentlemen. 

Arch. And so there is. hut yet the king ha(h 
drawn 

The special head of all the land together : — 

The prince of Wales, lord John of Ijancastcr, 

'I'lie noble Westmoreland, and warlike Blunt ; 

And many more corrivals, and dear men 
Of estimation and commaml in arms. 

GcnL Doiiht not, my lord, they shall he wa'Il op- 
pos’d. 

Anh. 1 hoj)e no less, yet needful ’tis to fear ; 
And, to prevent the worst, sir IMichael, sjieed . 

For, if loril Fercy thrive not, ere the king 
Dismiss his power, he means to visit us, — 

For he hath heard of oui confederacy. 

And ’tis hut wisdom to make strong again‘-t liim , 
'Fherefore, make haste • I must go write again 
To other frieiuL ; and so farewell, sir Michael. 

[ E.u'unt srrera/ff/. 


At!T V. 


SCENE 1. — 7Vic King’s Camp near Shrewsbury. 

Enter King IIknky, Piuni'k IIinky, Fkinit 
John e/* LancasUr, Sir Wai.tir Bu nt, and Sir 
John Falstafp. 

A', lien. How bloodily tlu* sun begins to peer 
Alwve yon biisky hill ! the day looks pale 
At his distemperature. 

r. lien . The southern v\ind 

Doth play the trumpet to his puijioses ; 

And, by liis hollow whistling in the leaves. 
Foretells a tempest, and a blustering day. 

A*. IJen. Then with the losers let it sympathize ; 
For nothing can seem foul to those tliat w in. — 

Trumpet. JCnler Wokcestfr ajid Vkrnon. 
How now', my lord of Worcester? ’tis not well, 
That you and I should meet upon sucli terms 
As now we meet ; You have deceiv’d our trust ; 
And made us our easy robes of peace. 

To crush our old limbs in ungentle steel . 

This is not well, my lord, this is not well. 

What say you to’t ? will you again unknit 
Tills churlish knot of all-abhorred war ? 

And move in that obedient orb again, 

Where you did give a fair and natural light , 

And be no more an exlial’d meteor, 

A prodigy of fear, and a portent 
Of broached mischief to the unborn times ? 

Wor. Hear me, my liege : 

For mine own part, I could be well content 
To entertain the lag-end of my life 

9 Letter. 1 A strength on which they roc konod 

> Woody. 3 Put otr 


With quiet hours; for, I do piotcst, 

I have not sougbl the day of tliJ^ dislike. 

K. lien. You have not souglit font' how comes 
it then 

JTal. ItelH'llion lay in his v%ay, and he found it, 

P. Hen. Peaee, ehevvet'^, ])eaee. 

ITor. It pleas’d your majestv, to tuin your looks 
Of favour, fiom myself, and all our house ; 

And yet J must rememher you, my lord, 

We were tiu' first and dc'aresL of your friends. 

I'or you, my staff of office did 1 hre.ik 
In Richard’s time ; and posted day and night 
To meet yon on tlie way, and kiss your hand. 
Wlien yet you w'cre in place and in aceoimt 
Nothing so strong and fortunate as 1. 

It was myself, my brother, and his son, 

'J'hat brought you home, and boldly did outdare 
'file dangers of the lime . You swore to us, — 
And you did swear that oath at Doncaster, — 

That you did nothing jmrpose ’gainst the state ; 
Nor claim no further than your new-falVn right, 
The seat of Gaunt, dukedom of I^ancastcr: 

To this we swore our aid. But, in short .sjmee, 

It rain’d down fortune showering on your head , 
And such a flood of greatness fell on you, — 

What with our help ; wliat with the absent king ; 
What with the injuries of a wanton time ; 

The seeming sufferances that you had borne ; 

And the contrarious winds, that held tlie king 
So long in his unlucky Irish wars, 

'riiat all in hmgland did repute him dead, — 

And, from this sw arm of fair advantages, 

You took occasion to be quickly w^oo’d 
’ A chattering bird, a pie. 
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To giipe the general sway into your hand ; 

Forgot your oath to us at Doncaster ; 

And, being fed by iis, you us’d us so 
As ungentle gull, the cuckoo’s bird, 

[^seth the sparrow ; did oppress our nest ; 

(irew by our feeding to so great a bulk, 

Tliat even our love durst not come near your sight, 
For fear of swallowing ; but with nimble wing 
VVe w^ere enforc’d for safety sake, to fly 
Out of your sight, and raise this present head : 
Whereby we stand ojiposed by such means 
As you yourself have forg’d against yourself ; 

Hy unkind usage, dangerous countenance. 

And violation of all faith and troth 
Sworn to us in your younger enterprize. 

K, }Jev. These things, indeed, you have articu- 
lated 

Pioclairn’d at market-crosses, read m churches; 

'(> face the garment of rebellion 
Ailh some fine colour, that may jilease the eye 
Of fickle changelings, and pool discontents, 

W hich gape, and rul) the elbow^, at the news 
Of huilyhurly innovation; 

And never yet did insurrection w'ant 
Such water-colours, to impaint his cause; 

Noi moody beggars, starving for a time 
t)r jiellmell havock and confusi(m. 

l\ Hen. In both our armii’s, there is many a soul. 
Shall pay full dearly for this encounter, 

If once they join in trial. Tell your nephew, 
fhe jirince of Wales doth join with all the w'orld 
In jiraisi* of Henry l*ercv ; By my hopes, — 

This present enterpri/e set off his liead, — 

I do not think, a braver gentleman, 

.Mon.* active-valiant, or more valiant -young. 

More daring, or more bold, is now alive, 
i’o grace his latter age with noble deeds. 

I'or iny jiart, I may speak it to my shame, 

I have a truant lieen to chivalry ; 

\nd so, 1 hear, he doth account me too , 

Vet this hefoie my father’s majesty, — 

1 am conU'iit, tliat he shall take the odds 
Of his great name and estimation ; 

And will, to save tlie blood on either side, 

'fry fortune with him in a single light. 

A". Hni. And, prince of Wales, so dare we ventuie 
thee, 

Allieit, considerations inlinitc 

Do make against it ; — No, good Worcester, no, 

We love our people well ; even those wx* love. 

That are misled U|)on your cousin’s j>art : 

And, will they lake the oiler of our grace. 

Both he, and they, and you, yea, every man 
Shall be my friend again, and I’ll be Ins ; 

dn, and liring me word 

: — But if he w ill not yield, 

llehuke and dread correction wait on us, 

And they shall do their office. So, be gone ; 

We will not now^ be troubled W’ith reply : 

Wo offer fair, take it advisedly. 

[Exeunt Woju'FSTKH and Vfrnon. 
Hen. It will not be accepted on my life : 

The Douglas and the Hotspur both together 
Are confident against the world in arms. 

E. Hen. Hence, therefore, every leader to his 
charge ; 

*'or, on their answer, will we set on them : 

^nd God befriend us, as our cause is just! 

Kis'u, Blunt, and Prince John. 
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Fid. Hal, if thou see me dowui in the battle, and 
bestiide me, so ; ’tis ii point of fricndsliip. 

/*. Hen. Nothing but a colossus can do thee that 
friendship. Say thy jirayers, and farewell. 

Fal. 1 would it w ere bed-time, Hal, and all well. 
P. Hen. Why, thou owest heaven a death. 

( Enl. 

Fal. "Fis not due yet ; I would be loath to pay 
before the day. What need I be so forward with 
him that calls not on me? W’ell, ’tis no matter ; 
Honour pricks me on. Yea, hut how if honour 
prick me off w’hen 1 come on ? how then ? C^an 
honour set to a leg ? No. Or an arm ? No. 
Or take aw^ay tlie grief of a wound ? No. Honour 
hath no skill in surgery then ? No. W’hat is lionour? 
A w ord. W’hat is in that word, honour i What is 
tliat honour? Air. A trim reckoning* — Who 
hath it? He tliat died o’ Wednesday. Doth he 
feel it ? No. Doth he hear it ? No. Is it insen- 
sible then? Yea, to ffu* di'ad. But will it not live 
with the living ? No. Wliy? Detraction W' ill not 
suffer it : — therefore I’ll none of it * Honour is a 
mere scutcheon, and so ends my catechism. [ Exit. 

SCPNK II. The Rebel Camp. 

Enter W’ourFSTFR a7id Vkiinon. 

ITor. 1), no, my nephew must not know, sir 
lii chard, 

The liberal kind offer of the king. 

I'cr, ’Twere best he did. 

]Vor. Then are we all undone* 

It is not iiussible, it cannot be, 

The king should keep his word in loving us; 

He will suspect us still, and find a time 
To punish this ollence in other faults : 

Suspicion shall be all stuck full of eyes : 

For treason is but trusted like the fox ; 

AVho, ne’er so tame, so cherish’d, and lock’d up, 
Will have a wild trick of his ancestors, 
laiok how w e can, or sad, or merrily, 

Interpretation will misquote our looks; 

And we shall feed like oxen at a stall, 

The lietter cherish’d, still the nearer death 
IMy nejdiew’s trespass may be well forgot, 

It ’hatli the excuse of youth, and heat of blood ; 
And an adopted name of privilege,-— 

A liare-brain’d Hotspur, govern’d by a spleen: 

All his offences live upon my head, 

And on his father's ; — we did train him on ; 

And, his corruption being ta’en from us, 

WV, as the spring of all, shall jiay for all. 
Therefore, good cousin, let not Harry know, 

In any case, the offer of the king. 

Vcr. Deliver what you will, I'll say, ’tis so. 
Here comes your cousin. 

Enter Hotspur and Douglas; and Officers and 
Soldier behind. 

Hot. My uncle is return’d : — Deliver up 

My lord of Westmoreland Uncle, what news? 

fCor. ’The king will bid you battle presently. 
Hong. Defy him by the lord of Westmoreland. 
Hoi. liord Douglas, go you and tell him so. 
Houg. Marry, and shall, and very willingly. 

[Exii» 

War. There is no seeming mercy in the king. 
Hut. Did you beg any ? God forbid 1 
If'or. 1 told him gently of our grievances, 

Of his oath-breaking ; which he mended thus, — 


' Exhibited m articles. 
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By now forsv' e:ning tnat he is forsworn ; 

He esills us rebels, T».utors ; anti will scourge 
Willi haughty anus this li.ileful name in us. 

Be-enter Douc.las. 

Doug, Ann, gentlemen ; to arms ! for I have 
thrown 

A brave tietiance in king Henry’s teeth, 

And Westmoreland, tliat was engag’d, did hear it ; 
Which cannot choose but bring him quickly on. 
irur. TJie ]irince of Wales stepp’d forth before 
the king. 

And, nephew, challeng'd yon to single fight. 

Dot. O, ’would the quarrel lay upon our heads ; 
And that no man might draw short breath lo-d.iy, 
But 1, and Hany Monmouth ! 'IVll me, fell me, 
How shtu^^’l Ills talking? seem’ii it in contempt? 

Vrr. No, 1)\ iny soul ; I never in my life 
Did liear a cliallcige uig'd more modestly. 

Unless .1 In other should a hrotliei dare 
'I'o gentle e\ercise ami proof of arms. 

He gave yon all tlie duties of a man ; 

'J'rimm’d up yoiii ]iraises A\jth a princely tongue; 
Sjioke jtiiir deseivnigs like a r-liroincle; 

IVIaking you ever better than his praise, 

By still disjuaising jiraise, valued with you • 

And, which hecame him like a })rince indeed. 

He made a blushing cilal of himself ; 

And chid liis truant youth witli such a grace. 

As if he master’d tlieie a double spirit, 

Of tear hiug, and of learning, instantly. 

'I'liere did he pause : But let me tell the world, — 
If lie outlive the envy of this day, 

ICiigland (lid never ow’e” so sweet a hope. 

So nnudi misconstrued in his wantonness. 

Hot. (’ousin, I tJiink, thou ait enamoured 
Ujion his follies; never did I hear 
or any prince, so wild, at liberty • — 

But, be he as he will, yet once ere night 
1 will embrace him with a soldier's arm. 

That he shall shrink under my conrt(*sy. 

Ann, arm, with speed • And, fellows, soldiers, 

fiiends, 

Better consider what you have to do. 

Than 1, that have not woll tlie gift of tongue. 

Can lift your blood up with persuasion. 

Enter a Messenger, 

ilfc.s.?. IVIy lord, here are letters for you. 

Hot. I cannot read tliem mivv. — 

O gentlemen, llio time of life is slioit ; 

To spend that shoitness basely, were too long. 

If life did ride upon a dial’s point, 

Still ending at the arrival of an liour. 

An if we live, vve live to tread on kings ; 

If die, brave death, wdien princes die with us’ 

Now for our conscience, — the arms are fair, 

When the intent of bearing tliem is just. 

Enter minthcr Messenger. 

My lord, prepare ; the king comeson apace. 
Hot. I thank him, that lie cuts me from my tale, 
For 1 proless not talking ; Only this — 

Let each man do his best ; and here draw 1 
A sword, wliose temper T intend to stain 
With the best blood that I can meet withal 
In the adven|,iire of this perilous day. 

Now, — Esperancr / ^ — Peicy * — and set on. — 
Sound ail the lofty instruments of war. 

Recital. 7 Own 
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I And by that inusick let iis all embrnce , 

For, heaven to earth, some of us never shall 
A second time do such a courtesy. 

[77/6' Trunijjcts sound. TIuy enibrnce, and cj'cunf. 

SCENE HI. — Phan near Shrew'sbury. 

Ilrcursions^ and Parttrs fis^hling. Alarum to itt,- 
Battle. Then enter Douui.as and Bi.cnt, meeting. 

Blunt. Wliat is thy name, tliat in the battle thus 
I Thou crosses! me ^ w hat honour dost thou set'k 
Upon my head ? 

Done.. Know then, my name is Douglas , 

: And I do haunt thee in the liattle thus, 

Because some tell me that thou art a king. 

Blunt. "J'hey tell tlu'e true. 

Doug. 7'he lord of Stafford dear to-day hath 
bought 

Tliy likeness; for, instead of tliee king Harry, 

Tills swoid hatli ended him so shall it thee, 

Unless thou vield thee as my piisoner. 

Blunt. I was not born a yieldei, thou proud Scot 
And thou sh.ilt find a king that will revenge 
Uoid Stailbrd’s death. 

[T/iei/JIglit, and Bu's'T dnin. 

Enter llorsi-LU. 

Hot. O Douglas, hadst thou fought at Hohnedon 

tllUs, 

I never had triumph’d iqioii a Scot. 

Doug. All’s done, all's won ; here breathless lies 
the king. 

Hat. Where?' 

Dung. Hen*? 

Hot. This, Douglas? no, I know this face full 
well , 

A gallant knight lie was, his name was Blunt ; 
Semblably lurnish’d liki‘ the king himsidf. 

Jioug. A fool go with Ihy soul, wliithei it goes, 

A bon ow’d title bast thou bought too dear. 

Why didst thou tell me that thou wiut a king*^ 

Jlot. 'J'lie king h.itl) nianj mau liing in liis coats 
Doug. Now, by 111 ) sword, 1 will kill all liiscoats; 
I’ll murder all his wardrobe, piece by piece, 
luitil I meet the king. 

Hot. I^p, and aw'ay ; 

Om soldiers stand full faiily for the day. [Ereunf. 

Other Alarums. Enter FALvrai i. 

Fat. ’^riiough 1 could ’scap(‘ shot-free at London, 
I fear the shot here; here's no scoring, but upon 
the pate. — Soft ’ who art thou? Sir Walti'r Blunt , 
— there’s honour for you : Here’s no vanity ’ — I 
am as liot as molten lead, and as heavy too , heaven 
keep lead out of me ! 1 need no more weight than 
mine own bowels. — I have led my raggairiuflins 
where they arc ])eppered : there’s but three of my 
hundred and fifty left alive ; and they are for the 
town’s end, to beg during life. But who comg 
here ! 

Enter Pkini’-k Hfnuy. 

P* Hen. What, stand’s! thou idle heie? lend me 
thy sword ; 

Many a nobleman lies stark and stiff 
Under the hoofs of vaunting enemies, 

Whose deaths are unreveng’d . Pr’ythcc, lend tli> 
sword. 

Eal. O Hal, I ])r’ytliee, give me leave to breatlu* 
awhile. — Turk Gregory never did such deeds in 
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arms, as I liave done this day. I have paid Percy, 
1 have made him sure. 

F. Hen. He is, indeed ; and living to kill thee, 
l.end me thy sword, I pr’ythee. 

Fal. Nay, Hal, if Perry be alive, thou get’st not 
my sworil ; but take my pistol, if thou wilt. 

F. Hen. Give it me : What, is it in the ease? 
lull. Ay, Hal ; ’tis hot, ’(\s hot * there’s that will 
sack a city. [T/ie Prini e draws out a boflle of scicA-- 
F. Hen. What, is’t a time to jest and dally now? 

['I'/innvs it at /unu and exit. 
Fah W’^ell, if Percy be alive, I’ll pierce him. If 
he do come in my way, so ; if he do not, if I come 
in his, w illingly, let him make a carbonado 9 of me. 
I like not such grinning honour, as sir W'alter hath- 
Give me life: which if 1 can save, so; if not, 
honour comes unlook’d fvir, and there’s an end. 

f Extt. 

SC'ENE IV. — Another Vart of the Fu'ld. 

Alarums. Firuruons. F.nfrr the King, Phinck 
III NRV, Prince .John, and Wesimokei. \nd. 

A". Hen. I ])r’\tliee, 

Harry, withdraw thyself, thou hleed’st too much — 
Lord .John of Lancaster, go you with him. 

P. John. Not I, my lord, unless 1 did bleed too. 
V. Hen. r do beseech your majesty, make up. 
Lest your retiieinent do amaze your li lends. 

K. Hen. 1 will do so . — 

IMy lord of Westmoreland, lead liim to his tent. 
P’ejit. Come, my loid, 1 w ill lead you to your tent. 
I\ Jlen. Lead me, iny lord ? 1 do not need your 
helj) : 

And heaven forbid, a shallow scratch should diivc 
'liie prince of Whales fioin such a held as this; 
Wliere stain’d nobility lies liodden on. 

And rebels’ aims triumph in massacres ^ 

J*. John. We breathe too long ; — Come, cousin 
Westmoreland, 

Our duty tins way lies ; for heaven’s sake, come 

\ Exeunt Prince .John and Wi sjmouh.ani). 
F. Hen. By lieaven, thou hast deceiv'd me, Lan- 
caster, 

1 did not think thee lord of such a spirit . 
llefore, 1 lov’d thee as a brother, John ; 

Ihit now, I do respect thee as my soul. 

A". Hen. I saw him hold lord Percy at the point. 
With lustier inainlenance than 1 did look for 
Of such an ungiowm warrior. 

F. Hen. O, this boy 

Lends mettle to us all ! Exit. 

Alarums. Enter Douglas. 

T>ou}f. Another ktng ! they grow' likcHydra’s heads: 
I am tile Douglas, fatal to all those 
That wear those colours on them. — What art thou, 
That counterfeit’st the person of a king ? 

K. Hen. The king himself; who, Douglas, grieves 
at heart, 

So many of his shadows thou hast met. 

And not the very king. I have two boys 
Seek Percy and thyself, about the field : 

Put, seeing thou faH’st on me so luckily, 

1 will assay thee; so defend thyself. 

l)ong. I fear, thou art another coiintcifeit ; 

And yet, in faith, thou bear’st thee like a king . 

But mine, I am sure, thou art, whoe’er thou be, 
And thus 1 win thee. 

[Theyjight, the Kino being in dungei'^, 
enter Prince Henry. 

* A piece of meat cut crosswise for ihe grithron 
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F. Hen. Hold up thy head, vile Scot, or thou art 
like 

Never io hold it up again ! the spirits 
Of Shirley, Stallbrd, Blunt, are in my arms: 

It is the prince of Wal(*s, that threatens thee ; 

Who never promiseth, hut he means to pay. — 

[^IViey fiiJit , Douglas /7ic.?. 

Chcerly, my lord ; how fares your giace ? 

Sir Nicholas Gaw'sey hath for succour sent, 

And so hath Glifton ; I’ll to Clifton straight. 

A". Hen. Stay, and breathe a w'liih* ; — 

Thou hast redeem’d tliy lost opinion ; 

And sliow’d thou inak’st some tender of my life, 

In this fair rescue thou hast brought to me. 

F. Hen. O, hca\eii! they did me too much injui y, 
That ever said, 1 hearken’d for your deatli. 

If it were so, I miglit have let alone 
The insulting hand ol' Douglas over you ; 

Which would have been as speedy in your end, 

As all the poisonous potions in the W'orkl, 

And sav’d the treacherous labour of yonr son. 

F. Hen. Make up to Clifton, I’ll to sir Nicliolas 
Gunsey, [Eud Ki.ng Hlmiv. 

Enter Hotspur. 

Hot. If I mistake not, thou art Harry IMonmouth. 
7*. Hen. J'hou sjieak’st as if I would deii} my 
name. 

Hot. My name is Harry Percy. 

/’. Hen. Why, then I see 

A very valiant lebel of the name. 

I am tf»e prince of Wales ; and think not, Percy 
To shaie with me in glory any moie ; 

Two stars kee]) not their motion in one sphere ; 

Nor can one England brook a double reign, 

Of Harry Perev, and the jirince of Wales. 

Hot. Nor shall it, Harry, for the hour is come 
To end the one of us ; And ’would to God, 

Thy name in ai nis were now as great as mine * 

J\ Hen. rii make it greater, ere I part from thee ; 
And all the budding honours on thy ciest 
ril crop to make a garland for my head. 

Hot. I can no longer brook tby vanities, 

[They fght. 

Enter False Air, 

Fal. Well said, Hal ! to it, Hal ! — Nay, you shall 
find no boy’s play heie, I can tell you. 

Enter Douglas ; he ^fi^hts with Falstace, who folh 
dawn as if he were dtad. and exit Douglas. 
IlorsruR IS wounded, and falls. 

Hot. O, Harry, tliou hast rohh’d me of my youth ; 
1 better brook the loss of brittle life, 

Thau those proud titles thou hast won of me ; 

They wound my thoughts, w'orsc than thy sword my 
flesh : 

But thought’s the slave of life, and life lime’s fool ; 
And time, that takes survey of all the world. 

Must have a stop. O, I could pro})hesy. 

But that the earthy and cold hand of death 
JJes on iny tongue : — No, Percy, thou art dust, 

And food for [77 a'.v, 

F.Hen. For worms, brave Percy; Fare thee w ell, 
great heart ! — 

lll-woav’d ambition, how much art thou shrunk ’ 
When that this body did contain a spirit, 

A kingdom for it was too small a hound ; 

But now, tw'o paces of the vilest earth 

Is room enough. — 'I'his earth that bears tlice dead. 

Bears not alive so stout a gentleman, 

Del 
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Tf Ih.'u wort sensible of courtesy, 

I slioiikl not riisike so <l<Mr a show of zeal : — 

But let iny favours ' iiide thy nuin^^h'd face ; 

And, even in thy behalf, 111 thank myself 
For doinn; these fair rites of tenderness. 

Adieu, and take lliy praise with thee to heaven ! 

Thy I'^noininy sleep with tlu*e in ihe guive, 

But not rcmemberM in thy ejiitaph ! 

f Iht st;cb Fai.stafi' oh the ftrouml. 
What ! old at quaintanee * cinild not all this tiesh 
Keep in a little life i I’oor Jack, fatev\eli ! 

I could have better sjiai’d a better man. 

O, I should have a lu'avy mis'- of tliee. 

If I were much in lovi* v\ith vanity. 

Death hath not stiuek so fat a deer to-day, 

Thoiij^h many dearer, in tliis bloody fi.iy . — 
Emboweird will I sec thee by and by; 

Till then, in blood by noble Forey lie. [Tvii/. 

FaL [^liisinu, sloH'hh\ Kinboweiled ! if thou em- 
bowel me to-day, Til give you leave to powder - 
me, and eat me too, tv)-monow. ’Twas time to 
counterfeit, or that hoi teim.igant Scot had paid me 
scot and lot too. ( oiinterfeit 1 lie, 1 am no 
counterfeit . To die, is to be a counteiieit; for he 
is but the counterfeit of a man, who hath not the life 
of a man. but to couiiteifeil dving, wiien a man 
tlierehy livelh, is to be no counteiieit, hut the true 
and perfect image ot life indeed. I'he better pail 
of valour is — discretion; in the which better part, 
I have saved my life. I am afraid of this gunpow der 
Percy, though be be dead ; I low, if he should 
counterfeit too, and rise ? T am afraid, be would 
prove the better counterfeit. Therefore Til make 
him sure: yea, and I’ll swear I killed him. Why 
may not he rise, as well as T ? Nothing confutes me 
but eyes, and nob' id > seees me. 'riierefore, sjn.di, 
[stabbing him.^ with a new wound in your thigli, 
come you along with me. 

[Takes IIotsitii on his hack. 

Re-enter Princis. Henry and PiuNcr John. 

P. lien. Come, brother John, full bravely hast 
tliou flesh’d 
Thy maiden sword. 

P. John. But, soft ' whom have w'o here? 

Did you not tell rni*, this fat man was dead? 

P. JicH. I (lid ; I saw him dead, hreathless and 
bleeding 

Upon the grouiKl. 

Art tbon alive? or is it phantasy 
That plays upon our eyesight ? I jir’ylliec, speak ; 
We will not tiust our eyes, without our ears . — 
Tliou art not what thou seem’st. 

Fat. No, that’s certain ; I am not a double man: 
but if I be not Jack FaUtaff, then am 1 a Jack. 
Ihere is Percy *. [Throu'ing the hudy doten.^ if your 
father will do me any honour, so ; if not, let him 
kill the next Percy himself. I look to be either 
earl, or duke, 1 can assure you. 

P. Hen. Why, IVrcy 1 killed myself, and saw 
thee dead. 

Fal. Didst thou ? — Lord, lord, how this world 
is given to lying ! — I grant you, I was down, and 
out of breath ; and so was be : but vve rose both at 
an instant, and fought a long hour by Shrewsbury 
clock. If I may be believed, so ; if not, let them, 
that should reward valour, bear the sin upon their 
own heads. I’ll take it upon my death, 1 gave him 
this wound in the thigh ; if the man were alive, and 

* Scarf, with which he covers Perry’s fiicc. 


would deny it, I would make him eat a piece of my 
sword. 

r. John, This Is the strangest tale that e’er I heard. 
V. licit. 'I’his is the strangest fellow, brgtlier 
John. — 

Come, bring your luggage n<d)ly on your back ; 

For my part, if a lie may do thee grace, 
ril gild it with the happiest teims 1 have. 

[^l Retreat is sounded. 

The trumpet sounds retreat, the d;iy is ours. 

Come, brother, let’s to tlu* highest of the held, 

To see what fi lends are living, who are dead. 

[Fici/nt Princ e Henry and Pkinu: .John. 
Faf. ril follow, as they say, for reward. He that 
rewards me, heaven reward him ' If 1 do grow great, 
I’ll grow les? ; for I’ll purge, and leave sack, and 
live as a nobleman siiould do. 

[ Rvit, hearing off' the body, 

SCENE V. — Jnothcr Part of the Field. 

The Tmmpets sound. J'/invKtsc; Hfnkv, Pkincf 
Hinkv, Pi4iN( f .John, W i stuorh.anu, anil 
others, leifh WoJu i-ster oud Vernon, Prisonu)^ 

K. Hen. Thus e\('r did rebellion find rebuke 

Ill-spiuted Woicester ' did we not send grace 
Paidon, and terms of love to all of vou .•* 

And wouUFt thou turn our oilers contrary? 

Misuse the tenor of thy kinsman’s trust ? 

Three knights upon oiir party slain to-day, 

A noble earl, and many a ci eat arc e1s(', 

H.id been alive this hour, 

If, like a Christian, thou hadst truly borne 
Betwixt our armies line inti'liigence. 

Il'or. \Vlial 1 have done, my safety urg'd me to; 
And 1 einbiace Ihi', forlune jiatiently, 

Since not to be avoided it falls on mix 

K. Hen. Bear Worcester to the death, and Vernon 
too : 

Other offenders w^o will pause upon. — 

( Exeunt AVoRCEsri a and Vernon, guarded. 
How goes the field ? 

I*. Hen. The noble Scot, hml Douglas, when he saw 
The fortune of the day quite turn’d from him, 

The noble Percy slain, and all his men 
Upon the foot of fear. — lied with the rest ; 

And, falling fiom a hill, he was so htiiis’d, 

'I'hat the pursuers took him. At my tent 
The Douglas is ; and 1 beseecli your grace, 

I may dispose of him. 

K. Heji With all my heart. 

P. Hen. Then, brother .John of Lancaster, to you. 
This lioiioui able bounty shall belong : 

Go to the Douglas, and deliver him 
Up to his pleasure, ransomeless and free: 

His valour shown upon our crests to-day, 

H.ath taught us how to cherish such high deeds, 
Even in the bosom of our adversaries. 

F. Hen. Then this remains, — that we divide our 
power. — 

You, son John, and my cousin Westmoreland, 
Towards York sh.al I bend you, wfith your clearest sjieed, 
To meet Northumberland, and the prelate Scroop, 
Who, as we hear, are busily in arms : 

Myself, — and you, son Harry, — will towards Wales, 
To fight with Glendow'er, and the earl of March. 
Rebellion in this land shall lose his sway, 

Meeting the check of such another day ; 

And since this business so fair is done, 

Let us not leave till all our own be won. [Fxeimt. 


3 Salt. 
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S( E ,VE, — Liighin d . 


INDUCTION. 


Warkworth. Ptfore Northumberland’.^ Cnslte. 

Enter Rumour, painted full of Tongues. 

Rum. Open your ears; For which ot* you Mill 
stoj) 

The vent of hearing!;, when loud Ruinour speaks? 

I, fjoni the orient to the dioopiii'jc uesf, 

IMaking the v^i^d rny post-horse, still unfold 
Tile acts coiHinenced on this hall of earth : 

Ll})on my tongues continual slanders ride ; 

The Mhich in every language I pronounce, 

Stuffing the ears of men with false re})orts. 

1 speak of peace, wliile coveit eninily, 

Under the smile of safety, wounds the Morld: 

And M'ho hut Uuinour, u'ho but only I, 

Make fearfid musters, and prepar’d defence; 

Whilst the big year, swol’n w ith some other grief, 
K thought M'ith child hy the stein tyrant war, 

And no such matter ? llinnour is a pipe 
Blowm by surmises, jealousies, conjectures ; 

And of so easy and so plain a slo}), 

That the blunt monster with uncounted heads. 

The stiU-discordant wavering multitude. 


Can play upon it. But what need I thus 

]\ly well-kiioMTi body to anatomize 

Among my lu>usehold ? Why is Rumour here? 

I run before King Harry’s victory, 

Who, in a bloody field hy Shievvsburv, 

Halil beaten down young Hotspur, and his troops, 

(pienching the llame of hold rebellion 

F.ven Avith the lebel’s blood. But what mean I 

'i’o speak so true at fust? my office is 

"lo noise abroad, — that Harry INIonmonth fell 

Undtr the urath of noble Hotspur’s smouI ; 

And that the king before the Douglas’ rage 
Stoop’d bis anointed head as low^ as death. 

This have I luinour’d (hrougli the peasant tOMUis 
Between that royal field of Shrewsbury 
And this worm-eaten hold of ragged stone, 

Where Hotspur’s lather, old Northumberland, 
laes crafty-sick : the posts come tiring on, 

And not a man of them brings other news 
Than they have leara’d of me; From Rumours 
tongues 

They bring smooth comforts false, w orse than tme 
w'rongs. 

Dd 2 
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ACT 1. 


SCENE T. — Wark worth. lief ore Northumber- 

land\s Cahtle, 

7'he Porter before the Gate ; Enter Loro 15ardoli*ii. 

L. Eard, Who keeps the gate here, ho? — Where 
is tlie earl ? 

JPort. W'hat shall 1 say you are*^ 

E, Bard. 'I'eH thou the earl. 

That the lord Baidolph doth attoid Jiim here. 

Port, His lordship is walk’d forth into the or- 
chard ; 

Please it your honoui, knock but at the gate, 

And he Jiiinself will answer. 

E ntcr Nokt u u M II E R c A N n. 

L. Bard. Here coines the earl. 

Kotlh. What news, loul Bardolph? every minute 
now 

Should he the father of some stratagem ' : 

7'he times are wild ; eoMti'Ution, like a liorse 
Full of high feeth'ng, madly hath broke loose, 

And he'us down all helore him. 

L. Hard.. Noble eatl, 

I bring you tettain news front Shrewsbury. 

Aorth. Good, an heaven uill ' 

J., Bard. As good as heart can wish — | 

The king is almo'.t vvouiulod to the dealli ; 

And, in the fottune of my lord )<mr son, j 

Prince Harry slain outiight ; and both the Blunts 
Kill’d by tlie hand of Douglas . young prince John, 
And Westmoreland, and Stadord, lied the field ; 

And Harry Monmouth's brawn, the hulk sii John, 
Is ]>risoner to join son O, sucli a day, 

So fought, so follow’d, and so lahlv won, 

Came not till now, to dignify the tunes, 

Since Ca'sar’s fortunes ! 

North. How is this deiiv’d? 

Saw you the field ’ came you from Shicwsbury ? 
Bard. 1 spak(‘ witli one, my lord, tliat came 
from thence; 

A genth-mgn well bred, and of gOitd name. 

That freely render’d me these ticws for true. 

North. Here comes iny servant, ITuvers, whom I 
aent 

On Tuesday last to listen after news. 

L. Bard. My lord, I over-rode him on the ^vay ; 
And he is furnish’d with no certainties, 

More than he haply may retail from me. 

Enter T'ravers. 

North, Now', Travers, what good tidings come 
with you ? 

k)rd, sir John Umtrevile turn’d me back 
With joyful tidings; aud, being better hois’d, 
Out-rode me. After him, came, spurring hard, 

A gentleman almost forspent with speed. 

That stopp’d by me to breathe bis bloodied horse . 
He ask’d the way to Chester ; and of him 
I did demand, what news from Shrewsbury. 

He told me, that rehellion had bad luck, 

And that young Harry Percy’s spur was cold : 

With that he gave his able horse tbe licad, 

And, bending forward, struck liis armed lieels 
Against the panting sides of his poor jade 
Up to the rowel head ; and, starting so, 

' Important or drcadflt] event 


He seem’d in running to devour the way, 

Staying no longer question. 

North. Ha * Again. 

Said he, young Harry JVrev’s spur was cold j' 

Of Hotsjiiir, coldspur ? that rebellion 
Had met ill luck ! 

/,. Bard. My lord, T’ll tell yt»u what ; — 

If iny young lord your son have not the day, 

Upon mine honour, for a silken point - 
I’ll give my barony : never talk of it. 

North. Why should the gentleman, that rode hj 
Travers, 

Give then such instances of loss ? 

Ij. Bard. Who, he ? 

He was some liilding'^ fellow, tliat had stol’ii 
! 7'he horse he rode on ; and, upon my life, 

Spoke at a venture. Look, lieie comes more news 

Enter Mortox, 

I A'orth. Vea, this man’s brow, like to a title-Ie.if, 

[ Foietells the nature of a tragick volume . 

Si> h)oks the Stroud, whi^reon the Imperious floofl 

Hath lelt a witness'd usurjiation. 

S.i), Morton, didst tliou come from Shrew’shiirv 
Afor. 1 ran from Shrewsbury, iny noble loul , 
Where hateful deatii put on his ugliest mask, 

7\) flight our party. 

North. How^ doth my son, and brothei 

Thou ireinblest ; and the whiteness in thy cheek 
Is ajiter tlian thy tongue to tell tliy errand. 

Even sueli a man, so taint, so spiiitless, 

So dull, so dead in look, so w^oe-hegonc, 

Drew Priam's curtain in the dead of night, 

And would have told him, Indf his 7’i'oy w as hurn’d 
But Pri.'iui founil the tire, ere lie his tongue, 

And 1 iiiy Percy’s death, ert* thou repoit’st it. 

7’his thou wouldst say, — Your son did thus, and 
thus ; 

Your brotlier, thus ; so fought the noble Douglas , 
Stopping my greedy ear with their hold deeds . 

But in tile end, to stop mine ear indeed, 

7'hou hast a sigh to blow' away this praise. 

Ending with — brother, son, and all are dead. 
Mor. Douglas is living, and your brother, yet . 

But, for rny lord, your son, 

North. Why, he is dead. 

See, what a ready tongue suspicion hath ! 

He, that but feais the thing he would not know , 
Hatli, by instinct, knowledge from others’ eyes, 
7’hat what lie fear’d is chanced. Yet speak, Moi ton ; 
7’eU lliou thy earl, his divination lies ; 

And T will take it as a sweet disgrace, 

And make thee rich for doing me such wTong. 

Mor. Y"ou arc too great to lie by me gainsaid *. 
Y'oiir spirit is too true, your fears too certain. 

North. Yet, for all this, s;iy not that Percy’s dead. 
I sec a strange conl'ession in tliinc eye ; 

7’liou shak’st thy head, and hold’st it fear, or sin, 
7o speak a trutli. If he be slain, say so : 

7’'he tongue ofl'ends not, that reports his death : 
And he doth sin, that doth belie the dead : 

Not he, which says the dead is not alive. 

Yet the first bringer of unwelcome new's 
Hath but a losing office ; and his tongue 

^ Ixirc tagged 3 Hildcrling, base, cowardly. 
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Sounds ever after as a sullen bell, 

Kcmember’d knolliiig a departing friend. 

L. Bard. I cannot think, iny lord, your son is dead. 

mTor, I am sorry, 1 should Ibrce you to believe 
That which 1 would to heaven 1 had not seen : 
l»ut these mine eyes saw him in bloody state, 
ftend’ring faint quittance ♦, wearied and outbreath’d. 
To Harry Monmouth ; whose swift wrath beat down 
'I'he never daunted IVrcy to the earth, 

From whence with life he never moie sprung up, 

Iti few, his death (whose spirit lent a lire 
isven to the dullest peasant in his camp,) 
lleing bruited once, took fire and lieat away 
Fiom the best-temper’d courage in his troops . 

For from his metal was his party steel’d ; 

Whicl) once in him abated, all the rest 
Turn’d on themselves, like dull and lieavy lead. 
Anil as the thing that’s heavy in itself. 

Upon enforcement, flies with greater speed ; 

So did our men, heavy in Hotspur’s loss. 

Lend to this weiglit sucli lightness with their fear. 
That arrows ik'd not swifter toward their ,um, 

’J’han did our soldiers, aiming at their safety, 

Fly from the field ; 'J'hen was that noble Worcester 
Too soon ta’en jirisoner : and that furious Scot, 
'i'he bloody Douglas, whose well-labouring sword 
Had three times slain the appearance of the king, 
‘Cian vail his stomach, and did grace the shame, 

Of those that turn’d their backs; and in his flight, 
Stumbling in fear, was took. 'J he sum of all 
Is, — that the king hath won ; and liath sent out 
A speedy power, to encounter you, my lord, 

I’lider the conduct of v)ung Lancaster, 

And Westmoreland • this is the news at full. 

Xo> th. For this I shall have time enough to mourn. 
In i>oison there is physick ; and tliesc news’, 

Ha\iug been v>ell, that would ha\e made me sick, 
lleing sick, have in some measure made me well . 
And as tlie sv retch, mIioso fe\er-\\ eaken'd joints. 
Like stiengthlcss hinges, buckle under life, 
linjiatieiit of Ins fit, bieaks like a fire 
Out of his keepers’ arms; even so iny limbs. 
Weaken’d with giief, being now enrag'd with grief. 
Ale thrice themselves: hence, therefore, thou nice" 
crutch ; 

A scaly gauntlet now, with joints of steel. 

Must glove this hand ; and hence, thou sickly qiioif f’, 
riiou art a guard too wanton for the head, 

Wliieh piinces, flesh’d with conquest, aim to hit. 
Now bind my brows with iron ; And approach 
The ragged’st liour that time and spite dare bring, 
To frown upon the enrag’d Northumberland ’ 
l-«et lieaven kiss earlli ! Now let not nature’s hand 
K.eej) the wild flood confin’d ' let order die ! 

And let this world no longer be a stage, 

To Teed contention in a lingering act ; 

But let one spirit of the first-born Cain 
Hcign in all bosoms, that, each heart being set 
On bloody courses, the rude scene may cud, 

And (jarkness be the biirier of the dead ! 

Tra. This strained passion doth you wTong, my 
lord. 

L. Bard. Sweet earl, divorce not wisdom from 
your honour. 

ilfor. The lives of all your loving complices 
Ia‘an on your healtli ; the which if you give o’er 
^ o stormy passion, must perforce decay. 

^ou cast the event of war, my noble lord, 

^ Return of blows. Kf'I»ortod ^ 


And sumra’d the account of chance, before you 
said, — 

Let us make iiead. It vv.is your presurmise. 

That in the dole ^ of blows your son might drop ; 
You knew, he walk’d o’er perils, on an edge, 

More likely to fall in, tlian to get o’er: 

Y'oii were advis’d, his flesh was capable 
Of wounds, and scars ; and that his forward spirits 
Would lift him where most trade of danger rang’d ; 
Yet did you say, — Cro forth ; and none of this, 
Tliough strongly apprehended, could restrain 
'I’he stiff-home action ; What hath then befallen, 
Or what hath tin's bold enterprize brought forth, 
More than that being which was like to be? 

Jj. Bard. We all, that are engaged to this loss, 
Knew that we ventur’d on such dangerous seas, 
That, if we wrought out life, ’twas ten to one : 

And yet we ventur’d, for tlie gain propos’d 
Chok’d the respect of likely peril fear’d ; 

And since \v* are o’erset, venture again. 

Come, we will all put forth ; hotly, and goods. 

Mor. ’Tis more than time ; And, my most noble 
lord, 

I hear for certain and do speak the truth, 

Tlie gentle archbishop of York is up, 

With welI-ap])ointed powers ; he is a man, 

Who with a double surety binds his followers, 

ATy lord your son Iiad onl) hut the corps, 

But shadows, and the shows of men to fight: 

For that same word, rebellion, did divide 
The action of tbeii bodies from their souls . 

And they did fight wnlh queasincss constrain’d. 
As men drink potions ; that their weaiions only 
Seem’d on oiir side, but for their spirits and souls, 
This word, rebellion, it hath froze them up, 

As fish are in a pond ; But now the bishop 
Turns insurrection to religion ■ 

1 Suppos’d sincere and holv in liis thoughts, 
i He’s follow’d both vvilli body and with mind; 

I And dotli enlarge his rising witli the blood 
! Of fair king liicliard, scrap’d from PondVot stones. 

I Derives from heaven his quarrel, and his cause ; 

I 'fells them in* doth bestride a bleeding land, 
(»asj)ing for life under great Bolingbroke ; 

Ami inoie'-^, and Jess, do flock to follow him. 

A'orth. I knew- of this before ; l)Ut, to speak truth, 
'fhis piesenl grid' had wip’d it from my mind. 

Go in witli me ; and counsel cver> man 
The a]>test way for safety, and revenge : 

(^et posts, and letters, and make friends with speed ; 
Never so few, and never yet more need. lExeunt. 

SCENE 11. — London. A Street. 

Enter Sir John Ealstaff, with h\s Page bearing 
his Sword and Buckler. 

Fal. The brain of this foolish-compounded clay, 
man, is not able to invent any thing that tends to 
laughter, more than I invent, or is invented on me ; 
I am not only witty in myself, but the cause that 
wit is in other men. I do here walk before thee, 
like a sow, that hath overwhelmed all her litter but 
one. If the prince put thee into my service for any 
other reason than to set me off, w hy then I have no 
judgment. I was never manned with an agate ** till 
now : but I will set you neither in gold nor silver, 
but in vile apparel, and send you hack again to 

** Difitnbutioii. i Against their stom.ichs. 

^ m cater. 3 Alluding te htllc figures cut In agate. 

D d d 
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your master, fV)r a jewel ; tlie juveiial, the prince 
your master, uliosc chip is not yet Hedged. 1 ^sill 
Booiier have a beaid grow in tiie pairn of my hand, 
than he sliall get one on liis elieek ; and yef he 
will not stick to say his face is a lace-royal . nature 
may finish it when she will, it is not a hair amiss 
yet: he may keep it still as a face-ioyal. for a 
barber shall never earn sixjiencc out of it ; and yet 
he will be crowing as if he bad Avrit man ever since 
his father was a bachelor, lie ni.iy keep his own 
grace, but he is almost out <>1 mine, I can assure 

him. Wliat said master Duiubleton about the 

satin for my short cloak, and slops? 

lie said, sir, \oii should ptocure him better 
assurance than IJardolph : li<‘ viould not take lus 
bond and yours ; he liked not tlx' seciiiity. 

i’h/. A lascally yea-f<n sooth knave* to hear a 
gentleman in hand, and then stand upon setuiity! 
— The sTiiootli-pates do noxv A\ear nothing but higl: 
shoes, and bunches of key'* -it their giidles ; and if 
a man is thorough * AMtli them in lioiiO'jt taking np, 
then they miisl stand upon — secinity. 1 had as 
lief they would ]>iil latsbane in my inoutli, as olfe) 
to stop it with security. 1 lookcsl he shmild have 
sent me two-aiid-twenty )ards of satin, as 1 am a 
tiue knight, and lie sends me seciiiity. Well, — 
WJiere’s Bardol]>h ? 

i’ngc* He's gone into Smithfield, to buy your 
worship a horse. 

Inil. I bought him in Paul's, and he’ll buy me a 
liorse in Smitlifield. an I could get me but a wife 
in the stews, I were inaiiiied, horsed, and wived.'' 

Enter the Lord Chief Justice, and an Attendant. 

Page. Sir, her* comes the nobleman that com- 
mitted the prince for striking him about llurdolph. 

Eal. Wait close, I will not see him. 

Ch, Just. Wlial’s lie that goes tliere ? 

JilLcn. Falstalf, an’t jilcase your lortlsliip. 

Ch. Just. He that vaus in question for the rob- 
bery ? 

Alien. He, my lord : but be liath since done 
good service at Sinew sbury ; and, as 1 hear, is now 
going with some charge to the lord John of Lan- 
caster. 

Ch. Just. Wliat, to York ? Call him back again. 

Atten. Sir John Falstalf ’ 

Fal. 13oy, tell him, 1 am deaf, 

Pa^r. You must s]ieak l«)uder, my master is deaf. 

Ch. Just. I am sure, he is, to the hearing of any 
thing good. — Go, pluck him by tlie elbow ; I must 
speak with him. 

Alien. Sir John, — 

Fat. What ! a young knave, and beg ’ Is tlieie 
not wars? is there not emploAUient ? ])otli not the 
king lack subjects? do not the lebels need soldiers? 
Though it he a shame to be <m any side but one, it 
is w orse shame to beg than to be on tlic w’orse sidi‘, 
were it worse tlian the name of rebellion can tell 
liow to make it. 

Allen. You mistake me, sir. 

Fal. Why, sir, difl I say you were an honest man ? 
setting my knighthood and my soldieiship aside, I 
bad lied in my throat if I had said so. 

Alien. I pniy you, sir, then set your knighthood 
and your soldiership aside ; and give me leave to 
tell you, you lie in your throat, if you say I am any 
otlnr tlian an honest man. 

Fal. I give thee leave to tell me so ’ I lay aside 

< In their debt. Alluding to an old proveib 


that w hich grow's to me ! If thou get’st any leave of 
me, hang me ; if thou takest leave, thou wert better 
be hanged. You hunt-counter hence ! avaunt* 
Allen. Sir, my lord would speak with you. • 

Ch. ./wst. Sir Jolm Fulstaff, a word with you. 
Fal. My good lord > give yijur lordship good 
time of day^. 1 am glad to see your lordship abroad 
1 beard say, your loidsliip w.is sick : I hope, your 
lordship goes abioad by ad\ice. Your loidsbipj 
tlioiigli not clean past your yuiitli, h<illi yet some 
smack of age m you, some rebsh of the saltness of 
lime; and i most Iminby bes(V( h your loidship, to 
have a revereiul careofvoiii lu'alth 

Ch. Ju.sl. Sir Jolm, 1 sent for you before your 
e\pi“dition to Sljreusbin\\ 

Fal. A n't ])lease your lonlsbip, I hear his m;ijesty 
is leturned vvilli some diseomfort from W'ales. 

Ch. Just. 1 talk not of his majesty : — You would 
not come when 1 sent for yon, 

J\d. And I lieai nu*reover, bis biglmess is fallen 
into this same ap()j)Kvy. 

Ch. Just. Well, heaven mend him * I pray, let 
me speak with you. 

Fdf. I'his apoplexy is, as I take it, a kind of 
letliar gy, an’t please your lordship ; a kind of sleep- 
ing in the blood, a tingling. 

Ch. Just. WJial tell yi)u me of it ? be it as it is. 
F<d. It bath its original from much grief; fiom 
study, and perturbation of the brain; I have re.id 
the cause of his ellects in Galen ; it is a kind of 
deafness. 

Ch. Just. I think, you arc fallen into the dis- 
ease; for you hear not what I say to you. 

Fal. Very well, my lord, very well rather, :m‘t 
jde.'ise von, it is the disease of not listening, the 
malady of not marking, that I am tioiibled withal. 

Ch. Just. To punish you by the heels, would 
amend tlie attention of your ears; and 1 care not, 
if I do become youi pbysieian. 

Fal. 1 am as poor as Job, my lord ; but not so 
patient; your loidship may minister the jiolion of 
imprisonment to me, in respect of poveity ; but 
how I should be your patient to follow your pre- 
scriptions, the wise may make some dram of a scru- 
ple, or, indeed, a scruple itsell’. 

Ch. Jusl. I sent for you, wlu«n tlicie wereniatteis 
against you foi your life, to come sjieak with me. 

Fal. As I was then advised by my learned counsel 
in the laws of this land-service, 1 <Ud not come, 

Ch. .lust. Well, the truth is, sir Jolm, you live in 
great illfam\^ 

l"al. He that buckles him in my belt, cannot live 
in less. 

Ch. .TusL Your means are very slender, and youi 
waste is great. 

Fal. 1 would it were otherwise ; 1 w'ould my 
means were greater, and my waist slenderer. 

Ch. Just. You have misled the y^outliful prince. 
lutl. The young prince hatli misled me ; 1 am 
the fellow with the great belly, and he my dog. 

Ch. Just. Well, I am loatli to gall a new-healed 
wound • your day’s service at Shrewsbury hath a 
little gilded over your night’s exploit on Oads-hill ' 
you may thank the unquiet time for your quiet oVr- 
posting that action. 

Fal. My lord? 

Ch. Just, But since all is well, keep it so ; wake 
not a sleeping w^olf. 

Fal. To wake a wolf is as bad as to smell a fox. 

! *> A catch-i)ole or bailUI! 
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Clu Just. What ! you are as a candle, the better 
j3art burnt out. 

J^al. A wassel caudle my lord: all tallow: if I 
did say of wax, my j^rowtli would a])pro\e the truth, 

Qi Just. There is not a white hair on your face, 
but should have his ellect of pjravity. 

JFuf. Iliseirect of f^ravy, gravy, giavvt 

Ch. Just. You follow the young prince up and 
down, like his ill {mgel. 

Fal. Not so, my lord; your ill angel® is light; 
hut, I hope, he that looks upon me, will take me 
without weighing : and yet, in some respects, I 
grant, I cannot go, I cannot tell'’; Virtue is of so 
little regard in these coster-monger times, that true 
valour is turned bear-herd : Pregnancy ‘ is made a 
tapster, and hath his quick wit wasted in giving 
reckonings; all the other gifts appertinent to man, 
as the malice of this age shapes them, are not worth 
a gooseberry. You, that aie old, consider not the 
capacities of us that are young; you measure the 
heat of our livers with the bitterness of your galls; 
and we that are in the vawaid of our youth, 1 must 
coidess, are wags too. 

Ch. Jud. Do sou set dowm your name in the 
scroll of youth, that are written down old with all 
the charaeters of age? Have vou not a moist eve? 
a dry hand? a }ellow clieik ? a white heani ? a 
decreasing leg ? an increasing body ? Is not )oui 
voice broken? your wind short? your chin double? 
your wil single? and every jiart about you blasted 
with antiquity? and will \ou yet cull yourself 
voung ? bye, fye, fye, sir John ' 

Fal. IVly loril, I w as born about three of the clock 
in tile afternoon, with a white head, and something 
a round belly. For my voice, — • I have lost it with 
hollaing, and singing of anthems. To approve my 
youth further, 1 will not* the truth is, I ,mi only 
old in judgment and understanding; and he that 
will caper with me for a thousand iiiaiks, let him 
lend me tlie money, and have at him. For the box 
o’the ear tiiat the piiiice gave }on, — he gave it 
like a rude jiriiice, and you took it like a sensible 
lord. I have cliecked bim for it ; and tlie young 
lion repents : many, not in ashes, and saek-eloth , 
but ill new silk, and old sack. 

Ch. Just. Well, lieaveii send the prince a better 
tomjianion ! 

Fal. lleav eii send tlie eompanion a better prince ’ 
I cannot rid my hands of him. 

Ch. Just. Well, the king hath severed you ami 
prince Harry ; I hear you aie going with lord John 
of Lancaster, against the atchbishop, and the eail of 
Northumberland. 

Fal. Yea; I thank your pretty sw'cet wit for it. 
But look you pray, all you tliat kiss my lady peace 
at home, that our armies join not in a hot day ! for, 
I take but tw'o shirts out with me, and I mean not 
to sweat cxtraorilmarily ; if it be a hot day, an 1 
brandish any thing but my bottle, 1 would 1 might 
never spit white again. TJiere is not a <langeroiis 
action can peep out his head, but I am thrust iqion 
it ; Well, I cannot last ever ; But it w'as always yet 
the trick of our English nation, if they have a good 
thing, to make it too common. If you will needs 
say, I am an old man, you should give me rest. I 
would to heaven, my name were not so terrible to 
the enemy as it is. I were better to be eaten to 

^ A large c.mdlo for a fenst « 'I’he coin cdlled an angel 

** r<iS6 i utrent. • Rcadincis, “ rorepait 


death with rust, than to be scoured to nothing wdth 
perpetual motion. 

Ch. Just. Well, be honest, bo honest; And hea- 
ven bless your expedition ! 

Fal. Will your lordship lend me a thousand 
pound, tofurnisli me forth ? 

Ch. Just. Not a jienny, not a penny ; you are too 
impatient to bear crosses. Fare yuu well : Com- 
mend me to my cousin Westmoreland. 

{Fxeuiit Cliief Justice and Attendant. 
Fal. If I do, fillip me with a three-man beetle. — 

Boy ! 

Pa^e. Sir? 

Fal. What money is in my purse ? 

Jhgc Seven groats and two-pence. 

Fal. 1 can get no remedy against this consump- 
tion of the purse : borrowing only lingers and lingers 
it out, but the disease is incuiable. — Go bear this 
letter to my lord of Lancaster ; this to the prince ; 
this to the earl of WestmorelaiKl ; and this to old 
mistress Ursula, whom J have weekly sworn to marry 
since I perceived the first while hair on my thin: 
Aboutit ; you know vvliere to find me. \Kvit Fage.] 
'I'his gout plays the rogue with my gn^at toe. It is 
no matter if I do halt ; 1 have the wars for my colour, 
and my pension sh.ill seem the iiuiie reasonable: 
A good wit will make use of an\ thing ; 1 will turn 
tliseases to commotlity. ‘ [Exit. 

S(’ENE III. — York. A Poom in the Archbishop’i 
Palace. 

Enter the ulrehhishop York, the Lords Hastings, 
JMow'Bkay, and Bakdolimi. 

An h. Thus have you heard our cause, and know n 
our means ; 

And, m) most noble friends, I pray you all, 

Speak jdainly your opinions of oiir hopes ; 

And lirst, loid niarslial, wliat say you to it? 

Mon'h. 1 well allow the occasion of our arms ; 
But gladly w'ouid be better satisfied, 

How, in our means, wc sliould advance ourselves 
To look with forehead bold and big enough 
U})on the power and puissance of the king. 

J[ast. Our present musters glow upon the file 
To iive-and-twenly thousand men of choice ; 

And oui sujiplies live largely in the hope 
Of great Northumberland, whose bosom burns 
With an incensed fire of injuries. 

L. Bard. Tbe(|uestion then, lord Hastings, stand- 
eth thus ; — 

Whether tmr juvsent five-and-tw enty thousand 
Mav hold up head w ithout Northumberland. 

Hast. With liim, wc may. 

L. Bard. Ay, marry, there’s the point ; 

But if without him we be thought too feeble, 

My judgment is, we should not stej) too far 
Till we had his assistance by the hand ; 

For, in a theme so bloody-tac’d as this, 

Conjecture, expectation, and surmise 
Of aiils uiieeitairi, should not be admitted 

Arch. ’Tis very true, lord Bardolph ; for, indeed, 
It was young Hotspur’s case at Shiew'sbury. 

L. Bard, It was, my lord; w ho lined himself with 
hope. 

Eating the air on promise of supply, 

Flattering himself with project of a power 
JMuch smaller than the smallest of his thonglits: 

A large wooden hiYnuncr, so heavy as to require three men 
to wield it. * Proiit 

I) d d 
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/Vnd so with ^jrreat iina:;inatiorj, 

Proper to niridmim, led iiis powers to death. 

And, winking, leap’d intt» destruction. 

HahL l?ut, by your leave, it never yet did Inirt 
To la> down likelilioods, .nid forms of hope, 

L. Hard. Yes, in this present ipuility of war; — 
Indeed the instant action, (a cause* on foot,) 
laves so in hope, as in an earlj sprinpf 
We see tlie appearing buds ; which, to jiro^c fruit, 
Hope ji;ives not so mneh tvarranl, as ilespair, 

That frosts will bite tlieni. Wlieu wc mean to build. 
We first suivey the plot, then draw the model. 

And w'hen ne sec* the figure of the house, 

'I'lien must we rale die cost of the eredion ; 

Which if we find outw'eiglis ability, 

WJiat do we tlien, but draw aiu'Av the model 
In few<'r offices ; or, at least, <U‘sist 
To build at all ? IMucli moie, in this great %vork, 
(Which is, almost to pluck a kingdom down, 

And set another up,) should Ave sur\ey 
The plot of situation, and the model ; 

Consent'* upon a sure foundaliou ; 

Question surveyors ; know our own estate. 

How alile such a work to undergo. 

To weigh against his opposite ; or else, 

W'e fortify in paper, and in tigiues. 

Using the names of men, instead of men 
Like one, that draws the moih'l of a house 
Iteyond liis jiower to build it ; wJio, half through, 
(ijves o’er, and leaves iiis jiart-crealed cost 
A naked suhjeet to the Aveejiiiig (.lomls, 

And waste for eluu1i*'}i winter’s tyr.iniiy. 

J/nst. Giant, that our hopes (yet likely of fair birth) 
Should he still-l)orn, and that we now possess’d 
The utmost man of exjiectation ; 

1 think, we an* a body stioug eiioiigh, 

Kveii as we aie, t<i ecpx.il with the king, 

L. Hard. What ! is the king but live and twenty 
tliousaiifl 

Jlasf. To us, no more ; nay, not hi much, lord i 
I>a>dol[ih. 


For his divisions, as the times do brawl, 

Arc in ilirec heads; one power against the Fiench, 
And one against Glendower; perforce a third 
Must take up us : So is the unfinu king 
In tliree divided ; and his coffers sound • 

With hollow poverty and emptiness. 

j^rc/i. That he should draw his several strengtli^ 
together, 

And come against us in full puissance, 

Need not be dreaded. 

Ilasi. If he should do so, 

He leaves Jiis back unarm’d, the French and W'elsh 
Baying him at the heels * never fear that. 

L. Jia>d. Wlio, is it like, should lead his forces 
iiither ? 

Ila.d. The duke of Lancaster and Westmoreland 
Against tlic Welsh, himself, and Harry Monmouth. 
But wlio is suhslituti'd ’gainst the Frencli, 

1 have no ceitaiii notice. 

yhch. Let us on ; 

And publish the occasion of our arms. 

'Die commonwealth is sick of their own choice, 
'I'heir over-greedy love liath surfeited ; — 

An habitation giddy and unsure 

Hath he, that Iniildetli on the vulgar heart. 

O thou fond many * ** with what loud applause 
Dnlst thou beat heaven with blessing Bolingbroke, 
Before lie was wbal thou wouldst Jiave him be 
And being now trimm’d ’’ in thine own liesires, 
'riiey that, v\heu Uichard liv’d, would have him die. 
Are now become I'liainoiir'd on his grave; 

'I'liou, that threw st dust upon his goodly head. 
When Ihiough proud London he came sighing on 
Afler the admiied heels of Boliiighroke, 

C’ry'st now, () carl/t^ yu'ld ns that kin}* aj^auh 
And t<iln’ Uk/U ^ O thoiiglits of men accuist 
Fasf, and to come, seem best; things present, worst. 
(XfoiL'b, Shall w'e go <lravv our uiiiuhers, and set on ? 
JIasf. We are time's subjects, and time bids be 
gone. [L'a-'Utd. 


ACT II. 


SCENE 1. — J-ondon A Street. 

jRnter Hostess, hANo, and his Hoi/y with her ; and 
Sn /- HE folbivin^f. 

Host. Master Fang, have you entered the action? 

Fan". It is entered. 

Host. Where is your yeoman ?^ Is it a lusty yeo- 
man ? vA'iil h’ stand to’t ? 

Fang. Sirrah, where’s Snare 

Host. O, good master Snare. 

Snare. Here, here. 

Fang, Snare, we must arrest sii John Falstaff. 

Host. Yea, good master vSnare ; 1 have entered 
him ami all. 

Snare. It may chance cost some of us our lives, 
for he will stab. 

Host. Alas the day > take heed of him ; in good 
faith, a’ cares not what mischief lie dotli, if his 
weapon be out : he will foin ? like any devil; he 
will spare neither man, woman, nor child. 

Aurce, Tollowoi ’ Thrust 


Fann,. If I can close witli him, I care not for his 
thrust. 

Jfost I’ll be at your elbow*. 

Fang. An 1 but fist him once ; an a’ come but 
within my vice.* 

Host. I am undone by his going ; I w*arrant you, 
he’s an infinite thing upon my score . — Good mas- 
ter Fang, hold him sure ; — good master Snare, let 
him not escape. He comes continually to Fic- 
corner, and he’s indited to dinner to the Lubbar’s 
Head in I.umbert-strect, to master Smooth’s the 
silkman : 1 pray ye, since my ex ion is entered, and 
my case so openly known to the w*orld, let him be 
brought in to his answer. A hundred mark is a long 
loan for a poor lone woman to bear ; and I liave 
borne, and borne, and borne ; and have been fub- 
bed off', and fiibbed off’, and fubbed olT, from this 
day to that day, that it is a shame to be thought on. 
There is no honesty in such dealing ; unless a wo- 
man should he made an ass, and a beast, to bear 
every knave’s wrong, — 

” FoolisU multitude. Dresb. ' Clia8i> 
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Enter Sir Joi^m rALST^^FF, Page, and Barwolpii. 
Voiuler he comes; and that arrant malmsey-nose 
biave, Bardolpli, with liim. Do your offices, do 
vour 'Ollices, master Faii^;, and master Snare; do 
r le, do me, do me y{)ur offices. 

FaL IJownow? w hose mare’s dead ? what’s the 
matter ? 

Fang. Sir John, 1 arrest you at the suit of mis- 
tress Quickly. 

Fal. Away, varlets ! — Draw, Bardolph ; cut me 
ofl'tlie villain’s head; throw' the (|uean in tlie t linnnel. 

ITobt. Tlirow me in the cliaimel ? I’ll tlirov\ thee 
m the cliaimel. Wilt thou ? wilt thou ? thou rogue* 
— Murder, murder ! O thou honeysuckle ’ villain* 
wilt thou kill the king’s officers.'' () thou honey- 
'.ccd^ rogue! thou ait a honey -seed ; a man-queller, 
and a woman-(|ueller. 

Fal. Keep them off, Bardulph. 

Jang. A rescue * a rescue ! 

(lood people, bring a rescue or two. — 
'Fhou w'o’t, wo’t thou? thou wo t, wo’t thou? do, 
do, thou logue* do, thou hemp-seed* 

J al. Away, you scullion ’ ) ou rampallian ' you 
fietilarian ! 

Enter the Taird Chief Justice, attended. 

Cli. Jinl. What's the matter? keep the peace 
here, ho * 

Host, (lood my loi d,be good to me * 1 beseech you ! 

Cli. Just. How now, sir J(>hn ? what, are you 
braw ling here i 

Doth this become your [dace, your time, and business.-' 
You should liuAe been well on ymiir way to Yoik. — 
Stand iVom him, fellow , \\ herelore hang’si thou 
on him 

Hast. () my most woishijiful loid, an’t jdcase 
your giace, 1 am a poor widow of K<istche.ij), and 
lie is arrested at my suit. 

Ch. Just. For what sum 

JIust. It IS moie than foi some, my loid, it is 
for all, all 1 have; he hath eaten me out of house 
and home ■ he hath put all my suhst.ince into that 
fat belly of bis. 

(7i. Just. How comes this, '-ir Jidm^ I'^ye ' wluit 
man of good temper would endure this tempest of 
exclamation? Aie you not asliamed to enforce a 
poor w idovT to st) rough a course to come hy her own? 

Eal. What is the gross sum that I owe thee ? 

Host. INIairy, if thou wert an honest man, thy- 
self, and the money too. 'J’hoii didst sw-ear to me 
upon a parcel-gilt goblet, sitting in iny Didphin- 
chamber, at the round table, liy a sea-coal file, 
upon Wednesday in Whitsun-week, when the prince 
broke thy bead for liking bis father to a singing- 
man of Windsor: tlioii didst swear to me then, as 
1 was w'asliing thy wound, to marry me, and make 
me my lady thy wife, Canst thou deny it ? Di<l 
not goodwife Keecli, the butcher’s wife, come in 
then, and call mo gossip Quitkly? coming in to 
borrow a mess of vinegar; telling us, she had a 
good dish of prawns ; wdierehy thou didst desire to 
eat some ; whereby I told thee, they were ill for a 
green wound? And didst thou not, when she was 
gone dowm stairs, desire me to be no more so fami- 
liarity with such poor people ; snying, that ere long 
they should call me madam ? And didst thou not 
kiss me, and bid me fetch thee thirty shillings ? I put 
thee now to thy book-oath ; deny it, if thou canst. 

* Homicidal. * Homicide. ^ Tarty gilt 


Eal. My lord, this is a poor mad soul ; and she 
says, up and down liic* town, that lier eldest son is 
like you : she hath been in good case, and, the 
truth is, poverty hath distracted her. Hut for these 
foolish officers, 1 beseech you, I may have redress 
against them. 

Ch. Just, Sir John, sir John, I am well acquainted 
w ith your manner of w-renching the true cause the 
false way. It is not a confident brow, nor the 
throng of words that come with such more than 
impudent saiiciness from you, can thrust me from a 
level consideration ; you have, as it ajipcars to me, 
practised upon the easy-yielding spirit of this wo- 
man, and made her serve your uses both in purse 
and [lerson. 

Hod. Yea, in troth, my lord. 

Ch. Just, rr’ythee, jicace : — Pay her the debt 
yon owe her, and impay the villainy you have done 
with her ; the one you may do witli sterling money, 
and the other with current repentance. 

Eal. My loid, 1 will not undeigo this sneap ^ 
vvitlumt reply. You call honourable boldness, im- 
pudent saucines^ ; if a man will make conrt’sy, and 
say nothing, he is virtuous : No, my lord, my hum- 
ble <luty remembeied, I will not be your suitor ; I 
say to jou, 1 do desiie delis eiancc from these 
officers, being upon hasty emplov incut in the king’s 
affairs. 

Ch. Just. You sjieak as having power to do 
wrong but answer in the effect t)f )our reputa- 
tion**, ami satis! V the poor woman. 

Eal. Come hither, hostess. [Tahtng her aside. 

Enter Gow'j,n. 

Ch. Jud. Now, master CJower ; What news? 

Goiv. d’he king, my lord, anil Harrv prince of 
Wales 

Are near at hand the rest the paper tells. 

J'al. As 1 am a gentleman ; 

Jtod. Nav, sou said so hefoic. 

J<'al. As I am a gentleman ; Come, no more 

: words of it. 

Host. Hy this heavenly ground I tread on, I must 
be fain to pawn both my plate, and the tapestry of 
niy dining-chambers. 

Fal. Glasses, glasses, is the only di inking, and 
for thy walls, — a pretty slight diollery, or the story 
of the piodigal, or the German hunting in water- 
wmik, is worth a tlioiisaud of' these bed-hangings, 
and these fiy-hitten tapestries. Lot it he ten pound, 
if thou canst. Come, an it were not for thy liu- 
mours, thert' is not a better wench in England. 
Go, wash thy face, and draw 7 thy action ; C\)me, 
thou must not be in this humour with me ; dost no 
know me ? Come, come, I know- thou wast set on 
to this. 

Host. Pray thee, sir John, let it be but twenty 
nobles ; i’faith 1 am loath to pawn my plate, in 
good earnest, la. 

J'al. Let it alone; I’ll make other shift ; you'll 
be a fool still. 

JJost, Well, you shall have it, tbougb I paw n my 
gown, I hope you’ll come to supper : you’ll pay 
me all togetlier ? 

Eal. Will 1 live? — Go, with her, with her; 

[To Bardom'h.] htH)k on, hook on. 

[^Excunt Hostess, BARuoLrn, OJJkers, 
and Page. 

•'* .Snub, rherk. ® Suitably to your character. 

" Withdraw. 
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Ch. Just I have lieatd better news. 

Fid. Wluit’s tlu* ntM\s, my lord? 

Ch. Just. VVIieic lay the last night? 

Coiv. At Biisiijgst(jke, >ny lord. 

Fat. 1 ]iO[)e, niy lord, all's ';\ell- What’s the 
news, niy lord t 

Ch. Just. Come all his lorees baek ? 

(Joiu. No , iiftccri hundred foot, live Imndred 
liorse. 

Are marclr’d up to iny lord of Taineastei*, 

Against Northmuheiland, and tlu> aiehbishop. 

Fat. Comes the king baek from W'aUss, my noble 
lord ? 

Ch. Just. You shall have leltcTs of me presently. 
Come, go along with me, good master (iower. 

Fid. My li*ul ’ 

Ch. Just. Wbal’s die inatlei ? 

J'\d. Master Cower, sh.ill 1 entreal you with me 
to dinner '' 

Cow. I must Avail upon my good lord here I 
thank }ou, good sir John. 

Ch. Just. Sir John, a on loiter Irerv too long, being 
you ate to take soldiers up in (.ountics as you go. 

J'uf. Will you Mij) widr mi‘, master tiower? 

Ch. Just. 'What ftHilrsh master taught )ou these 
manners, sir John i 

Fat. Master Gower, rf they become me not, he 
was a fool that taught them mo. — This ts the right 
fencing grace, my lord j tap tor tap, and so part fair. 

Ch. Just. Now heaven lighten thee! tliou art a 
great fool. [Fu'iint. 

S C 1C N K 11. — AnotJwr Street. 

Full’} I’uiNCK TIfvuy a)ul Poins. 

P. IJen. Trust nrc, T am exceeding weary. 

Poms. Is it come to that? I had thought weari- 
ness durst not have attached one rrf so high blood. 

P. Uni. ’Faith, it does me; though it discolours 
the complexion of my greatness to acknowledge it. 
Doth it not show \ilely in me, to ilesire siirall bi er ^ 

Poms. W’^hy, a prince should irot be so loosely j 
studied, as to remember so weak a composition. 

P. Hen. Belike then, my appetite was not 
princely got ; for, by my froth, I do now remember 
the poor creature, small heer. But, indeed, these 
Imrnhle coirsideiations make me out irf line with my 
gi'eatiiess. W hat a disgi-ace is it to me, to remem- 
ber thy name? or to know' thy face to-moriow ? or 
to take note hou many pair of’ silk stockings thou 
hast ; 77 these, and those that were the peacli- 
coloureil ones 

How ill it follow's, after you h;ive laboirred 
so hard, jou should talk so idly ? 'Jell me, liow 
many good >oimg princes would do so, their f.itirei's 
beirrg so sick as \ouis at tliis time is’'^ 

P. lien Shali I toll thee one thing, J’oins? 

Poins. Yes ; and let it he an excellent good thing. 

P. Hen. It shall sei ve among w its of no higher 
breeding than thine, 

Poins. Co to ; I stand the pusn of your one thing 
that you w ill tell. 

P. Hen. W'liy, 1 tell thee, — it is not meet that 
I should be sad, now my father is sick ; albeit 1 
could tell to thee, (;vs to one it pleases me, for fault 
of a better, to call my friend,) I could be sad, and 
sad indeed too# 

Poins. Very hardly, upon sucli a subject. 

P. Hen. By this hand, thou think’st me as far in 
the devil’s book, as thou and FalstafT, for obduracy j 


and persistency ; Let the end try the man. But 1 
tell thee, — my heart bleeds inwardly, that my 
father is so sick ; and keeping such vile coinpariA 
as thou art, hath in reason taken from me all osten- 
tation of sorrow^. * 

Poins. 'I'lie reason ? 

P. Hen. WJiat wouldst thou think of me, if I 
should weep ? 

Poms. I would think thee a most pi incely hypo- 
crite. 

P. Jien. It would be every man’s thought: and 
tlioii art a blessed fellow, to think as c'veiy man 
thinks; never ,i man’s thoirglrt in the xvorlil kecjrs 
tJie road-Avay better than thine eveiy man Avon Id 
think me an hypocrite indeed. And Avh.it accites 
jour most woishijrfnl thought, to think so? 

Poms. W hy, because jou have been so much 
engrafh-d to Falst.ifll 
P. Hen. And to thee. 

Poms. By this liglit, J am well spoken of, 1 c.m 
hear it with nij own ears . the worst that they ean 
say of me is, that 1 am a seeond brother, and that 
I am a proper fellow of my hands; and tliose two 
things, I confess, I cannot help. By tire mass, here 
comes Bardolph. 

P, Hen. Anti the boy tliat 1 gave Falstafl' he 
li.id him from me Clnistran; .uid look, if the fit 
Aillam have ntrt transfbimed him ape. 

Enter BAiinoi.rii and Page. 

Hard. ’S.ive your grace. 

P. Hen. And youi's, most noble Bardolph. 

Bard. Come, you virtuous ass, [To the Page.J 
yon bashful fool, must you be blushing? wheiofore 
blusli you now? 

/V/gc, He called me even now', mj lord, tbroirgh 
a red l.iltice, and I could discern no pait of his face 
from the window • at last, 1 spied his eyes. 

P. Hen. Hatli not the boy profited t 
JJurd. Away, joii nprig-ht r.rbbit, away ' 

/Vge. Aw.'iv, von rase.illy Alllie.i’s dream, away ' 
J*. Hen. InstriK't ns, boy' Wii.it dream, boy? 
Pane. Marry, my ioitl, vMlhea dreameil sire was 
delivered of a fire-brand; and therefbie 1 call him 
lier dream. 

J\ Hen. A crown’s vvt>rtli of good inteijnetation. 
— There it is, boy. [(Sees hint w<niet/ 

l*oms. (), that tliis good blossom ctniid be kept 
from cankers ' — W ell, there is sixirence to preserve 
thee. 

Bard. All you do not make him Ire hanged among 
you, the galhrvvs sliall Jiave wrong. 

/’. Hen. And how dotJi tliy master, Bai'doljrh ? 
Bard. Well, my lord. lie lieaial of your grace's 
coming to town ; theie’s a letter for you. 

J\nns. Delivered with good I'espect. — And how 
doth the martlcm.rs 7, your master? 

Bard. In bodily healtJi, sit. 

Poins. IMany, the immortal part needs a phy- 
sician ; but that moves not him ; though that be 
sick, it dies not. 

P. Hen. I do allow this wen to be as familiar 
with me as my dog . and he holds his place ; foix 
look you, how lie writes. 

Poms. [PcrtJ.s.J John Falstafl’, /r nig /if, Every 

man must know that, as oft as he has occasion to 
name liimsclf. Even like those that are kin to the 
king; for they never prick their finger, but they 
say, There ts some ctf the king's blood sjjilf : Hoeo 
^ Martinmas; St. Martin’s day is Nov Jl, 
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comes that F says he, that takes upon him not to 
conceive ; the ,'iijswer is as ready as a borrower’s 
cap ; I am the feint's poor coasiot sir, 

P, Hen. Nay, they will be kin to us, or they will 
fetch it from Japhet. But the letter : — 

Poins. Sir .John FalstaiT’, to the sou of the 

kinrr^ nearest his father^ ITarrtf prince of irules-, 
grcetinif. — Wiiy, this is a certificate. 

P, Hen. Peace ! 

Poins. 1 V'l/t imitate the hononiable Homan 7n 
hreriti/ : — he sure means bie\ity in breath ; slioit- 
winded. — / commend me to thee, / etonmend ttne-, 
and I Icnce thee. Jie not too famduir with I’oiiis ; 
for tie, misuses thy finonrs 'niuchy that he swears, 
thou art to many his sister Nell. Repent at idle 
times as thou mayst, and s>i fare(et‘/l. ; 

Phine. lyi ifco and no. { winch is as much ! 
as to say. as ihoa uscsf him.) Jack Fal- j 
stair, wilh my famdnirs ; John, icith my i 
broth/ ts and sislo s ; and Sir John with j 
all P a rope. I 

JNly lord, I ^^lll steep this letter in sack, and make 
him eat it. 

P. Hen. That’s to make liim eat twenty of Ins 
words. But do you \ise me thus, Ned? must 1 
many your sister. 

Poins. J\lay tlie j^irl lane no worse fortune ! but 
1 never said so. 

P, Hen Well, tlius wo play the fools with the 
time; and the sjruits \>1‘ lire wise sit in the clouds 
and mock us. — Is your master lieie in London? 

Raid. Yes, my lord. 

J* Hen. WlwMcsups he? doth the old hoar feed 
in the old fr ank'-''^’ 

Ilar/l. At the old pl.ioe, mv lord; in l'a>tcheap. 

P Hen Sh.ill westi .d iijron Imn, Ned, at supper '' 

Poins. I am your sluidow, my lord ; I’ll follow’ j 
you. 

P. Hen. Sirrah, you l)oy% — and Bardolph ; — no 
word to your master that 1 am yet come to tov\n 
There’s for your siknee. 

Raul. 1 lia\e no tongue, sir. 

Page. Aral for mine, sir, — 1 i^ill povern it. 

/*. //cn. Fan* ye well; ^o. fprennt Bakdolph 
and Pa^e.e.’l How mi^ht we see Falstatl bestow him- 
self to-night in his true colours, and not ourselves 
he seen I 

Poins. Put on two leather jerkins, and apions, I 
and wail ujron him at his tahh* as ilrawers. 

P. JIcn. From a god to a bull ? a Ireavy deseen- j 
sion ! it was .love’s case. From a prince to a pren- j 
ticc? a low transformation ' that shall he mine- for, • 
in tn cry thing, tire juirpose niusl weigh with the 
folly. 

Pntcr Plto. 

Peto, how now'? what news? 

Peto. J’lre king, yoiir father', is at Westminster; 
And there arc twenty weak and wearied jnrsts, 

Come fiom the noilh : and, as 1 came along, 

I met, and overtook, a do/en captains, 

Bare-headed, swealiirg, knockiirg iit the taverns. 

And asking every one for sir John F'alstair 

P.IIen. By hc^aven, Poins, 1 feel me much to blame. 
So idly to profane the preeions time : 

When tempest of commotion, like the south. 

Borne wilh black va})Our, doth begin to melt, 

And drop upon our bare unarmed heads. 

Give me my sword and cloak . — and, Poins, good 
night. IHxeiint. 


SCENE III. — Warkwortn. Before the Castle. 

Ea/cr NoiiTnuMiJERLANi), Lady NoRTHUMUERLANn, 
and Lady I’KttcY. 

North. I pray thee, loving wife, and gentle 
daughter. 

Give even way unto my rough affairs: 

Put not you on the visage of the times, 

And he, like them, to Percy troublesome. 

I.ady N. I have given over, I will speak no more : 
Do what you will ; your wisdom be your guide. 

North. Alas, sweet wife, iny hrmour is at piuvn ; 
And, but iny' going, nothing can redeem it. 

Ijadp P. O, yet, for heaveir’s .sake, go not to 
the.se wars ! 

The time w-as, father, that you broke your word, 
When you were more endear’d to it than now ; 
When your ow'ii Percy, w hen my heart’s dear llariy, 
Tlirevv many a iiortiiward look to see his fatljcr 
Bring up his poweis ; hut he did long in vain. 

Who then persuadetl you to stay at iionie ? 

There were two honours lost ; yours, and your 
son’s. 

For yours — bcavcnly glory biighten it [ 

For his — It stuck upon him, as the sun 
In the grey vault of lieaveu : and by his light, 

Did all tJie ehivahy of England mo\e 
To do hiave acts ; he v^as. indee d, the glass 
AVht'iein the noble youth did dress themselves. 

He had no legs, that ])rac’lis’d not Ins gait • 

And speaking thick, whicli uaTure made his blemish, 
Became the .'leeents of the valiant : 

Foi those that could speak low, and tardily, 

Would turn their own j)ei lection to abuse, 

To sct‘m like liim . So that, in speech, in gait, 

In diet, in affections of delight, 

In militaiy ruU‘s, humoiiis of blood, 

He was the maik and glass, copy and hook, 

Thai fashioned otheis. And him, — () wondious 
him ! 

O miracle of men ! — him did you leave, 

( Second to none, imsc'eomU'd by yon,) 

To look uj)oii tin* Iiideous god of war 
In disadvantage ; to abide a field, 

Wbeie nothing but the sound of Hotspur’s name 
Did seem defensible, so you left him: 

Never, O never, do his ghost the wiong. 

To hold your honour more precise and ni 
Wilh others, than with him ; let them alone; 

The marshal, and the aiehbishop, are strong : 

Had my sveeet Harry had but half their nunibers, 
To-day might I, hanging on Hotspur’s neck, 

Have talk'd of IMoniuoulh’s grave 

North. Beshrew your heai I, 

Fair daughter ! you do draw my sjiiiits fiom me, 
AVith new lamenting ancient oversights. 

But I must go, and meet v\ilh danger th_ . , 
i)r it vein seek me in another place, 

And find me worse provided. 

I ady N'. O, fly to Scotland, 

Till that the nobles, and the armed commons. 

Have of their puissance made a little taste. 

Lndp P. If they get ground and vantage of the 

'Hien join you with them, like a rib of steel, 

'Fo make stiength strongw; but for all our loves, 
First let them try themselves : So did your son ; 
Fie w as so suffer’d ; So came I a widow ; 

And never shall have length of life enough. 

To rain upon remembrance with mine eyes, 


Sty. * 
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That it may grow and sprout as high as lioaven. 
For rocojdation to in\ noble husband. 

jV<>r//o Come, come, go in with me : *tis with my 
mind, 

As with the udc swcll’d uj) unto its lieight. 


'Hiat makes a still-stand, running neither M'ay. 

Fain w'ouhi I go to meet the archbishop. 

But many thousand leasoiis bold me back ; 

I will resolve for Scotland ; there am I • 

Till time and vantage crave my company. \_Evcunt, 


ACT III. 


SCFNE I. — A in the Palaic. 

Enin Kino. IIeniiv in Ins AVg/iZ-goav/, U'Uha Pa^e. 
K. Hen. Co, call the earls of Surrey and of War- 
wiek ; 

But, eie they come, bid tbein o’er-read these letters. 
And well considei of them • Make good speed. — 

( Eiit Pai^e. 

Ilow many tiiousaiid of my })oc»rcst subjects 
Are at this hour asleep ’ — Sleep, gentle sleep, 
JNature’s soft nurse, Jjovv have I friglited tliec, 

'J'liut thou no more wilt weigh m\ eyelids down, 
And steep my senses in forget fulness? 

AV'ljy rather, sleep, iiest thou in smoky ciibs, 

Upon uneasy pallets stretchitig tliee, 

And hush'd with buzzing night Hies to tby slumber; 
Tliau in the perfum’d ehambeis of the great, 

Under the canopies of costly st.ile, 

And lull’d with sounds of sweetest melody? 

O thou dull god, why best thou with the vile, 

Jn loathsome beds; and leav’st the kingly couch, 

A waltli-case, or a common ’larum bell ? 

^Vllt thou u])on the higli and giddy mast 
Seal up the sliip-bi.\’s eyes, and rock his brains 
In cradle of the rude impel ions surge ; 

And in the visitation of the winds 
Who take the ruHian billows by the to]), 

Curling their monstrous iieads, and liauging them 
With (leaf'ning cliiinoins in the slippery clouds, 
That, with the lunly death itself awakes.-^ 

Canst thou, () ])artial sleo]) ' give thy repose 
To the wet sca-boy in an hour so rude ; 

And, in the calmest and most stillest night. 

With all appliances and means to boot. 

Deny it to a king ? 'J'heii, lia])py low >, lie down ’ 
Uneasy lies the head that weais a crowni, 

Enin Waravick and Surrey. 

Jf'ar. iVIany good morrows to your majesty ! 

K Ifni. Is it good inorrow’, loids? 

I/’rtr. ’Tis one o'clock, and past. 

E. Hen. Why then, good morrow to you all, my 
lords. 

Have you read o’er the letters tliat I sent you ? 
War. Wc liave, my liege. 

K. Hen. Then you perceive the body of our 
kingdom, 

Ilow foul it is ; what rank diseases grow. 

And with what dtinger, near the heart of it. 

War. It is but as a body, yet distemper’d ; 

Which to his former strength may be restor’d, 

With good aiivice, and little medicine : 

My lord Northumberland will soon Ire cool’d. 

IT. Hen. O heaven 1 that one might read the book 
of fate ; 

And see tlie revolution of the times 
Make mountains level, and the continent 

* Those in lowl> situations. 


(W\‘ary of solid Hinmess) melt itself 

Into the sea ! and, other times, to see 

The beachy girdle of the ocean 

Too wide for Neptune’s hips; how chances mock, 

And changes fill the cup of alteration 

Witli divers liquors i O, if this were ‘■cen, 

The happiest yontii, — view ing his progress tlnongb, 
What peiils past, wliat erosses to ensue, — 

Would slnit the book, and sit him down and die. 
’Tis not ten years gone, 

Sinee Richard, and Northumberland, great friends, 
Did feast together, and, in tvvo years after, 

Vi ere they at wars : li is but, eight yc‘ars, since 
This Peicy was the man nearest my soul ; 

\\ lio like a brother toil’d in my affairs, 

And laid liis love and life undei my fool : 

Yea, for my sake, even to the eyes of Richard, 

Gave hull ileliaiice. But which of you was by, 
fYou, cousin Nevil, as 1 may remember,) 

[ To WauW ICK. 

When Richard, — with his eye biimfull of tears, 
Then check’d and rated by Noithuinberland, — 
Did sjieak thest* words, now' prov’d a prophecy ? 
Xorthu/nberland, thou ladder., In/ the n'/uch 
Ml/ Lonsin Hoftn<i()to/,e aseenih ///// throne , — 
ThougJi then, heaven knows, I had no such in- 
tent • 

But tliat iiece’-sity so bow’d the state, 

That I and gieatness wiie conqiell’d to kiss; — — - 
The tunc Uudl come, thus did lie follow it, 

The tune will eoincy that foul sin, 'j^alhenii" heady 
S/ndl break into corrn/jtion : — so went on, 
Foretelling this same time’s condition, 

And the division of our amity. 

fTar. 'J’here is a history in all men’s lives. 
Figuring the nature of tlie times deceas’d : 

The which observ’d, a man may prophesy, 

With a near aim, of the main chance of things 
As yet not come to life ; wdiicli in their seeds, 

And weak beginnings, lie intreasured. 

Such things become the hatch and brood of time ; 
And, by the necessary form of this, 

King Ricliard might create a perfect guess, 

That great Northumberland, tlien false to him, 
Woulcl of that seed grow to a greater falseness ; 
Which should not find a ground to root upon, 
Unless on you. 

E. Hen. Arc tlu^se things then necessities? 

Then let us meet them like necessities : 

And that same w'ord even now cries out on us; 
They say, the bishop and Northumberland 
Are fifty thousand strong. 

War. It cannot be, my lord ; 

Rumour doth double, like the voice and echo, 

'rile numbers of the fear’d : — Please it your grace, 
'Fo go to bed ; upon my life, my lord, 

The powers tliat you already have sent forth, 

Shall bring this prize^in very easily. 


» Noise. 
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Tt» comfort you the more, I have rcceivM 
A certain instance, that Glenclower is dead. 

Your majesty hath been tliis fortnif^ht ill ; 

An^ these unseasoned hours, perforce, must add 
Unto your sickness. 

Jl. Hen. 1 will take your counsel : 

And, were these inward wars once out of hsind, 

We would, dear lords, unto the Holy Lan<I. 

SCENPj II. — Court he fore Jnstice Shallow’s 
House in Gloucestershire. 

Kilter Shaij-ow Silencf, lueetni" ; IVIoDi.nv, 

Shadow, Wart, Fej-hle, Jiui.T-CALr, and Ser- 
vants behind. 

Skid. Come on, come on, come on ; t;ive me your 
hand, sir, {'ive me your Ihind, sir; an early stirrer, 
by the rood. And how doth my good cousin 
Silence ? 

Sd. Good morrow, good cousin Shallow'. 

Shal. And how doth my cousin, jour bedfellow? 
and your fairest daugliter, and nnne, my god-daugh- 
ter Ellen? 

Sd. Alas, a Idack ouzel, cousin Shallow. 

Shfd. lly yea and nav, sir, 1 daie say, my cousin 
William is become a good scholar lie is at Oxfoid, 
still, is he not ? 

Sd. Indeed, sir ; to iiiy cost, 

Sh(d. He must tlien to tlie inns of court, shortly 
I was once of Clement’s inn ; wliere, 1 think, they 
w ill talk of mad Shallow yet. 

Sd. You were called — lusty Shallow , then, cousin. 

Shal. By the mass, 1 A>as called auj thing; and 
I would lia\e done any thing indeed, ami roiindh 
too. There was I, aiul little John Doit <»f Sla/ford- 
shire, and hlaek Georgi- Bare, and Fiancis Fick- 
bonc, and Will S«juele a Cotswold man. — \ou had 
not four such sw iiige-hucklers in all the inns of 
court again; and I may saj to j on, knew' w here 
the hona rohas were. 'I'hen was Jack Falstalf, now 
sir John, a hoy ; and page to J'homas Mowhraj, 
duke of Norfolk. 

Sd. This sir John, cousin, that comes hither anon, 
about sohliers ? 

Shal. "Hie same sir John, the very same , I saw' 
him break Skogan’s head at the court gate, when 
he was a crack S not thus liigh : and (he very same 
day did 1 fight with one Sampson Stock fisli, a fruit- 
erer ; behind Gray’s Inn. O, the in.id dajstluU 1 
have spent ! and to see how many of mine ohl ac- 
quaintance are dead ! 

SU. We shall all follow, cousin. 

Shal. Certain, ’tis certain; very sure, verx' sure; 
death is certain to all ; all shall die. — How a good 
yoke of bullocks at Stamford fair? 

Sd. Truly, cousin, I was not there. 

Shal. Death is certain. — Is old Double of your 
town living yet? 

SU. Dead, sir. 

Shal. Dead ! — See, sec ! — he drew a good bow ; 
— And dead! — He shot a fine shoot : — Jolin of 
Gaunt loved him w'ell, and betted much money on 
his head. Dead ! — lie would have clapp’d i’ the 
clout at twelve score'* ; and carried you a forehand 
shaft at fourteen and fourteen and a half, that it 

W'oiild have done a man's heart good to see. — 

How a score of ewes now ? 

* Cross. '* Boy. 

* Hit the white mark at twelve score yanls. 


Sd. Thereafter as they be ; a score of good ewes 
may be worth ten pounds. 

Shed. And is old Double dead * 

Enter Bardolph, and one with him, 

SU. Here come two of sir John I'alstalf’s men, 
as 1 think. 

Hard. Good morrow, lionest gentlemen ; I be- 
seech you, which is justice Shallow ? 

Shal. 1 am Kobert Shallow, sir ; a poor esquire 
of this county, and one of the king’s justices olTlie 
peace : W'liat is your good plea‘,ure with me? 

Bard. My captain, sir, commends him to you : 
my captain, sir John Falstalf- a tall ’ gentleman, 
by heaven, and a most gallant leader. 

Shal. He greets me well, sir ; I knew him a good 
h.-icksw'ord man . How doth the good knight? m.ay 
1 ask, how my lady his wife doth ? 

Bard. Sir, paulon ; a soldier is better acconmio- 
d.iled, than with a wife. 

Shal. It is W'ell said, in faith, sir; and if is wel 
s.iid indeed too. Better accommodated ' — it >s good ; 
yea, indeed, it is ; good phrases are surely^ and < 
were, very commendable. Accommodated! — it 
comes from neconnnodo : very good; a good phrase. 

Bard. Pardon me. sir: I Jiave heard tlie word. 
Plirase, call you it ? By this good day, I know not 
the ))hiase . hut I will nuiititain tlie woid witli my 
sword, to be a soldier-like word, and a word of ex- 
ceeding good command. Ac<*ommodaleil ; that is, 
when a irum is, as they say, accommodated 
when a man is, — being, — whereby. — he may be 
thought to be accommodated ; w iiich is an excellent 
thing. 

Enter Pai-staif. 

Shal. It is very just. — Look, here comes good 
sir John. — Give me your good hand, give me your 
woi ship’s good hand : By my tiotli, >ou look well, 
aiulhearyoiiryi'aisvery well welcome, good sirJohn. 

lull. 1 am gl.id to see you well, good master 
Robert Shallow — Master Suro-card, as I tliink. 

Shal. No, sir John ; it is my cousin Silence, in 
commission with me. 

Fal. Good master Silence, it well hclits you 
should l>e of the peace. 

Sd. Your good worship is welcome. 

Fje* this is hot weather. — Geutleraeu, have 
you provided me lieie half a dozen suflicieiit men? 

Shal. IM.'irry, have we sir. Will jou sit? 

Fal. Let me see them, 1 beseech you. 

Shal. Where's the i oil ? wheie’s the roll? where’s 
the roll ? — Let me see, let me see. So, so, so, so ; 
Yea, marry, sir — Raljih Mouldy : — let them appear 
as I call ; let them do so, let them do so. — — Let me 
see ; wdiere is IMouldy ? 

Mold. Here, au’t please you. 

Shal. What think you, sir John ; a good limbctl 
fellow ; young, strong, and of good friends. 

Fal. Is thy name Mouldy? 

Mold. Yea, an’t please you. 

Fal. ’Tis the more time thou wert used. 

Shal. Ha, ha, ha * most excellent, things tliat are 
mouldy, lack use ; Very singular good ! — well said, 
sir John ; very well said. 

Fed. Prick him. [To Shallow. 

Mold. My old dame will be undone now, for one 
to do her husbandry, and her drudgery ; you need 
not to have pricked me ; there are other men fitter 
to go out than 1. 
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FnL Go to ; poace, Mouldy, you shall ffo, IMoiihly. 
Shah Peace, fellow, pea<‘c ; stand aside ; Know 
you where you an- 'r — I 'nr the other, sir John . — 
let me see ; — Simon Shadow ! 

FaL Ay marry, let ino liave him to sit under ; 
he’s like to be a cold soldier. 

Shaf. Where’s Shadow? 

Hhnd, Here, sir. 

FfiL Sliadovv, vnIiosc son art thou ? 

Shad. My Toother’s sou, sir. 
lull. Thy inolhe»’s son! like enough, and tliy 
father’s shadow. 

Shal. Do you like him, sii John ? 

Fal. Shadow will serve forsuiruuer, — prick him ; 
— for we have a number of shadows to fill up the 
muster-book. 

Shal. 'rhomasWuit! 

Fal. Where's he ? 
if 'art. Here, sir. 

J^al. Is thy ij:utu‘ Wait? 
if'art. Yea. sir. 

Fal. Thou rut a \eiy ragged wart. 

Shal. Shall 1 prick liim, sir Jolm ? 
lull. It were sujiei fluous : for his ap])arel isluiilt 
upon Ills hack, and the vvliolc frame stands upon 
pins . prick him no more. 

Shal. Ha, ha, ha ' — you can do it, sir ; you can 
do it : I commend )ou well. — Francis Feeble ' 
Fee. Here, sir. 

Fal. What tiade art thou, Feeble? 

Fee. A woniau’s tailor, sir. 

Shitl. Shall I prick him, sir? 

Fill. You may : • — Wilt thou make as many holes 
in an enemy’s battle, as tbou hast made with thy 
needle? 

Fee, I w'ill do in\ good will, sir ; you can have 
no more. 

Fal. W’ell said, good woman’s tailor* w'cll said, 
courngofius Feeble ! Thou wilt be as valiant as the 
wrathful dove, or most magnaniinou'. mouse. — 
Prick the woman’s tailor well, master Shallow'; 
deep, master Shallow'. 

Fee. 1 would, Wart might l)a^c gone, sir. 

Fal. I would thou w'ert a man’s tailor ; that thon 
inigh’st mend him, and make him fit to go. I can- 
not pnt him to a private soldier, that is the leader of 
so many thousands : Let that suffice, most forcible 
Feeble. 

Fee. It shall suffice, sir. 

Fal. I am bound to thee, reverend Feeble. — 
Who is iu‘\t ? 

Shal. Peter Pull-calf of the green ! 

Fal. Yea, marry, let us sec Hull-calf. 

Fall. Here, sir. 

Fal. 'J'rust me, a likely fellow ! — Come, prick 
me Bull-calf till he roar again, 

Hull. O lord I good my lord ca])tiiin, — 

Fal. What, dost thou roar before thou art ])ricked? 
Fall. O lord, sii I 1 am a diseased man. 

.Fal. What disease hast thou ? 

Full. A cold, sir ; a cough, sir ; wdiich I caught 
with ringing in the king’s allairs, upon his corona- 
tion-day, sir. 

Fal. Come, thou shall go to the wars in a gowm ; 
we W'ill lane away thy cold ; and ] will take such 
order, that thy friends shall ring for thee. — Is here 
all? 

Shal. Here is two more called than your number? 
you must have but four here, sir ; — and so, I pray 
you, go in with me to dinner. 


Act III. Scene II. 

F'al. Come, 1 will go drink w'ith you, but I cannot 
tarry dinner. 1 am glad to sec you, in good troth, 
master Shallow. 

Shal. O, sir John, do you remember since we lay 
all night in the windmill in Saint George’s fiekU? 

Fat. No more of tliat, good master Shallow', no 
more of that. 

Shal. Ha, it w as a mcn-y night. And is Jane Night 
alive ? 

Fal. She l^ve‘^, master Sliallow. 

Shal, She never eould aw'ay witli me. 

Fal. Never, ne\er she would always say, slu* 
could not abide master Sliallow. 

Shal. By tiie mass, I could anger her to the heait, 
Slie was tben a bona-roba. Doth she hold hei ow ti 

W’oll ? 

Fal. Old, old, master Sliallow'. 

Shal. Nay, she must be old ; she cannot choose 
but be old ; eerlain she’s old ; and bad Robin be- 
fore I came to Clement’s Jiin. 

Sd. That's fifty-five year ago. 

Shal. Ha, cousin Silence, that thou Iiadst seen 
that tliat this knight and I have seen ! — Ha, sir 
John. s;iid I w’cll ? 

Fal. We have heard the chimes at midnight, 
master Shallow’. 

Shal. That v'x* have, that we have, that wc have* 
in faith, sir John, we have; our vMitcli-word was, 
Jlcaiy hoifs / — C'ome, let’s to dinner ; come, let’s to 
dinner ; — O, the days that we lia\ e “^een ! — - Come, 
tome. \K.rennt Falstai i, Shali-ow', ami Silj-ncj. 

Full. Good master corporate Bajdol])h. stand my 
friend ; and here is four Harry ten shillings in 
Freneh ciow'ns for you. In very trulli, sir, J had 
as lief be hanged, sir, as go : and yet, foi mine 
part, sii, I do not care ; but, i.ither, because I am 
unwilling, and, for mine own pait, have a desire to 
stay with my friends ; else, sir, 1 did not care, for 
mine own part, so much. 

Fard. Cio to ; stand aside. 

Afoul. And good master corporal captain, for my 
old dame’s sake, stand my friend ; she has nobody 
to do anything about her, when I am gone: and 
she is old, and cannot help herself : you shall have 
forty, ‘»ir. 

Ftnd. Go to ; stand aside. 

F'ee. By my troth 1 caie not; — a man can die 
but once; — we owe God a death; — I’ll ne’er 
hear a base mind ; — an’t be my destiny, so ; an’t 
be not, so : No man's too good to serve his prince; 
and, let it go wliieh way it will, he that dies this 
year, is quit for the next. 

Fan/. Well said ; tliou’rt a good fellow. 

Fee. Nay, I’ll bear no base mind. 

Fe~enler Falstaff, njul Justices. 

Fal, Come, sir, wliicJi men shall 1 have ^ 

Shal. Four, of w'hieli you please. 

Hard. Sir, a word w'ith you : — I have three 
pound to free Mouldy and Bull-calf. 

F'al. Goto; well. 

Shat. Come, sir John, which four will you have? 

F'al. Do you choose for me. 

Shal. Marry then, — Mouldy, Bull-calf, l^oeble, 
and Shadow'. 

Fal. Mouldy, .and Bull-calf: — For you, Mouldy, 
stay at home, still ; you are past service : — and, for 
your part, Bull-calf, — grow till you come unto it; 
I will none of you. 

Shal. Sir John, sir John, do not yourself wrong ; 



Act IV. Scene 1. 


KING HENRY IV. 


4L^ 


they are your likeliest men, and I would have you 
serveil ith the best. 

Fed. Will you tell mo, master Shallow, how to 
choose a man ? Care I for the limb, the tliewes, the 
stature, bulk, and bipj assemblance of a man ! Give 
me the spirit, master Shallow. — IJere’s Wart; — 
you see what a raj:;j»ed aiipearance it is : he sliall 
charge yoti, and discharj^e you, W'ith the motion of 
a })ewterer’s Iiamnier; come oif, and on, swifter than 
!u‘ that ^ibbets-on the bienci’s bucket. And this 
same h.ilf-fa(*i‘d fellow', Shadow, — fi;ive me this 
man ; he presents no niaik to the emmy; the foe- 
inan may with as threat aim level at the e<l< 2 ;e of a 
peiiknile : And, for a retieat, — how swiftly will 
this heehle, the woman's tailor, run olf? O, frjve 

me the spaie men, and spare me the "reat ones 

Put me a ealiver into Wart's hand, Ilardolpli. 

Jiat'd. TIold, Wart, tiaveise? ; thus, thus, thus. 

l\il. (’ome, manage me your ealiver. So. — 
very w ell . *ro to . — vei y j^jiod ■ — exeeedinc: irood. 

— (), j^ive me always a liille, lean, old, chapped, 
hald shot. — Well said, Wait; holtl, there’s a tester 
for thee. 

Shfd. ITe is not hiseiaft’s master, he dt>th not d(i 
it li^ht. 1 remember at i\Iil(‘-eiid ttieen, (when J 
lay at ('lenient’s Inn, — 1 was then sir l)aj»on(‘t in 
Arthur’s sliow' tlieie wasa little* (juiver fellow', ami 
'll would nianap:e yem his piece thus* and ’a would 
about and about, and e'eane you in, and eome vou 
in: re/i, lali, to/i. would 'a say; c, would ’a 

say ; and aw.iv apiin would ’a p'eu and a^ain would 
’a come — I shall never sen* sudi a fillow. 

F<d. 'I'hese fellosvs v\i11 do vvcll, master Shallow. 

— Heaven keep you, master Silence; 1 will not use 
many vvoids willi you . — Fare you well, gentlemen 
both - 1 thank you . 1 must a dozen mile lo-niglu. 

— llardolpli, give the soldiers coats. 

Slut!. Sir John, heaven hh*ss vou and prosper 
A our affairs, and send us peace ' As you letimi, visit 


my house ; let our old acquaintance be renewed : 
piTadventure, 1 W'ill with you to the court. 

Fill. I would you w'ould, master Shallow 
Shu/, (ju to; 1 have spoke at a word. Fare you 
well. {Fxeu'iil Shallow o/u/ Sii.ri^CK. 

Fal. Fare you well, gentle gent leinen On, Par- 
dolph ; lead the men away. \ F,irinil Bakdolph, 
Ihrritits^ ‘j{^*] ^ letiirn, 1 will fetch off these 

justices* I do see the bottom of justice Shallow, 
j How subject vve old men are to this viee of lying ! 
j 'I'his same staived justice hath done nothing but 
j prate to me of the wildness of his youth, and the 
; feats he hath done about Tuinbull-street i ; and 
1 every third wotd a lie, duer jiaid to tlie hearer than 
I the Turk’s tribute. I do remember him at Cle- 
j nielli’s Inn, like a man made aftei sujiper of a 
j cheese-paring ; he was so foiloin, that his dinien- 
; sions to any thick sight were invisible ; he was the 
j very Genius of famine; he came ever in the rear- 
I ward of the fashion ; and sung those times to the 
j huswives that he heard tlie caimen w’histle, and 
j sware — they v\ere his fancies, or his good- nights. 

I And now is tin’s Vice’s dagger^ become a squiic; 

' and talks as fanulia»ly of John ol‘ Gaunt, as if he 
j had been sworn brother to him : and I’ll he sworn 
I he never saw liim but oni'c in the Tilt-yaid ; and 
I then he hurst his head, tor ciowding among the 
i marshal’s men. J saw it ; and told John of Gaunt, 

' he heat his own name * : I'or yon might have truss’d 
I him, and all his apjiarel, into an cel-skin ; the case 
of a lieble haul-hoy was a mansion for him, a court; 
and now* has he land and beeves. AV'ell ; J will be 
acquainted with him, if 1 return and it shall go 
Iiaid, but I will make him a ])liilosophcr’s stone to 
me Jf the young dace be a bait for the old jiike, 
I see no leason. in the law of natiiie, hut I may 
siKi]) at him, l.et lime shape, and there an end. 

[Fxit. 


ACl 

SrKNE l.~ A Forest in Yorkshiie. 

Fntet the ^Irc/dndinf) of Yohk, IMowbiiay, 

H ASTI \ os, and ol/irrs. 

^trih. What is this forest call’d? 

HaU. ’Tis Gualtrce forest, an’t hliall jilease your 
grace. 

Arc/i. Here stand, my lord ; and send discoverers 
forth, 

To know the numbers of our enemies. 

Hast. We have sent forth already. 

Atch. ’Tis well done. 

iVJy friends and brethren in these great aflliirs, 

I must acquaint you that 1 have receiv’d 
^'ew-dated letters fiom Nortluimherhmd ; 

Their cold intent, tenour and substance, thus : — 
Here doth he wish his person, with such jiowcrs 
As might hold sortance'* with his quality, 

Tlie which he could not levy ; whercuiion 
He is retir’d, to ri))e his growing fortunes. 

To Scotland ; and com hides in hearty prayers, 

That your attempts may overliv^e the lia/ard, 

And fearful meeting of their opposite. 

Musket 7 Mart h 

“ All exhibition of archers » suitatilc 
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Jlfoirh. J’hus do the hopes W’e liave in him touch 
giound, 

And da*>h theiiistlves to pieces. 

/'liter ft Messenger 

Jfa^t. Nh)W, what news ? 

Jhwv. West of this forest, scarcely ofl' a mile. 

In goodly form comes on the enemy ; 

And, by the ground they hide, 1 judge their number 
Upon, or near, the rate of thirty thousand. 

Mowh. The just proportion that we gave them out. 
Let Us sway on, and face them in the field. 

F n ter W lst m or r i. a k d . 

Arch. What w ell-appointed leader fi onts us licrc 
Mowh. I think, it is my lord of Westmoi eland. 
West. Health and fair greeting from our geneial, 
The prince, lord John, and duke of Lancaster. 

Arch. Say on, my lord of \N t sti noreland, in peace ; 
What dotli concern your coming ? 

West. Then, my lord, 

Unto your grace do I in chief address 
The substance of my speech. If that rebellion 

j In ('lerkenwell. ^ Titles of little poems. 

'* A wooden duKRcr like that used by the modern harlequin. 
^ (taunt ib thin, slender. 
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('’ame like itself, in base and abject routs, 

Led on by bloody youth, j^uarded with rage. 

And countenanc’d by boys and beggary ; 

] say, if* vile commotion so appear’d, 

In his true, native, and most proi)er shape, 

You, reverend father, and these noble lorrls, 

IIa<l in)t been here, to dress the ugly tbun 

Of base and bloody insurrection 

With your fair honours. You, lord archbishojt, — 

Whose see is by a civil peace maintaiu’tl ; 

Whose beard the silver hand of peace hath touch’d; 
Whose learning and good letters j)cace hatli tutor’d; 
Whose white investments figure innocence, 

The dove and very blessed spirit of peace, — 
Wherefore do you so ill tianslate yourself, 

Out t)f the speech of peace, that bears such grace, 
Into the harsh and hoist ’rous tongue of wai ? 
Turning your books to graves, your iiik to blood, 
Your pens to lances ; and your tongue <hvine 
To aloud trumpet, and a point of war ? 

Arch, Wh('reiore do 1 this i so the fjm'stion stands, 
Briefly to this end : — We are all diseased ; 

And, with our surfeiting, and want<»n hours, 

Have brought ourselves into a hurning fever, 

And we must ])leed for it ; of which disease 
Our late king. Bichard, being infected, di(‘d. 

But, my most noble lord of SVcstniorcland, 

I take not on me heie as a physician ; 

Nor do I, as an enemy to peace, 

'IVoop in the throngs of military men ; 

But, rather, show a while like fearful war, 

To diet rank minds, sick of happiness ; 

And ])urge the obsti iictions, vvliich begin to stop 
Our very veins of life. Hear me moie plautly, 

I have in equal balance justly weigh'd 
W’hat W'rongs our arms may do, what wrongs we 
suffei, 

And find our griefs" heavier than our offences. 

We see which way the stieain of time dodi lun. 
And «ire enforc’d fiom our most quiet spheic 
By the rough torrent of occasion ■ 

And have the summary of all our griefs, 

When time shall serve, to show in articles . 

Which, long ere this, we offer’d to th<* king, 

And might by no suit gain our audiem c ; 

Wlien we arc wrong’d, and would unfold our griefs. 
We are denied access unto liis person 
Even by those men that most have done us wrung. 
The dangers of the days hut newly gone, 

(Whose memory is written on the earth 
With yet-appearing blood,) and the examples 
Of every minute’s instance, (jiresent now-,) 

Have put us in these ill-beseeming arms : 

Not to break peace, or any branch of it ; 

But to establish lierc a peace indeed, 

Concurring both in name and (juality. 

Jlcst, When ever yet was your appeal denied ? 
Wlierein have you been galled by the king ? 

W Iiat peer liath been suborn’d to grate on you ? 
That you should seal this lawless bloody book 
Of forg’d rebellion with a seal divine, 

And consecrate commotion’s bitter edge ? 

Arch. My brother general, the commonwealth, 

I make ray quarrel in particular. 

West. There is no need of any such redress ; 

Or, if there w'crc, it not belongs to you. 

Mowb, Why not to him, in part ; and to us all, 
That feel the bruises of the days before ; 

And suffer the condition of these times, 

7 Clrievances. 


To lay a heavy and unequal hand 
Upon our honours ? 

West. O my good lord Mowbray, 

Construe the times to their necessities. 

And you shall say indeed, — it is the time, * 

And not the king, that doth you injuries. 

Yet, for your part, it not appears to me, 

Either from the king, or in the present time, 

That you should have an inch of any grournl 
To build a grief on ; Were you not restor’d 
To all the duke of Norfolk’s signiories, 

Y"our noble and right-well remember’d father’s^ 
Mou'h. What thing, in honour, had my fathei lo^t 
That need to be reviv’d, ami breath’d in iner 
The king, that lov’d him, as the state stood thei’ 
W'as, force perfnrce, com])ell’d to banish liim 
And then, when Harry Bolingbroke, and he, — 
Being mounted, and both roused in their seals. 
Their neighing coursers daring of the spur, 

Tlieir arnieci staves in chaige, their heavers down, 
Their eyes of fire sparkling Ihrongli sights of steel, 
And the loud trumjiet blowing them together ; 
Then, then, w hen there was nothing couUl have staid 
My father from tlie breast of Bolingbroke, 

O, when the king did throw his w'urder'^^ down. 

His own life hung upon the staff* he threw 
Then threw he down himself; and all their lives, 
Hiat by indictment, and by dint of sword. 

Have since miscarried under Bolingbiokc. 

West. You s])cak, lord Mowbiay, now you know 
not w hat . 

ff'he earl of Hereford w'as reputed then 
In England the most valiant gentleman ; 

\\’ho know s, on whom fortune w onld then lui\ e sini I'd? 
But if your father had been victor there. 

He ne’er had borne it out of Coventry . 

I'or all the cmiiitry, in a general voict‘. 

Cried hate ujion him ; and ail their prayers, and love, 
AVere set on Hereford, whom they doted on, 

And hless'd and grac’d indeed, more than tin* king. 
But this is mere iligression fiom my purpose. ■ — 
Here come 1 from our princely general, 

To know' your griefs ; to tell you from his grace, 
That lie will give you audience : and wherein 
It shall appear that your demands are just, 

Y’ou shall enjoy them ; every thing set off, 

That might so much as think you enemies. 

Mowh. But he hath forc’d us to compel this offer; 
And it proceeds from policy, not love. 

West. Mowbray, you overvveen to take it so ; 
'I'his offer comes from mercy, not from fear : 

For, lo ! within a ken our array lies : 

Upon mine honour, all too confident 
7'o give admittance to a thought of fear. 

Our battle is more full of names than yours, 

Our men more perfect in the use of arms, 

Our armour alt as strong, our cause the best ; 

Then reason wills, our hearts should be as good : — 
Say you not tlien, our ofl’er is compel I’d. 

Motvh. Well, by my will, we shall admit no parley. 
West. That argues but the shame of your offence . 
A rotten case abides no handling. 

Hast, Hath the prince John a full commission, 
In very ample virtue of his father, 

To liear, and absolutely to determine 
Of what conditions wc shall stjind ui)on ? 

West, That is intended ^ in the general’s name : 

I muse ’’, you make so slight a question. 

** Truncheon. Think too highly 

‘ SiKht * Understood. ^ Wonder, 
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Arch- Then fake, my lord of’ Westmoreland, this 
sehedide ; 

Tor this contains our general grievances. — 

Ivich several article herein redress’d ; 

All members of our cause, both here and hence, 
That are insinew’d to this action. 

Acquitted by a true substantial form ; 

And present execution of our wills 
1 0 us, and to our j)ur])oscs, consign’d ; 

We come within our awful banks again, 

And knit our powers to the aim of peace. 

// cs/. This will I show' the general. Please you, lords. 
In siglit of both our battles we may meet • 

And either end in peace, which heaven so fiame’ 

Or to the place of diflereuce call the swoids 
Which must decide it. 

Arch- My lord, we will do so. 

[Kjit West. 

Motel/. There is a tiling within my bosom, tells me 
7^iiaf no conditions of om peace can stand. 

Ifa.si. I'Var you not that if vee can make our peace | 
Upon such large terms, and so absolute, 

As our eonditions shall consist U])on, 

Our peace shall stand as linn as toeky mountains. 

Afotcli Ay, hill our valuation shall be sucb, 

Tliat e\ery slight and lalse-deH\ed cause, 

Yc'a, every idle, nice', and wanton reason, 

Shall, to the king, taste of this action • 

'I'hat, were our royal faiths martyrs in love. 

We shall be wimiow'M Avitb so tough a wind. 

That even our coin shall seem as light as dial!’. 

And good ftom bad (ind no ji.irtition. 

-tlrch. No, no, myloid; Note this, — the king 
is wt'ary 

Of dainty and >iKh picking grievances 

he hath found,— to end one doubt b\ dcatli, 
l{e\i\es twc) greater in t)ie tails of life. 

And tliejcfori' will he wipe his tables chan ; 

And keep no tell-tale tvi his meuioiy, 

That may repeat and histoiy his loss 

To new remembrance' For full well lie knows, 

lie cannot so ^irec'isely vcecd this land. 

As his misdoubts present occasion . 

ITis foes are so emooled witli his fiiends, 

I’hat, jjluckiiig to unfix an enemy, 
lie doth unfasten stv, and shake a friend. 

So that this land, like an olfensive wife. 

That hath enrag’d him on to offer strokes j 
As he is striking, holds his infant up, 

And hangs resolv’d corieetion in the ann 
'I’liat was nprear’d to execution. 

IlaU- liesides, the king hath v;asted all his rods 
On late oll’enders, that he* now doth lack 
The very instruments of chaslisemeiit • 

So that ins j)ower, like to a fangless lion. 

May offer, but not hold. 

Arch. ’Tis very true ; — 

And therefore be assur’d, my goocl lord marshal, 

If we do now make our atonement w ell. 

Our peace will, like a broken limb united, 

Grow^ stiouger for the breaking. 

A fowl). lie it so. 

Here is return’d my lord of AVestmoreland. 

Rc-odcr Westxi OR F la n«. 

West- The })rince is here at hand ; Pleaseth your 
lordship, 

To meet his grace just distance ’tween our armies ? 

* Trivial. ^ Insigiuficant 

® Book lor memorandums. 
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Mowb. Your grace of York, in God’s name then 
set forward. 

Arch, IJefore, and greet his grace ; — my lord, 
we come. [Kxeu)il, 

SCENE II. — Another Part of tint J'oresf. 

Enter, from one vde, IMow'rkay, the Auciiiusnoi*, 
HAS'iiNcJs, a)id others : from the other side, Pkinc k 
John of Lancaster, Wkstmorelanu, OJJiccrs, and 
Atte/idonls- 

P. John. You are w'ell encotinter’d here, my 
cousin Mowbray : — 

Good day to you, gentle lord archbisliop ; — 

And so to v’cni, loid Hastings, — and to all. — 

My lord of York, it better shovv’d with you, 

When Uiat your flock, assembled by the hell, 
Encircled you, to hear with reverence 
Your exposition on the holy text ; 

Tliaii now to see you here an iron man, 

C'lieering a rout of lehels with your dium. 

Turning the word to swoid, and life to death. 

’fliat mail, that sits within a monarch’s lieart, 

And lipetis in the sunshine of Ins favou 
Would he abuse tlu* emmteiianee of the king, 
Ahuk, what mischiefs might he set abioaeh, 

In shadovA of such grealiu ss ' With \oii, lord bishop, 
It is cAeii so. — Who hath not lieaid it spoken. 
How deei» aou weie within the hooks of heaven ? 
To us, the speaker in his ]).nliament ; 

I'o us, tlu* imagin’d voice of he<»ven itself; 

'I'he veiy openei, and intelligencer, 

Ih'tweeii the glare, the sanchlu’s of heaven, 

And our dull vvoikingst (.), who shall believe, 

But vou misuse tlu* leverence of your place; 
Ismploy the countenance and gr.iee of heaven, 

As a false favourite doth Jiis piinee’s name. 

In deeds disliononiahle .■* You liave taken up, 
Under the counterfeited /eal of heavi'u, 

'file subjects <'f lieaven’s substitute, ni} falhei ; 
.\nd, botli against the peace of heaven, 

Have here U])-sA\aim’tl them. 

Arch. Good iny lord of I.ancastci. 

I am not here against your fathi'r’s jieace : 

But, as 1 told mv lord of We^amoi eland, 

'file time mivot del’d doth, in eommon sense, 

UiovAd us, and cimh us, to thi’s inonslroiis form, 
'fo hold oiir safel) up. I sent Aotii giace 
'fhe jiauels :ind ])a) ticiilais of our giief; 

'file vvhit h hath het M w ilh seoi n slio\ 'il li om the court, 
Whereon this hvdia son of aaut is hoin ; 

Whose dangeious ejes may well be charm’d asleep, 
With grant of our most just and light desires; 

And true olu’dience of this madness cur’d 
Stoop tanuly to the foot of inajesly. 

Mowb. If not,, we ready are to try our fortunes 
'I’o tlie last man. 

Host. And though we here fall down, 

We have supplies to second our attempt; 

If they miscarry, theirs shall second them : 

And so, success" of mischief shall he born; 

And heir from lieir sbalJ hold this quarrel up, 
Whiles England shall have genei alien. 

P. John. You are too shallow, Hasting,, miuh 
too sliallovv. 

To sound the bottom of the after-times 

West. Pleaseth your grace, to ausw er them diiectly, 
How far-fbrth you do like their articles’? 

I ' Sneecssi 
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P. John. I Jitte them all, and do allow » them well: 
And swear here by the honour of my blood, 

My father’s pui’poscs have been mistook ; 

And some about him have too lavishly 
Wrested his nieaninjr ai'd authority. — 

TVIy lord, these griefs shaM be Avith sjieed redress’d ; 
U}}on my soul tliey shall. If this in;jy please you, 
Dischatge your powers unto their several comities. 
As we will ours : and here, bv.<.ween tiie armies 
Let's drink together friendly, and embrace ; 

That all their eyes may hear those tokens home. 

Of our restored love, and amity. 
j^rch, 1 take your princely word for these rctl' esses. 
P. John. I give it you, and will maintain my word; 
And thereupon I diink unto your gi ace. 

Hast. Go, captain, \^To an and deliver 

to the .army 

This news of jieace ; let them have pay, and jiait . 

I know it will well please tJiem ; Hie thee, captain. 

\]lji'it (fjftar. 

Arch. To you, my nohk* lord of Westmoreland. 
West. I pledge your grace: And, if yon knew 
what pains 

I have bestow’d, to breed tliis present ])c.ace, 

You would drink free!) ; but my love to you 
Shall sliow itselfmoie openly hereafter. 

Arch, 1 do not doidit you, 

WesL 1 am glad of it : — 

Health to my lord, and gentle cousin, Mowbray. 

Mowh. You wish me health in vet*} ha])]>y season j 
For J am, on the sudden, something ill. 

Arch. Against ill chances, men are ever merry ; 
But lu^aviness foreruns the good event. 

IJ'cst* Therefore he meity, coy. ; since sudden 
sorrow 

Servc.s to say thus, — Some good thing comes to- 
morrow. 

Arch. Believe me, T am passing light in spirit. 
Mowb. So inucli the woise, if your own lule he 
true. \ Shouts nut Inn. 

P. John. The word of jieace is render’d; Hatk, 
how tliey shout] 

J\fowh. This had been ehecrftd, aftei victory. 
Aicli. A peace is of the natuie of a con<|uesl ; 
For then both parties nolily are subdued, 

And neither paity loser. 

P. John. Cio, my lord, 

And let our army be discharged too. — 

[ Exit W EST.MOKFL A Nl), 

And, good my lord, so please yon, let our Iniins 
March by ns ; that we may peruse the men 
We should have cop’d withal. 

Arch. Go, good lord Hastings, 

And, ere they be dismiss’d, let them march by. 

f Exit Hastings. 
P. John. I trust, my lords, we shall lie to-night 
together. — 

Ee^enter Wpstmoreland, 

Now, cousin, wherefore stands our army still ? 

West. The leaders, having charge from you to 
stand, 

Will not go oft’ until they hear you speak. 

P. John* They know their duties. 

Ec-entcr Hastings. 

HaM* My lord, our army is dispers’d already ; 
Like vouthful steers unyok’d, they take their courses 
East, west, north, south ; or, like a school broke up, 
Each hurries towards his home, and sporting-place. 
® Approve. 


West. Good tidings, my lord Hastings ; for Uie 
which 

I do arrest thee, traitor, of high treason : — 

And you, lord archbishop,— and you, lord Mowbray, 
Of capita] treason I attach you both, * 

Mowb. Is this proceeding just and honouralile ? 

West. Is your assembly so ? 

Arch. Will yon thus break your faitli ? 

P. John. I paw'u’d thee none : 

T promis’d yon redress of the.se same grievances. 
Whereof you ilid complain ; w'hich, by mine honour, 
I will fierform with a most CJiristian care. 

But, for you, rebels, — look to taste the due 
Meet for rebellion, and such acts as yours. 

Alost shallow ly did you these arms commence. 
Fondly t* brought here, and ftxilishly sent lienee. — 
Strike up our drums, pursue the scatter'd stray ; 

H eaven, and not w e, have safely fought to-da\. — 
Some guard these traitors to the block of death, 
Trc.ison’s true bed, and yiclder up of breath. 

[ EackuI. 

SC ICNK ITI. — Another Part of the Forest. 

Alarums: Excursions. Enter Falstaff and 
CoLEV'iLF, nteelinii. 

Fill. What’s jour name, sir ? of what condition 
are) on; and ofwiial place, 1 pray ? 

('oJe. { am a knight, sir; and my name is — 
Colev ile of the dale. 

F<iL Well then, (kdevile i-, yom name; .i knight 
is your degree ; and your place, lh<‘ dale • Colev ile 
shall still be your name, — a traitor joiir degree; 
and tlie dungeon \ our place, — a jilace deep enough ; 
so shall yon still he Colevile of the dale. 

(\)lr. Are not you sir .lohn Falstaff.'* 

Fill. As good a man as lie, sir, whoe’er I am. 
Do ye yield, sir ? or shall I sweat for jou ? If 1 do 
sweat, they aie diojis of tl)\ lovers, and they weep 
for thy death : therefore rouse up fear and trembling, 
and do observance to rny mercy. 

Cote, I tbiiilc, yon are sir John Falstaff; and, in 
tiiat thought, >ield me. 

Fill. 1 have a whole school of tongues in this 
belly of mine ; and not a tongue of them all speaks 
any other w ord hut iny name. An T had hut a belly 
of any indiflerenc)', I were simply the most active 
fellow in Europe : — Here comes our general. 

Enter Pkinci'- John if Lancaster, Westmoreland, 
a}id others. 

P.John. The lieat is past, follow' nofurthcr now ; — 
Call in the powers, good cousin AVestmorciand. — 

[ Exit Westmokeland. 
Now, Falstaff, w'here have you been all this while ? 
AVJien every thing is ended, then you come : 

'I'licsc tardy tricks of yours will, on my life, 

One time or other break some gallows’ back. 

Fal, 1 would be sorry, my lord, but it should be 
thus ; I never knew yet, but rebuke and check was 
the reward of valour. Do you think me a swallow, 
an arrow, or a bullet? have I, in my poor and old 
motion, the expedition of thought? 1 have speeded 
hither with the very extremost inch of possibility : 
I have foundered nino-score and odd posts ; and 
here, travel-tainted as I am, have, in my pure and 
immaculate valour, taken sir John Colevile of the 
dale, a most furious knight, and valorous enemy : 

a FooUshly 
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But wlial of tJiiit? lie saw me, and yielded; that 1 
may jusllysay witli the liooked-nose fellow of Home 
— 1 came, saw, and overcame. 

It was more of’ his courtesy than your 

dt‘scrvinj;r, 

Fal. 1 know not ; here he is, and here I yield 
him ; and 1 heseeeli your grace let it be booked 
w'ith the rest of this day’s deeds ; or I will have it 
in a particular ballad else, wdtli mine own })icture 
on the top of it, Colevile kissing my foot ; To the 
which course, if I be enforced, if you do not all 
show like gilt tw^o-penccs to me ; and 1, in the 
clear sky of fame, o’ershiiung you as much as the 
full moon doth the cinders of the element, w'hich 
sliew like pins’ heads to her; believe not the word 
of the noble . 'rherefore let me ha\e riglit and let 
desert in omit. 

1\ John, 'riiine’s too heavy to mount. 

Fed. Let it shine then. 

1\ John. Thiiie’s loo thick to shine. 

Fnl. Li't it do something, my good lord, that may 
do me good, and call it what \ou will. 

l\ John. Is tliy name Colevile ? 

CoU'. It is, my lord. 

P. John. A famous rebel art thou, Colevih*. 

Fill. And a famous true sul>ject took him. 

('oli\ I am, my lord, hut as ni\ betters are. 

That led me hither . had they been ruled by hkn 
Y ou sliould have won tlieiii tleaiei llian you have. 

Fed. I know' not how they sold themselves hut 
thou, like a kind fellow', gavest thyself av\ay ; and 
I thank lliee foi thee. 

lic-enfer Wr sTMoiirr.A .sn. 

P. John. Now, have vou left pin suit? 

1/ i\\f. Uetreat is made, and execution slav’d. 

P. John. Send Colevile, with his conledeiatv s, 
To York, to pu'sent execution: 

Blunt, lead liim hence , and sie you giiaid him sine. 

I F.\rnnt \o?nr uufh Coi tvii i-. 
And now despatch we towaid the court, my lot ds; 

I hear, the king my father is sou* sick 
Our news shall go befort ns to his majesty, — 
Which, cousin, vou shall hear, — to coinfbit him ; 
And we with sober sjieed will folhav von. 

Fed. IVIy lord, I beseech you, give me leave to 
go Ihrougii (dosi(>rshire ; and, when you come to 
court, stand my good lord, ’pray, in your good 
reiiort. 

P. John. Fare you well, Fal staff: I, in my con- 
dition 

Shall better speak of you than you deserve. [ E.vit. 

Fal. I would, you had hut the wit : ’tw ere better 
than your dukedom. — (Jood faitii, this s.ame young 
sober-blooded hoy doth not love me; nor a man 
cannot make him laugh ; — hut that's no marvel, he 
drinks no wine. 'I'here’s never any of these de- 
mure boys come to any proof; for tlVm drink doth 
so over- cool their blood, tliey aie generally fools and 
cow^ards ; — W'hich some of us should he too, but 
for inflammation. A good sherris-sack bath a two- 
fold o})eration in it. It ascends me into the brain ; 
dries me there all the foolish, and dull, and crudy 
vapours which environ it; makes it apprehensive, 
quick, forgetive full of nimble, fiery, and delect- 
able shapes ; which delivered o’er to the voice, (the 
tongue,) w'liiclt is the birth, becomes excellent wit. 
The second property of your excellent slierris is, — 
* Julius Ciesar. In my present temper 

® Inventive. 


the warming of the blood ; w hicb, before cold and 
settled, left the liver white and pale, which is the 
badge of pusillanimity and cowardice : but the 
sherris w^arms it, and makes it course from the in- 
w'aids to the parts extreme. It illumineth the face ; 
which, as a beacon, gives warning to all the rest of 
this little kingdom, man, to arm ; and then the 
vital commoners, and inland petty spirits, muster 
me all to their captain, the heart ; who, great, and 
pulled up with this retinue, doth any deed of 
courage : and this valour conics of shenis : So that 
skill in the weajion is nothing, without sack; for 
that sets it a-work ; and learning, a mere Jioard of 
gold, kept by a devil; till sack commences 
and sets it in act and use. Hereof comes it, that 
prince Harry is valiant : for the cold blood he »lid 
naturally inherit of his father, he hath, like lean, 
steril, and bare land, rnamiivd, husbanded, and 
tilled, with excellent endeavour of di inking good, 
and good store of feitilc slieriis ; that he is become 
very hot and valiant. If I had a thousand sons, 
the first human principle 1 vvouhl teach them should 
bi‘, — to forswear thin potations, and addict them- 
selves to saik. 

Fntor Bardot fit. 

How now, Bardoljih? 

Hard. The army is discharged all, and gone. 

J'ed Let them go. I'll tlnough (ilostershire ; 
.ind theie wjll 1 visit master Robert .Shallow’, es- 
ijinre J have him alreaily (C‘m]UTing between rny 
linger and Jiiy tlnmih, and shortly vvill 1 seal w'ith 
him.^ (mine away, \_E,rrnnt. 

SC'KNE IV. — Westminster. P .om in the 

l*idtn 

Enter KiV(i IIinuy, C’lvri ncf, IhuNtr IJtjar- 
Warwick, and othvriy, 

K. lien. Now, lotds, if heaven doth give success- 
fid end 

d'o this debate that hlecdeth at our doors, 

W'v will our youth lead on to higher fields, 

Anil diaw no swcirds hut w liat are saiu'lified. 

{>ui navy is addiess’d our j'ower eollc*cttd, 

Ou) suhstifulcs in ahsene'e wi*!! investi-d. 

And eveiy tiling lies level to our wish : 

Only, we want a little persoiud strength ; 

Ami pause us, till tlu*se icheJs now afoot, 

Come underneath the yoke of government. 

ir>(r. Both wliicli we doubt not but your majesty 
Sliall soon enjoy. 

/r. Hen. Humphrey, my son, of Glosler, 

Wheie is the princ'e your hrotlier ? 

F. Hmnjdi. 1 tliink he’s gone to hunt, my lord, 
at Windsor. 

X. Hen. And how accompanied ? 

P. Humph. I do not know, my lord, 

A”. Hen. Is not his brother, Thomas of Clarence, 
W’ith him ? 

P. Humph. No, my good lord, he is in piesenet? 
here. 

Cla. What w’ould my lord and father ? 

K. Hen. Notliing but well to thee, Thomas of 
Clarence. 

ITow' chance, thou art not with the prince thy brother? 
lie loves tliee, and thou dost neglect him, Thomas; 

< Brinifs it into action 

■* An aliuMon to the olii use of scaling with soft wax. 

** Heady, prepared. 
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Thou hast a licttor place in his alTection, 

Than all thy brothers ; cheri.sh it, iny boy ; 

And noble offices thou mayst eirect 
Of mediation, after T am dead, 

Between his greatness and thy other brethien : — 
'riiereforc omit him not ; blunt not his love : 

Nor lose the good advantage of his giace, 

By seeming cold, or careless of his will, 

For he is gracious, if he bo observ’d ^ ; 

He hath a tear for pity, and a haixl 
Open as day for melting charity : 

Yet notwithstanding, being incens’d, he’s flint ; 

As humorous as winter, and as sudden 
As flaws congealed in the s])ring of day. 

His temper, tlierefore, must be well iibserv’d : 

Chide him for faults, and do it reverentlv, I 

When you perceive liis blood inclin’d to mirth ■ 

But, being moody, give him line and scope ; 

Till that his passions, like a whale on ground. 
Confound themselves wdth working. Learn this, 
"Jhomas, 

And thou slialt prove a shelter to fliy fiiends; 

A hoop of gold, to l)ind thy brothers in; 

That the uniteil vessel of their blood. 

Mingled with venom of suggestion, 

(As, force jierforce, the age will pour it in,) 

Shull never leak, tliough it do work as strong 
As aconituin or rash gunjiowder. 

Chi. I shall observe him with all care and love. 

A' Urn. Wljy art thou not at AVindsor with him, 
Thomas ? 

C/a. He is not there to-day ; he dines in London. 
A". Hen. And how accoiniianied? canst thou tell 
that ? 

Cla. With Poins, andother his continual followers. 
K. Hen. Most subjt'ct Is the fattest soil to weeds ; 
And he, the noble image of my youth, 

Is overspread with them : Therefore my grief 
Stretches itself beyond the hour of death ; 

The blood weeps from iny heart, when I do shape, 
In forms imaginary, the unguided days. 

And rotten times, that you shall look u[»on 
When I am sleejiing with rny ancestors. 

For when liis headstrong riot hath no cuib, 

When rage and hot blood are his eoimsellors, 

When means and lavish manners meet together, 

O, with wlmt wings shall his affections fly 
Towards fronting peril and opiios’d decay ! 

War. M y gracious lord, you look beyond him quite : 
The prince but studies Iiis companions, 

I/ike a strange tongue : where! n, to gain the language, , 
’Tis needful that the most immodest word 
Be look’d upon, and learn’d : which once attain’d. 
Your highness knows, comes to no further use. 

But to bo known and bated. So, like gross terms, 
The prince will, in the perfectness of time, 

Cast ofl‘ his followers ; and their memory 
Shall as a pattern or a measure live, 

By which his grace must mete the lives of others ; 
Turning past evils to advantages. 

K. Hen. ’Tis seldom, when the bee doth leave 
her comb 

In the dead carrion. — Who’s here ? W eslmoreland? 
Enter Westmoiieeavd. 

West. Health to my sovereign ! and new happiness 
Added to that that I am to deliver ! 

Prince John, your son, doth kiss your grace’s hand ; 

" Has attention shown him. 

“ Wolf’s bane, a poisonous herb. 


Mowbray, the bishop Scroop, Hastings, and all, 
Arc brought to the correction of your law' ; 

There is not now a rebel’s sw^ord unsheath’d, 

But peace puts forth her olive every wdiere. , 

The manner liow this action hath been borne, 

Here at more leisure may your liiglmess read ; 

Witli every course, in this particular. ^ 

A^J/eu. () Westmoreland, thou art a summer-bird, 
Which ever in the haunch of winter sings 
The lifting up of day. Look ! here’s more news. 

Enter Harcouut. 

Har. I'roin enemies heaven keep your majesty ; 
And w'hen they stand against you, may they fall 
As those tliat I am conic to tell you of ) 

The earl Noithumberland, and the lord Bardolph, 
With a great ])ower of Kngiisli, and of Scots, 

Are by the sherifi'of Voiksliire overthrow'u : 

The manner and true order of tlie fight, 

'I'Jiis packet, please it you, contains at large. 

K. Hen. And wherefore should these good news 
make me sick ? 

Will fortune never come with lioth hands full, 

But write her fair words still in foulest letters? 

She either gives a stomach, and no food, — 

Such are tlie poor, in healtli ; or else a feast, 

And takes away the stomach, — such are the rich, 
’J’iiat have abundance, and enjoy it not. 

1 should rejoice now at this hajipy news ; 

And now my sight fails, and my l>rain is gid<ly : — 
O me’ come near me, now I am nuicli ill. [iS’u’ooiis 
P. Humph. Comfort, your majesty ! 

Cla. O, my royal father ! 

West. My sovereign lord, cheer iq) yourself, look 

U}) ’ 

War, Be patient, princes ; you do know, these fits 
Arc with his highness very ordinary. 

Stand from him, give him air; he’ll straight bo well. 

Cla. No, no ; he cannot long hold out these pangs ; 
'Hie incessant care and labour of his mind 
Hath wrought the mure that sliould ( onfiiio it in, 
So thin, that life looks through, and w ill break out, 
P. Humph. The people fear mo‘^; for they do 
observe 

Unfatlier'd heirs, and loathly birds of nature ; 

'Hie seasons change their mariners, as the year 
Had found some months asleep, and leap’d tliem 
over. 

f'ln. I'lie river hath tliriee flow’d, no ebbbetweciH: 
And the old folk, time’s doling chronicles, 

Say, it did so, a little time before 
That our great grandsire, Edward, sick’d and died. 
War. Speak lower, princes, for the king recovers. 
P. Humph. This ajioplcx will, certain, be his end. 
K. Hen. I pray you, take me up, and bear me hence 
Into some otlicr chamber ; softly, ’pray. 

[7%cy convey the King into an inner part 
the room, and place him on a bed. 

Let there be no noise made, my gentle friends ; 
llnless some dulH and favourable liand 
Will whisper musick to my weary spirit. 

War. C’all for the musick in the other room. 

A\ Hen. Set me the crown upon my pillow here. 
Cla. His eye is hollow, and he changes much. 
War. Less noise, less noise. 

9 The detail contained in prince John’s letter. 

» Wdll. * Make me afraid. 

» An historical ftict, on Oct. 12. 1411. 

^ Melancholy, soothing. 
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Scene IV. 

Enter Prince Henry. 
r. Uvn. Who saw die duke of Clarence ? 

Cla. I am here, brother, full of heaviness. 
it Hen. How now ! rain within doors, and none 
abroad ! 

How dodi die king ? 

P. Humph. Exceeding ill. 

P. Hen, Heard he the good news yet ? 

Tell it him. 

P. Humph. He alter’d much upon the hearing it. 
P. Hen. If he be sick 
With joy, he will recover without physick. 

War. Not so much noise, my lords . — sweet 
prince, sjieak low; 

The king your father is dispos’d to sleep. 
da- Ix'l us withdraw into the other room. 

War. Will’t please your grace to go along with us ? 
P. Htn. No ; 1 will sit and watch here by the 
king. \ Exeunt all hut P. Henry. 

Why doth the crown lie there upon his pillow, 
Peing so troublesome a bedfellow ? 

O ])olish’d jierturhation ! golden care ! 

That keep’st the jmrts ^ of slumber open wide 
To many a watchful night ’ — sleej) with it now' ' 

Vet not so sound, and half so det'ply sweet, 

As he, W'hose brow', with homely biggin bound. 
Snores out the w atch of night. O majesty ! 

Wh(*n thou dost jiinch thy liearer, thou dost sit 
lake a rich armour worn in heat of day. 

That scalds w'ith safety. By his gates of breath 
There lies a downy feather, w hich stirs not . 

Did he suspire, that light and w'eightless down 
Perlbrce must move. — My gracious lord ! my 
lather ! — 

This sleep is sound indeed ; this is a sleep 
'Phut from this golden rigol "7 hath divorc’d 
So many English kings. 'I'hy due, from me, 

Is tears, and heavy sorrows of the blood ; 

Which nature, love, and hlial tenderness, 

Sliall, O dear father, pay thee plentcously ; 

My due, from thee, is this imperial crown ; 

Which, as immediate from thy jdace and blood. 
Derives itself to me. Lo, here it sits, — 

[Putting, it on his head. 
Which heaven shall guard : And put the world’s 
w'hole strength 

Into one giant arm, it shall not force 
This lineal honour from me : I'his from thee 
Will 1 to mine leave, as ’lis left to me. [Exit. 
K. Hen. Warwick! Gloster! Claience! 

Ee~cnicr Warw ick, and the rest. 

Cla. Doth the king call ? 

War. What would your majesty ? How fares your 
grace ? 

JC. Hen. Why did you leave me here alone, my 
lords ? 

Cla. We left the prince my brother here, my liege, 
Who undertook to sit and watch by you. 

E. Hen. 'i'he prince of Wales? W'here is he? 
let me see him : 

He is not here ; 

War. This door is open ; he is gone this way. 

P. Humph. He came not through the clijunber 
where we stay’d, 

E. Hen. Where is the crown ? who took it from 
my pillow ? 

War. When we withdrew, my liege, wc left it here. 
Gates. 6 Cap. ^ Circle. 
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E. Hen. The prince hath ta’en it hence : — go, 
seek him out ; 

Is he so hasty, that he doth suppose 
My sleep my death ? 

Find him, my lord of Warwick ; cliidc him hither. 

[Exit Warwick. 

This part of his conjoins with niy disease, 

And helps to end me. — See, sons, w hat things you 
are • 

How (piickly nature falls into revolt, 

When gold becomes her object I 
For this the foolish over-eareful fathers 
Have broke their sleep with thoughts, their brains 
with care, 

Their bones with industry ; 

For this they have engrossed and piled up 
The canker’d heaps of strange-achieved gold ; 

For this they ha\c been thoughtful to invest 
Their sons with arts, and martial exercises : 

When, like the bee, tolling® from every flower 
'riie virtuous sweets ; 

Our tliighs pack’d with w'ax, our mouths with honey, 
We bring it to the hive ; and, like the bees, 

Arc murder’d for our [lains. This bitter taste 
yield liis engrossments to the ending father. — 

Pe-entcr Warwick. 

Now, w'here is he that w'ill not stJiy so long 
Till his friend sickness hath determin’d ' me ? 

War. INIy lord, 1 found the prince in the next room, 
Washing witli kindly tears his gentle cheeks; 

With Mich a deep demeanour in great sorrow, 

That tyianny, wliich never cpialf’d but blood, 
W’ould, by beholding him, have wash’d his knife 
W’ith gentle eye-diops. He is coming hither. 

A' Hen. But wherefore did he take away the 
crow n ? 

Re-enter Princi; IIenkv. 

Lo, where he comes.-— t’oiiie hitherto me, Harry i — 
Depart the ehaniher, leave us here alone. 

[Ereiint Clarence, Prince Humphrey, 

P. Hen. I never thought to hear you speak again. 
E. Hen. Thy wish was father, Harry, to that 
thought : 

I stay too Jong by thee, I w^eary thee. 

Dost thou so hunger for iny empty chair, 

'fhat thou wilt needs invest theew'ith mine honours 
Before thy hour he ripe ? O foolish youth ! 

Thou seek’st the greatness that will overwhelm thee. 
Stay but a little ; for my cloud of dignity 
Is held from falling with so weak a wind, 

That it will quickly droj) : my day is dim. 

Thou hast stolen that, which, after some few' hours, 
W’here thine without oflence ; and, at my death. 
Thou liast seal’d up my expectation : 

Thy life did manifest, thou lov’dst me not. 

And thou wilt have me die assur’d of it. 

I'hou hid’st a thousand daggers in thy thoughts ; 
Which thou hast whetted on thy stony heart, 

To stab at half an hour of my life. 

What ! canst thou not forbear me half an hour ? 
Then get thee gone ; and dig my grave thyself; 
And bid the merry bells ring to thine ear, 

That thou art crown’d, not that 1 am dead. 

Let all the tears that should bedew my hearse, 

® Taking toll. ® Accumulations. 

* Ended. Con finned my opinioA. 
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lii; drops ol halm, to sanctify thy lioad : 

Only compound me with he;^oUen dust; 

(iiv(‘ lliat, which f^avc tlice life, nnto ttic worms, 
.Pluck flown iny olhccrs, hreuk my decrees; 

For now a time is come to mock at term, 

Harry the Fifth is crown’d • — U]), vanity ' 

Down, royal slate ! all you saj^e counsellors, hence ' 
vVnd to tlie En^rlish court assemble now, 

F'rom every rej^ion, apes of idleness ! 

Now, neighbour confines, purge you of your semn : 
Have you a ruffian, that will swear, drink, dance, 
Hovel the night; roh, murder, and commit 
The oldest sins the new^est kind of ways ? 

He happy, he will trouble you no more: 

England shall double gild his treble guilt ; 

England shall give him *)fhce, honoui, might ; 

For the fifth Hairy from curb’d license )jiucks 
Tile muzzle of restiaint, and the wild dog 
Shall Hesh his tooth in every innocent. 

0 my pool kingdom, sick with civil blows ! 

When that my caie coulil not withhohl thy riots. 
What wilt tliou do, when riot is tliy c<ue 

O, thou wilt he a wihleiuess again. 

Peopled with w'ohes, thy old inhabitants! 

r. Ilcn, O paidon me, iny liege! hut ftir my ! 
tea IS, [Kui'din^, 

The moist impediments imta my speech, 

1 Jiad foiestali’d this dear and deep rebuke, 

Ere you W'ilh grief had spoke, and I had lieaid 
'I’he couise of it so far. There is your crown ; 

And lie that wears the crowm imnioi tally, 

Pong guard it yours I If I affect it luoie, 

Tlian as your honour, and as your renowm. 

Lei me no more IVom this obedience rise, 

(Which my most true ami inw'ard duteous spiiit 
Teaeheth,) this prostrate and exterior bi'iiding ’ 
Heaven witness with me, when I heie came in. 

And found no course of hrcatli witliiii ymir majesty', 
How' colli it struck my heart ’ if I do feign, 

O, let me in my present wildness die; 

And ne\er live to show the inciedulous world 
The noble change tliat 1 liave purposeil ! 

Coming to look on yon, thinking you dead, 

(And dead almost, my liege, to tJiink yon weie,) 

J spake unto the crown, as having sense, 

And thus uphraid(‘d it. 'I'hc care on Ihcc depending. 
JJalJi fed upon Die hodtf of nii/ falhcr ; 

Therefore, thou, best of p old, ait loorst of t^old, 

Other, less fine in carat S is mote precious, 

FrescriHir^ life in '/ne(l\ine jiofab/c : 

Hut thou, most fine, most honour'd, most reuoivu'd. 
Hast eat thy beaier up. Thus, my most royal liege, 
Accusing it, I put it on my head ; 

To try with it, — as with an enemy, 

'fhal l\ad before my face mnider’d my father,-— 
The quarrel of a true inheritor. 

Hut if it did infect my blood with joy. 

Or swell iny thoughts to any strain of piide ; 

If any lebel or vain spiiit of mine 
Did, with tlie least alfcction of a welcome. 

Give entertainment to the might of it. 

Let God for exer keep it from my head ’ 

And make me as the poorest vassal is, 

That doth with awe and terror kneel to it ’ 

X. Jlen. O my son ! 

Heaven put it in tliy mind to take it hence, 

That thou inightst win the more thy father’s love, 
Pleading so w i.sely in excuse of it. 

A term Used ni dcoi'idiuig Uio luieucte. cl Rcld 


Come hither, Harry ; sit thou by my bed, 

And hear, I think, the very latest counsel 

That ever I shall hrc*athe. Heaven knows, my son, 

By what hy-patlis, and indirect crook’d ways, • 

I met this crown ; and I myself know well, 

IIow^ troublesome it sat upon my head: 

’To thee it sliall dcst'cnd with better quiet, 

Better opinion, better confirmation : 

For all the soil of the ac'liievemcnt goes 
Witli me into tlie earth. It seem’d in me, 

But as an lionour snatch’d w ith boisterous liand ; 
And 1 had many living, to upbraid 
iVIy gain of it by tlieir assistances ; 

Which daily grew to quarrel and to bloodshed, 
Wounding supposed peace : all these bold lears, 
'I’lum seest, with pv'iil I have answer’d ; 

For all my reign hath been but as a scene 
Acting that argument; and now my death 
Changes the mode : for wliat in me was jmiclias’d \ 
Falls upon thee in a moie fairer sort ; 

So tium the g.iriand w'ear'sl successively. 

\ et, though thou staud’st more sure than I could do, 
Tlum art not firm enough, since griefs aie gicen ; 
And all thy fiiencK, which thou must make thy 
friends, 

Have hut tlieii stings and teeth new'ly ta’en out ; 

By whose fell working 1 was first advanc’d, 

>\rid by w liose pow-er I well might Ic'dge a fear 
To he a< 2 .ain displac'd : wliicli to avoid 
I cut them olf; and Jiail a jiurpose now' 

To lead out many to the Holy Land ; 

Lest lesl, and l}ing still, might make them look 
Too nc‘ar unto my state. There lore, my Harry, 

Be it tliy couise, to busy giddy minds 

With foreign quarrels ; that action, Jieiicc borne* out, 

IMay waste the memory of the former days. 

IMoie would J, hut my lungs are w.isted so, 

Tliat strength of speech is niteily denied me. 

H< >w' 1 came by the crown, () God, foigive ' 

And grant it may with thee in true peace live ’ 

Hen. My gracious liege*, 

You won it, noie it, kept it, gave* it me ; 

Then jdaiii, and light, must my possession he 
Whie'h I, with moie than with .t common pain, 
’Gainst all the world \m 11 lighlfnlly maintain. 

Entet PiiiNC'K dons e/‘ Lancaster, Warwii k, J^orils, 
and others. 

1\. Jlcn. JiOok, look, lieu* comes my John of 
Lancaster 

I\ John. Health, p(*ace, and luqipines^ to my 
royal father ! 

1 K. Hen. Tliou hi iiig’st me happiness, and peace, 
son John ; 

j l^ut lie.'ilth, alack, with yoiithfid wings is flow n 
1 From tliis bare, wither’d tiunk ; upon ihy sight. 

My weirldly business makes a jieriod, 

Where is my lord of Warwick ? 

P. Hen. IMy lord of Warwick ! 

K. Hen. Doth any name ])articular belong 
Lliito the lodging where I first did swoem ? 

Ji'ar. *Tis call’d Jerusalem, my noble lord. 

A". Hen. Laud be to God ! — even there my life* 
must end. 

It liath been prophesied to me many years, 

1 should not die but in Jerusalem ; 

Which vainly I supposed the Holy Land : — 

But, bear me to that chamber ; tlierc I'll lie ; 

• In Uiat Jerusalem shall Harry die. \Eiennl. 

ruuh-iA*, in Sluil.qicart', troqiuiitl> uioans stub n Hoods. 
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ACT V. 


S(^ENE I. •— Glosterslurc. A Hall in Shallow’s 
House. 

Enter Sham-ow, Valstaff, Bakdoli'ii, and Paf^e. 

Shal. T5y cock aiul pyc, sir, you shall not away 
to-nij^ht Whal, Davy, I say ! 

Eiit, You m\ist cxcuso me, master Robert Shallow. 

Shal. I will not excuse you ; you shall not be 
excused ; excuses shall not be admitted ; there is 

no excuse shall serve j ytm shall not be excused 

Why, Davy ! 

Enter Dava'. 

J)(nuj. Here, sir. 

Shal, Davy, Davy, Davy, — let me see, Davy ; 
let me sec : — yea, marry, William cook, bid him 
come hither. — Sir John, you shall not be excused. 

Dacij. INIarry, sir, thus ; — those precejits can- 
not be served: and, ajifain, sir, — Shall we sow' the 
liead-laml with wheat? 

Stud. With red wJieat, Davy. Hut for William 
cook ; Are there no young [)igeons ? 

Davi/. Yes, sir. llere is now the smith’s 

note., for shoeing and ])lough-iions. 

Shal. T.et it be cast”, and paid . — sir John, you 
shall nut be excused. 

JJavi/. Now', sir, a new link to the bucket must 
needs i)e had . — And, sir, do you mean to stop any 
of William’s w'ages, about the sack he lost the other 
day at Hinckley fair? 

Shal. lie shall answer it ——Some pigeons, 
Davy ; a couple of sliorl-legged hens ; a joint t)f 
mutton ; and any pretty little tiny kickshaws, tell 
William cook. 

Dacif, Dotli tlie man of war slay all night, sir? 

Shal. Yes, Davy. 1 w ill use him w ell ; A fiieiid 
i’the court is better than a penny i*i purse. Use his 
men well, Davy. About thy business, Davy, 

Danj. I beseech } on, sir, to countenance William 
Visor of Wineot against tJeinenl Perkes of the bill. 

Shal. 'J’heie an* many complaints, l)a\y, against 
that Visoi ; tliat \'isoi is an airant knave, on my 
knowledge. 

Daexj. I grant }onr worship, that he is a knave, 
sii : but yet, heaven foibid, sir, but a knave sliould 
have some countenance at his friend’s reipiest. An 
honest man, sir, is able to speak for Jiiinself, wdieii 
a knave is not. 1 have served your w orship truly, 
sir, this eight years; and if I cannot once or twice 
in a quarter bear out a knave against an honest 
man, I have but a very little credit with your w'or- 
ship. The knave is mine honest friend, sir; there- 
fore, I beseech your worship, let him be counte- 
luinced. 

Shal. Go to ; I say, be shall have no wrong. 
Look about, Davy. [Exit Dava".] Where arc 
you, sir John ? Come, off with your boots. — Give 
me your hand, master ISardolph. 

Bard. I am glad to sec your worship. 

Shal. I thank thee with ail my heart, kind mas- 
ter Rardolph : — and welcome, my tall fellow, [ To 
the Page,] Come, sir John. [Exit Shallow'. 

Eal. I’ll follow you, good master Robert Shallow. 
Bardolpb, look to our horses. [Exeunt BAiinoLrH 

Warrants. 


and Poffe ] If 1 were sawed into quantities, I should 
make four dozen of such bearded hermit’s staves as 
master Shallow, It is a wonderful thing, to see the 
semblable coherence of his men’s spirits and his : 
'Hiey, by observing him, do bear themselves like 
foolish justices; he, by conversing with them, is 
turned into a justice- like serving man; their spirits 
are so married in conjunction with tlie participation 
of society, that they flock togctlier in consent, like 
so many wild-geese*. Ii‘ I had a suit to master 
Slirdlow, I would humour his men, with the im- 
putation of being near tlieir master; if to his men, 
I would curry wdth master Shallow, that no man 
could better command Ids servants. It is certain, 
that either wise bearing, or ignorant carriage, is 
caught, as men take disease's, eiiieof another : there- 
fore, let men take heed e»f their conqiany. 1 will 
tlevise matter enougli out of this Shallow', to keep 
prince I tarry in continual laughter, the w earing- 
onl of six fashions, ulde-h is four terms, or two 
actions,) and he shall laugh wdthout intcreallums. 
O, it is much, that a lie, with a slight oatli, and a 
jest, with a sad brow ^ will do vvitii a fellow that 
never hael the ache in his shouldi'rs ' O, you shall 
se'e him laugh, till his face be like a wet cloak ill 
laid u]). 

Shal. [irUhin.'] Sir John! 

Eal. I come, master Shallow ; I come, master 
Shallow. [Exit Falstaff, 

SCENE II. — Westminster. A Boom in the 
Palace. 

EyUer Warwick, and the Loru Chief Justice. 

IVar. How now, my lord chief Justice? whither 
avvaj ? 

<"//. Just. IIow' doth the king? 

jrar. Exceeding w ell ; his cares are now all ended. 

(7i. .last. I hope, not dead 

/far. lie’s walk’d the way of nature; 

And, to our purposes, he lives no more. 

Ch. Just. I would his majesty had call’d me with 
him ; 

The service that I truly did his life, 

Hath left me open to all injuric'S. 

War. Indeed, I think, the young king loves you 
not. 

Ch. Just. I know he doth not ; and do arm myself, 
To w'clcometlic condition of tlie time ; 

Which cannot look more hideously upon me 
Than I have drawn it in my fantasy. 

Enter Prince John, Prince HuMriiiiEA', Cla- 
rence, Westmoreland, and others. 

War, Here come the heavy issue of dead Harry ; 
O, that the living Harry had the temper 
Of him, the w'orst of these three gentlemen ! 

How many nobles then sliould hold their places, 
That must strike sail to spirits of vile sort * 

Ch. Just. Alas ! I fear, all w'ill be overturn’d. 

P. Joint, Good morrow, cousin Warwick. 

P, Humph. Cla. Good moirow', cousin. 

P. John, We meet like men tliat had forgot to 
speak. 


" C'ail up. 


^ A stM ions face. 
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li'ar. We do remember ; but our argument 
Is all too heavy to admit such talk. 

1\ John. Well, peace be with him that hath made 
us heavy ! 

Ch. Just. Peace be with us, lest wo be heavier ! 
I*, lliifuph. O, good my lord, you have lost a 
friend indeed : 

And I dare swear, you borrow not that face 
or seeming sorrow; it is, sure, you own. 

1\ John. Tliough no man be assur’d what grace 
to find, 

You stand in coldest exjiectation ; 

I am the sorrier ; ’would 'twere otherwise. 

Cl(i. Well, you must now speak sir John FalstafF 
fair ; 

Which ‘Jwims against your stream of quality. 

Ch. Just. Sweet piiiices, what 1 diil, I did in 
honour, 

Led by the im})artial conduct of uiy ‘'Onl ; 

And never shall you see, that 1 will beg 
A ragged and forestall’d lemission. — 

If truth and uj)right, innocency fail me, 

I’ll to tJie king iny ni.isler that is dead, 

And tell him wdio ha!h sent rue after him. 

/Par. Here comes the prince. 

Enter Kino Henry V. 

Ck, Just. Good morrow ; and heaven save your 
majesty I 

Xmg. 'Phis new and gorgeous garment, majesty. 
Sits not so easy on me as you tliink. -r— 

Brothers, you mix your sadness witli some fear; 
This is the English, not tlie 'I’urkish court, 

Not Amurath an Amurath*^ succeeds, 

But Harry Harry : Yet be sad, good brotheis, 

For, to speak truth, it very well becomes you ; 
Sorrow so royally in you appears, 

That I will deejily jiut the fiishion on, 

And w'oar it in my heart. Why then, be sad * 

But entertain no more of it, got)d brothers, 

'Tlian a joint burden laid upon us ail. 

For me, by Heaven, I bid you be assur’d, 

I’ll be your father and your brother too ; 
liet me hut bear your love, I’ll bear your cares. 

Yet weep, that Harry’s dead ; and so will I . 

But Harry li>cs, that shall convert those tears. 

By number, into hours of hap})iness. 

P. Johuy i^c. We hojie no other from your majesty. 
Kmg. You all look strangely on me ; — and y'ou 
most ; [To the Chief Justice. 

You arc, 1 think, assur’d, I love you not 

Ch. Ju.st, 1 am assur’d, if T he measur’d rightly, 
Your majesty hath no just cause to hate me. 

Alng. No ! 

How' might a prince of iny great hopes forget 
So great indignities you laid upon me ? 

What ! rate, rebuke, and roughly send to prison 
The immediate heir of England ! Was this easy ? 
May this be wash’d in Lethe and forgotten ? 

Ch. Just. I then did use the person of your father ; 
The image of his power lay then in me . 

And, in the administration of his law, 

W^hiles I was busy for the commonwealth. 

Your highness pleased to forget my place, 

The majesty and power of law and justice, 

The image of the king w hom I presented, 

And struck me in my very seat of judgment ; 

Kmporor of the Turks, died in 1596 ; his son, who suc- 
ceeded him, had all lus bro* '*rs strangled. 


Whereon, as an ottender to your fatlier, 

1 gave bold way to iny authority, 

And did commit you. If the deed were ill, 

Be you contented, wearing now the garland, • 

To have a son set yinir decrees at nought ; 

To pluck down justice from your awful bench ; 

To trip the course of law-, and blunt the sword 
That guards tlie peace and safety of your person ; 
Nay, more : to simrn at your most royal image, 
And mock your w'orkings in a second body. 
(Question your royal thoughts, make the ease yours ; 
Be now the father, and propi^sc a son : 

Hear your own dignity so much profan’d. 

See your most dreadful law^s so loosely slighted, 
Behold yourself so by a son disdain’d ; 

And then imagine me taking your part, 

And, in your jiower, soft silencing your son ; 

After this cold considerance, sentence me ; 

And, as you aie a king, speak in your state >, 

Wiiat 1 have done, that misbeeame my place, 

My person, or my liege’s sovereignty. 

Jiing. You are right, justice, and you weigh this 
well ; 

Tlierefore still hear tlie balance, and the sword 
And I do w'isli your honours may increase, 

Till you do live to see a son of mine 
Olfend you, and obey you, as I did. 

So shall I live to speak my father’s w'ords ; — 
Ilappf/ am /, that have a man so holdy 
That dares dojustuc on rni/ proper son : 

And not less happip haeing such a soUy 

That would deliver up his greatness .so 

Into the hands ofjustiee. — You did commit me : 

For wJiieh 1 do (ommit into your hanil 

The unstained sw'ord that you have us’d to bear ; 

With this remembrance, — That you use the same 

With the like hold, just, and imjiartlal sjiirit. 

As you have done ’gainst me. There is my hand ; 
You shall be as a father to my youth . 

My voice shall sound as you do prompt mine ear ; 
And 1 will stooj) and humble my intents 

'To your well-practK’d, wise directions. 

And, princes all, believe me, I beseech you ; — 

My father is gone wild into his grave, 

For in his tomb lie my atiectioiis ; 

And with liis spirit sadly I survive ; 

To mock the ex})eclation of the vvorld ; 

To frustrate prophecies ; and to raze out 
llollen opinion, who hath wait me down 
After my seeming. I'lie tide of blood in me 
Hath proudly flow’d in vanity till now^ . 

Now doth it turn, and ebb back to the sea : 

Where it shall mingle with the state of floods, 

And flow heneefoith in fonnal majesty. 

Now' call we our high court of parliament ; 

And let us choose such limbs of noble council, 

Tliat the great body of our state may go 
In equal rank witli tlic best govern’d nation ; 

That w'ar, or peace, or both at once, may be 
As things acquainted and familiar to us ; — • — 

In which you, father, shall have foremost hand. 

[To the Loan Chief Justice. 
Our coronation done, we will accitc 
As I before remember’d, all our state ; 

And (heaven consigning to my good intents) 

No jirince, nor peer, shall have just cause to say, — 
Heaven shorten Harry’s happy life one day. 

[Exeunt. 

' In your regal cliaractcr and office. * Sunnnon, 
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SCENE III. — Glostersbire. The Garden tf 
Shallow’s House. 

Hntfir Falstaff, Shallow, Silence, Bardolpii, 
the Page, and Uavy. 

S/itil. Nay, you shall sec mine orchard : where, in 
an arbour, we will eat a last year’s pi])pin of iiiy own 
grafting, with a dish of carraways, and so foith ; — 
come, cousin Silence; — and then to bed. 

Paf. You have here a goodly dwelling, and a rich. 

Sliul. Barren, barren, barren ; beggars all, beg- 
gars all, sir John : — marry, good sir. — Spread, 
Davy ; sjiread, Davy ; well said, Davy. 

FaL This Davy serves you for good uses ; he is 
your serving-man, and your husbandman. 

Shal. A good varlet, a good varlet, a very good 
varlet, sir John. — By the mass, I have drunk too 
much sack at supiier : — A good varlet. Now sit 
down, now sit down : — come, cousin. 

Sil. Ah, sirrah ! (|iioth-a, — v\e shall 

J)o nol/ung hut eat, and make good cheer, 

f Singing. 

jiud praise heaven for the merry year ; 

So merrily. 

And ever among so merrily. 

lull. There’s a merry heart ' — Good master 
Silenc^e, I’ll give \ou a health for that anon. 

Shal. Give master Bardoliili some wine, Davy. 

Dory. Sw'eet sir, sit; \ Seating Bardolpii and 
the Paue at another lahle.] I'll be with vou anon ; — 

most sweet sir, sit. Master pjige, good mastei 

page, sit, prifaie n What you want in meat, we’ll 
have in drink. But you must bear; the heart’s 
all. 

Shal. Be merry, master Bardolph : — and my 
little soldier there, be merry. 

iiil. Jfc merry, be merry, my wife^s as all ; 

[Singing. 

Por leomen are \hrcws. both short and tall ^ 

''Pis merry in hall, when beards wag all, 

And wi’leoine men t/ shroik'-tide. 

Pe vierry, be merry, 

Fal I did not think master Silence had been a 
man of this mettle. 

Sil, AVho, 1 ? 1 have been merry twice ami once, 
ere now'. 

liC’entcr Davy. 

Hciry. There is a dish of leather-coats^ for you. 

\ Setting them before Bardolph. 

Shal D:ny, — 

Davy. Your worslii]) ? — I’ll be w'jth you straight. 
[To Bard.J — A cui) of wine, sir? 

Sil. A cap (f wine, that's brisk and fne, 

[Singing. 

And dnnk unto the lady mine ; 

And a merry heart iire.s long-a. 

Fal Well said, master Silence. 

Sil. And we sliall be merry; — now comes in 
the sweet of the night. 

Fal Health and long life to you, master Silence. 

Sil. Fill the cup, and let it come j 

ru jdedge you a mile to the bottom. 

Shal Honest Bardolph, welcome : If thou w'an test 
any thing, and wilt not call, beshrew thy heart. — 
Welcome, my little tiny thief; [7’o the Page.^ and 
welcome, indeed, too. — I’ll drink to master Bar- 
dolph, and to all the cavalerocs about London. 

^ Italian, much gooil may it do you. 

^ Apples commonly called russetiues. 


Davy. I hope to see London once ore I die. 
Hard. An I might see you there, Davy, — 

Shot. By the mass, you’ll crack a quart together. 
Ila! w'ill you not, master Bardolph? 

Hard. Yes, sir, in a pottle pot. 

Shal I tliaiik tliee : — The knave will stick by 
thee, I cun assure thee that : he will not out : he is 
true bred. 

Bard. And I’ll stick by him, sir. 

Shat. Why, there spoke a king. Lack nothing: 
he merry. [KnocMng heard.] Look who’s at door 
tliere : IIo ! wdio knocks? [Exit Davy. 

Fal Why, now you have done me right. 

[3’o Silence, who drinks a bumper. 
Sil. Do me right, [Singing 

And dub me knight ’’ .• 

Samingo. ^ 

Is’f not so? 

Fal ’Tis so. 

Sil Is’t so ? Why, then say, an old man can do 
somewhat. 

lie-cnlcr Davy. 

Davy. An it please your worship, there’s one Pistol 
come from the conit with news. 

Fal From the court ! let him come in. — 

ICnter Pistol. 

llow' now . Pistol ? 

Pist. Save yon, sir .Fohn ! 

Fal What wind blew’ you hither, Pistol ? 

Pi%t. Not the ill wind which blows uo man to 
good. — Sweet knight, tliou art now' one of tlie 
greatest men in tlie realm. 

Sit. By’r lady, I think ’a he ; hut goodmau Puff 
of Barson. 

Pist. Puff? 

Puff in thy teeth, most recreant coward base ! — • 

Sir Joiin, I am thy Pistol, and thy friend, 

And lielter-skeller have I rode to thee ; 

And tidings tlo I bring, and lucky joys. 

And gohlen times, and hajijiy news of price. 

i'a/. 1 pr’ytliee now’, deliver them like a man of 
this world. 

Pist. A fico for the world, and woi Idlings base ! 

I speak of Africa, and golden joys. 

Fal (.) base Assyrian knight, what is thy new's? 
Let king Cophetua know' the truth thereof. 

Sil. And lioNn Hood, Scarlet, and John. [Sings. 
l*ht. Shall dunghill curs confiont the Helicons? 
And sliall good news be baffled ? 

'fhen. Pistol, lay tliy liead in Furies’ lap. 

Shal. Honest gentleman, I know not your breeding. 
Pist. Why then, lament therefore. 

Shal Gi\e me pardon, sir; — If, sir, you come 
w'itii news from the court, I take it, there is but 
tw'o ways; either to utter them, or to conceal them. 

I am, sir, under the king, in some authority. 

Pist. Under which king, Bezuniun ? speak, or die. 
Shal. Under king Hurry. 

Pist. Harry the fourth? or fifth? 

Shal. Harry the fourth. 

Pist. A fico for tliine oflice ! — 

Sir John, thy tender lambkin now is king ; 

Harry the fifth’s the man. I speak the trulli : 
When Pistol lies, do this j and fig me, like 
The bragging Spaniard. 

He who drank a bumper on his knees, to the health of hit 
mistress, was clubb'd a knight for the evening 

It should be Domingo : it is part of a song in one of Nuslic's 
plays. 
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SECOND PART OF Act V. 


Fal. What ! is the old king dead ? 

Pint hh nail in door : the tilings I speak, are just. 

Vitl. Away, Bar(lo1])h ; saddle my horse. — Master 
Robert Shallow, choose what ofliee thou wilt in tl»e 
land, ’tis thine. — Risltil, 1 will double-charge thee 
with dignities. 

lUird, () joyful day ! — I would not take a knight- 
hood for iny hirtune. 

PisU What? 1 do bring good news? 

Pal. Carry master Silence to bed. — Master 
Shallow, my lord Shallow, he what thou wilt, 1 am 
fortune’s steward. Get on thy boots ; we’ll ride 
all night *. — O, sweet Pistol : — Away Banlolph. 
[lu'it Rari).] — Come, Pistol, utter more to me; 
and withal, devise something, to do thyself good. — 
Boot, hoot, master SI. allow ; I know, the young 
king is sick for me. T.et us take any man’s horses; 
the laws of Kngl.ind are at my commandment. 
Hajipy are they wdiich hase been my fiiends; and 
woe to iny lord chief justice ! 

Pisl. Let vultures vile sci/c on Ids lungs also ! 
W/icre i'i the li/r taut lata 1 lad, say they : 

Why, here it is ; Welcome these pleasant days. 

[/ixc?^n^ 

SCENE IV. — public Place near Westminster 
Abbey. 

Puter tu'o (J rooms, at reiving l{u}>hcs. 

1 Groom. More rushes, more rushes. 

il Groom. The trumpets liave sounded twice. 

1 Groo?n. It will he tw^o o'clock eie they come 
from the eoronation : Despatch, despatch. 

[ Exeunt Glooms. 

Enter Falstai f, Shaij.ow, Pistol, BAunoLrir, 
and the Pa<^e. 

Pal. Stand heie by me, master Robert Siudlow ; 
1 will make the king do you grace *. 1 will leer upon 
him, as ’a comes by ; and do but mark tlie counte- 
nance that he will give me. 

Pisl. Bless thy hings, good knight. 

Pal. Come here, Idstol ; stand bcJiiiid me. — O, 
if I liad had time to have made new liveries, I wumld 
have bestowed the thousand jiound 1 borrowed of 
you. [To Shallow'. | Rut ’tis no matter, this poor 
show doth better: (his doth infer the zeal I had to 
see him. 

ShaL It doth so. 

Fal. It sliow's my earnestness of affection, 

Shal. It doth so. 

Fal. My devotion. 

67/a/. It dotli, it doth, it doth. 

Fal. As it weie, to ride day and night ; and not 
to deliberate, not to remember, not to have patience 
to shift mo. 

Shal. It is most certain. 

Fal. But to stand stained with travi l, and sweating 
with desire to see liiin : tliinking of nothing else ; 
}mtting all affairs else in oblivion ; as if there were 
nothing else to be done, but to see him. 

Pist. ’Tis scrnjxT idenh for absque hoc nUid cst 1 : 
’Tis all in every part. 

Shed. ’Tis so indeed. 

[iS/iOM/s withirii and the Trumpets sound. 

Pist. There roar’d the sea, tlio trumpet-clangor 
sounds. 

Enter the Kino a7id his Train) the Chief Justice 
among them, 

Fal Cod save thy grace, king Hal ! my royal Hal ! 
all in all, aiut all in every part. 


Pist. 'fhe heavens thee guard and keep, most 
royal imp of fame ! 

Fal, (lod save thee, my sw eet boy ! 

King. My lord chief justice, sjieak to that fain 
man. 

Ch. Just. Have you your wuts? know you W'hal 
’tis you speak ? 

Fal. My king! my Jove ! I speak to tlue, my 
heart ! 

King. I know thee not, old man ; Fall to thy 

))niyers ; 

I low ill white liairs become a fool, and jester ! 

I have long dreain’il of such a kind of man, 

So surfcil-sw'ellM, so old. and so profane; 

Rut, being awake, I do despise my dream. 

Make less thy body, hence and more tliy grace ; 
Leave gormandizing ; knov\', the grave doth gape 
For thee Ihiice wider than for otlier men ; 

Reply not to me with a fool -horn jest ; 

Presume not, that I am the thing I was . 

For heaven doth know, so shall the world perceive. 
That I have turn’d away my fbimer self; 

So w'ill I those that kept me company. 

When thou dost hear I am as I have been, 
Apjiroach me; and th(‘U shalt be as thou wast, 

'I'lie tutor ami the feeder of my riots : 

Tdl then, I banish thee, on jiain of death, — 

As I have clone the rest of my mislcaders, — 

Not to come near our jierson by ten miles. 

For competence of life, 1 will allow you, 

That lack of means enforce you not to evil : 

And, as we hear you do relbrm yourselves, 

We will, — according to your strength, and ejua- 
lities, — 

Give you advancement, — Be it your charge, my 
lord, 

To see pei form’d the tenor of our word. — 

Set on. \^Pxcinit Kino, and hh Tram. 

Fal Master Shallow, I owe you a thousand 
pound. 

Shal. Ay, marry, sir John ; udiich I beseech you 
to let me have home with me. 

Fal. That can hardly be, master Shallow. Do 
not you grieve at this ; I shall be sent for in jnivate 
to him ; look you, lie must s/*em thus to the world. 
Fear not your advaneement ; I will he the man yet, 
that shall make you great. 

Shed. I cannot perceive how ; unless you give 
me your doublet, and stuff me out with straw'. I 
beseech you, good sir John, let me have five hundred 
of my thousand. 

Fal. Sir, 1 will be as good as my w ord : this that 
you heard, was hut a colour. 

Shal. A colour, I fear, that you will die in, sir 
John. 

Fed. Fear no colours ; go with me to dinner. 
Come, lieutenant Pistol ; — come, Rardolph : — I 
shall be sent for soon at night. \^Pxeunt. 

Jte-enter Princk John, the Chief Justice, 
Officers) ^c. 

P. John. I like tliis fair proceeding of the king’t. ; 
He hath intent, his wonted followers 
Shall all be very well provided for ; 

But all are banish’d, till their conversations 
Appear more wise and modest to the world. 

Ch. Just. And so they are, 

P. John. The king hath call’d his parliament, my 
Itud. 


IlciicclurwarU 
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Ch- Jmt. He hath. 

I*. John. I will lay oddb, — tluit ere this year 
expire, 

We»bcar our civil swords, and native fire. 


As ftir as France : 1 lieard a bird so sing, 

Whose miisick, to iny thinking, pleas’d the king. 
Come, will you hence ? 

\^ExeurU. 


EPILOGUE. — SpoJien hj a Dancer. 


First, my fi'ar ; then, my conrt'sy j last, my 
i,yt’t’ch. ]{fy fear is, your disp/casnre , my courfsy, 
my duly ; and my speei h, to hr" your jxn'dons, Jf 
you look for a }^ood speech now, you undo me: fn 
what I have to say, is of mine own makw" ; and 
what, indeed, 1 should say, will, T don ht, prove mine 
own marrtnff. lint to the purjmse, and so to the 
venture. — Be it Inown to you, (as it is very well,) 
I was lattly heie in the end if a displeasinif play, to 
pray your patu nec for it, and to promise you a 
better. T did mean, indeed, to jiay you with this; 
■which, if, like an ill vent me, it come unluckily home, 
I break, and you, my 'gentle creditors lose. Here, T 
jnorniscd you, J would be, and here I commit my 
body to your mercies ; bale me some, and 1 will pay 
you some, and as most debtois do, promise you 
injinifi ly. 

If my toniine cannot entreat you to acquit me, will 
you command me 'o use my l>%s'^ and yet that were 


but light payment, — to dance out of your debt. But 
a good con science wdl make any possible sahf action, 
and so iviU 1. All the gentlewomen here have for- 
given me , f the gentlemen will not, then the gentle- 
men do not agtee with the gentlewomen, which was 
never seen before in such an assembly. 

One word more, I heseali you. if you be not too 
much cloyed with fat meat, our humble author will 
continue the story, with sir John in it, and make you 
merry with fair J\ at harine of France: where, for 
any thing 1 knoiv, Falstaf shall die (f a siveat, unless 
alieady he he killed leit/i yonr hard opinions ; for 
Oldcastle died a martyr, and this is not the man. 
My tongue is weary ; irhen my legs me too, I will 
bid you good night : and so kneel down before you; 
— but, imbed, to pray for the queen. ^ 

*' Most of tho ancient interludes conclude with a prayer for 
the king or iiuecn. IIcnc<', perhaps, the Vivant Rex Regina, 
at the bottom ot our moiiein plaj-bills. 
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^ linUh'n to the King. 


King Tit nr y tim' Pik 
Duke of (iLovrEn, \ 

Dukf of IRdfori), J 
Duke of Exfter, Unde to the King. 

Dukl of York, Coudn to the King. 

Eaiu>s of Salisbuhv, Wistmoueland, and War- 
wick. 

Archbishoi* of Canitrruky. 

RlSlIOP OF I'^LY. 

Earl of I'ambridce, ^ 

Lord Sciiooi*, 

Sir Thom vs (iRFY, 

Sir Thomas Erpingham, Gowir, PTuellfn, 
]\Iacmorris, Jamy, Ojjicers in King 
Henry’s arm if. 

Bates, (!Iourt, Williams, Soldiers in the same. 
Nym, Bardolvii, Pistol, formed}/ Servants to 
F'alstafF, now Soldwrs in the same* 

J)oi/f Servant to them. 


Conspirators against 
King. 


] 


the 


A Ilerahh 
Chorus. 

Charles the Sixth, Alng of Frnncc. 
liFwis, the Dauphin. 

Dukfs of Burgundy, Orleans, and Bourbon, 
The Constable of Prance. 

Rambures, and Guandvref, French Lords, 
Governor of ilarflcur. 

Montjoy, a P'lTMU'h Herald. 

Ambassadors to the King of England. 

Ts VBFL, Queen of France. 

K\th\rinf, Daughter of ChndQ's and Isabel. 
Alice, a Liidij attending on the Princess Katharine. 
Quickly, Pistol’s JP//c, an Hostess. 

Lords, Ladies, Officers, French and English Soldiers 
Messengers, and Attendants. 


The SCENE, at the beginning' of the play, lues in England; but afterwards wholly in France. 


Enter Chorus. 

O, for a muse of fire that would ascend 
The brightest heaven of invention ! 

A kingdom for a stage, piinces to act, 

And monarchs to behold the swelling scene ! 

Then should the warlike Harry, like liiinself, 
Assume the port of Mars ; and at his heels, 
Leash'd in like hounds, should famine, sword, and 
fire, 

Crouch for employment. But pardon, gentles all, 
The flat unraised spirit, that hath dar’d, 

On this unworthy scallold, to bring forth 
So great an object : Can this cockpit hold 
The vasty fields of France, or may we cram 
Within the wooden 0 the very casques’’, 

That did affright the air at Agincourt ? 

O, pardon ! since a crooked figure may 

V 

' An illusion to the circular form of the theatre. 

3 Helmets. 


j Attest, in little place, a million ; 

And let us, ciphers to this great accompt, 

On your imaginary forces ^ work ; 

Suppuse, within the girdle of these walls, 

Arc now confin’d two mighty monarchies, 

Whose high upreared and abutting fronts 
The perilous, narrow ocean parts asunder, 

Piece out our imperfections with your thoughts ; 
Into a thousand parts divide one man, 

And make imaginary puissance : 

Tliink, when we talk of horses, that you sec them 
Printing their proud hoofs i’ the receiving earth : 
For *tis your thoughts that now must deck our kings. 
Carry them here and tliere ; jumping o’er times ; 
Turning the accomplishment of many years 
Into an hour-glass ; For the which supply, 

Admit me Chorus to this history ; 

Who, prologue-like, your humble patience pray, 
Gently to hear, kindly to judge, our play, 

s Powers of fancy. 
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ACT L 


SCENE f. — London. Jin Ante-rhaniher in the 
King’.? Palace. 

Bnter the Archbishop OF Canterbury, and Uisiior 
OF Ely. 

Cant. My lord, I’ll tell you, — that self bill is 
urg’d, 

Which, in the eleventh year o’ the last king’s reign, 
Was like, and had indeed against us pass’d, 

But that the scainbling and unquiet time 
Uid push it out of further question. 

JKli/. But how, iny lonl, shall we resist it now ? 
Cant, It must be thought on. If it pass against 
us, 

We lose the better half of our possession ; 

For all the temporal laiuls, which men devout 
By testament have given to the churcli. 

Won hi they strip from us ; being valued thus, — 
As much as would inaintiiin, to the king’s honour, 
Full fifteen earls, and fifteen hundred knights; 

Six tliousand and two hundreil good esquires; 

And, to relief of lazars, and weak age, 

Of indigent faint souls, past corporal toil, 

A hundred alms-houses, right well supplied; 

And to tlie coffers of the king beside, 

A thousand pounds by the year ; Thus runs the bill, 
'riiis would drink deej). 

Cant. ’'Ivvould drink the cup and all. 

lUi/. But what pn-vention ? 

Cant. Tlie king is full of grace and fair regard. 
Pli/. And a true lover of the holy chinch. 

Cant. 'I’he courses of his youth promis’d it not. 
The breath no sooner left liis father’s body, 

But that his wdldness, mortified in him. 

Seem’d to die too : yea, at that very inomeut. 
Consideration like an angel came, 

And w hipp’d the offending Adam out of him ; 
Leaving his body as a paradise. 

To envelop and contain celestial spirits. 

Never was such a sudden scholar made • 

Never came reformation in a flood. 

With such a heady current, scouring faults ; 

Nor never hydra-headed wilfulness 
So soon did lose his seat, and all at once, 

As in this king. 

i?/y. Wc are blessed in the change. 

Ca7it, Hear him but reason in divinity, 

And, all-admiring, with an inward wish 

You would desire, the king were made a prelate: 

Hear him debate of commonwealth alfairs. 

You would say, — it hath been all-in-all his study: 
List * liis discourse of war, and you shall hear 
A fearful battle render’d you in musick : 

Turn him to any cause of policy, 

The Gordian knot of it he will unloose. 

Familiar as his garter ; that, when he speaks, 

The air, a charter’d libertine, is still, 

And the mute wonder lurketh in men’s cars. 

To steal his sweet and honeyed sentences ; 

So tliat the art and practick part of life 
Must be the mistress to tliis theorick : 

Which is a wonder, how his grace should glean it, 
Since his addiction was to courses vain ; 

His companies unlcttcr’d, rude, and shallow ; 

1 T isten tou 


His hours fill’d up with riots, banquets, sports; 
And never noted in him any study, 

Any retirement, any sequestration 
From open haunts and popularity. 

FJ^. H'lic strawberry grow-s umlerneath the nettle; 
And wholesome berries thrive and ripen best, 
Neighbour’d by fruit of baser quality : 

And so the prince obscur’d his contemplation 
Under the vi-il of wdldness ; which, no doubt, 

Grew like the summer grass, fastest by night, 
Unseen, yet crescive '^ in his faculty. 

Cant. It must be so : for miracles arc ceas’d ; 
And therefore w-e must needs admit the means, 
How things are perfected. 

Fh/. But, my good lord, 

How now for mitigation of this bill 
Urg’d by the commons? Doth his majesty 
Incline to it, or no ? 

Cant. Me seems inditferent, 

Or, rather, swaying more upon oiii part, 

Thau cherishing the exhibiters agfiinst us : 

For I have made an offer to his majesty, — 

Upon our spiritual convocation; 

And in regaid of causes now- in hand, 

Whicli I have open’il to bis grace at large, 

As touching Fiance, — to give a greater sum 
'J’lian ever at one lime the clergy yet 
Did to bis piedecessors part withal. 

Eli/. How did this offer seem recei\’d, my lord? 
C\int. With good aeciqitance of bis majesty ; 
Save, tliat tliere was not time enough to hear 
f As, J jierceiv’d, his grace would fain have done,) 
'Die severals, and unhidden passages, 

Of his true titles to some certain dukedoms ; 

And, generally, tin crown find seat of Fiance, 
Deriv’d from Eiiward, his gieat giandfather. 

Eli/. What was the iiiqiediment that broke this ofl'? 
Cant. I'lie French amliassador, upon that instant, 
Crav’d audience : and the hour, 1 think, is come. 
To give him hearing . Is it four o’clock ? 

Eh/. It is. 

Cant. 'J'hen go we in, to know' his embassy ; 
Which I could, wdtli a ready guess, declare, 

Before the Frenchman sjieak a vvoril of it. 

Ell/. I’ll wait upon you ; and I long to hear it. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE IF. — A Eooin of State in the same. 

Enter King FTfnry, Glostfr, Bijifoud, Exeter, 
Warwk’R, Westmoreland, atnl ^Utendauts. 

K. Hen. Where is my gracious loid of Canter- 
bury ? 

Exc. Not here in presence. 

K. Hen. Send for him, good uncle. 

IPest. Shall we call in the ambassador, my liege ? 
K. Hen. Not yet, my cousin ; we would be re- 
solv’d, 

Before we hear him, of some things of weight, 
That task our tlioughts, concerning us and France. 

Enter the Archbishop of Canterbury, and Bishop 
OF Ely. 

Cant. God, and his angels, guard your sacred 
throne, 

And make you long become it ! 

2 Increasing. 
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Jl" Sure, we thank you. 

My learned lord, we pruy you to proceed ; 

And justly and religiously unfold. 

Why the law Salique, that they have in France, 

Or should, or should not, bar us in our chum. 

And heaven forbid, my dear and faithful lord, 

That you should fashion, wrest, or bow your reading. 
Or nicely charge your understanding soul 
With oj)ening titles miscreate, whose right 
Suits not in native colours with the truth ; 

For heaven doth know', how many, now' in health, 
Shall drop their blood in ap])robation 
Of what your reverence shall incite us to : 
Therefore take lieed how* you impawn oui person, 
How you awake the sleejnng sword of war; 

We charge you in the name of Coil, take heed 
For never two such kingdoms did contend, 

Without much fill of hlood ; W'hose guiltless drops 
Are every one a w'oe, a sore coinplninf, 

*(iainst him, whose w rongs give I'dge unto the sw'ords 
That make such waste in brief mortality. 

Under this conjuration, speak, my lonl . 

And w'C* will hear, note, and believe in heart. 

That what you speak is in your conscience w'ash’d 
As pure as sin with b.iptism. 

Cant. Then Jiear me, gracious sovereign, — and 
you peers. 

That owe your lives, your faith, and services, 

To this imperial throne ; — There is no bar 
'lb make against your highness’ claim to France, 
But this w'liich they produce fiom I'haramond, — 
In terrain Sulicam ninlteri's nc sncccitanty 
Xo woman s/ialf succeed m Sahque land : 

Which Salique land the Frcncli unjustly glozc'’, 

To he the realm of h'rance, and IMiarainond 
The founder of tliis hiv and female bar. 

Yet their own authors faithfully affinn, 

That the land Salique lies in Germany, 

Between tlie floods of Sala and of Elbe : 

Where Charles the great, ha^ ing subdued the Saxons, 
There left behind and settled certain Fiench ; 

Who, holding in disdain the Geiman women. 

For some dishonest manners of their life, 

Establish’d there this law, — to wit, no female 
Should he inheritrix in Salique land ; 

WJiich Salique, as J said, ’tw ixt IClhe and Sala, 

Is at this day in (Jermany call'd — IMeisen. 

'riujs doth it Well appear, the Salique law' 

Was not devisi'd for the realm of France : 

Nor did the French possess the Salique land | 

Until four bundled one and twenty years 
After defnnetion of king Pharamond, 

Idly suppos’d the founder of this law . 

Who died w ithin the year of t)ur redemption 
kour bundled twenty-six ; and Charles the great 
Subdued the Saxons, and did seat tlie French 
Beyond the river Sala, in the year 
Eight hundred five. Besides, their wTiters say, 
King Pepin, wdiich deposed Cliilderick, 

Did, as heir-general, being descended ! 

Of Biithild, which was daughter to king Clotliair, j 
Make claim and title to the crow n of France. 

Hugh Capet also, — that usurp’d the crow n 
Of Charles the duke of Lorain, sole heir male 

Of the true line and stock of Charles the great, 

To fine * his title with some show of truth, 
(Though, in pure truth, it was corrupt and nauglit,) 
Convey’d himself * «as heir to the lady Lingare, 

® Explain. * Make showy or specious 

* Derived his title 


Daughter to Cliarlemoin, wdio w'as the sou 
To Lewis the emperor, and Lewis the son 
Of Charles the great. Also king Lends the tenth, 
Who W'as sole heir to tlie iisurjier Capet, 

Could not keep quiet in his conscience, * 

Wearing the crown of France, till satisfied 
That fair queen Isabel, his grandmother, 

Was lineal of the lady Errnengarc, 

Daughter to Charles the foresaid duke of T>orain . 
By the which marriage, the line of (diaries the great 
Was re-united to the crown of Fraiu'e. 

So th.at, as clear as is the summer’s sun. 

King Pepin's title, and Hugh (bpet’s claim, 

King J.ewis Ins satisfaction, all ajipear 
To hold in light and title of the female: 

So do the kings of I'ranee unto thi- day; 

Hovi belt they would hold up this Salique Ian, 

To bar your highness elaimirig from the female ; 
And rather choose to hide them in a net. 

Than amply to imhare'* their crooked titles 
Usurp’d IVoni you and ymur progenilois. 

A". Jlen. May 1, with riglit and conscience, make 
this claim V 

Cant. The sin Ujion my head, dread sovereign ! 
For in the hook of Numbers is it wiit, — 

Wlien the son dies, lei the inheritanee 
Descend unto the daughter, (iraeious lord, 

Stand for your own ; unwind your bloody flag ; 
Look back unto your mighty aneeslois; 

Go, my dread lord, to your great grandsirc’s tomb, 
Fiom whom you elaiin ! invoke his wailike spirit, 
And your great imele’s, Edward the blaek prince ; 
Who on the Freneli ground play’d a tragedy, 
Making defe*at on the full power of France ; 
W’hiles his most mighty father on a hill 
Stood sjjiiling, to beln/ld hi> lion's whelp 
Foiage in hlood of French nohilily. 7 
O noble Isnglish that could entertain 
Wh'tli Iialf tlicir forces tlie full pride of France ; 

And let anotlier half stand laughing hv'. 

All (Hit of work, and cold for action ! 

7'7/'/. Awake rtmeiiihrance of these valiant dead. 
And with youi puissant arm renew their feats ; 

You are their heir, you sit ujxm their tin one ; 

The blood and coinage, that renowned them. 

Runs in your veins ; and my tlirice-piiiss;int liege 
Is in the very May-morn of his youth, 

Ripe for exploits and mighty enterprizes. 

X.re. Your bi Ollier kings and monarchs of ihecfiitli 
Do all expect llial yon should rouse yourself, 

As did the former lions of your blooih 

If'cst. Tliey know your grace hath cause, and 
means, and might ; 

So hatli your higlmess ; never king of England 
Had nobles licher, and more loyal subjects ; 

Whose hearts have left their bodies here in England, 
And lie pavilion’d in the fields of France. 

Cant. O, let their bodies follow', my dear liege, 
With blood, and sword, and fire to win your right : 
In aid w hereof, we of the spiiitualty 
W'ill raise your highness such a mighty sum, 

As never did the clergy at one time 
Bring in to any of your ancestors. 

A". I/en. We must not only arm to invade the 
Frcncli ; 

But lay down our propoitiom to defend 
Against the Scot, who will make road upon us 
With all advantages. 

« I.ay oi>cn. 7 At the battle ofCressy. 
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Cant. They of those marches^, gracious sovereign, 
Shall be a wall sufficient to defend 
Our inland from the pilfering borderers. 

A'. Ben. We do not mean the coursing snatchers 
only, 

But fear the main intendment 9 of the Scot, 

Who hath been still a giddy neighbour to us ; 

For you shall read, thai my great grandlather 
Never went with his forces into France, 

But that the Scot on liis unfurnish’d kingdom 
Came pouring, like the tide into a breach, 

With ample and brim fulness of his force ; 

Galling the gleaned land with hot essays ; 

(lirding with grievous siege, castles and towns; 
That Kngland, being ein])ty of defence, 

Hath shook, and trembled at the ill neiglibourhood. 
Cant. She hath been then more fear’d ' than harm’d, 
my liege ; 

For hear her but examjded by herself, — 

When all her chivalry hath been in France, 

And slie a mourning wiilovv of her nobles, 

Slie hath herself not only nell defended. 

But taken, and impounded as a stray, 

'J'hc king of Scots, whom she did send to h' ranee, — 
To fill king Edward’s lame with prisoner kings; 
And make your chronicle as rich with praise. 

As is the ooze* and bottom of tlie sea 
With sunken wreck, and sumless treasuries. 

West. But there’s a saying, very old and true, — 

If that i/ou wtU France icin) 

Then with Scot I a ml first l>e<i,in • 

For once the eagle England being in prey, 

To her unguarded nest tlie weasel Scot 
(’omes sneaking, and so sucks lier princely eggs ; 
Inlaying the mouse, in absence of the cat, 

'I’o s])oil and liaMick more than she cun cat. 

B.rc. It follows fJien, the cal must stay at home : 
Yet that is but a sad necessity ; 

Since we have locks to safeguard ncce.ssaries. 

And pietty trajis to catch the petty thieves. 

While that tlie armed hand doth figiit abroad, 

The advised head defends itsell* at home ; 

For government, though high, and low, and lower, 
Put into parts, doth keep in one concent ; 
(’ongruing * in a full and natural close, 

Like inusick. 

Cant. True ■ therefore doth heaven divide 

The state of man in divers functions, 

Setting endeavour in continual motion ; 

'I’o which is fixed, as an aim oi butt. 

Obedience ; for so wtirk the honey bees ; 

(features, that, by a rule in nature, teach 
'Ilie act of order to a peojiled kingdom. 

They have a king, and officers of sorts '*: 

W'here some, like magistrates, corn'ct at home ; 
Others, like merchants, venture tiade abroad ; 
Others, like soldiers, armed in tlieir stings. 

Make boot upon the summer’s velvet buds ; 

Which pillage they with merry march bring home 
To the tent-royal of their emperor ; 

Who, busied in his majesty, surveys 
The singing masons building roofs of gold ; 

Tlie civil citizens kneading up the honey ; 

The poor mcchanick porters crowding in 
Their heavy burdens at his narrow gate ; 

The sad-ey’d justice, with his surly hum, 

“ The borders of England and Scotland. 

H General disposition. * Frightened, 

® Agreeing. 3 Diftbrent degrees 


Delivering o*er to f'xecutors ** pale 
The lazy yawning drone. I this infer, ■ 

That many things, having full reference 
To one concent, may work contrariously ; 

As many arrows, loosed several wa}s, 

Fly to one mark ; 

As many several ways meet in one tow'ii ; 

As many fresh streams run in one self sea ; 

As many lines close in the dial’s center ; 

So may a thousand actions, once albot, 

End in one purpose, and be all well borne 
Without defeat. Therefore to France, my liege. 
Divide your happy England into four; 

Whereof take you one quarter into France, 

And you withal shall make all Gallia shake. 

If we, with thrice that power left at home, 

Gunnot defend our own door from the dog, 
lA*t us be worried ; and our nation lose 
Tlie name of hardiness, and jiolicy. 

A'. Ben. Call in tlie messengers, sent from the 
daiipbin, 

an Bltendant. The King awcndshis Throne. 
Now are we w'ell resolv’d: and, — by God’s help, 
And yours, the noble sinews of our power, — 
France being ours, w e’ll bend it to onr awe. 

Or break it all to iiieces : Or there we’ll sit, 

Huling in large and ample cnqiery 

O’er France, and all her almost kingly dukedoms; 

Or lay these bones in an unworthy urn, 

'lomhless, with no remembrance over them; 

Either our hi-.tory sliall, with full mouth, 

Speak freely of our acts ; or else our grave, 

Like 'furkisb mute, shall have a tougueless mouth, 
Not worshipp’d with a waxen epitapli. 

Enter Ambassadors of Fran<‘C. 

Now' are we well prepar’d to know’ the pleasure 
Of our fair cousin dauphin ; for w'C liear, 

Your greeting is from Jiim, not from the king. 

Anih. May it please your majesty, to gi\e us leave 
Freely to render what wc ha\e in chaige; 

Oi shall we sjiaringly show' 5 on lar oil’ 

The (laiqdiin’s meaning, and our embassy ? 

A' Ih n. We are no t) rant, Imt a Christian king ; 
Cnder whosi* grace onr jiassitin is a subject, 

As arc onr wretches fettei’d in our prisons . 
Therefore, w ith fiank and w itli uncnibed plainness, 
Tell us the dauphin’s mind. 

A mb. Tims, then, in few. 

Your liiglmess, lately sending into France, 

Did claim some certain dukedoms, in the right 
Of your great predecessor, king Edw'ard the third* 
In aii.swer of w hich claim, the prince our master 
Says, — that you sa\our too much of your youth ; 
And bids you be advis'd, there’s nought in France, 
That can be with a nimble galliard® won ; 

You cannot revel into dukedoms there : 

He therefore sends you, mecter for your spirit, 

This tun of treasure ; and, in lieu of this, 

Desires you, let the dukedoms, that you claim, 
Hear no more of you. Tliis the dauphin speaks. 
X. Jlen. What treasure, uncle ? 

Exe. Tennis-balls, my liege. 

X. Hen. We are glad, the dauphin is so pleasant 
with us ; 

His present, and your pains, we thank you for ; 
When we have match’d our rackets to tliese balls, 
We w'ill, in France, by God’s grace, play a set, 

Executioners. Dominion. ® An ancient dance. 
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Shall strike his father’s crown into the hazard 7 : 
Tell him, he hath made a mutch with such a wrangler, 
7'hat all the courts of France will ho disturf>’d 
With chaces.’’ And we understand him well. 

How he comes o’er us with our w'ihler days, 

Not measuring what use we made of tliern. 

We never valu’d this poor seat*^ of FjUgland; 

And therefore, living hence did give ourself 
To barbarous license ; As ’tis ever common, 

That men are merriest when they are from home. 
But tell the dauphin, — I wall kre]> my state ; 

Be like a king, and show' my sail of gieatuess. 
When I do rouse me in my throne of France : 

For that I have laid by my majesty, 

And plodded like a man for working-days; 

But 1 will rise tliere with so full a glory. 

That 1 will dazzle all the eyes of France, 

Yea, strike the dauphin blind to look on ns. 

And tell the pleasant princ(‘, — this in<»ck of his 
Hath turn’d his halls to gun-stones ; and his soul 
Shall stand sore charged for the w'astt ful vengeance 
That shall dy with tliein . for inanya Ihousaiirl n idtnvs 
Shall this his mock mock out of their dear husbands ; 
Mock mothers from their sons, mock castles down ; 
And some arc yet iingotten, and unborn. 

That shall have cause to curse the dauphin’s scorn. 


But this lies all within the will of God, 

To whom 1 do appeal ; and in w hose name, 

Tell you the daupliin, I am coming on. 

To vciige me as I may, and to put forth 
My rightful hand in a well-halh)w’d cause. 

So, get you hence in peace ; and tell the dauphin, 
His jest w'ill savour hut of shallow wit, 

When thousands weep, more than did laugh at it. — 
Convey them with safe conduct. — Fare you well. - 
[ Kxaint Ambassadors. 

Eve. This was a merry message. 

K. Hen. We Iu>pe to make the sender blush at it. 

[Descends from his Throne, 
Tlierefore, my lords, omit no happy hour. 

That may gi^e furtherance to our expedition; 

For we have now no thought in us but France ; 
Save those to heaven, that lun before our business, 
Theiefore, let our proportions foi these wars 
Be soon collected . and all tilings thought upon. 
That may with reasonable swiftness, add 
More feathers to our wings; for, God before, 

We’Ii ciiidc this dauphin at Ids father’s door. 
Therefore, let every nian tiovv task his thought, 

I'liat this fair action may on foot be brought. 

[Eveunt. 


ACT 11. 


Euler Chorus. 

Chor. Now all the youth of England are on fire. 
And silken dalliance in tlie wardrobe lies ; 

Now' thrive the armourers, and bonoui’s thought 
Ileigns solely in the breast ol’ every man : 

Tliey sell the pasture now, to buy the horse ; 
Following the mirror of all Christian kings, 

With wdnged heels, as English IMercuries. 

For now sits Expectation in the air ; 

And hides a swoid, from hilts unto the point, 

W’ith crowns imiierial, crow’iis, and colonels, 
Fromis’il to Harry, and his followers. 

Tile French advis’il by good intelligence 
Of this most dreadful jireparalion, 

Shake in their fear ; and with pale poliev 
Seek to divert tlie English jmrposes. 

O England ’ — model to thy inward greatness, 
lake little body with a mighty heait, — 

What might’st thou do, that honour would thee do, 
W’ere all thy children kind and natural ' 

But see thy fault ! France hath in thee found out 
A nest of hollow bosoms, which he fills 
Withtreacherouscrow ns ; and three corrujited men, — 
One, Richard carl of Cambridge ; and the second, 
Henry lord Scroop of Mashain ; and the third, 

Sir Thomas Grey knight of Northumberland, — 
Hav«, for the gilt *’ of France, (O guilt, indeed !) 
Confirm’d conspiracy w hh fearful France ; 

And by their hands this grace of kings must die, 
(If hell and treason liold their promises,) 

Ere he take ship for France, and in Soutliampton. 
linger your patience on ; and well th'gest 
The abuse of distance, w hile w e force a play. 

The sum is paid ; the traitors are agreed ; 

The king' is set from London ; and the scene 

f A place in the tennU-court, into which the tiall is iorae. 
times struck. ** A term at tennis. » The throne. 

* Withdrawing from the court. » Gold. 


Is now transported, gentles, to Southampton ; 
Theie is the plavhouse now, theie must you sit: 
And thence to I'Vance shall we convey you safe, 
And bring you hack, charming the narrow seas 
To givejou gentle jniss ; for, if v\e may, 

IVe’U not offend one stomacli with our iihiy. 

But, till the king come forth, and not till then, 
Unto Southain})ton do we shiil our scene. 

8('ENE I. — London. Before Quitkly’s House 
in Eastcheap. 

Enter Nym and Bardommi. 

Bard. Well met, corporal Nym. 

Njpn. Ciood morrow', lieutenant Bardoljih. 

Hard. What, are iincic'iit Fistol and you fi iends yet ? 

Nym. For luy j)art, I care not ; 1 say little ; hut 
when time shall serve, there shall be smiles ; — but 
that shall he as it may. I dare not fight; but I will 
wink, and hold out mine iron ; It is a sim])lc one ; 
but what though? it will toast cheese ; and it will 
endure cold as another man’s sword w'ill . aiia 
there’s tlic humour of it. 

Hard. I will bestow a breakfast, to make you 
friends; and we’ll be all three sworn brothers to 
France ; let it be so, good eor})oral Nym. 

Nym. ’Faith, I wdll live so long as I may, that’s 
the certain of it ; and wiien I cannot live any longer, 
1 will do as I may: tliut is my rest*’, tliat is tlic 
rendezvous of it. 

Hard. It is certain, corporal, that he is married 
to Nell Quickly : and, certainly she did you wrong; 
for you were troth-plight to her. 

Nym. I cannot tell ; things must be as they may : 
men may sleep, and they may have their throats 
about them at that time ; and some say, knives have 


3 Detcrmifiatiou. 
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edges. It must be as it may : though patience be 
a tired mare, yet she will plod. I'here must be 
conclusions. WeU, I cannot tell. 

Enter Pistol and Mrs. Quickly. 

Bard. Here comes ancient Pistol, and his wife ; 

good corporal, be patient here. — How now, 

mine host Pistol ? 

Vist. Base tike 4, call’st thou me — host ? 

Now, by this hand, I swear, I scorn the term ; 

Nor shall my Nell keep lodgers. 

(InkL No, by my troth, not long : [Nvm draws 
his sivord.] O well-a-day. Lady, if he be not drawn 
now ! (> l^ord ! here’s corporal Nym’s — now shall 
we have wilful murder committed. Good lieute- 
nant Bardolpli, — good corjioral, offer nothing here. 
Nj/ni. J'ish ! 

Pisf. Pish for thee, Iceland dog’ thou cur of 
Iceland' 

Quick. Good cor])oral Nym, show the valour of a 
man, and j)ut up thy sword. 

Xi/m. Will you shog oil'? I would have you siJii.\. 

[S/icatluiifr his swiird. I 
Pist. Stilus^ egregious dog? O viper vile ' 

'fhe sofas in thv most inarvt lions face; 

'J'he so/iis in thy teeth, and in thy tliroat, 

And in thy hateful lungs, yea, in thy maw, peidy. •’ 

« i\ym. 1 am not Barbason'’ ; you cannot conjure 
me. 1 have an humour to knock you indiirereiitly 
well : If you grow foul with me. Pistol, 1 will 
scour you with my rapier, as 1 may, in fair lei ms ; 
and that’s the humour o(‘ it. 

Fist, O hraggard vile, and desp’rate furious 
wight ' 

The grave doth gape, and doting death jsiKar; 
Therefore exhale." [Pistol and Nvm draw. 

Bard, Hear me, hear me what 1 say: — he that 
strikes the first stroke, Pll run him up to the hilts, 
as I am a soldier. 

Pisl. An oath of mickle might ; and fury shall 
abate. 

Give me thy fist, Ihy fore-foot to me give ; 

Thy spirits arc most tall. 

Xi/m. 1 vvill cut tliy throat, one lime or other, 
in fair terms ; that is the humour of it. 

Pisl. Coupe le gorge, that’s the woid? — I thee 
defy again. 

0 hound of Crete f*, tliink’st thou my spouse to get? 

1 have, and I will hold, the quondam^ Quickly 
Vor the only she; and — Pauca, there’s enough. 

Enter the Boy. 

Boy. Mine host. Pistol, you must come to my 
master, — and you, hostess ; — he is very sick, and 
would to bed. — ’Faith, he’s very ill. 

Quick. By my troth, he’ll yield the crow a pudding 
one of these days : the king has killed his heart. — 
Good husband, come home presently. 

[Exeunt Mrs. Quickly and Boy. 
Bard. Come, shall I make you two friends? We 
must to France together ; Why should w e keep 
knives to cut one another’s throats ? 

Pist. Let fioods o'erswell, and fiends for food 
howl on ! 

Eym. You’ll pay me the eight shillings I won of 
you at betting ? 

Pist. Base is the slave that pays. 

* Dog. s Par Dieu ! •» Name of a diemon. 

7 Breathe your last. » Blood-houqd* Formerly. 


Kym. That now I will have ; that’s the humour 
of it. 

IHst. As manhood shall compound ; Push home. 
Bard. By this sword, he that makes the first 
tlirust. I’ll kill him ; by this sword, I will. 

Pist. Sword is an oath, and oaths must have 
their course. 

Bard. Corporal Nym, an thou wilt be friends, be 
friends : an thou wilt not, why then be enemies 
w'ith me too. IVythec, put up. 

Nym. I shall have my eight shillings, I won of 
you at betting ? 

Pi.st. A noble * shalt thou have, and present pay ; 
And liquor likewise will I give to thee, 

And fi iendship shall combine, and brotherhood : 

I’ll live by Nym, and Nym shall live by me ; •— 

Is not this just? — for 1 shall sutler he 
Unto the camp, and profits will accrue. 

Give me thy hand. 

Nym. 1 shall have my noble ? 

/Vs/. In cash most justly paid. 

A\i/m. Well, then, that’s the humour of it. 

llL ~ cnt( r Mrs . Qlickly. 

QuuL As vou ever came of women, come in 
quickly to sir John: Ah, poor heart ! he is so shaked 
of a burning quotidian teilian, that it is most, 
lamentable to behold. JSweet men, come to him. 

A^ym. 'i'he king hath run bad humours on the 
kjiight, that’s the even of it. * 

Pist. Nym, tliou hast spoke the right ; 

Ills heart is fracted and corroborate. 

Nym. I'lie king is a good king : hut it must be as 
it may ; he ])asses some humours, and 

Pist. Lei us condole the knight ; for, lambkins, 
wx* will live. [Exeunt* 

SCLNE 11. — Southampton. A Council- Chamber* 

Enter Exeter, Bedford, and Westmorfland. 

Bed. By heaven, his grace is bold, to trust these 
traitors. 

Exc. They shall he apprehended by and by. 

West. How smooth and even they do bear them- 
selves ! 

As if allegiance in their bosoms sat. 

Crow lied w ith faith, and constant loyalt\% 

Bed. The king hath note of all that they intend, 
By interception which they <lream not of. 

Exe. Nay, but the man that w'as his bedfellow, 
Whom he hath cloy’d and grac’d with princely fa- 
vours, — 

That he should, for a foreign purse, so sell 
His sovereign’s life to death and treachery ! 

Trumpet sounds. Enter King Henry, Scroop, 
Cambridge, Grey, Lords and Attendants. 

K. Hen. Now sits the wind fair, and we will 
aboard. 

My lord of Cambridge, — and my kind lord of 
Masbam, — 

And you, my gentle knight, — give me your 
thoughts : 

Think you not, that the powers we bear wdth us. 
Will cut their passage through the force of France ; 
Doing tile execution, and the act, 

For which we have in head^ assembled them? 
Scroop* No doubt, my liege, if each man do his best. 

* A coin, value six shillings and eight>t>ence. 

^ Force. 

Ff 
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JT. Hen. I doubt not that: since we are well per- 
suadedy 

We carry not a heart with us from hence, 

That grows not in a fair consent with ours ; 

Nor leave not one behind, tliat doth not wish 
Success and conquest to attend on us 

Cam* Never was monarch better fear’d, and lov’d, 
Than is your majesty ; there’s not, I think, a subject. 
That sits in heart-grief and uneasiness 
Under the sweet shade of your government. 

Grey, Even those, mat were your father’s enemies, 
Have steep’d their galls in honey ; and do serve you 
With hearts create of duty and of zeal. 

K, Hen. We therefore have great cause of thank- 
fulness ; 

And shall forget the office of our hand. 

Sooner than quittance < of desert and merit, 
According to the weight and worthiness. 

Scroop, So service shall with steeled sinews toil ; 
And labour shall refresh itself with hope ; 

To do your grace incessant services. 

K, Hen. We judge no less. — Uncle of Exeter, 
Enlarge the man committed yesterday. 

That rail’d against our person : we consider, 

It was excess of wine that set him on ; 

And, on his more advice, we pardon him. 

Scroop, That’s mercy, but too much security t 
Let him be punish’d, sovereign ; lest example 
Breed, by liis sufferance, more of sucli a kind. 

A*". Hen, O, let us* yet be merciful. 

Cam. So may your highness, and yet punish too. 
Grey, You show great mercy, if you give him life, 
After the taste of much correction. 

Jf. Hen, Alas, your too much love and care of me 
Are heavy orisons * ’gainst this poor wretch. 

If little faults, proceeding on distemper. 

Shall not be wink’d at, how shall we stretch oureje, 
When capital crimes, chew’d, swallow’d, and di- 
gested, 

Appear before us? — We’ll yet enlarge that man. 
Though Cambridge, Scroop, and Grey, in their 
dear care, 

And tender preservation of our person, — 

Would have him punish’d. And now to our 
French causes ; 

Who are the late ® commissioners ? 

Cam. I one, my lord ; 

Your highness bade me ask for it to-day. 

Scroop, So did you me, my liege. 

Grey, And me, my royal sovereign. 

K. Hen, Then, Richard, earl of Cambridge, there 
is yours ; — 

There yours, lord Scroop of Masham ; — and, sir 
knight. 

Grey of Northumberland, this same is yours : — 
Head them ; and know, I know your worthiness. — 
My lord of Westmoreland, — and uncle Exeter, — 
We will aboard to-night. — Why, how now, gentle- 
men ? 

What sec you in those papers, that you lose 
So much complexion? — look ye, how they change! 
Their cheeks are paper. — Why, what read you there, 
That hath so cowarded and chas’d your blood 
Out of appearance ? 

Cam, 1 do confess my fault : 

And do submit me to your highness’ mercy. 

Grey, Scroop, To which we all appeal. 

X* Hen, The mercy, that was quick? in us but late, 

* Recompeate. ^ Prayers, 

c Lately appointed. ? living. 


Act II. 

By your own counsel is suppress’d and kill’d : 

You must not darp for shame, to talk of mercy ; 

For your own reasons turn into your bosoms, 

As dogs upon tlieir masters, worrying them. 

See you my princes, and my noble peers, 

These English monsters ! My lord of Cambridge 
here, — 

You know, how apt our love was, to accord 
To furnish him with all apnertinents 
Belonging to his honour ; and this man 
Hath, for a few light crowns, lightly conspir’d 
And sworn unto the practices of France, 

To kill us here in Hampton ; to the which. 

This knight, no less for bounty bound to us 
Than Cambridge is, — hath likewise sworn-— But O ! 
Wliat shall I say to thee, lord Scroop ; thou cruel, 
Ingrateful, savage, and inhuman creature ! 

Thou, that didst bear the key of all my counsels. 
That knew’st the very bottom oF my soul, 

That almost mightst have coin’d me into gold, 
Wouldst thou have practis’d on me for thy use ? 
May it be possible, that foreign hire 
Could out of thee extract one spark of evil, 

That might annoy my finger? ’tis so strange. 

That though tlic truth of it stands off as gross 
As black from white, my eye will scarcely see it. 
Treason, and murder, ever kept together. 

As two yoke-devils sworn to cither’s purpose, 
Working so grossly in a natural cause, 

That admiration did not whoop at them : 

But thou, ’gainst all proportion, didst bring in 
Wonder, to wait on treason, and on murder : 

And whatsoever cunning fiend it was, 

Tliat wrought upon thee so preposterously. 

Gave thee no instance why thou shouldst do treason, 
Unless to dub thee with the name of traitor. 

If that same deemon, that hath gull’d thee thus. 
Should with his lion gait«, w^alk the whole world. 
He might return to vasty Tartar 9 back. 

And tell the legions — I can never win 
A soul so easy as that Englishman’s. 

O, how hast thou with jealousy infected 
The sweetness of affiance ! Show men dutiful ? 
Why, so didst thou ; Seem they grave and learned? 
Why, so didst thou : Come they of noble family ? 
Why, so didst thou : Seem they religious ? 

Why, so didst thou : Or are they spare in diet ; 
Free from gross passion, or of mirth, or anger; 
Constant in spirit, not swerving with the blood ; 
Garnish’d and deck’d in modest complement > ; 

Not working with the eye, without the ear. 

And, but in purged judgment, trusting neither? 
Such, and so finely bolted % didst thou seem : 

And thus thy fall hath left a kind of blot. 

To mark the full-fraught man, and best indued, 
With some suspicion. I will weep for thee ; 

For this revolt of thine, methinks, is like 
Another fall of man. — Tlieir faults are open, 
Arrest them to the answer of the law ; — 

And heaven acquit them of their practices ! 

Exe. 1 arrest thee of high treason, by the name 
of Richard earl of Cambridge. 

I arrest thee of high treason, by the name of 
Henry lord Scroop of Masham. 

I arrest thee of high treason, by the name of 
Thomas Grey, knight of Northumberland. 

Scroop. Our purposes God justly hath discover’d ; 
And I repent my fault, more than my death ; 

I ^ Pace, uten. ® l^rtarua 

I ‘ Accompluhnient. * Sifted. 
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Which I beseech your highness to forgive, 

Although my body pay the price of it. 

Cam* For me, — the gold of France did not 
, seduce ; 

Although 1 did admit it as a motive, 

The sooner to eflect what I intended : 

But heaven be thanked for prevention ; 

Which I in sulFerance heartily will rejoice, 
Beseeching God, and you, to pardon me. 

Grei/. Never did faithful subject more rejoice 
At the discovery of most dangerous treason, 

Than I do at this hour joy o’er myself, 

Prevented from a damned enterprizc : 

My fault, but not my l>ody, pardon, sovereign. 

IC, Hen* God quit you in Ids mercy ! Hear your 
sentence. 

You have conspir’d against our royal person, 

Join’d with an enemy proclaim’d, and from his coders 
Receiv’d the golden earnest of our death ; 

Wherein you would have sold your king to slaughter, 
His princes and his peers to servitude. 

His subjects to oppression and contempt. 

And his whole kingdom unto desolation. 

Touching our person, seek we no revenge ; 

But we our kingdom’s safety must so tender. 

Whose ruin you three sought, that to her laws 
We do deliver you. Get you therefore hence. 

Poor miserable wretches, to your death : 

The taste whereof, God, of his mercy, give you 
Patience to endure, and true repentance 
Of all your dear oflences ! Bear them hence. 

[Exeunt Conspirators) guarded* 
Now, lords, for France ; the enterprize whereof 
Shall be to you, as us, like glorious. 

We doubt not of a fair and lucky war ; 

Since heaven so graciously hath brouglit to light 
This dangerous treason, lurking in our way, 

To hinder our beginnings, we doubt not now, 

But every rub is smoothed on our way. 

Then forth, dear countrymen ; let us deliver 
Our puissance into the hand of God, 

Putting it straight in expedition. 

Cheerly to sea ; the signs of war advance : 

No king of England, if not king of France. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE III. — Mrs, Quickly’,? House in Eustcheap. 

Enter Pistol, Mrs. Quickly, Nym, Bardolph, 
and Boy. ! 

OmIcIc. Pr’ythee, honey-sweet husband, let me 
bring thee to Staines. 

Pist, No ; for my manly heart doth yearn. 3 — 
Bardolph, be blithe ; — Nym, rouse tliy vaunting 
veins ; 

Boy, bristle thy courage up ; for Falstaff he is dead, 
And we must yearn therefore. 

Bard. ’Would, I were with him, wherosorae’er 
he is. 

Quick. Nay, sure, he’s in Arthur’s bosom, if ever 
man went to Arthur’s bosom. * A made a finer end, 
and went away, an it had been any christom^ child ; 
a parted even just between twelve and one, e’en at 
turning o’the tide : for after I saw him fumble with 
the sheets, and play with flowers, and smile upon 
his Anger’s ends, 1 knew there was but one way ; for 
his nose was as sharp as a pen, and ’a babbled of 
green fields. How now, sir John ? quoth I : what, 
man ! be of good cheer. So ’a cried out — God, 

® Grieve, < A child not more than a month old. 


m 

God, God ! three or four times : now I, to comfort 
him, bid him, ’a should not think of God ; I hoped, 
there was no need to trouble himself with any such 
thoughts yet : So, ’a bade me lay more clothes on 
his feet ; I put my hand into the bed, and felt them, 
and they were as cold as any stone ; then I felt to 
his knees, and all was as cold as any stone. 

Ni/rn. They say, he cried out of sack. 

Quick. Ay, that ’a did. 

Bard. And of women. 

Quick. Nay, that ’a did not. 

Bop* Yes, that ’a did ; and said, they were devils 
incarnate. 

Quick. * A could never abide carnation ; ’twas a 
colour he never liked. 

Bard. Well, he is gone, and all the riches I got 
in his service. 

Nym. Shall we shog off? the king will be gone 
from Southampton. 

Pist. Come, let’s away. — My love, give me thy 
lips. 

Look to my chattels, and my moveables ; 

I.ct senses rule ; the word is, Pitch and pay ; 

Trust none ; 

For oaths are straws, men’s faiths are wafer cakes, 
And liold-fast is the only dog, my duck ; 

Therefore, caveto be thy counsellor. 

Go, clear thy crystals. — Yoke-fellows in arms, 

Let us to France I like horse-leeches, my boys ; 

To suck, to suck, the very blood to suck ! 

Boy, And that is but unwholesome food, they say. 
Pist. Touch her soft mouth and march. 

Bard, Farewell, hostess, [Alssing her, 

Nym. I cannot kiss, that is the humour of it ; but, 
adieu. 

2*ist. Let housewifery appear ; keep close, I thee 
command. 

Quick. Farewell; adieu. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. — France. ^ Room in the French 
King’s Palace. 

Enter the French King attended; the Dauphin, the 
Duke or BuRcrtjNDY, the Constable, and others. 
Fr. King. Thus come the English with full powe^r 
upon us ; 

And more than carefully it us concerns, 

To answer royally in our defences. 

Therefore the dukes of Berry, and of Bretagne, 

Of Brabant, and of Orleans, shall make forth, — 
And you, prince dauphin, — with all swift despatch, 
To line, and new repair, our towns of war, 

With men of courage, and with means defendant ; 
For England his approaches makes as fierce, 

As waters to the sucking of a gulph. 

It fits us then, to be as provident 
As fear may teach us, out of late examples 
Left by the fatal and neglected Englisli 
Upon our fields. 

Dau. My most redoubted father 

It is most meet we arm us ’gainst the foe : 

For peace itself should not so dull ^ a kingdom, 
(Though war, nor no known quarrel, were in ques* 
tion,) 

But that defences, musters, preparations, 

Should be maintain’d, assembled, and collected, 

As were a war in expectation. 

Therefore, I say, ’tis meet we all go forth, 

To view the sick and feeble parts of France ; 

^ Render it callous, insensible. 

Ff 2 



436 


KING HENRY V. 


And let us do it with no show of fear ; 

No, with no more, than if we heard that England 
Were liusicd witli a Whitsun morrice-dance : 

For, my good liege, she is so idly king’d, 

Her scepter so fantastically borne 

By a vain, giddy, shallow, humorous youtli, 

That fe^ir attends her not. 

Con. O peace, prince dauphin ! 

You are too much mistaken in this king : 

(Question your grace the late ambassadors, — 

With what great state he heard their embassy, 

How well su])plied with noble counsellors, 
llow' modest in exceiition and, withal, 

How terrilile in constant resolution, — 
yVnd you shall fmd, his vanities foro-spent 
Were but the outside of the Homan lirutus, 
Covering iliscretion with a coat of folly. 

Ikiii- Well, ’tis not so, iny lord high constable, 
But though we think it so, it is no matter 
In cases of defence, *tis best to weigh 
The enemy more mighty than he seems, 

So the [)roportions of defence are till’d ; 

Which, of a weak and niggardly projection. 

Doth, like a miser, spoil his coat, wifli scanting 
A little cloth. 

Ft. /w/jg. Think we king Harry stiong ; 
And, princes, look you strongly arm to meet him. 
'Ihe kindred of liim hath been Hesh’d upon us; 

And he is bred out of that bloody strain*^, 

That haunted us in our tamiliar paths . 

Witness our too much memorable sliame, 

When Cressy battle fatally was struck. 

And all our princes captiv’d, by the hand 
Of tliat black name, Eilward black prince of Wales ; 
Whiles tliat Ills inoinituin sire — - on mountain 
standing. 

Up in the air, crowoi’d with the golden sun, — 

Saw his lieroical seed, and smil’d to see him 
Mangle the w'ork of nature. 

This is a stein 

Of that victorious stock ; and let us fear 
The native mightiness and fate of liim. 

Enter a Messenger, 

Mess. Ambassadors from Henry king of England 
Do crave admittance to your majesty. 

Fr. King. We’ll give them present audience. Go, 
and bring them. 

[^Exeunt Mess. a7id certain Lords. 
You see this chase is hotly follow’d, friends. 

Dau. Turn head, and stop pursuit: forcowarddogs 
Most spend their mouths, w'hen what they seem to 
tlireatcn, 

Huns far before them. Good my sovereign, 

Take up the English short ; and let them know 
Of what a monarchy you are the head : 

Self-love, my liege, is not so vile a sin 
As self-neglecting. 

Re enter Lords^ with Exeter a7td Train. 

Fr. King. From our brother England ? 

Exe. From him : and thus he greets your majesty. 
He wills you, in the name of the Almighty, 

That you divest yourself, and lay apart 
The borrowed glories, that, by gift of heaven, 

By law of nature, and of nations, ’long 
To him, and to his heirs ; namely, the crown, 


Act 11. Scene IV. 

And all wide-stretched honours that pertain, 

By custom and tlie ordinance of times, 

Unto the crown of France. That you may know, 
’Tis no sinister, nor no awkward claim, . 

Pick’d from the worm-holes of long- vanish’d days, 
Nor from the dust of old oblivion rak’d, 

He sends you this most memorable line, 

a papet\ 

In every branch truly demonstrative; 

Willing you overlook this pedigree : 

And, when you find him evenly deriv’d 
I From his most fam’d of famous ancestors, 

Edward tlie third, he bids you then resign 
Your crown and kingdom, indirectly held 
From him, the native and true challenger. 

Fr King. Or else, what follows ? 

Fie. Bloody constraint ; for if you liide the crown 
Even in your lu-arts, there vvill he rake for it ; 

And theiefore in lierce tempest is he coming, 

In thunder, and in earthquake, like a Jove; 

('I’hat, if riqniring fail, he will compel;) 

And bids you, in the bowels of the Lord, 

Deliver iq) the ciovvii; and to take mercy 
On the poor souls, foi whom this hungry war 
Opens his vasty jaws: and on yonr head 
'rums he the widow’s’ tears, the orphans’ cries, 

'I’he dead men's blood, the ))ining maidens’ groans, 
For husbands, fathers, and betrothed lovers, 

That shall be swuillow’’d in this controversy. 

This is his claim, his threat’ning, and my message ; 
Unless the dauphin be in ])resence hete, 

'I'o w hom expressly I bring gieeting loo. 

Fr. Jung. For us, w e will consider of this further ; 
To-morrow shall you bear our full intent 
Back to our brother England. 

Dan. For the dauphin, 

I stand here for him ; What to him from England? 

Exe. Scum and defiance ; slight regard, contempt, 
And any thing that may not misbecome 
'^I’he mighty sender, doth lie prize you at. 

Thus says my king : ;ind, if your father’s higlincss 
Do not, in grant of all demands at large, 

I Sweeten the bitter mock }ou sent his majesty. 

He’ll cjill you to so hot an answer for it, 

That caves and woinby vaultages of France 
Shall chide your trespass, and return your mock 
In second accent of his ordnance. 

Dau. Say, il* my father render fair reply. 

It is against my will : for I desire 
Nothing but odds with England : to that end, 

As matching to liis youth and vanity, 

I (lid present him w ith those Paris balls. 

Ji!xe. He’ll make your Paris Louvre shake for it, 
Were it the mistress court of mighty IHirope : 

And, be assur’d, you’ll find a ditlerence, 

(As we, his subjects, have in wonder found,) 
Between the promise of his greener days, 

And these he masters now : now he w^eighs time, 
Even to the utmost gi-ain ; which you shall read 
In your own losses, if he stay in France. 

Ft\ King. To-morrow shall you know our mind 
at full. 

Exe. Despatch us with all speed, lest that our king 
Come here himself to question our delay ; 

For he is footed in this land already. 

Er. King. You shall be soon despatch’d with fair 
conditions : 

A night is but small breath, and little pause, 

, To answer matters of this consequence. 


In making objections. 
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Enter Chorus. 

Chor. Thus witli imagin’d wing our swift scene 
flies. 

In motion of no less celerity 

7'han that of thought. Suppose, that you have seen 
The well-appointed king at Hampton pier 
Embark his royalty ; and his brave fleet 
With silken streamers the young riia^hus fanning. 
Play with your fancies ; and in them behold. 

Upon the hemjien tackle, slnp-boys climbing : 

Hear the slirill whistle, which doth order give 
To sounds confus’d : behohl the threaden sails. 
Borne with the imisihle and creeping wind. 

Draw the huge bottoms through the furrow’d sea, 
Breasting the lofty surge : O, do hut think. 

You stand upon tlie rivage^, and behold 
A city on the inconstant billows dancing ; 

For so appears this fleet majestical. 

Holding due course to Harfleur. Follovv, follow ! 
Grapple your minds to sternage ^ of this navy ; 

And leave your England, as dead midnight, still, 
(Guarded with grandsires, babies, and old women. 
Dr jiast, or not ariiv’d to, pith and puissance: 

For who is he, whose chin is but enrich’d 
With one appearing hair, that will not follow 
'J’liese cull’d and choice-drawn cavaliers to France? 
Work, work your thoughts, and tJierein see a siege ; 
Behold the ordnance on their carriages, 

With fatal moiitlis gaping on girded Harfleur. 
Suppose, the ambassador from the h rench comes back ; 
'lells Harry — that the king doth oiler him 
Katharine his daughter; and with her, to dowry, 
Some petty and unprolitable dukedoms. 

The ofter likes not : and the nimhie gunner, 

With linstock * now^ the dieadful cannon toiiche.s, 
[wlhru7n ; and Chambers * go off'. 
And down goes all before them. Still he kind. 
And eke out our perfonnaiice w ith your mind. [ Exit, 

SCENE I. — liefare. Harfleur, 

jHarums. Enter Hpnry, Exetfr, Bedford, 
Glosteu, and SoldwrSf with Scaling Ladders. 

K. Hen. Once more unto tlic breach, dear friends, 
once more ; 

Or close the wall up with our English dead’ 

In peace, there’s nolhiiig so becomes a man, 

As modest stillness and lunnility : 

But when the blast of war blows in our cars, 

Then imitate the action of the tiger; 

Stiffen the sinews, summon u]) the blood. 

Disguise fair nature with hard-lavour’d rage ; 

Then lend the eye a teriible aspect ; 

Eet it pry tlirough the portage of the head, 

Like the brass cannon; let the brow o’erwhelm it, 
As fearfully, as doth a galled rock 
O’erhang and jutty-^ his confounded ’ base, 

Swill’d with the wild and v^asteful ocean. 

Now set the teeth, and stretch the nostril w idc ; 
Hold hard the breath, and bend up every sjiirit 
To his full height ! — On, on, you noblest English, 

® Bank or shore. ® Sterns of the ships. 

* The staff which holds the match used in firing cannon. 

* Small pieces of ordnance. 

® A mole to withstand the encroachment of the tide. 

* Wqrn, wasted. 


Whose blood is fet ^ from fathers of war-proof ! 
Fathers, that, like so many Alexanders, 

Have, in these parts, from morn till even fought, 
And sheath’d their sw'ords for lack of argument. o 
Dishonour not your mothers ; now attest, 

'Jliat those, whom you call’d fathers, did beget you ! 
Be copy now to men of grosser blood, 

And teach them how to war ! — And you, good 
yeomen, 

Wliose limbs were made in England, show us here 
The mettle of your pasture ; let us swear 
That you are worth your breeding ; which I doubt 
not ; 

For there is none of you so mean and base, 

'I’hat hath not noble lustre in your eyes. 

I see you stand like greyhounds in the slips. 
Straining upon the start. The game’s afoot ; 
Follow your spirit : and, U])on this charge. 

Cry — God for Harry ! England ! and saint George ! 

[Exeunt. Alarunii and Chambers go off. 

SCENE II. — The same. 

Eoiccs pass over ; then enter Nym, Bardolph, Pis- 
T01-, and Boy. 

Eai'd. On, on, on, on, on ! to the breach, to the 
breach ! 

Kym. ’IVay thee, corporal, stay ; the knocks arc 
too hot ; and, for mine own part, I have not a case 
of lives . the humour of it is too hot, that is the very 
plain-song of it. 

JHst. The plain-song is most just ; for humours 
ilo abound ; 

Knocks go and come ; God’s vassals drop and die ; 
And sword and shield, 

In bloody field, 

Doth win immortal fame. 

Eotf. 'Would I were in an alehouse in London ! 
1 would give all my fame for a pot of ale and safety. 
I'lsl. And J ; 

If wishes would prevail w ith me, 

My purpose should not fail with me, 

But tliither would 1 liie. 

Hoy. As duly^, but not as truly, as bird doth sing 
on bough. 

Enter Fluellen. 

L'lu. Cp to the preaches, you rascals ! will you 
not uj) to the preaches ? [Driving them forward. 

Pist. Be merciful, great duke, to men ot' mould ! 
Abate thy rage, abate thy manly rage ! 

Abate thy rage, great duke ! 

Good baw'cock, bate thy rage ! use lenity, sweet chuck ! 

A’ywi. Tliese he good liuinours ! — your honour 
wins bad humours. 

[Exeunt Nym, Pistol, and Bardolph, 
Jidhivcd by Fluellen. 

Boy. As young as 1 am, 1 have observed these 
three swashers. I am boy to them all three : but 
all they three, though they would serve me, could 
not be man to me ; for, indeed, three such anticks 
do not amount to a man. For Bardolph, ^ he is 
white-livered, and red-faced ; by the means whereof, 
*a faces it out, but fights not. For Pistol, — he 

^ Fetched Matter, subject. 
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hatli a killing tongue, and a quiet sword : by the 
means whereof *a breaks words, and keeps whole 
weapons. For Nyni, — he hath heard that men 
of few words are the best ^ men ; and therefore he 
scorns to say his prayers, lest ’a should be thought 
a coward ; but his few bad words are match’d with 
as few good deeds ; for ’a never broke any man’s 
head but his own ; and that was against a post, wdicn 
he w as drunk. They will steal any thing, and call 
it — purchase. Bardolph stole a lute-case ; bore it 
tw'elve leagues, and sold it for three halfpence. — 
Nyrn, and Bardolph, arc sworn brothers in filching ; 
and in Calais they stole a fire-shovel : I knew, by 
that piece of service, the men would carry coals.® 
They would have mo as familiar with men’s pockets, 
as their gloves or their handkerchiefs : which makes 
much against my manhood, if I should take from 
another’s pocket, to put into mine ; for it is plain 
pocketing up of wrongs. I must leave them, and seek 
some better service: their villainy goes against my 
weak stomach. Boy. 

Re-enter Fluellen, Gowek following. 

Cow. Captain Fluellcn, you must come presently 
to the mines ; the duke of Gloster would speak with 
you. 

Flu. To the mines ! tell you the duke, it is not 
so good to come to the mines : For, look you, the 
mines is not according to the disciplines of the w^ar ; 
the concavities of it is not sullicicut ; for, look yon, 
th’ athversary (you may discuss unto the duke, look 
you,) is dights himself four yards under the coun- 
tennines : I think, ’a will plow up all, if there is not 
better directions. 

Gow, The duke of Gloster, to w horn the order of 
the siege is given, is altogether directed by an Irish- 
man ; a very valiant gentleman, i’faith. 

Flu. It is captain Macmorris, is it not? 

Gow. I think it be. 

Flu. He is an ass, as in the ’orld : I will veiify 
as much in his pcard : he has no more directions in 
the true disciplines of the wars, look you, of the 
Roman disciplines, than is a puppy-dog. 

Enter Macmorris and Jamy, at a distance. 

Gow. Here *a comes; and the Scots cajitain, 
captain Jamy, with lum. 

Flu. Captain Jamy is a marvellous falorous gen- 
tleman, that is certain ; and of great expedition, and 
knowledge, in tlie ancient wars, upon my particular 
knowledge of his directions * he will maintain his 
argument as well as any military man in the ’orld, 
in the disciplines of tlie pristine wars of tlie Romans. 

Jamy. I say, gud-day, captain Fluellcn. 

Flu. God-den to your worship, goot captain Jamy. 

Gow. How now, captain Macmorris ? have you 
quit the mines ? have the pioneers given o’er ? 

Mac. Tish ill done : the vrork ish give over, the 
trumpet sound the retreat. By my hand, I swear, 
and by my father’s soul, the work ish ill done ; it 
isli give over : I would have blowed up the town in 
an hour. O, tish ill done, tish ill done ; by my 
hand, tish ill done ! 

Flu. Captain Macmorris, I peseech you now, will 
you voutsafe me, look you, a few disputations with 
you, as partly touching or concerning the disciplines 
of the war, the Roman wars, in the way of argument, 
look you, and friendly communication ; partly, to 
satisfy ray opinion, and partly, for the satisfaction, 
^ Bravest * Pocket afttouts. ® 


look you, of my mind, as touching the direction of 
the military discipline ; that is the point. 

Jamy. It sail be very gud, gud feith, gud captains 
bath : and I sail quit ' you with gud leve, as I •may 
pick occasion ; that sail I, marry. 

Mac. It i'iHio time to discourse, the day is hot, 
and the weather, and the wars, and the king, and 
the dukes ; it is no time to discourse. The town is 
bcseechcd, and the tniuipet calls us to the breach ; 
and we talk, and do nothing; ’tis shame for us all ; 
*tis sliame to stand still ; it is shame, by my hand : 
and there is throats to be cut, and works to be done ; 
and there ish nothing done. 

Jamy. By the mess, ere theise eyes of mine take 
themselves to slumber, aile do glide service, or ailc 
ligge i’ tlie grUtid for it ; ay, or go to death ; and 
aile pay it as valoronsly as I may, that sal 1 surely 
do, tliat is the brciraiul tlie long : Mary, I wad full 
fain heard some question ’tween you tway. 

Flu. Captain Macmorris, I think, look you, 
under your correction, there is not many of your 
nation 

Jifac. Of my nation? What ish my nation? ish 
a villain, and a bashird, and a knave, and a rascal ? 
What ish my nation ? Who talks of my nation ? 

Flu. Look you, if you take the matter otherwise 
than is meant, captain Macmorris, peradventiire, I 
shall think you do not use me with that affability as 
in discretion you ought to use me, look you ; being 
as goot a mail as yourself, both in the disciplines of 
wars, and in the derivation of my birth, and in other 
particularities. 

Mac. 1 do not know you so good a man as my- 
self : I will cut off your head. 

Gow. Gentlemen both, you will mistake each other. 

Jamy. Au ! that’s a foul fault. 

{A Parley sounded. 

Gow. The town sounds a parley. 

Flu. Captain Macmorris, when there is more 
better opportunity to be required, look you, I will 
be so bold as to tell you, 1 know the disciplines of 
war ; and there is an end. [^Exeunt. 

SCENE III. — Before the Gates o/'Harfleur. 

The Governor and some Citizens on the Walls ; the 

English Forces below. Enter Kino Henry and 

his IVain. 

K.Ilen. How yet resolves thegovernorof the town? 
This is the latest parle we will admit : 

Tlierefore, to our best mercy give yourselves : 

Or, like to men proud of destruction. 

Defy us to our worst : for, as 1 am a soldier, 

(A name, that, in my thoughts, becomes me best,) 
If I begin the battery once again, 

I will not leave the half-achieved Harfleur, 

Till in her ashes she lie buried. 

The gates of mercy shall be all shut up ; 

And the flesh’d soldier — rough and hard of heart, — 
In liberty of bloody hand, shall range. 

What is it then to me, if impious war, — 

Array’d in flames, like to the prince of fiends, — 
Do, with his smirch’d * complexion, all fell ^ feats 
Enlink’d to waste and desolation ? 

What is’t to me, w^hen you yourselves are cause? 
What rein can hold licentious wickedness, 

When down tlie hill he holds his fierce career? 

We may as bootless ^ spend our vain command 

• Requite, anewer. Soiled. 

3 Cruel. ^ Without auccesR 
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Upon tile enraged soldiers in tiieir spoil, 

As send precepts to die Leviathan 

Xo come ashore. Therefore, you men of llarflcur 

Taktt pity of your town, and of your people. 

Whiles yet ray soldiers are in ray command ; 

Whiles yet the cool and temperate wind of grace 
0*erblows the filthy and contagious clouds 
Of deadly murder, spoil, and villainy. 

If not, why, in a moment, look to see 
Hie blind and bloody soldier with foul hand 
Defile the locks of your shrill-shrieking daughters ; 
Your fathers taken by the silver beards. 

And their most reverend heads dash’d to the walls ; 
Y'our naked infants spitted upon pikes ; 

Whiles the mad mothers with their howls confus’d 
Do break the clouds, as did the wi^ of Jewry 
At Herod’s bloody-hunting slaughtermen. 

What say you ? will you yield, and this avoid? 

Or, guilty in defence, be thus destroy’d? 

Gov. Our expectation hath this day an end ; 

The dauphin, whom of succour we entreated. 
Returns us — that his pow'crs are not yet ready 
To raise so great a siege. Therefore, dread king. 
We yield our town, and lives to thy soft mercy . 
Enter our gates ; dispose of us, and ours ; 

For we no longer are defensible. 

X. Hen. Open your gates. — Come, uncle Exeter, 
Go you and enter Harfleur ; there remain. 

And fortify it strongly ’gainst the French ; 

Use mercy to them all. For us, dear uncle, — 

The winter coming on, and sickness growing 
Upon our soldiers, —we’ll retire to Calais. 

To-night in Harfleur will we be your guest; 
To-morrow for the march are we addrest. ^ 

^Flourish, The King, ^c. enter the Town. 

SCENE IV. — Roiien. A Room in the Palace. 

Fnter the French King, the Dauphin, Duke of 
Bourbon, the Constable of France, and others. 
Fr. King. *Tis certain, he hath pass’d the river 
Some. 

Con, And if he be not fought withal, my lord, 

Let us not live in France : let us quit all. 

And give our vineyards to a barbarous people, 

Dau. Shall a few sprays of us, — 

Our scions, put in wild and savage stock. 

Spirt up so suddenly into the clouds, 

And overlook their grafters ? 

Four. Normans, but bastard Normans, Norman 
bastards ! 

Mart (le ma vie / if they march along 
Unfought withal, but 1 will sell my dukedom. 

To buy a slobbery and a dirty farm 
In that nook-shotten^ isle of Albion. 

Con. J)icu de baitailles / where have they this 
mettle ? 

Is not their climate foggy, raw, and dull ? i 

On whom, as in despite, the sun looks pale, 

Killing their fruit with frowns ? Can sodden water, 
A drench for sur-rein’d7 jades, tlieir barley broth, 
Decoct their cold blood to such valiant heat ? 

And shall our quick blood, spirited with wine, 

Seem frosty ? O, for honour of our land. 

Let us not hang like roping icicles 
Upon our houses* thatch, whiles a more frosty people 
Sweat dtops of gallant youth in our rich fields ; 
Poor — wo may call them, in their native lords. 

” Prepared. 9 ShooUna into promontories. 

7 Over.riddcn. 


jDau. By faith and honour, 

Our madams mock at us, 

Hour. They bid us — to the English dancing- 
schools. 

And teach lavoltas high, and swift corantos^ j 
Saying, our grace is only in our heels, 

And that we are most lofty runaways. 

Fr, King, Where is Montjdy, the herald ? speed 
him hence ; 

Let him greet England with our sharp defiance. — 
Up, princes ; and, with spirit of honour edg’d, 
More sharper than your swords, hie to the field . 
Charles De-la-bret, high constable of France ; 

You dukes of Orleans, Bourbon, and of Berry, 
Alcn9on, Brabant, Bar, and Burgundy ; 

Jacques Chatillion, Kambures, Vaudeinont, 
Beaumont, Grandpr(£^, Roussi, and Fauconberg, 
Foix, Lestrale, Bouciqualt, and Charolois ; 

High dukes, great princes, barons, lords, and knights. 
For your great scats, now quit you of great shames, 
Bar Harry England, tliat sweeps through our land 
With pennons ** painted in the blood of llarfieur : 
Rush on his host, as doth the melted snow 
Upon the vallies ; — 

You have power enough, — 

And in a captive chariot, into Roiien 
Bring him our prisoner. 

Con. This becomes the great 

Sorry am 1, his numbers are so few, 

His soldiers sick, and famish’d in their march ; 

For, I am sure when he shall see our army, 
lie’ll drop his heart into the sink of fear, 

And, for achievement, offer us his ransomc. 

Fr. King. Therefore, lord constable, haste on 
Montjdy ; 

And let him say to England, that we send 
To know what willing ransome he will give. — 
Prince dauphin, you shall stay with us in Rouen. 
Dau. Not so, I do beseech your majesty. 

Fr. King. Be patient, for you shall remain with 
us. — 

Now forth, lord constable, and princes all ; 

And quickly bring us w'ord of England’s fall. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE V. — The English Camp in Picardy. 

Enter Gower and Fluellen. 

Gow. How now, captain Fluellen? come you 
from the bridge ? 

Flu. I assure you, there is very excellent service 
committed at llie pridge. 

Gow, Is the duke of Exeter safe ? 

Flu. The duke of Exeter is as magnanimous as 
Agamemnon ; and a man that I love and honour 
with my soul, and my heart, and my duty, and my 
life, and my livings, and my uttermost powers ; he 
is not, (God be praised, and plessed!) any hurt in 
the *orld j but keeps the pridge most valiantly, 
with excellent discipline. There is an ensign there 
at the pridge, — I think, in my very conscience, he 
is as valiant as Mark Antony ; and he is a man of 
no estimation in the ’orld : but I did see him do 
gallant service. 

Gow, What do you call him ? 

Flu, He is called — ancient Pistol. 

Gow, I know him not* 

Dance#. ^ Pendanti, imall flag#. 

Ff 4 
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Enter Pistol. 

I'lut Do you not know him ? Here comes the I 
man. 

rUt* Captain, I thee beseech to do me favours ; 
The duke of Exeter doth love thee well. 

I^lu. Ay, and I have merited some love at his 
hands. 

Pist* Bardolph, a soldier, firm and sound of heart. 
Of buxom valour, hath, — by cruel fate, 

And giddy fortune’s furious fickle wheel, 

That goddess blind. 

That stands upon the rolling restless stone, — 

Ehi. By your patience, ancient I’istol. Fortune 
is painted jiHnd, with a muffler > before her eyes, to 
signify to you that fortune is pHnd; And she is 
painted also with a wheel ; to signify to you, v^hich 
is the moral of it, lliat she is turning, and incon- 
stant and variations, and mutabilities ; and her 
foot, look you, is fixed upon a s])herical stone, 
which rolls, and rolls, and rolls; — In good truth 
the poet is make a most excellent deserijition of 
fortune : fortune, look you, is an excellent moral. 

PisU Fortune is Bardolph’s foe, ind frowns on 
him ; 

For he hath stol’n a and hanged must *a be. 
X.et gallows gape for dog, let man go free, 

And let not hemp his windpipe suflbcate . 

But Exeter hath given the doom of death, 

For pix of little jirice. 

Therefore, go speak, the duke will hear thy voice; 
And let not Bardolph’s vital breath be cut 
With edge of penny cord, and vile reproach ; 

Speak, captain, for his life, and I will thee requite. 

Flu, Ancient Pistol, I do partly undestand your 
meaning. 

Pist, Why then rejoice therefore. 

Flu, Certainly, ancient, it is not a thing to re- 
joice at : for if, look you, he were my brother, I 
would desire the duke to use his goot jileasure, and 
put liiin to executions ; for disciplines ought to be 
used. 

Fist, A Jigo for thy friendship ! 

Flu. It is well. 

Pist. The fig of Spain ! < [Fiit Pistol. 

Flu. Very good. 

Gow. Why this is an arrant counterfeit rascal ; 
I remember him now ; a cutpurse. 

Flu. I’ll assure you, ’a utter’d as prave ’ords at 
the pridge, as you shall see in a sununer’s day : 
But it is very well ; what he has sjioke to me, tliat 
is well, I warrant you, when time is serve. 

Gow. Why, ’tis a gull, a fool, a rogue ; that now 
and then goes to the wars, to grace liimsclf, at Ids 
return into London, under the fonri of a soldier. 
And such fellows arc perfect in great commanders’ 
names : and they will learn you by rote, where ser- 
vices were done ; — at such and such a sconce^, at 
such a breach, at such a convoy : who came ofl’ 
bravely, who was shot, who disgraced, what terms 
the enemy stood on : and this they con perfectly in 
the phrase of war, which they trick up w itli new^- 
tuned oaths ; And what a beard of the general’s 
cut, and a horrid suit of the camp, will do among 
foaming bottles and ale-wash’d wits, is wonderful 
to be thought on ! but you must learn to know 

> A fold of linen, which partially covered tlie face, 

* A araall box in which were kept tljc consrerated wafers. 

3 An allusion to the custom in Siviiri and Italy of giving 
poisoned tigs. 

< An entrenchment hastilj thiown up. 


inch slanders of the age, or else you may be mar- 
vellous mistook. 

Flu. I tell you what, captain Gower ; — I do 
perceive, lie is not the man that he would giadly 
make show' to the ’orld he is ; if I find a hole 
in his coat, 1 will tell him my mind. [Drum heard.] 
Hark you, the king is coming ; and I must speak 
with him from the pridge. 

Enter King Henry, Gloster, and Soldiers. 

Flu. Cot pless your majesty ! 

X. Hen. Ifow now, FluelJen ? earnest thou from 
the bridge? 

Flu. Ay, so please your majesty. The duke of 
Exeter has very gallantly maintained the pridge : 
The French is gfeie off*, look you; and there is gallant 
and most prave passages : Marry, th’ athversary 
was have possession of the pridge; but he is en- 
forced to retire, and the* duke of Exeter is master 
of the pridge : I can tell your majesty, tlie duke is 
a prave man. 

Hen. What men have you lost, Fluellen? 

F/u. The iierdition of th* athversary hath been 
very great, very reasonable great : marry, for my 
part, 1 think the duke hath lost never a man, but 
one that is like to he executed for robbing a church, 
one Bardolph, if your majesty know the man : his 
face is all bubukles, and whelks, and knobs, and 
flanies of fire ; and his lips plow s at his nose, and it 
is like a coal of fire, sometimes plue, and sometimes 
red; but his nose is executed, and his fire’s out. 

A". Hen. We would have all such oflenders so 
cut olf ; and we give express charge, that in our 
marches through the country, there be nothing 
compelled from the villages, nothing taken hut paid 
for; none of the French upbraided, or abused in 
disdainful language ; For when lenity and cruelty 
play for a kingdom, the gentler gamester is the 
soonest winner. 

Tucket sounds. Enter Montjoy, 

Mont. You know me by my habit. 

K. Hen. Well then, I know thee; What shall I 
know of thee ? 

A font. My master’s mind. 

A". Hem. Unfold it. 

Alonl. Thus says my king ; — Say thou to Harry 
of England, 'J'hougli we seemed dead, we did but 
sleep ; Advantage is a better soldier, than rashness. 
Tell him, w'e could have rebuked him at llarflcur ; 
but that we thought not good to bruise an injury, 
till it were full ripe : — now we speak ujion our cue ^ 
and our voice is imperial : England shall repent his 
folly, see his weakness, and admire our sufierance. 
Bid him, therefore, consider of Jus raiisomc; which 
must proportion the losses we have borne, the sub- 
jects wc have lost, the disgrace wc have digested ; 
which, in weight to re-aiiswer, his pettiness would 
bow under. For our losses las exclie<|uer is too 
poor ; for the effusion of our blood, the muster of 
his kingdom too faint a number ; and for our dis- 
grace, his ow'n person, kneeling at our feet, but a 
weak and worthless satisfaction. To this add — 
defiance: and tell him, for conclusion, he hath 
betrayed his followers, whose condemnation is pro- 
nounced. So far my king and master; so much 
my office. 

X. Hen, What is thy name? I know thy quality. 

* In proper time. 
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Mont, Montjoy. 

K, Hen, Thou dost thy office fairly. Turn thee 
. back, 

And t«U thy king, — I do not seek him now ; 

But could be willing to inarch on to Calais 
Without impeachment ® ; for, to say the sooth, 
(Though ’tis no wisdom to confess so much 
I Into an enemy of craft and vantage,) 

My people are with sickness much enfeebled ; 

My numbers lessen’d ; and those few 1 have 
Almost no better than so many l^Vcnch ; 

Who, when they were in health, I tell thee, herald, 

I thought upon one pair of English legs 
Did march three Frenchmen. — Yet, forgive me, 
heaven, 

That 1 do brag tiuis ! — this your aii*of France 
Hath blown that vice in me ; I must repent. 

(to, therefore, tell thy master here I am ; 

My runsome, is this frail and worthless trunk ; 

My army, but a weak and sickly guard j 
Yet God before'?, tell him we will come on, 

Though France himself, and such another neighbour. 
Stand in our way. 'I'here’s for thy labour, Montjoy ; 
(Jo, bid thy master well advise himself: 

If w'e may pass, we wdll ; if we he hinder’d, 

We shall your tawny ground with your red blood 
Discolour : and so, Montjoy, fare you well. 

The sum of all our answer is hut this : 

We would not seek a battle, as wc are ; 

Yet, as we are, we say, wc will not shun it ; 

So tell your master. 

Mont, J shall deliver so. Thanks to your high- 
ness. [Exi/ Montjoy’. 

Glo, I hope they will not come upon us now'. 

K. Hen. We are in God’s hand, brother, not in 
theirs, 

March to the bridge ; it now draws toward night • — 
Beyond the river we’ll encamp ourselves; 

And on to-morrow bid them march aw'ay. [Exeunt, 

SCEISE VI. — The French Camp near Agincourl, 

Enter the Constarm' of Franco, t/icLoRD Rambures, 
the Duke oe Drleans, Dauiuiin, and others. 
Con. Tut ! I have the best armour of the W'orld. 
—’Would it W'ere day. 

Orl. You have an excellent armour; but let my 
horse have his due. 

Con. It is tlie best horse of Europe. 

Orl, Will it never he morning'/ 

Eau. My lord of Orleans, and my lord high 
constable, you talk of horse and ainiour. — 

Oi'l. Yon are as well provided of both, as any 
prince in the world. 

Eau. What a long night is this ! 1 will not 

change my horse w'ith :my that treads but on four 
liasterns, Cut ha f He bounds from the eaith, as if 
his entrails w ere hairs ! ^ le cheral volant^ the IV- 
gasus, qui n Ics nannes da fen ! When I bestiide 
him, I soar, 1 am a hawk . he treads the air ; the 
earth sings when he touches it ; tlie basest horn of 
his hoof is more musical than the pijic of Hermes. 
Ort, He’s of the colour of the nutmeg. 

Eau, And of the heat of the ginger. It is a beast 
for IVrseus: he is pure air and lire; and the dull 
elements of earth and water never appear in him, 

* Hinderancc. “ Then used for God being my guide 
^ Alluding to the bounding of tennis-balls, which were stuffed 
tvith hair. 


but only in patient stillness, while his rider mounts 
him : lie is, indeed, a horse ; and all other jades you 
may call — beasts. 

Con, Indeed, my lord, it is a most absolute and 
excellent horse. 

7?au. It is the jirincc of palfreys; bis neigh is 
like the bidding of a monarch, and his countenance 
enforces homage. 

Orl. No more, cousin. 

Ea7i, Nay, the man hath no wit, that cannot, from 
the rising of the lark to the lodging of the lamb, 
vary deserved praise on my palfrey : it is a theme 
as fluent as the sea ; turn tlie sands into eloquent 
tongues, and my horse is argument for them all ; 
’tis a subject for a sovereign to reason on, and for a 
sovereign’s sovereign to ride on ; and for the world 
(familiar to us, and unknown,) to lay apart their 
jiarticular functions, and wonder at him. I once 
writ a sonnet in liis praise, and began thus : Wonder 
of nature^ — 

Orl. I have heard a sonnet begin so to one’s 
mistress. 

Eau. Then did they imitate that which I composed 
to iny courser ; for my horse is my mistress. 

Con. You have good judgment in horseman- 
ship. 

liam. My lord cons;table, the armour, that I saw 
in your tent to-night, are those stars, or suns, upon 
it ? 

Con. Stars, my lord. 

Eau. Some of them will fall to-morrow, I hope. 

Con. And yet my sky shall not want. 

Eau. Tiiat may be, for you bear a many super- 
fluously ; and ’tw ere more honour, some were aw’ay. 

Con. lOven as your horse hears your praises; who 
would trot as w ell, w'ere some of your brags dis- 
mounted. 

Ean. ’Would I were able to load him with his 
I desert ! Will it never be day ‘i I will trot to-morrow 
[ a mile, and my way shall be paved w'ith English 
faces. 

Con. I will not say «o, for fear I should be faced 
out of my way: But 1 would it were morning, for 
I w ould fain be about the ears of the English. 

Earn. Who will goto hazard with me for tw'cnty 
English ijrisoners. 

Con. You must first go yourself to hazard, ere 
you liave them. 

Eau. ’Tis inidniglit ; I’ll go arm myself. [Exit, 

Orl. Tlie dauphin longs for morning. 

Itom. He longs to eat tlie English. 

Con. I think, lie will cat all he kills. 

Orl. By the v\ bite hand of my lady, he’s a gallant 
prince. 

(()//. Swear by lier foot, tliat she may tread out 
the oath. 

Orl. He is simply, the most active gentleman of 
Fiance. 

Con. Doing is activity : and he will still ho doing. 

Orl. He never did harm, that I heaid of. 

Con. Nor will do none to-iiiorrow ; he v\ill keep 
that good name still. 

Orl. 1 know him to be valiant. 

Con, J was told that, by one that knows him 
better tlian you. 

Orl, M^hat’s he ? 

Co7i, Marry, he told mo so himself ; and he said, 
he cared not who knew it. 

Orl. He needs not, it is no hidden virtue in him. 

Cun. By my faith, sir, but it is ; never any body 
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saw it, but his lackey : *tis a hooded valour ; and, 
when it appears, it will bate. ^ 

OrL Ill-will never said well. 

Con. I will cap Uiat proverb with— There is flat- 
tery in friendship. 

Orl. And 1 will take up that with— -Give the 
devil his due. 

Con. Well placed ; there sUiiids your friend for 
the devil. 

Orl. You arc the better at proverbs, by how much 
— A fool’s bolt is soon shot. 

Con. You have shot over. 

Orl. ’Tis not the first time you were overshot. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord high constable, the English lie 
within fifteen bundled paces of your tent. 

Con. Who hath measured the ground ? 

Mess. The lord Grandpre. 

Con. A valiant and most expert gentleman. — 
Would it were day ! — Alas, poor Harry of Eng- 
land ! — he longs not for the dawning, as we do. 

Orl. What a wretched and }>eevisli ^ fellow is this 
king of England, to mope with his fat-brained fol- 
lowers so far out of his knowdedge ! 


Con. If tlic English had any apprehension, they 
would run away. 

Orl. That they lack ; for if their heads had any 
intellectual armour, tliey could never wear •such 
heavy head-pieces. 

Earn. That island of England breeds very valiant 
creatures; their mastiffs are of umnatchable courage. 

Orl. Foolish curs ! that run winking into the 
mouth of a Russian bear, and have their heads 
crushed like rotten apples ; You may as well say, — 
that’s a valiant flea, that dare eat his breakfast on 
the lip of a lion. 

Co7i. Just, just ; and the men do sympathize with 
the mastiffs, in robustious and rough coming on, 
leaving their wits with tlieir wives ; and then give 
them great meRls of beef, and iron and steel, tliey 
will eat like wolves, and fight like devils. 

Orl. Ay, but these English arc shrewdly out of beef. 

Con. Then we shall find to-morrow — they have 
only stomachs to eat, and none to fight. Mow is it 
lime to arm : Come, shall w'e about it ? 

Orl. It is now two o’clock : but, let me see, — 
by ten, 

Wc shall have each a hundred Englishmen. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT IV. 


Enter Chorus. 

Chor. Now entertain conjecture of a time, 

When creeping murmur, and the poring dork, 

Fills the wide vessel of the universe. 

From camp to camp, through the foul womb of night, 
The hum of either army stilly sounds, 

That the fix’d sentinels almost receive 
The secret whispers of each other’s watch : 

Fire answers fire ; and through their paly flames 
Each battle sees the other’s umber’d^ face: 

Steed threatens steed, in high and boastful neighs 
Piercing the night’s dull ear ; and from the tents, 
The armourers, accomplishing the knights, 

With busy hammers closing rivets up, 

Give dreadful note of preparation. 

The country cocks do crow, the clocks do toll. 

And the third hour of drowsy morning name, 
^roud of their numbei*s, and secure in .soul, 

The confident and over-lusty* French 
Do the low-rated English play at dice ; 

And chide the cripple tardy-gaited night, 

Who, like a foul and ugly witch, dotli limp 

So tediously away. The poor condemned English, 

Like sacrifices, by their watchful fires 

Sit patiently, and inly ruminate 

The morning’s danger ; and their gesture sad, 

Investing lank-lean cheeks, and war-worn coats, 

Presenteth them unto the gazing moon 

So many horrid ghosts. O, now, who will behold 

The royal captain of this ruin*d band, 

Walking from watch to watch, from tent to tent, 
Let him cry — Praise and glory on his head 1 
For forth he goes, and visits all liis host ; 

Bids them good-morrow, with a modest smile ; 

9 An equivoque in terms in foloonry : he means his valour 
is hid fh>m every body but his lackey, and when it appears it 
willfkUofi: 

» Foolish. * Gently, lowly. 

9 Discoloured by the gleam of the fixes. * Over-saucy. 


And calls them — brothers, friends, and countrymen. 
Upon his royal face there is no note, 

How dread an army hath enrounded him ; 

Nor doth he dedicate one jot of colour 
Unto the weary and all -watched night: 

But freshly looks, and over-bears attaint, 

With cheerful semblance, and sweet majesty ; 

Tliat every wretch, pining and pale before, 
Beholding him, plucks comfort from his looks . 

A largess universal, like the sun, 

His liberal eye doth give to every one, 

Thawing cold fear. Then, mean and gentle all, 
Behold, as may unworthincss define, 

A little touch of Harry in the night : 

And so our scene must to the battle fly ; 

Where, (O for pity !) we shall much disgrace — 
With four or five most vile and ragged foils, 

Right ill-dispus’d, in brawl ridiculous, — 

Die name of Agincourt : Yet, sit and see ; 
Minding ^ true things, by what tlieir mockeries be. 

[Exit. 

SCENE I. — 7V(W7 English Camp at Agincourt. 
Enter Kino Hicnry, Bedford, and Gloster. 

Jl. Jlen. Gloster, 'tis true, that we are in great 
danger ; 

The greater therefore should our courage be. — 
Good morrow, brother Bedford. — Now we find 
There is some soul of goodness in things evil, 
Would men observingly distil it out ; 

For our bad neighbour makes us early stirrers, 
Wluch is both healthful and good husbandry : 
Besides, they are our outward consciences, 

And preachers to us all ; admonishing, 

That we should dress us fairly for our end. 

Thus may we gather honey from the weed 
And make a moral of the devil himself. 

» Calling to remembrance. 
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Enter Erpikoham. 

Good morrow, old sir Thomas Erpingham ; 

A good soft pillow for that good white head 
Were better than a churlish turf of France, 

Erp» Not so, my liege ; this lodging likes me 
better, 

Since I may say— now lie I like a king, 

JC, Hetu ’Tis good for men to love tlieir present 
pains. 

Upon example ; so the spirit is eased : 

And, when the mind is quicken’d, out of doubt. 

The organs, though defunct and dead before. 

Break up their drowsy grave, and newly move 
With casted slough ^ and fresh legcrity.7 
Lend me thy cloak, sir Thomas, — Brothers both, 
Commend me to the princes in our camp ; 

Do my good-morrow to them ; and anon, 

Desire them all to my pavilion. 

Glo* IVe shall, my liege. 

[Exeunt Gloster and BEnroRD. 
Erp. Shall I attend your grace ? 

A". Hen, No, my good knight; 

Go with my brothers to my lords of England: I 

I and rny bosom must debate a while. 

And then I W'ould no other company. 

Erp, The Lord in heaven bless thee, noble 
Harry. [Exit EuriNciiAM. 

K. Hen, Worthy old heart ' thou sj)eakesl cheer- 
fully. 

Enter Pistoi.. 

Pist. Qui va Id 9 
K, Hen, A friend. 

Pist, Discuss unto me ; Art thou officer ; 

Or art thou base, common, and poimlar ? 

K, Hen, 1 am a gentleman of a company. 

JHst, Trailest thou the puissant pike ? 

K, Hen, Even .so ; what are you ? 

Pist, As good a gentleman as the emperor. 

K. Hen. Then you are a better than the king. 
Vist, The king’s a baw'cock, and a heart of gold, 
A lad of life, an imp of fame ; 

Of parents good, of list most valiant ; 

I kiss his dirty shoe, and from my heart-strings 
I love the lovely bully. What’s thy name ? 

A”. Hen, Harry le Eoy, 

Fist. Le Eoyl a Cornish name: art thou of 
Cornish crew ? 

IT. Hen. No, 1 am a Welshman. 

PUU Knowest tliou Fluellen. 

K, Hen, Yes. 

Pist, Tell him. I’ll knock his leek about his pate. 
Upon saint David’s day. 

K, Hen, Do not you wear your dagger in your cap 
that day, lest he knock that about yours. 

Pist, Art thou his friend ? 

K, Hen, And Ills kinsman too. 

Pist, The^o for thee then ! 

K, Hen, 1 thank you : Heaven be with you. 

Put, My name is Pistol called. [EatV. 

JC, Hen, It sorts well with your fierceness. 

Enter Fluei.len and Gower, severally, 

Gow, Captain Fluellen ! 

Flu, So ! speak lower. It is the greatest admir- 
ation in the universal ’orld, when the true and 
auncient prerogatifes and laws of the wars is not 
kept : if you would take the pains but to examine 

* Slough la the akin which serpenta annually tlirow off 
7 Ughtneaa, nimhleneaa. 


the wars of Pompey the Great, you shall find, 1 
warrant you, that there is no tiddle taddle, or pib- 
ble pabbie, in Pompey’s camp ; I warrant you, you 
shall find the ceremonies of the wars, and tlic cares 
of it, and the forms of it, and the sobriety of it, and 
the modesty of it, to be otherwise. 

Gow, Why, the enemy is loud ; you heard him 
all night. 

Flu, If tlie enemy is an ass and a fool, and a 
prating coxcomb, is it meet, think you, that we 
should also, look you, be an ass, and a fool, and a 
pratiTig coxcomb ; in your own conscience now ? 

Gow, 1 will speak lower. 

Flu, I pray you, and beseech you, that you will. 

[Exeimt Gower and Fluellen. 

A'. Hen, Thougli it appear a little out of fasliion, 
There is much care and valour in this Welshman. 

Enter Bates, Court, and Williams. 

Court. Brother John Bates, is not that the morn- 
ing \\ hich breaks yonder ? 

Pates. I tliink it be : but we have no great cause 
to desire the approach of day. 

Will, We see yonder tlie beginning of the day, 
but, I tliink, we shall never see the end of it. — 
Who goes tlicrc ? 

K. Hen. A friend. 

Will. Under what captain serve you ? 

K. Hen. Under sir Thomas Erpingham. 

Will. A good old commander, and a most kind 
gentleman : I pray you, what thinks he of our estate ? 

K, Hen. Even as men wrecked upon a sand, that 
look to be washed off the next tide. 

Pates, He hath not told his thought to the king ? 

A'. Hen. No : nor it is not meet he should. For, 
tliough I speak it to you, I think, the king is but a 
man, as 1 am : the violet smells to him, as it doth 
to me ; the element shows to him, as it doth to me j 
all his senses have but human conditions 8 : his ce- 
remonies laid by, he appears but a man ; and though 
his affections are higher mounted than ours, yet, 
when they sttwp, they stoop with the like wing ; 
therefore when he sees reason of fears, as we do, 
his fears, out of doubt, be of the same relish as ours 
are : Yet, in reason, no man should possess him with 
any appearance of fear, lest he, by showing it, 
should dishearten his army. 

Pates, He may show what outward courage he 
will : but, I believe, as cold a night as *tis, he could 
wdsh himself in the Thames up to the neck : and so 
I would he were, and I by him, at all adventures, 
so we were quit here. 

K, Hen, By my troth, I will speak my conscience 
of the king; I think, he would not wish himself 
any where but where he is. 

Pates, Then, ’would he w^ere here alone ; so 
should he be sure to be ransomed, and a many poor 
men’s lives saved. 

K, Hen, I dare say, you love him not so ill, to 
wish him here alone : howsoever you speak tliis, to 
feel other men’s minds : Metliinks, I could not die 
any where so contented, as in the king’s company ; 
bis cause being just, and his quarrel honourable. 

Will, That’s more than we know. 

Pates, Ay, or more than we should seek after ; 
for we know enough, if we know we are the king’s 
subjects ; if his cause be wrong, our obedience to 
the king wipes the crime of it out of us. 

« Qualities. 
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IVUl But, if rlie cause be not good, the king 
himself hath a lieavy reckoning to make ; when all 
those legs, and arms, and heads, chopped oft’ in a 
battle, shall join together at the latter day, and cry 
all — We died at such a place ; some swearing; 
some, crying for a surgeon ; some, upon their wives 
left poor behind them ; some, upon the debts they 
owe ; some, upon their children rawly ' left. 1 am 
afeard there are few' die well, that die in battle ; for 
how can they charitably dispose of any thing, when 
blood is their argument ? Now, if these men do 
not die well, it will be a black matter for the king 
that led them to it ; whom to disobey, w'cre against 
all proportion of subjection. 

K. Hen. So, if a son, that is by his father sent 
about inerchandize, do sinfully miscarry upon the 
sea, the imputation of his wickedness, by your rule, 
should be imposed upon his father th.at sent him . 
or if a servant, under his master’s command, trans- 
jiorting 0 sum of money, be assailed by robbers, and 
die in many irreconciled ini(]uities, you may call the 
business of the master the author of the servant’s 
perdition : — But this is not so : the king is not 
hound to an'>w’c‘r the particular endings of his sol- 
diers, the father of his son, nor tlie master of his 
servant : for they purpose not their death, when 
they puipose tlieir services. Beside.s, there is no 
king, be his cause never so spotless, if it come to 
the arbitreinent of sw'ords, can try it out with all 
unspotted soldiers. Some, peradventure, have on 
thorn the guilt of premeditated and contrived mur- 
der , some, of beguiling virgins with the broken 
seals of perjury ; some, making the w'ars their bul- 
wark, that have before gored tlic gentle bosom of 
peace with pillage and robbery. Now, if these men 
have defeated the law', and outrun native punish- 
ment % though they can outstrip men, they have no 
wings to fly from God ; war is his vengeance ; so 
that here men are punishe<l, for before-breach of 
the king’s law's, in now the king’s quarrel : where 
they feared the death, they have borne life away ; 
and where llicy would he safe, they ))erish; Then 
if they die unprovided, no more is the king guilty 
of it, than he was before guilty of those impieties 
for the which they are now visited. Every sulqect’s 
duty is the king’s ; but every subject’s soul is his 
ow'ii. Therefore should every sohlier in the w'ars 
do as every sick man in his bed, W'ash every mote 
out of his conscience ; and dying so, death is to 
him advantage ; or not dying, the time was blessedly 
lost, wherein such preparation was gained : and, in 
him that escapes, it were not sin to think, that 
making God so fiee an olFcr, he let Iiiiii outlive that 
day to see his greatness, and to teach others how' 
they should prcpaic, 

WilL ’Tis certain, every man that dies ill, the ill 
is upon his owm head, the king is not to answ er fur it. 

JJates. 1 do not desire he should ausw’er for me ; 
and yet I determine to fight lustily for him. 

A" Hen. I my.self heard the king say, he would 
not be ransomed. 

Will Ay, he said so, to make us fight cheerfully ; 
but when our throats arc cut, he may be ransomed, 
and we ne’er the wiser. 

K, Hen. If I live to see it, I will never trust his 
word after. 

Will. ’Mass, you’ll pay 3 him then ! Tliat’s a peril- 
ous shot out of an elder gun, that a poor and private 

» Suddenly. « i* c. Punishment in their native country 

3 To pay here signifies to bring to account, to punish. 


displeasure can do against a monarch ! you may as 
well go about to turn the sun to ice, with fanning in 
his face with a peacock’s feather. You’ll never 
trust his word after! come, ’tis a foolish saying. 

K. Hen Your reproof is something too round ; 
I should be angry with you, if the time were con- 
venient. 

Wdl. Let it be a quarrel between us, if you live, 
K. Hen. I embrace it. 

IVill. IIovv shall I know thee again. 

K. Hen. Give me any gage of thine, and I will 
wear it in my bonnet : then, if ever thou darcst 
acknowledge it, 1 will make it my quarrel. 

IVdl. Here’s my glove ; give me another of thine. 
A\ Hen. Tliere. 

Il'dl. This ivill I also wear in my cap : if ever 
thou come to me and say, after to-morrow, This is 
mj/ glove j by this hand, I will take thee a box on the 
ear. 

A”. Hen. If ever I live to sec it, I will challenge it. 
inil. Thou darcst as well be hanged. 

K. Hen. Well, I will do it, though 1 take thee in 
the king’s comjiany. 

frdl. Keep thy w'ord : fare thee well. 

Ifalcs. Be friends, you Englisli fools, he friends ; 
v\e have French quarrels enough, if you could tell 
how to reckon. 

1C. Hen. Indeed, the French may lay tw'enty French 
crow'us to one, they will beat us; for they bear them 
on their shoulders . But it is no English treason to 
cut French crowns ; and, to-morrow the king him- 
self will be a clipper. [Exeunt Soldiers. 

Upon the king * let us our lives, our souls. 

Our debts, our careful wives, our children, and 
Our sins, lay on the king ; — we must bear all. 

O hard condition ! tw'in-born wdth greatness. 
Subjected to the breath of every fool, 

Whose sense no more can feel but his own wringing ! 
What infinite heart’s ease must kings neglect. 

That private men enjoy ? 

And what have kings, that privates have not too, 
Save ceremony, save general ceremony ? 

And w'hat art thou, thou idle ceremony? 

What kind of god art thou, that siiirer’st more 
Of mortal griefs, than do thy worshi])pers ? 

What are tliy rents? what arc thy comings-in ? 

0 ceremony, sliow me but tliy worth I 
What is the soul of adoration ? 

Art thou aught else but place, degree, and form, 
Creating awx* and fear in other men? 

Wherein thon art less happy being fear’d 
'I’lian they in fearing. 

Wliat drink’st thou oft, instead of homage sweet, 
But poison’d flattery? O, be sick, great greatness, 
And bid thy ceremony give thee cure ! 

Think *8t tliou, the fiery fever will go out 
With titles blown from adulation? 

Will it give place to flexure and low bending ? 
Canst thou, when thou cotninand’st the beggar’s 
knee, 

Command the health of it ? No, thou proud dream, 
That play’st so subtly with a king’s repose; 

1 am a king, that find thee ; and I know, 

’Tis not the balm, the scepter, and the ball, 

The sword, the mace, tlie crowm imperial, 

The enter-tissued robe of gold and pearl, 

The farced 5 title running ’fore the king, 

The throne he sits on, nor the tide of pomp 

3 Farced is stuffed. The tumid pufliy titles with which a 
king’s name is introduced. 
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That beats upon the high shore of this worW, 

No, not all these, thrice-gorgeous ceremony, 

Not all these, laid in bed majcstical. 

Can, sleep so soundly as the wretched slave ; 

Who, with a body fill’d, and vacant mind. 

Gets him to rest, cramm’d with distressful bread ; 
Never sees horrid night, the child of hell ; 

But, like a lackey, from the rise to set. 

Sweats in the eye of Pha*bus, and all night, 

Sleeps in Elysium ; next day, after dawn, 

Doth rise, and help Hyperion ^ to his horse ; 

And follows so the ever-running year 
With profitable labour, to his grave ; 

And, but for ceremony, such a wretch, 

Winding uj) da^s witli toil, and nights with sleep, 
Had the fore-hand ami \antage of a king. 

Tlie slave, a member of the ctmntry’s peace. 

Enjoys it; but in gross biain little wots, 

What watch the king keejis to maintain llic peace, 
Whose hours tlie peasant best advantages. 

Knh’r EuriKr.iiA’M. 

Erp. My lord, your nobles, jealousof } ourabsence, 
Seek through your eamj) to find you. 

A". JIoi. Good uhl knight. 

Collect them all togethei at my tent 
ril he befoie thee. 

E>'P* I ‘‘hall do’t, my lord. 

A'. lien. O God of battles ! steel my sol<Uers’ 
hearts ! 

Possess tlu'in not with fear; take from them now 
I’he sense of reckoning, if the opposed numbers 
Pluck their hearts fiom them! — fs\)t to-day, O Lord, 

0 not to-day, think not upon the fault 
My father made in compassing the crown ! 

1 Itichard’s body have interred new • 

And on it have bestow’d moie contrite tears. 

Than from it issued (breed drops of blood. 

Five hundred ])oor 1 have in yearly pay, 

Who twice a day their wither d hands hold up 
Toward heaven, to ]>ardon blood ; and I have built 
Two chantries, where the sad and solemn priests 
Sing still for liicliard’s soul. More will 1 do ; 
Though all that 1 can do, is nothing worth ; 

Since that my penitence comes after all, 

Imploring pardon. 

Enter Glostkk. 

Glo. My liege ! 

K. Hen. My brother Gloster’s voice ? — Ay ; 
I know thy errand, I wdll go w ith thee ; — 

The day, my friends, and all things stay for me. 

[^Exeunt. 

SCENE II. — The French Camp. 

Enter Daufhin, Ouleans, Ramuuues, and others. 
Orl. The sun doth gild our armour ; up, iny lords. 
DsLU.Montezd cheval: — My horse ! valet! lacquay! 
ha ! 

Orl. O brave spirit ! 

Dau. Via ! 7— les eaux et la terre — 

Orl. Itien puis I Vair et le feu — — 

Dau. Cwl ! cousin Orleans. — 

Enter Constable. 

Now, my lord constable I 

Con* Hark, how our steeds for present service 
neigh. 

^ The sun. An old encouraging exclamation. 


Dau. Mount them, and make incision in theirhides; 
That their hot blood may sjiin in English eyes, 
And dout*^ them with superfluous courage: Hal 
Itam, Wliat, will you have them weep our horses* 
blood ? 

IIow' shall we then behold their natural tears ? 
Eyiter a Messenger. 

Mess. The English are embattled, you French 
peers 

Con. To horse, you gallant ]>rinces ! straight to 
horse ! 

Do hut behold yon poor and starved b.'ind. 

And your fair sliow shall suck aw'ay their souls, 
Leaving them but the shales and husks of men. 
There is not work enmigli for all our baud') ; 

Scarc(‘ blood enough in all tijeir sickly veins, 

To give each naked curtle-fix a stain, 

I’li.it our French gallants shall to-day draw out, 
.And shcafli for lack of spoil : let us but blow on 
them, 

'I'lie v.-ipour of our valour w ill o’erturn them. 

’Tis jiosiiive 'gainst all exceptions, lords, 

That our superfiiious lackeys, and our jieasants, — 
Who, in unnecessary action, swarm 
About our squares of battle, — A\ere enough 
To jmrge this fu'ld of such a hilding*’ foe ; 

'I'iiougli we, upon this mountain’s basis Iiy, 

'look stand for idle speculation : 

But that oiu honours must not. W^hal’s to say? 

A ver\ little little let us do, 

And all is done. Then let the trumpets sound 
The tucket-souuance and the note to mount : 

For our a))proach shall so much dare the field, 

That England shall couch down in fear, and yield. 

Enter Grandpke. 

Grand. Why do you stay so long, my lords of 
France? 

Yon island carrions, desperate of tlicir hones, 
Ill-favour’dly become the morning field : 

Their ragged curtains ► pooily are let loose, 

And our air sliakcs them passing scornfully. 

Big Mars seems bankrupt in their beggar’d host, 
And faintly through a rusty heaver pee[)S. 

Their horsemen sit like fixed candlesticks. 

With torch-staves in their hand : and their poor 
jades 

Lob dowui their heads, dropping the hides and hips ; 
The gum down-roping from their pale-dead eyes ; 
And in their pale dull mouths the giinmal bit 
Lies foul with chew’d grass, still and motioidess ; 
And their executors, the knavish crows, 

Fly o’er them all, impatient for their hour. 
Description cannot suit itself in woids, 

'To deinonstiate the life of such a battle 
In life so lifeless as it shows itself. 

Con. They have said their prayers, and they stay 
for death. • 

Dau. Shall we go send them dinners, and fresh 
suits. 

And give their fasting horses provender. 

And after fight with them ? 

Con. I stay hut for my guard ; On, to the field : 
I will the banner from a trumpet take. 

And use it for my haste. Come, come away ! 

The sun is high, and we outwear the day. [Exeunt* 

® Do them out, extinguisli them. 9 Mean, despicable. 
’ The name of an introductory flourish on the trumpet. 

* Colours. ^ King. 
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SCENE in. — The English Camp. 

Enter the English Host ; Ci.oster, Hedford, 
Exeter, Salisbury, and Wkstmokelanh. 

(Uo. Wliere is the king ? 

Eed. The king himself is rode to view their battle. 
West. Of fighting men they have full tliree-score 
thousand. 

Exe. There’s five to one ; besides, they all are fresh. 
Sal. God’s arm strike with us • *tis a fearful odds. 
God be wi’ you, princes all ; I’ll to iny charge : 

If we no more meet, till we meet in heaven. 

Then joyfully, — my noble lord of Bedford, — 

My dear lord Ciloster, — and my good lord Exeter,— 
And my kind kinsman, — warriors all, adieu ' 

Eed. Farewell, good Salisbury : and good luck 
go with thee ! 

Ei'c. Farewell, kind lord; fight valiantly to-day ; 
And yet I do thee WTong, to mind thee of it, 

For thou art fram’d of tlie firm truth of valour, 

\^ErU Salisbury. 

lied. He is as full of valour as of kindness ; 
Princely in both. 

West, O that we now had here 

Enter Kino Henry. 

But one ten thousand of those men in England, 
'I’hat do no work to-day ’ 

K. Hen. What’s he, that wishes so ? 

My cou.sin Westmoreland? — Ko, my fair cousin : 
Tf we are mark’d to die, we are enough 
To do our country loss ; and if to live, 

'riic fewer men, tlic greater share of honour. 

0 no, 1 pray thee, wish not one man more. 

By Jove, 1 am not covetous for gold ; 

Nor care I, who doth feed upon my cost; 

It yearns^ me not, if men my garments wear; 

Such outer things dwxdl not in my desires : 

But, if it be a sin to covet honour, 

1 am the most offending soul alive. 

No, ’faith, my co/., wish not a man from England : 
By heaven ! I would not lose so great an honour. 
As one man more, melhinks, would share fiom me. 
For the best hope 1 have. O, do not wish one more . 
Rather proclaim it, Westmoreland, through my host, 
That he, which hath no stomach to this fight, 

Let him depart ; his passport shall be made. 

And crowns for convoy put into his purse ; 

We would not die in that man’s company, 

"^rhat fears his fellowship to die with us. 

This day is call'd — the feast of Crispian : 

He, that outlives this day, and comes safe home, 
Will stand a tip-toe when this day is nam’d, 

And rouse him at the name of Crispian : 

He, that shall live this day, and see old age, 

Will yearly on the vigil feast his friends, 

And say — to-morrow is saint Crispian : 

Then will he strip his sleeve, and show his scars, 
And say, these w^ounds I had on Crispin’s day. 

Old men forget ; yet all shall be forgot, 

But he’ll remember, with advantages, 

What feats he did that day : Then shall our names, 
Familiar in their mouths as household words, — 
Harry the king, Bedford, and Exeter, 

Warwick and Talbot, Salisbury and Gloster, 

Be in their flowing cups freshly remember’d : 

This story shall the good man teach his son ; 

And Crispin Crispian shall ne’er go by, 

From tliis day to tlie ending of the world, 

< Grieves. 


But we in it shall be remembered ; 

We few, we happy few, we band of brothers ; 

For he, to-day that sheds his blood with me, 

Shall be my brother ; be he ne’er so vile, , 

This day shall gentle his condition ; 

And gentlemen in England, now a-bed. 

Shall think themselves accurs’d, they were not here ; 
And hold their manhoods cheap, while any speaks 
That fought with us upon saint Crispin’s day. 

Enter Salisbury. 

Sal. My sovereign lord, bestow yourself with speed . 
The French are bravely in their battles set, 

And will with all expedience charge on us. 

K. Hen. All things arc ready, if our minds be so. 
West. Perish the man, who.se mind is backward 
now ! 

A". Hen. Thou dost not wish more help from 
England, cousin? 

West. By heaven, my liege, ’would you and I alone, 
Without more help, might fight this battle out ! 

A" Hen. Why. now thou hast unwish’d five thou 
sand men ; 

Which likes me better, than to wish us one. — 

You know your places . God be with you all ! 

Tucket, Enter Mont joy. 

Mon/. Once more I come to know of thee, king 
Harry, 

If for thy ransomc thou wilt now compound, 
Before thy most assured overthrow ; 

For, ceitainly, thou art so near the gulf, 

'I’hou needs must be englutted. Besides, in mercy, 
The constable desires thee — thou w'ilt mind^^ 

Thy followers of repentance; that their souls 
May make a peaceful and a sweet retire 
From oir these fields, w'herc (wTctche.s) their poor 
bodies 

Must lie and fester. 

A". Hen. Who hath sent thee now ? 

Mont. The constable of h'rance. 

E Hen. 1 pray thee, bear my former answ-cr back ; 
Bid them achieve me, and then sell my bones. 
Good Heaven ! why should they mock poor fellows 
thus ? 

The man, that once did sell the lion’s skin 
While the beast liv’d, was killed with hunting him. 
A many of our bodies shall, no doubt. 

Find native graves ; upon the which, I trust, 

Shall witness live in brass of this day’s work; 

And those that leave their valiant bones in France, 
Dying like men, though buried in your dunghills. 
They shall be fam’d ; for there the sun shall greet 
them, 

And draw their honours recking up to heaven. 

Let me speak proudly : — Tell the constable, 

We are but warriors for the working-day ; 

Our gayness, and our gilt ', are all besmirch’d ^ 
With rainy marching in the painful field ; 

There’s not a piece of feather in our host, 

(Good argument, I hope, we shall not fly,) 

And time hath worn us into slovcnry : 

But, by the mass, our hearts are in the trim ; 

And my poor soldiers tell me — yet ere night 
They’ll be in fresher robes ; or they will pluck 
The gay new coats o’er the French soldiers’ heads. 
And turn them out of service. If they do tliis, 
(As, if God please, they shall,) my ransome then 

^ t. e. This day shall advance him tuthe rank of a gentleman. 
9 Remind. i Gilding. ^ Soiled. 
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Will soon be levied. Herald, save thou thy labour ; i 
Come thou no more for ransome, gentle herald ; I 
They shall have none, I swear, but these my joints : 
Which if tliey have as I will leave ’em to them. 
Shall yield them little, tell tlie constable. 

MoiU. I shall, king Harry. And so fare thee well ; 
Thou never shalt hear herald any more. [ Exit. 
JT. Heit> I fear, ihou’lt once more come again for 
ransome. 

Enter the Duke op York. 

York. My lord, most humbly on my knee I beg 
The leading of the vaward. ^ 

K. Hen. Take it, brave York, — Now, soldiers, 
march away : — 

And how thou pleasest, God, dispose the day ! 

[Ereti?it. 

SCENE IV. — The Field of Eattle. 

Alarums : Excursions. Enter French Soldier, 
Pistol, and Boy. ’ 

Pist. Yield, cur. 

Fr. Sol. Je pense, que vous estes le genlWwmnu de 
bonne qualuL 

Ihst. Quality, call you me ? — Construe me, art 
thou a gentleman? What is thy narne'^ discuss. 

Fr. Sol. 0 seigneur Dieu ! 

Pist. O, signieur Dew should be a gentleman : — 
Perpend my words, O signieur Dew, and mark ; — 
O signieur Dew, thou diest on point of fox 
Except, O signieur, thou do give to me 
Egregious ransome. 

Fr. Sol. Oy prennez misericnrde ! ayezpitU de mop. 
Put. Moy shall not serve, I will have forty moys; 
For I will fetch thy rim ^ out at thy throat. 

In drops of crimson blood. 

Fr. Sol. Est il impossible d*eschapper la force de 
ton bras. 

Pist. Brass, cur ! 

Ofler’st me brass ? 

Fr. Sol. 0, pardonnez moy ! 

Pist. Say’st thou me so ? is that a ton of moys ? — 
Come hither, boy ; Ask me this slave in French, 
What is his name. 

Boy. Escoulez; Comment estes vous appelli ^ 

Fr. Sol. Monsieur Ic Per. 

Boy. He says, his name is — master Fer. 

Pist. MasterFer, I’ll fer him, and firk ® him, and 
ferret him : — discuss the same in French unto him. 

Boy. I do not know the French for fer, and fer- 
ret, and firk. 

Pist. Bid him prepare, for T will cut his throat. 
Fr. Sol. Que dit-il. Monsieur f 
Boy, II me commande de vous dire que vous fades 
vous prest ; car cc soldat icy est dispose toute a vcile 
heure de couper vostre gorga. 

Pist. Ouy, couper gorge, par may foy, pesant. 
Unless thou give me crowns, brave crowns ; 

Or mangled shalt thou be by this my sword. 

Fr. Sol. Oy je vous supplie pour I'anwur de Dieu, 
me pardonner / Je suis gentdhomrne de bonne mniwn.- 
gardez ma vie, etje vous donneray deux cents esc us. 
Pist. What are his words ? 

Boy. He prays you to save his life ; he is a gen- 
tleman of a good house ; and, for his ransome, he 
will give you two hundred crowns. 

Pist. Tell him, — my fury sliall abate, and I 
The crowns will take. 

® Vanguard. 

* An old cant word for a sword, so called from a famous 
sword cutler of the name of Fox;. 

* The diaphragm. ® Chastise. 
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Fr. Sol. Petit monsieur y que dit-il 9 
Boy. Encore quit est contre sonjurementy de par^ 
donner aucun prisonnier ; neantmoinSy pour les escua 
que vous iavez promis, il est content de vous donner 
la liberUy le franchisement. 

Fr. Sol. Sur mes genouxy je vous donne mille re-, 
merciemem : et je niestime heureux queje suis tomhe 
entre les mains Jun chevalier, je pense, le plus brave, 
valiant, et tres distingue seigneur d'Angleterre, 

Pist. Expound unto me, boy. 

Boy. He gives you, upon his knees, a thousand 
thiinks : and he esteems himself happy that he hath 
fallen into the hands of (as he thinks) tlie most brave, 
valorous, and thrice-worthy signieur of England. 

Pist. As I suck blood, I will some mercy show. — 
Follow me, cur. [Exit Pistol. 

Boy, Suivez vous le grand capitaine. 

[Exit French Soldier. 
I did never know so full a voice issue from so 
empty a heart : but the saying is true, — The empty 
vessel makes tlie greatest sound. Bardolph, and 
Nym, had ten times more valour than this roaring 
devil i’the old play, that every one may pare his 
nails with a wooden dagger j and they are both 
hanged ; and so w'ouJd this be, if he durst steal any 
thing adventurously. 1 must stay with the lackeys, 
with the luggage of our camp : the French might 
have a good j)rey of ns, if he knew of it ; for there 
is none to guard it but boys. [Exit. 

SCENE V. — Another Part of the Field of Battle. 

Alarums. Enter Dauphin, Orleans, Bourbon, 
Constable, Hambures, and others. 

Con. 0 diable / 

Orl. 0 seigneur ! — le jour est perdu, tout est 
perdu ! 

Dau. Mort de ma vie f all is confounded, all ! 
Reproach and everlasting shame 
Sits mocking in our plumes. — 0 meschanlc fortune I 
Do not run away. [A short Alarum. 

Con. Why all our ranks are broke. 

Dau. O perdurable? shame! — let’s stab our- 
selves. 

Be these the wretches that wc play’d at dice for ? 
Orl. Is this the king wc sent to for his ransome? 
Bour. Sliaine, and eternal shame, nothing but 
shame ! 

Let us die instant ; Once more back again ; 

And he that will not follow Bourbon now, 

Let him go hence, with shame and infamy. 

Con. Disorder, that hath spoil’d us, friend us now ! 
Let us, in heaps, go ofl’er up our lives 
Unto these English, or else die with fame. 

Orl. We arc enough, yet living in the field, 

To smother up the English in our throngs, 

If any order might be thought upon. 

Bour, The devil take order now ; I’ll to the 
throng ; 

Let life be short ; else, shame will be too long. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE VI. — Another Part of ike Field, 

Alarums. EntcrKiUGllr.uKs,and Forces ; Exeter, 
and others. 

K. Hen. Well have wc done, thrice valiant coun- 
trymen : 

But all’s not done, yet keep the French the $eld. 
t Lasting. 
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Exe. Tlie duke of York commends liim to your 
majesty. 

K> lien. Lives he, good uncle? thrice, w ithin this 
hour, 

I saw Iiini down ; thrice up again, and fighting ; 
J'rom helmet to the spur, all blood he was. 

Exe. In which array, (brave soldier,) doth he lie, 
l.arding the plain : and by his bloody side, 
(Yoke-fellow to his honour-owing wounds,) 

'I'he noble earl of Suilblk also lies, 

Suflblk first died : atid York, all haggled over, 
Comes to him, where in gore he lay insteepM, 

And takes liiin by the bean! ; kisses tlie gashes, 
Tliat bloodily did yawn upon his face ; 

And cries aloud. — 'J'dri i/, dear ronsin Suffolk / 

Jl/y soul shall thine keep eowpanp to heaven - 
'Tanyp siceet soul, for mine, then jh/ a-hreasl ; 
jIs, in this glojtons and leelffoughten field, 
fie kepi fogelher in our chwa/ri/ ! 

Ui)on these woids I came, and cheer’d him up. 

He smil’d me in the face, laught^ me his hand, 
And, with a feeble gripe, says, — Dear my lord. 
Commend my service to my sorrnii^ii. 

So did he turn, and over SuH’olk’s neck 
He tiuew his wounded arm, and kiss’d his lips ; 
And so, espous’d to death, with blood he seal’d 
A testament of noble-ending love. 

'J’he pretty and svsect manner of it foic’d 

Those waters fiom me, vshicli 1 would have stopp’d 

IJut 1 had not so much of man in me, 

Ihjt all my mother came into mine eyes, 

And gave me ui) to tears. 

K. Ifen. I blame you not ; 

For, hearing this, I must perforce compound 
With mistful eyes, or they will issue too, — 

IJlarum. 

But, hark ! w'hat new alarum is this same ? 

The French have reinforc’d theif scatter’d men . — 

Then every soldier kill Iiis prisoner j 

Give the word through. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VII. jinother Part (fthe Field. 

Jlarunis. Enter Fluf.llen and Gower. 

Flu. Kill the poys and the luggage ! ’tis expressly 
against the law of arms : ’tis as arrant a piece of 
knavery, mark you now, as can be offer’d in the 
’orld; In your conscience now, is it not? 

Gow. ’Tis certain, there’s not a boy left alive ; 
and the cow'ardly rascals, that ran from the battle, 
have done this slaughter ; besides, they have burned 
and carried away all that was in the king’s tent ; 
wherefore the king, most worthily, hath caused 
every soldier to cut his prisoner’s throat. O, ’tis a 
gallant king ! 

Flu. Ay, he was porn at Monmouth, captain 
Gower; What call you the town’s name, where 
Alexander the pig was born ? 

Gow. Alexander the great. 

Flu. Why, I pray you, is not pig, great ? llie 
pig, or the great, or the mighty, or the huge, or the 
magnanimous, are all one reckonings, save the 
phrase is a little variations. 

Gow. I think, Alexander the great was born in 
Macedon ; his father was called — Philip of Mace- 
don ; as I take it. 

Flu. I think it is in Macedon, where Alexander 
is porn. I tell you, captain, — If you look in the 
maps of the ’oild, 1 warrant, you shall find, in tlie 
* Reached. 


comparisons between Macedon and Monmoutli, 
that the situations, look you, is both alike. There 
is a river in Macedon ; and there is also moreover 
a river at Monmouth : it is called Wye, at JVIon 
mouth ; but it is out of my prains, what is the 
name of the other river ; but ’tis all one, ’tis so like 
as my lingers is to my fingers, and there is siilmons 
in both. If you mark Alexander’s life well, Harry 
of Moiimoutli’s life is come after it iiidifTcrent well ; 
for there is figures in all things. Alexander, you 
know, in his rages, and his furies, and his w'raths, 
and his cliolers, and his moods, and his displeasures, 
and his indignations, and also being a little intoxi- 
cates ill his jirains, did, in his ales and his angers, 
look you, kill liis pest friend, C’lytus. 

Gow. Our king is not like him in that ; he never 
I killed an) of liis friends. 

j Flu. It is not well done, mark you now, to take 
I tales out of my mouth, ere it is made an end and 
finished. 1 speak but in liie figures and coinpari. 
j sons of it . As Alexander is kill his friend Clytus, 
i being in his ales and Ids cups; so also Ilaiiy IMon- 
! mouth, being in his light wits and his goot judg- 
ments, is turn away the fat knight with the great 
pelly-douhlet . ho was full jests, and gipes, and 
kna^eries, and mocks; ] am forget his mime. 

Gow. Sir .John i’alstall. 

Flu. That is he : 1 can tell you theie is goot men 
born at Monmouth. 

G(/w. Here comes ids majesty 

^tlarum. Enlrr Kino Hknuy, with a Purl of Ihe 
English iorerj: ; Warwick, G luster, Exbter, 
oud olhets, 

K. lien. I was not angry since I came to France 

Until this instant Take a trumpet, herald ; 

Ride thou unto the horseman on yon hill ; 

If they will fight with us, bid them come down, 

Or void the field ; they do offend our sight . 

If they’ll do neither, we will come to them ; 

And make them skirr^ away as swift as stones 
Enforced from the old Assyrian slings : •. 

Besides, we’Jl cut the throats of those we have ; 
And not a man of them, that we shall take, 

Shall taste our mercy * — Go, tind tell them so. 

Enier Montjoy. 

Exe. Here comes the herald of the French, my 
liege. 

Glo. His eyes are humbler than they us’d to be. 
K. Hen. How now, what means tliis, herald? 
know’st thou not, 

’Hiat 1 have fin’d these bones of mine for ransome? 
Com’st thou again for ransome ? 

Mont. No, great king : 

I come to thee for charitable licence, 

That we may w ander o’er this Idoody field, 

To book our dead, and then to bury them ; 

To soit our nobles from our common men ; 

For many of our princes (woe the while!) 

I^ie drown’d and soak’d in mercenary blood ; 

(So do our vulgar drench their peasant limbs 
In blood of princes ;) and their w ounded steeds 
Fret fetlock deci) in gore, and, with wild rage, 

Yerk out their armed heels at their dead*Vnasters, 
Killing them twice. O, give us leave, great king, 
To view the field in safety, and dispose 
Of their dead bodies. 

^ Scoi.r. 
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K, Hen* 1 tell tliec truly, herald, 

I kftow not, if fte day be ours or no ; 

For yet a many of your horsemen peer, 

An^ gallop o'er tlie field! 

MonU* The day is yours. 

K. Hen* Praised be God, and not our strength 
for it ! — 

What is this castle call’d, that stands hard by ? 

Mont, They call it — Agincourt. 

jr,JIen* Thencairwetliis — theficldof Agincourt, 
Fought on the day of Crispin Crispianus. 

I^lu* Your grandfather of famous memory, an't 
please your majesty, and your great uncle Edward, 
the plack prince of Wales, as 1 have read in the 
chronicles, fought a most prave pattleherc in France. 

X* Hen* They did, Fluellen. 

Fiu* Your majesty says very true : If your ma- 
jesty is remembered of it, the Welshmen did goot 
service in a garden where leeks did grow, wearing 
leeks in their Monmouth ca}>s; which your ma- 
jesty knows, to this hour is an honourable padge of 
the service ; and, 1 do believe, your majesty Uikes 
no scorn to wear the leek ujjon saint Tavy’s day. 

X. Hen, 1 wear it for a memorable honour : 

For I am Welsh, you know, good C(mntryman. 

Xlu. All the water in Wye cannot wash your 
majesty’s Welsh plood out of your pody, I can tell 
you that ; Got plcss it and preserve it, as long as 
it ))lcases his grace, and his majesty too ! 

Hen* Thanks, good my countryman. 

Flu* I am your majesty’s countryman, 1 care 
not who know it ; I will confess it to all the ’orld : 

I need not to be asliamed of your majesty, so long 
as your majesty is an honest man. 

X, Hen, God keep meso — our heralds go w ith him. 
Bring me just notice of tlie numbers dead 
On both our parts. — Call yonder fellow hither, 

[Points to Williams. Pa-cu nt Montjoy 
and others, 

Exe, Soldier, you must come to the king. 

X, Heiu Soldier, wdiy wear’st thou that glove in I 
thy cap? 

Will, An’t please your majesty, *tis the gage of 
one tliat I should fight withal, if he be alive. 

X, Hen, An Englishman ? 

Will. An’t please your majesty, a rascal, that 
swagger’d with me last night : who, if 'a live, and 
ever dare to challenge this glove, I have sworn to 
take liim a box o’ the ear : or, if I can see my glove 
in his cap, (which he swore, as he was a soldier, he 
would wear, if alive,) I will strike it out soundly. 

X, Hen, What think you, captain Fluellen ? is it 
fit tills soldier keep his oath ? 

Elu* He is a craven ' and a villain else, an’t please 
your m^esty, in my conscience, 

X, Hen* It may be, his enemy is a gentleman of 
great sort «, quite from the answer of his degree. 

Flu, Though he be as goot a gentleman as the 
tevil is, as Lucifer and Beelzebub himself, it is ne- 
cessary, look your grace, that he keep his vow and 
his oath : if he be peijured, see you now, his reput- 
ation is as arrant a villain, and a Jack-sauce as 
ever his plack slioe trod upon the earth, in my con- 
science. 

X, Hen* ‘“'^hen keep thy vow, sirrah, when thou 
weet’st the fellow. 

So I will, my liege, as I live. 

X* Hen* Who servest tliou under ? 

* Coward. * High rank. » For saucy Jack. 


mu. Under captain Gower, my liege. 

Flu, Gower is a goot captain : and is good know- 
ledge and literature in the wars, 

XI Hen, Call him ^dther to me, soldier. 

WUl* I will, my * ge. 

X, Hen, Here, x luellcn ; wear thou this favour 
for me, and stick it in thy cap ; When Alen^on and 
myself were down together, I plucked this glove 
from his helm : if any man challenge this, he is a 
friend to Alen 90 n, and an enemy to our person ; if 
thou encounter any such, apprehend him, an thou 
dost love me. 

Flu. Your grace docs me as great honours as can 
be desired in the hearts of his subjects : I would 
fain see the man, that has but two legs, that shall 
find himself aggriefed at tliis glove, that is all ; but 
I would fain see it once. 

X. Hen, Knowest thou Gower? 

Flu. He is my dear friend, an please you. 

K. Hen, Pray thee, go seek him, and bring liim 
‘ to ray tent. 

Flu, I w ill fetch him. [Exit* 

K* Hen. My lord of Warwick, — and my brotlicr 
Gloster, 

Follow Fluellen closely at the heels : 

The glove, which 1 have given him for a favour. 
May, haply, purchase him a box o* the ear ; 

It is the soldier’s ; I, by bargain, should 
Wear it myself. Follow, good cousin Warwick 
If that the soldier strike him, (as, 1 judge 
By his blunt bearing, he will keep his word,) 

Some sudden mischief may arise of it ; 

For I do know Fluellen valiant, 

And, touch’d with choler, hot as gunpowder. 

And quickly will return an injury: 

Follow, and see tliere l)e no hann between them. — 
Go you with me, ||ucle of Exeter. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VIII. — Before King Henry’.? Pavilion* 
Enter Gower and Williams. 

IFdl. I warrant, it is to knight you, captain. 

Enter Fluellen. 

Flu, Captain, I poseech you now’, come apace to 
the king : there is more goot toward you, perad ven- 
ture, tlian is in your knowledge to dream of. 

W'dl Sir, know you this glove ? 

Flu, Know the glove; I knowthegloveisaglove. 

frill, I know this ; and thus I challenge it. 

[iSYnAres him* 

Flu, ’Shlud, an arrant traitor, as any’s in the 
universal ’orld, or in France, or in England. 

Cow. How now, sir ? you villain ! 

Hill. Do you think I’ll be forsworn ? 

Flu. Stand away, captwn Gower; I w'ill give 
treas.on bis payment into plows, I warrant you. 

frill. I am no traitor. 

Flu* That’s a lie in thy throat. — I charge yon in 
his majesty’s name, apprehend him ; he’s a fiiend of 
the duke of Alen^on’s. 

Enter Warwick owrf Gloster. 

War, How now, how now ! w' hat’s the matter? 

Flu* My lord of Warwick, here is (praised be 
Got for it!) a most contagious treason come to liglit, 
look you, as you shall desire in a summer’s day. 
Here is his majesty. 

Enter King Hekry and Exeter. 

K* Hen* How now, what’s the matter ? 

Gg 
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Flu* My liege, here is a villain and a traitor, that, 
look your grace, lias struck the glove which your 
majesty is take out of the helmet of Alen^on. 

WytL My liege, this was my glove ; here is the 
fellow of it ; and he, that \ gave it to in change, 
promised to wear it in his cap ; I promised to strike 
liim, if he did *. I met this man with my glove in 
his cap, and 1 have been as good as my word. 

jFVm. Your majesty hear now, (saving your ma- 
jesty’s manhood,) what an arrant, rascally, beggarly, 
knave it is ; I hope your majesty is pear me testi- 
mony, and witness, and avouchments, that this is 
the glove of Alen 9 on, that your majesty is give me, 
in your conscience now. 

K> Ken* Give me thy glove, soldier ; Look, here 
is the fellow of it. ’ Twas I , indeed, thou promised’st 
to strike ; and thou hast given me most bitter terms. 

Flu* An please your majesty, let his neck answer 
for it, if there is any martial law in the ’orld. 

K* Hen* How canst thou make me satisfaction ? 

WUl* All offences, my liege, come from the heart ; 
never came any from mine, that might offend your 
majesty. , 

K, Hen* It was ourself thou didst abuse. 

Will* Your majesty came not like yourself : you 
appeared to me but as a common man ; witness the 
night, your garments, your lowliness ; and what 
your highness suffered under that shape, I beseech 
you, take it for your own fault, and not mine : for 
had you been as I took you for, I made no offence ; 
therefore, I beseech your highness, pardon me. 

K* Hen* Here, uncle Exeter, fill this glove with 
crowns, 

And give it to this fellow. — Keep it, fellow j 
And wear it for an honour in thy cap, 

Till I do challenge it. — Give him the crowns : — 
And, captain, you must needs Hi friends with him. 

Flu* By this day and this light, the fellow has 
mettle enough in his pelly ; — Hold, there is twelve 
pence for you, and I pray you to serve Got, and 
keep you out of prawls, and prabbles, and quarrels, 
and dissensions, and, I warrant you, it is the petter 
for you. 

WiU* I will none of your money. 

Flu* It is with a goot will ; I can tell you, it will 
serve you to mend your shoes ; Come, wherefore 
should you be so pashful ? your shoes is not so goot ; 
’tis agoot silling, 1 warrant you, or I will change it. 

Enter an English Herald. 

K* Hen* Now, herald; are the dead number’d? 

Her* Hereisthe number of the slaughter’d French. 

[Delivers a Paper* 

K* Hen* What prisoners of good sort are taken, 
uncle ? 

Exe* Charles duke of Orleans, nephew to the king; 


John duke of Bourbon, and lord Bouciqualt ; 

Of other lords, and barons, knights, and ’squires. 
Full fifteen hundred, besides common men. 

K* Hen* This note doth tell me of ten tlnmsand 
French, 

That in the field lie slain : of princes in this number. 
And nobles bearing bannei'S, there lie dead, 

One hundred twenty-six : added to tliese, 

Of knights, esquires, and gallant gentlemen. 

Eight thousand and four hundred ; of the which. 
Five hundred were but yesterday dubb*d knights; 
So that, in these ten thousand they have lost, 

There are but sixteen hundred mercenaries ; 

The restare— princes, barons, lords, knights, ’squires. 
And gentlemen of blood and quality. 

The names of those their nobles that lie dead, — - 
Charles De-la -bret, high constable of France ; 
Jaques of Chatillon, admiral of France ; 

The master of the cross-bows, lord Kambures ; 
Great-master of France, the brave sir Guischard 
Dauphin ; 

John duke of Alen^on ; Antony duke of Brabart, 
The brother to the duke of Burgundy ; 

And Edward duke of Bar ; of lusty carls, 
Grandpr4, and Roussi, Fauconberg, and Foix, 
Beaumont, and Marie, Vandemont, and Lestrale, 
Here was a royal fellowship of deatli ! — 

Where is the number of our English dead ? 

[Herald presents another Paper* 
Edward the duke of York, the carl of Suffolk, 

Sir Richard Ketly, Davy Gam, esquire ; 

None else of name : and, of all other men, 

But five-and-twenty. O God, thy arm was here, 
And not to us, but to thy arm alone, 

Ascribe we all. — When, without stratagem, 

But in plain shock, and even play of battle. 

Was ever known so great and little loss, 

On one part and on the other ? — Take it, Lord, 
For it is only thine ! 

Ere* ’Tis wonderful ! 

K*Hen* Come, go we in procession to the village : 
And be it death proclaimed through our host. 

To boast of this, or take that praise from God, 
Which is his only. 

Flu* Is it not lawful, an please your majesty, to 
tell how many is killed ? 

K* Hen* Yes, captain, but with this acknowledg- 
ment, 

That God fought for us. 

Flu* Yes, my conscience, he did us great goot. 
K* Hen* Do we all holy rites ; 

Let there be sung Non nobist and Te Deum, 

The dead with charity enclos’d in clay, 

We’ll then to Calais ; and to England then ; 
Where ne’er from France arriv’d more happy men. 

[Exeunt* 


ACT V. 


Enter Cbouvb* 

Cher* Vouchsafe to those that have not read the 
story, 

That I may prompt them : and of such as have, 

1 humbly pray them to admit the excuse 
Of time, of numbers, and due course of things, 
Which cannot in their huge and proper life 


Be here presented. Now we hear lht|^king 
Toward Calais : grant him tiiere ; thm seen, ^ 
Heave him away upon your winged thoughts^ 
Athwart the sea : Behold, ,the English bmh , 
Pales in the flood with men^ w&h 
Whose shouts and claps oiit^voioe fiieim^fiipu^*d 
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Which, like a mighty whiffler ^ ’fore the king, 
Seems to prepare his way : so let him land ; 

And, solemnly, sec him set on to London. 

So kwift a pace hath thought, that even now 
You may imagine him upon Blackheath : 

Where that his lords desire him, to have ^ borne 
His bruised helmet, and his bended sword, 

Before him, through the city ; he forbids it, 

Being free from vainness and self-glorious pride ; 
Giving full trophy, signal, and ostent. 

Quite from himself, to God. But now behold. 

In the quick forge and working-house of thought, 
How London dotli pour out her citizens ! 

The mayor, and all his brethren, in best sort, — 
Like to the senators of the antique Home, 

With the plebeians swarming at their heels, — 

Go forth, and fetch their conquering Ccesar in ; 

As, by a lower but by loving likelihood 
Were now the general of our gracious empress 7 
(As, in good time, he may,) from Ireland coming, 
Bringing rebellion broached ® on his sword, 

How many would the peaceful city quit. 

To welcome him? much more, and much more cause, 
Did they this Harry. Now in London place him ; 
(As yet the lamentation of the French 
Invites the king of England’s s^tay at home : 

The emperor’s coming in behalf of F ranee, 

To order peace between them ;) and omit 
All the occurrences, whatever chanc’d, 

Till Harry’s back-return again to France ; 

There must we bring him ; and myself have play’d 
The interim, by remembering you — ’tis past. 

Then brook abridgement j and your eyes advance 
After your thoughts, straight back again to France. 

[Exit. 

SCENE I. — France. An English Cottrf of Guard, 
Enter Fuieixen and Gower. 

Gate. Nay, that’s right ; but why wear you your 
leek to-day ? Saint Davy’s day is past. 

Flu, There is occasions and causes why and 
wherefore in all things j I will tell you, as my 
friend, captain Gower. The rascally, beggarly, 
pragging knave. Pistol, which you and yourself, 
and all the ’orld, know to be no petter than a fellow, 
look you now, of no merits, — he is come to me, 
and prings me pread and salt yesterday, look you, 
and bid me eat my leek : it w'as in a place where I 
could not breed no contentions with him ; but 1 will 
be so pold as to wear it in my cap till I see him once 
again, and then 1 will tell him a little piece of my 
desires* 

Enter Pistol. 

Gow* Why, here he comes, swelling like a turkey- 
cock* 

Flu. ’Tis no matter for his swellings, nor his tur- 
key-cocks. — Pless you, ancient Pistol ! you scurvy 
knave, pless you ! 

Fist, Ha! art thou Bedlam? dost thou thirst, 
base Trojan, 

To have me fold up Parca’s fatal web ? 

Hence ! 1 am qualmish at the smell of leek. 

Flu* I peseech you heartily, scurvy knave, at my 
desires, and my requests, and my petitions, to eat, 
look you, this leek ; because, look you, you do not 
love it, nor your affecdons, and your appetites, and 
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your digestions, docs not agree with it, I woulS* 
desire you to eat it. 

Fist, Not for Cadwallader and all his goats. 

Flu, There is one goat for you. [iSfnMrfjs him,"] 
Will be so goot, scald knave, as eat it? 

Fist. Base Trojan, thou slialt die. 

Flu, You say very true, scald knave, when Got’s 
will is : I will desire you to live in the mean time, 
and eat your victuals ; come, there is sauce for it. 
[StrUdng him, again,"} You called me yesterday, 
mountain-squire; but I will make you to-day a 
squire of low degree. I pray you, fall to ; if you 
can mock a leek, you can eat a leek. 

Gow. Enough, captain ; you have a.stonislied him. 

Flu. I say, I will make him eat some part of my 
leek, or I will peat his pate four days: — Pite, I 
pray you ; it is goot for your green wound, and 
your ploody coxcomb. 

Fist. Must I bite? 

Flu. Yes, certainly; and out of doubt, and out 
of questions too, and ambiguities. 

J*ist, By this leek, I will most horijbly revenge ; 
I eat, and eke I sw'ear — 

Flu. Eat, I pray you ; Will you have some more 
sauce to your leek ? there is not enough leek to 
sn car by. 

Fist, (iuiet thy cudgel ; thou dost see, I eat. 

Flu. Much goot do you, scald knave, heartily. 
N.iy, ’pray you, throw none away ; the skin is 
for your proken coxcomb. When you take occa- 
sions to see leeks hereafter, I pray you mock at 
them ; that is all. 

Fist. Good. 

Flu, Ay, leeks is goot ; — Hold you, there is a 
groat to heal your pate. 

Fist. Me a groat. 

Flu, Yes, verilf , and in truth, you shall take it ; 
or I have another leek in my pocket, which you 
shall eat. 

Fist I take thy groat, in earnest of revenge, 

E'lu. If I owe you any thing, I will pay you in 
cudgels; you shall be a woodmonger, and buy notliing 
of me but cudgels. God be wi' you, and keep you, 
and heal your pate. [Erit, 

Fist. All hell shall stir for this. 

Ginv. Go, go; you are a counterfeit cowardly 
knave. Will you mock at an ancient tradition, — 
begun upon an honourable respect, and worn as a 
memorable trophy of predeceased valour,— • and dare 
not avouch in your deeds any of your words ? I have 
seen you glecking ^ and galling at this gentleman 
twice or thrice. You thought, because he could 
not speak English in the native garb, he could not 
therefore handle an English cudgel; you find it 
otherwise ; and henceforth, let a Welsh correction 
teach you a good English condi|ion. > Fare ye well. 

[Eirit, 

Fisl. Doth fortune play the huswife* with me 
now ? 

News have I, that my Nell is dead i’ the spital \ 
And there my rendezvous is quite cut off. 

Old I do wax ; and from my weary limbs 
Honour is cudgell’d. Well, pimp will I turn, 

And sometliing lean to cutpurse of quick hand. 

To England will I steal, and there i’ll steal ; 

And patches will I get unto these scars. 

And swear, I got them in tlie Gallia wars. [Exit, 

® Scoffing, sneering. ’* Temper. 

« For jilt" « Hospital 
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SCENE 11.— Troyes in Champagne. An Apart- 
ment in the French King’,? Palace^ 

Enter at one door, Kino Henky, Bedford, Glos- 
TER, Exeter, Warwick, Westmoreland, and 
other Lords t at another, the French King, Queen 
Isabel, the Princess Katharine, LordSj Lotties, 
^c* the Duke of Burgundy, arid his Train. 

K. Hen* Peace to this meeting, wherefore we are 
met ! 

Unto our brother France, — and to our sister, 
Health and fair time of day ; — joy and good wishes 
To our most fair and princely cousin Katharine ; 
And (as a branch and member of tliis royalty, 

By wliom this great assembly is contriv’d,) 

We do salute you, duke of Burgundy ; — 

And, princes French, and peers, health to you all ! 
Fr. Xing. Right joyous are we to behold your 
face. 

Most worthy brother England ; fairly met : — 

So arc you, princes English, every one. 

Q. Isa. So happy be the issue, brother England, 
Of this good day, and of this gracious meeting, 

As we are now glad to behold your eyes ; 

Your eyes, which hitherto have borne in tliem 
Against the French, that met them in their bent, 
The fatal balls of murdering basilisks ; 

The venom of such looks, we fairly hope. 

Have lost their quality ; and that this day 
Shall change all griefs, and quarrels, into love* 

X. Hen* To cry amen to that, thus we appear. 

Q. Isa. You English princes all, 1 do salute you. 
Eur. My duty to you both, on equal love, 

Great kings of France and England ! That 1 Imve 
labour’d 

Witli all my wits, my pains, and strong endeavours. 
To bring your most imperial majesties 
Unto this bar** and royal interview, 

Your mightiness on both parts best can witness. 
Since them my office hath so far prevail’d, 

That face to face, and royal eye to eye, 

You have congreeted ; let it not disgrace me. 

If I demand, before this royal view. 

What rub, or what impediment, there is, 

Why, tlmt the naked, poor, and mangled peace, 
Dear nurse of arts, plenties, and joyful births, 
Should not, in this best garden of die world, 

Our fertile France, put up her lovely visage? 

Alas ! she hath from France too long been chas’d ; 
And all her husbandry doth lie on heaps, 
Corrupting in its own fertility, 

Her vine, the merry cheercr of the heart, 

Unpruned dies : her hedges even-pleached, — 

Like prisoners wildly over-grown with hair. 

Put forth disorder’d twigs ; her fallow leas, 

The darnel, hemloqk, and rank fumitory, 

Doth root upon ; while tliat the coulter rusts, 

That should deracinate^ such savagery : 

The even mead, that erst brought sweetly forth 
The freckled cowslip, burnet, and green clover, 
Wanting the ^the, all uncorrccted, rank, 
ConceiveB by idleness ; and nothing teems, 

But hateful docks, rough thistles, kecksies, burs, 
Losing both beauty and utility. 

And as our vincyaS^s, fellows, meads, and hedges, 
Defective in their natures, grow to wildness ; 

Even so our bouses, and ourselves, and children, 
Have los^ or do not learn, for want of time, 

The sciences that should iMcmne our country ; 

* Barrier. * Force up by the roots. 


But grow, like savages, — as soldiers will. 

That nothing do but meditate on blood, — 

To swearing, and stern looks, diffus’d® attire, 

And every thing that seems unnatural, * 

Which to reduce into our fonner favour?, 

You are assembled : and my speech entreats, 

That I may know the let®, why gentle peace 
Should not expel these inconveniences, 

And bless us with her former qualities. 

X* Hen. If, duke of Burgundy, you would the 
peace, 

Whoso want gives growth to the imperfections 
Which you have cited, you must buy that peace 
With full accord to all our just demands ; 

Whose tenours and particular effects 

You have, enschedul’d briefly, in your hands. 

Eur. Tlie king hatli heard them ; to the wliicli, 
as yet, 

There is no answer made. 

X* Hen. Well then, the peace, 

W’hich you before so urg’d, lies in his answer. 

Fr. Xing. 1 have but with a cursory eye 
O’cr-glanc’d the articles : pleaseth your grace 
To appoint some of your council presently 
To sit with us once more, with better heed 
To re-survey them, we will, suddenly, 

Pass our accept, and peremptory answer. 

X. Hen. Brother, we shall. — Go, uncle Exeter, — 
And brother Clarence, — and you, brother Gloster, — 
Warwick, — and Huntingdon,— go with the king *. 
And take with you free power to ratify. 

Augment, or alter, as your wisdoms best 
Shall see advantageable for our dignity, 

Any thing in, or out of, our demands 5 

And we’ll consign thereto. — Will you, fair sister, 

Go with the princes, or stay here with us ? 

Q. Isa. Our gracious broker, I will go with them ; 
Haply, a woman’s voice may do some good, 

When articles, too nicely urg’d, be stood on. 

X* Hen* Yet leave our cousin Katharine here 
with us; 

She is our capital demand, compris’d 
Within the fore-rank of our articles. 

Q. Isa* She hath good leave. 

\_ExeurU all but Henry, Katharine, 
and her Gentlewoman. 

X, Hen. Fair Katharine, and most fair ! 

Will you vouchsafe to teach a soldier terras, 

Such as will enter at a lady’s cor. 

And plead his love-suit to her gentle heart? 

Xath. Your majesty sliall mock at me ; I cannot 
speak your England. 

X, Hen* O fair Katharine, if you will love me 
soundly with your French heart, I will be glad to 
hear you confess it brokenly with your English 
tongue. Do you like me, Kate ? 

Kath. Fardonnex moy, 1 cannot tell vat is — like 
me. 

K* Hen* An angel is like you, Kate ; and you are 
like an angel. 

Kath. Qne dU-il 9 gue Je suis semblable d les anges 9 

Alice. Ouy, vrayment, {savf t/ot^re groce) ainst 

tfu-u* 

X* Hen* I said so, dear Katharine;^ and I must 
not blush to affirm it, 

Katli. 0! ki lan^e des hommes iofd pkines des 
tromjferiett* 

X* Hen* What says she, feir one? that the tongues 
of men are full of deceits? 

6 Bxtrfmigant ? Appeanmee: « tttederstice. 
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Scene II. 

Alice. Ouy ; dat cle tongues of de mans is be full 
of deceits : dat is do princess. 

K- Hen* The princess is the better English- 
woman. I’faith, Kate* my wooing is fit for thy 
understanding : 1 am glad, thou canst speak no 
better English ; for, if thou couldst, thou wouldst 
find me such a plain king, that thou wouldst think, 
I had sold my farm to buy my crown. I know no 
ways to mince it in love, but directly to say— -I love 
you : then, if you urge me further than to say — Do 
you, in faith ? I wear out my suit. Give me your 
answer ; i’faith, do ; and so clap hands and a bar- 
gain : How say you, lady ? 

Kath. Smtf voslrc honneuVi me understand well. 

K. Hen* Marry, if you would put me to verses, 
or to dance for your sake, Kate, why you undid me : 
for the one, 1 have neither wor^ nor measure ; and 
for the other, I have no strength in measure yet a 
reasonable measure in strength. If 1 could win a 
lady at leap-frog, or by vaulting into my saddle with 
my armour on my back, under the correction of 
bragging be it spoken, I should quickly leap for a 
wife. Or, if I might buffet for niy love, or bound 
my horse for her favours, I could lay on like a 
butcher, and sit like a jack-an-apes, never off’: but, 
I cannot look greenly ', nor gasp out my eloquence, 
nor I have no cunning in protestation ; only down- 
right oaths, which I never use till urged, nor never 
break for urging. If thou canst love a fellow of 
this temper, Kate, whose face is not worth sun- 
burning, tliat never looks in his glass for love of any 
thing he sees there, let thine eye be thy cook. I 
speak to thee plain soldier : If thou canst love me 
for this, take me: if not, to say to thee — Uiat I 
shall die, is true ; but — for thy love, no ; yet I h>ve 
thee too. And w'hile thou livest, dear Kate, take 
a fellow of plain and uncoined • constancy ; for he 
perforce must do thee right, because he hath not 
the gift to woo in other places : for these fellows of 
infinite tongue, that can rhyme themselves into 
ladies" favours — they do always reason themselves 
out again. What t a speaker is but a prater ; d 
rhyme is but a ballad. A good leg will fall 5; a 
straight back will stoop ; a black beard will turn 
white ; a curled pate wdll grow bald ; a fair face 
will wither ; a full eye will wax hollow ; but a good 
heart, Kate, is the sun and moon ; or rather the 
sun, and not the moon ; for it sliines bright, and 
never changes, but keeps his course truly. If thou 
would have such a one, take me: And take me, 
take a soldier ; take a soldier, take a king : And 
w'liat sayest thou then to my love ? speak, my fair, 
and fairly, I pray thee. 

Kath* Is it possible dat I should love de enemy 
of France ? 

K. Hen. No ; it is not possible, you should love 
the enemy of France, Kate ; but in loving me, you 
should love the friend of France ; for 1 love France 
so well, that I will not part witli a village of it ; I 
will have it all mine : and, Kate, when France is 
mine, and I am yours, tlien yours is France, and 
you are mine. 

Kath* 1 cannot tell vat is dat. 

K* Hen* No, Kate? I will tell thee in French ; 
which, I am sure, will hang upon my tongue like a 
new-married wife about her husband’s neck, hardly 
to be shook off. Qumndfay la possession de France, 

® In dancing. * i c. Like a young lover, awkwardly. 

^ He means, resembUng a plain piece of metal, which has 
not yet receive any ituprcssioii. ® Fail away. 
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quand vans avez la possession de mot, (let me see, 
what then? Saint Dennis be my speed !) — done 
vostre est France, cj vous estes mienne* It is as easy 
for me, Kate, to conquer the kingdom, as to speak 
so much more French : I shall never move thee in 
French, unless it be to laugh at me. 

Kath. Sauf vostre honneur, le Francois que vous 
parlez, est m^cur que VAnglois lequelje park, 

K* Hen* No, ’faith, is’t not, Kate : but thy speak- 
ing of my tongue, and I thine, most truly falsely, 
must needs be granted to be much at one. But, 
Kate, dost thou understand tlius much English? 
Canst thou love me? 

Kath* I cannot tell. 

K. Hen* Can any of your neighbours tell, Kate? 
I’ll ask them. Come, I know thou lovest me ; and 
at night when you come into your closet, you’ll 
question tliis gentlewoman about me ; and I know, 
Kate, you will to her, dispraise those parts in me, 
that you love with your heart: but, good Kate, 
mock me mercifully ; the rather, gentle, princess, 
iMJcause I love thee cruelly. How answer you, la 
plus belle Catharine da mondc, nion Irh chere et divine 
dtr.wr ? 

Kath* Your majesle *&\e fausse French enough to 
deceive de most sage demoiselle dat is en France* 

K. Hen* Now, fye upon my false French ! By 
mine honour, in true English, I love thee, Kate : by 
which honour I dare not swear, thou lovest me ; 
yet my blood begins to flatter me that thou dost, 
notwithstanding the poor and untempering effect 
of my visage. Now beshrew my father’s ambition ! 
he was always tliinking of civil wars ; therefore was 
I created with a stubborn outside, with an aspect 
of iron, that, when I come to woo ladies, I fright 
them. But, in faith, Kate, tlie elder I wax, Uie 
better I shall appear : my comfort is, that old age, 
that ill-layer up of beauty, can do no more spoil 
upon my face : thou hast me, if thou hast me, at 
the worst ; and thou shalt wear me, if thou w ear 
me, better and better ; and therefore tell me, most 
fair Katlianne, w'ill you have me ? Put off your 
maiden blushes ; avouch the thoughts of your heart 
w'ith the looks of an empress; take me by the hand, 
and say — Harry of England, I am thine : which 
word thou shalt no sooner bless mine ear witlial, 
but I will tell thee aloud — England is thine, Ire- 
land is thine, France is thine, and Henry Planta- 
genet is thine ; who, though I speak it before his 
face, if he be not fellow w'ith the best king, tliou 
shalt find the best king of good fellows. Come, 
your answer in broken musick ; for thy voice is 
musick, and thy English broken : therefore, queen 
of all, Katharine, break thy mind to me in broken 
Englisli, Wilt thou have me ? 

Kath* Dat is, as it shall please de roy man pere* 

K* Hen* Nay, it will please him well, Kate ; it 
shall plea.se him, Kate. 

Kath* Den it shall also content me. 

K* Hen* Upon that I will kiss your hand, and I 
call you — my queen. 

Kath. Laissez, mon seigneur, laissez, laissez: ma 
foyi ne veux point que vous abbaisscz vostre gran^ 
dcur, en haisant la main d'une vostre indigne sert>i* 
teur i excusez may, je vous supplie, mon trh puissant 
se^neur. 

K* Hen* Then I will kiss your lips, Kate. 

Kath. Les dames, <Jf demoiselles, pour esh'e baisies 
devant leur nopces, U n^esA pas la coutumc de France* 

K. Hen* Madam my interpreter, w hat says slie ?, 
Og 3 
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Alice. Dat it is not be de fashion poxtr les ladies of ] 
France, I cannot tell what is baiscr, en English. 

K, Hen To kiss. 

Alice, Your majesty entendre bettre que moy, 

K, Hen, It is not the fashion for the maids in 
France to kiss before they are married, w ould she say? 

Alice. Ony, v>ayment, 

K, Hen, O, Kate, nice customs curt’sy to great 
kings. Dear Kate, you and 1 cannot be confined 
within the weak list ^ of a country’s fashion : wc are 
the makers of manners, Kate ; and tlie liberty that 
follows our places, stops the mouths of all find- 
faults ; as I will do yours, for upholding the nice 
fashion of your country, in denying me a kiss : 
therefore, patiently, and yielding. [K’lS.wig hcr.'\ 
y.OU,. have witchcraft in your lips, Kate: there is 
more eloquence in a sugar touch of them, than in 
the tongues of the French council ; and they should 
sooner persuade Harry of England, than a general 
petition of monarchs. Here comes your father. 

Enter the French Kino mid Queen, Burgundy, 

Bedford, Gloster, Exeter, Westmoreland, 

and other French and English Lords, 

Hur. God save your majesty ! my royal cousin, 
leach you our princess English ? 

JC, Hen. I would have her learn, my fair cousin, 
how perfectly I love her ; and that is good English. 

JUur, Is she not apt ? 

•K, Hen. Our tongue is rough, coz ; and my con- 
dition ^ is not smooth : so that, having neither the 
voice nor the heart of flattery about me, T cannot so 
conjure up the spirit of love in her, that he will 
appear in his ti ue likeness. Shall Kate he my w’ife ? 

Fr, St) please you : — we hove consented to 
all terms of reason. 

A' Hen. Is’t so, my lords of England ? 

West. The king hath granted every article : 

His daughter, first ; and then, in sequel, all, 
According to their firm proposed natures. 

Exe, Only, he hath not yet suhscrilicd this; — 
W’here your majesty demands, — Tiiat the king of 
France having any occasion to wTite for matter of 
grant, shall name your highness in this form, and 
with this addition, in French, — Notre tres cherfdz 
Henry roy W Anglcterre, hMtier de France} and 
thus in Latin, — Ercpclarmimns JUius Hosier He?i’- 
ricust rex An glue, ^ hones Francue. 

Fr. King. Nor this I have not, brother, so denied, 
But your request shall make me let it pass. 

< Slight barrier. » Temper 


K. Hen , I pray you, then, in love and dear alliance, 
I.,et that one article rank w ith the rest ; 

And, thereupon, give me your daughter, 

Fr. King. Take her, fair son ; and from her bh)od 
raise up 

Issue to me ; that the contending kingdoms 
Of France and England, whose very shores look pale 
With envy of each other’s happiness, 

May cease their hatred ; and this^ear conjunction 
Plant neighbourhood and Christian-like accord 
In their sweet bosoms, that never war advance 
His bleeding sword ’twixt England and fair France. 
All. Amen ! 

K. Hen. Now w elcome, Kate ; — and bear me 
witness all, 

That here I kiss her as my sovereign queen. 

[Flourish. 

Q. ha. God, the best maker of all mariiagcs, 
Combine your hearts in one, your realms in one ! 
As man and wife, being two, are one in love, 

So be there ’twixt your kingdoms such a spousal, 
I'hat never may ill office, or fell jealousy, 

W'hich troubles oft the bed of blessed marriage, 
Thrust in between the paction of these kingdoms, 
To make divorce of their incorporate league ; 

That English may as French, French Englishmen, 
lleccive each other ! — God speak this Amen ; 

All. Amen! 

K. Hen. Prepare we for our marriage : — on 
which day. 

My lord of Burgundy, we’ll take )our oath. 

And all the peers’, for surety of our leagues. — 
Then shall I swear to Kate, and you to me ! 

And may our oaths w ell kept and prosp’rous be ! 

[Exeunt. 

Enter Choru.s. 

Thus far, with rough, and all unable pen, 

Our bending 6 author liatb pursu’d the story ; 

In little room confining mighty men, 

Mangling by starts the full course of their glory. 
8mall time, but, in that small, most greatly liv’d 
This star of England : fortune made bis sword ; 
By which the w orld’s best garden 7 he achiev’d, 
And of it left Jiis son imperial lord. 

Henry the sixth, in infant bands crow'n’d king 
Of France and England, did this king succeed ; 
Whose slate so many had tlie managing, 

’i'hat they lost France, and made his England bleed : 
Which oft our stage hath shown ; and for their sake, 
In your fair minds let this acceptance take. [Exit- 

* I. c. Unequal to the weight of the sulDCct " France. 
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SCENE, partly in England, and partly in France. 


ACT I. 


SCENE I Westminster Abbey. 

Head March, Corpse of Kino Henry the Fifth 
discovered, lying in state; attended on by the Dukes 
OF Bedford, Gloster, and Exeter ; the Earl op 
Warwick, the Bishop op Winchester, He^ 
raids, ^c, 

i Bed, Hung be the heavens with black, yield day 

; to night ! 

, Comets, importing change of times and states, 

^Brandi^ your crystal tresses in the sky ; 

with them scourge the bad revolting stars, 
have consented unto Henry’s deatli ! 

|Heniy the Fifth, too famous to live long ! 

(England ne’er lost a king of so much worth. 


Glo. England ne’er had a king until his time. 
Virtue he had, deserving to command : 

His brandish'd sword did blind men with his beams; 
His arms spread wider than a dragon’s wings ; 

His sparkling eyes replete with wrathful fire, 

More dazzled and drove back his enemies, 

Hian mid-day sun, fierce bent against their faces. 
What should 1 say ? his deeds exceed all speech, 
He ne’er lift up his hand, but conquered. 

Exe* We mourn in black ; Why mourn we noi 
in blood ? 

Henry is dead, and never shall revive : 

Upon a wooden coiiin we attend ; 

And death’s dishonourable victory 
We with our stately presence glorify, 
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Like captives bound to a triumphant car. 

What ? shall we curse the planets of mishap, 

That plotted thus our glory’s overthrow ? 

Or shall we think the subtle-witted French 
Conjurers and sorcerers, that, afraid of him, 

By magick verses • have contriv’d his end ? 

Win* He was a king bless’d of the King of kings. 
The battles of the Lord of hosts he fought : 

The church’s prayers made him so prosperous. 

Gio. None do you like but an elFeraiiiate prince. 
Whom, like a school-boy, you may over-awe. 

fTin. Gloster, whate’er wc like, thou art protector ; 
And lookest to command the prince, and realm. 
Thy wife is proud ; she holdeth thee in awe, 

More than religion or than churchmen may. 

Glo. Name not religion, for thou lov’st the flesh, 
And ne’er throughout tlie year to church thou go’st. 
Except it be to pray against thy foes. 

Bed, Cease, cease, these jars, and rest your minds 
in peace ! 

Let’s to the altar ; — Heralds, wait on ns ; — 
Instead of gold, we’ll ofler up our arms ; 

Since arms avail not, now that Henry’s dead. — 
Posterity, await for wretched years, 

When at their mothers’ moist eyes babes shall suck ; 
Our isle be made a nourish of salt tears, 

And none but women left to w'ail the dead. — 
Henry tiie Fifth ! thy gJjost 1 invocate ; 

Prosper this realm, keep it from civil broils ! 
Combat with adverse planets in the heavens ! 

A' far more glorious star thy soul will make. 

Than Julius Csesar, or bright 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My honourable lords, health to you all ! 
Sad tidings bring I to you out of France, 

Of loss, of slaughter, and discomflture : 

Guienne, Champaigne, Rheims, Orleans, 

Paris, Guysors, Poictiers, are all quite lost. 

Bed. What say’st thou, man, before dead Henry’s 
corse ? 

Speak softly ; or the loss of those great towns 
Will make him burst his lead, and rise from death. 

Gh. Is Paris lost? is Roiien yielded up? 

If Henry were recall’d to life again. 

These news would cause hi m once more yield the ghost. 
Exe. How were they lost? what treachery was us’d? 
Mess. No treachery ; but w ant of men and money. 
Among the soldiers this is muttered, — 

That here you maintain several factions ; 

And, whilst a field should he despatch’d and fought, 
You are disputing of your generals. 

One would have ling’ring wars with little cost ; 
Another would fly swdft, but wanteth wings ; 

A third man thinks, without expence at all, 

By guileful fair words peace may be obtaiifd. 
Aw^e, awake, English nobility ! 

Let not sloth dim your honours, new-begot : 
Cropp’d are the flower-de-lu<;es in your iums ; 

Of England’s coat one half is cut away. 

Em. Were our tears wanting to this funeral, 
These tidings would call forth her flowing tides. 
Bed. Me they concern; regent I am of France: — 

Give me my steeled coat, I’ll fight for France. 

Away with these disgraceful walling robes ! 
Wounds I will lend tlie French, instead of eyes, 

To weep their intermissive miseries. 3 

1 There was a notion long prevalent, that life might be taken 
away by met rical charms. 

^ Nurse was anciently so spelt. 

^ t.r. Their miseries wliich h.tv c had onl> a sliort intermission 


Enter another Messenger. 

2 Mess. lx>rds, view these letters, full of bad 

mischance, . 

France is revolted from the English quite ; 

Except some petty towns of no import : 

The dauphin Charles is crowned king in Rheims ; 
The bastard of Orleans with him is join’d ; 
Itcignier, duke of Anjou, doth take his part ; 

The duke of Alen^on flieth to his side. 

Exe, The dauphin crowned king ! all fly to him ! 
O, whither shall we fly from this reproach ? 

Glo, W e will not fly , but to our enemies’ tliroats . — 
Bedford, if thou be slack, I’ll fight it out. 

Bed. Gloster, why duubt’st thou of my forward- 
ness ? 

An aimy have I muster’d in my thoughts, 
Wherewith already France is over-run. 

Enter a third Messenger. 

3 Mess. My graciouslords, — to add to your laments. 
Wherewith you now bedew king Henry’s hearse,— 
I must inform you of a dismal fight, 

Betwixt the stout lord Talbot and the French. 
jrin. AYhat ! wherein Talbot overcame ? is’t so ? 
3 Mess. O, no; wherein lord Talbot was o’er- 
thrown ; 

Tlu* circumstance I’ll tell you more at large. 

I’Jie teiitli of August last, this dreadful loid, 
Jtetiring from the siege of Orleans, 

Having full scarce six thousand in his troop, 

By tljrce and twenty thousand of the French 
Was round encompassed and set upon ; 

No leisure had lue to enrank his men ; 

He wanted pikes to set before his arcliers ; 

Instead whereof, sharp stakes, pluck’d out of hedges, 
They pitched in the ground confusedly. 

To keep the horsemen olf from breaking in. 

More than three hours the fight continued ; 

Where valiant Talbot, above human thought. 
Enacted wonders with his sword and lance. 
Hundreds be sent to death, and none durst stand him ; 
Here, there, and every where, enrag’d he slew : 

The French exclaim’d, the devil was in arms ; 

AH the wliole army stood agaz’d on him : 

His soldiers, spying his undaunted spirit, 

A Talbot ! a Talbot ! cried out amain, 

And rush’d into the bowels of the battle. 

Here had the conquest fully been sealed up, 

If sir John Fastolfe had not play’d the coward 
He being in tlie vaward (plac’d behind 
With purpose to relieve and follow them,) 
Cowardly fled, not having struck one stroke. 

Hence grew the general wreck and massacre ; 
Enclosed were they with their enemies : 

A base Walloon, to win the dauphin’s grace, 
Tlirust Talbot with a spear into the back ; 

Whom all France, with their chief assembled strength, 
Durst not presume to look once in the face. 

^ed. Is Talbot slain ? then I will slay myself» 
For living idly here, in pomp and ease. 

Whilst such a worthy leader, wanting aid, 

Unto his dastard foe-men is betray’d. 

3 Mess O no, he lives ; but is took prisoner, 
And lord Scales with him, and lord Hungerford ; 
Most of the rest slaughter’d, or took likewise. 

Bed. His ransome there is none but 1 shall pay : 
I’ll hale the dauphin headlong ftrom his throne, 

Ilis crown shall be the ransome of my friend ; 

Four of their lords I’ll change for mie of ours. — 
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Farewell, my masters ; to my task will I ; 

Bonfires in France forthwith I am to make, 

To keep our great saint George’s feast withal : 

Ten thousand soldiers with me I will take, 

Whose bloody deeds shall make all Europe quake. 

3 Mess* So you had need; for Orleans is besieg’d; 
The English army is grown weak and faint : 

The earl of Salisbury cruveth supply, 

And hardly keeps his men from mutiny, 

Since they, so few, watch such a inultiiudc. 

Exc* llemcm her, lords, your oaths to Henry sworn; 
Eitlier to quell the dauphin utterly, 

Or bring him in obedience to your yoke. 

Bed, X do remember it ; and here take leave, 

To go about my preparation. [/.’ait. 

Glo. I’ll to the Tower, with all the haste i can, 
To view the artillery and munition ; 

And then I will proclaim young Henry king. [^ExiL 
Exe* To Eltliam will I, where the young king is, 
Being ordain’d his special governor ; 

And for his safety there I’ll best devise. \^ExiL 
Win* Each hath his place and function to attend ; 
I am left out; for me nothing remains. 

But long I will not be Jack-out-of-o(fice ; 

The king from Eltham I intend to send. 

And sit at chiefest stern of public weal. \^Exit* 

SCENE 11* — France. Before Orleans. 

Enter Charlks, uilk ias Forces s Ahis^os, 
Uejonjeh, and ot/urs* 

Char* Mars his true moving, even as in tlic heavens. 
So in the earth, to this day is not known : 

Late did he shine upon the English side ; 

Now we are victors, upon us he smiles. 

What towns of any moment, hut we have? 

At pleasure here we lie, near Orleans ; 

'fhewhiles, the famish’d English, like pale ghosts, 
Faintly besiege us one hour in a montli. 

A/en* They want their porridge, and their fat 
bull-beeves : 

Either tliey must be dieted like mules, 

And have their proveinlcr tyed to their mouths. 

Or piteous they will look, like drowned mice. 

Beiff, Let’s raise the siege: Why live we idly here? 
Talbot is taken, whom we wont to fear : 
lieinaincth none but mad-brain’d Salisbury ; 

And he may well in fretting spend his gall, 

Nor men, nor money, hath he to make war. 

C/iar* Sound, sound alarum ; w e will rush on them. 
Now for the honour of the forlorn French : 

I Him r fTirgive mjTdeatli, tliat killeth me, 
i Wlicn he sees me go back one foot, or fly. [Exami* 
AlarufhS; Excuviumss ajLcrumrds a lictreat* 
Charles, Alkk^on, Keignikr, and 
Char* Who ever saw the like? what men have I?— 
i^ogs ! cowards ! dastards ! — I would ne’er have fled, 
But that tliey left me ’midst my enemies. 

lleifr, Salisbury is a desperate homicide ; 

He flghteth as one weary of his life. 

'Hie other lords, like lions wanting food, 

Ho rush upon us as tlieir hungry prey. ^ 

Alen* Froissard, a countryman of ours, records, 
England all Olivers and Howlands bred, 

Huring the time Edward the third did reign. 

More truly now may this be verified ; 

Bor none but Samsons, and Goliasses, 

B sendeth forth to skirmisli. One to ten ! 

^ i. e. The prey tor wblcli they arc hungry 


Lean raw-bon’d rascals ! who would e’er suppose 
They had such courage and audacity ? 

Char, tret’s leave this town; for they are hai 
brain’d slaves. 

And hunger will enforce them to be more eager ; 
Of old I know them ; rather with their teeth 
The walls they’ll tcaf down, than forsake the siege 
lieig* 1 think by some odd gimmals ^ or device, 
'Hieir arms are set, like clocks, still to strike on ; 
Else ne’er could they hold out so, as they do. 

By my consent, we’ll e’en let them alone. 

Alen* Be it so. 

Euler the Bastard of Orleans. 

Bast, Where’s the prince dauphin? 1 have news 
for him. 

Char* Bastard ® of Orleans, thrice welcome to us. 
Bast* Methinks, your looks are sad, your cheer 7 
ap]>all’d ; 

Hath the late overthrow wrought this offence ? 

Be not dismay’d, for succour is at hand : 

A holy maid hither with me I bring. 

Which, by a vision sent to her from heaven. 
Ordained is to raise this tedious siege. 

And drive the English forth the bounds of France, 
The spirit of deep prophecy she hath. 

Exceeding the nine sibyls of old Rome; 

What’s past, and what’s to come, she can descry. 
Speakt shall I call her in ? Believe my words, 

I For they are certain and unfalUblc, 

Char. Go, call her in : [Exit Bastard,] But, 
first, to try her skill, 

lleignier, stand thou as dauphin in my place ; 
(Question her proudly, let thy looks be stern : — 

By this means sliall we sound what skill she hath. 

[lietircs* 

Baler La Put ei le, Bastard of Orleans, and others. 

Beig* Fair maid, is’t thou wilt do these woud'rous 
feats ? 

Puc* Reignicr, is’t thou that thinkest to l)eguile 
me ? — 

Where is tlie dauphin ? — come, come from behind ; 

I know thee well, tliough never seen before. 

Be not amaz’d, there's nothing hid from me : 

In private will I talk with thee apart : — 

Stand back, you lords, and give us leave a while. 
Beig. She takes upon her bravely at first dash. 
l*uc* Dauphin, I am by birth a shepherd’s 
daughter, 

My wit untrain’d in any kind of art. 

Heaven, and our lady gracious, hath it pleas’d 
To shine on my contemptible estate ; 

Lo, whilst I waited on my tender lainlis, 

And to sun’s pinching heat display’d my cheeks. 

Our lady deigned to appear to me ; 

And, in a vision full of majesty, 

Will’d me to leave my base vocation, 

And free my country from calamity : 

I icr aid she promis’d and assur’d success : 

In complete glory slie reveal’d herself ; 

And, whereas I was black and swart before. 

With tliose clear rays which she infus’d on me, 

Tiiat beauty am I bless’d with, which you see. 

Ask me what question thou canst possible, 

And I will answer unpremeditated ; 

A gimmal i$ a piece of jointed work, where one piece 
moves within another j here it b taken at large for an engine. 

6 This was not in former times a term of rqiroacb. 

^ Countenance. 
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My courage try by combat, if thou dar’st, 

And thou shah find that 1 exceed my sex. 

Resolve on this ^ : Thou shalt be fortunate, 

If thou receive me for thy warlike mate. 

Char* Thou hast astonish'd me with thy high 
terms ; 

Only this proof I’ll of thy valour make, — 

In single combat thou shalt buckle with me : 

And, if tliou vanquishest, thy words arc true ; 
Otherwise, I renounce all confidence. 

Puc. I am prepared : here is my kccn-edg’d sword. 
Deck’d with live flower-de-luces on each side ; 

The which at Touraine, in saint Katharine’s church- 
yard, 

Out of a deal of old iron I chose forth. 

Char* Then come on, damsel, I fear no woman. 
Puc* And, while I live, I’ll ne’er fly from a man. 

[2Viey^fi^ht* 

Char. Stay, stay tliy liands ; thou art an Amazon, 
And lightest with the sword of Deborah. 

Puc* Christ’s mother helps me, else I were too 
weak. 

Char* Whoe’er helps thee, *tis thou that must 
help me : 

My heart and hands thou hast at once subdu’d. 
Excellent Pucelle, if thy name be so, 

Let me thy servant, and not sovereign, be ; 

*Tis the French dauphin sueth to thee tlius. 

Pne* I must not yield to any thoughts of love, 

, For my profession’s sacred from above: 

When 1 have chased all thy foes from hence, 

Then will I think upon a recom pence. 

Char* Meantime, look gracious on thy prostrate 
thrall. 

Peig* My lord, methinks, is very long in talk. 
Alen. He may mean more than we poor men do 
know. 

Peig. My lord, where are you? what devise you on ? 
Shall we give over Orleans, or no ? 

Puc* Why, no, I say, distrustful recreants ! 

Fight till the last gasp ; I will be your guard. 

Char. Whatshesays, I’ll confirm ; we’ll fight itout. 
Puc* Assign’d am I to be the English scourge. 
This night the siege assuredly I’ll raise : 

^'Expect saint Martin’s summer 9 halcyon days, 

Since I have entered into these wars, 

Glory is like a circle in the water, 

[Which never ceaseth to enlarge itself. 

Till, by broad spreading, it disperse to nought 
‘ With Henry’s death, the English circle ends ; 
Dispersed arc the glories it included. 

Now am I like that proud insulting ship, 

Which Ciesar and his fortune bare at once. 

Char, Was Mahomet inspired with a dove ? 

Thou with an eagle art inspired then. 

Helen, the mother of great Constantine, 

Nor yet saint Philip’s daughters *, were like thee. 
Bright star of Venus, fairn down on the earth, 
How may I reverently worship thee? 

Alen* Leave ofiP delays, and let us raise the siege. 
Peig*. Woman, do what thou canst to save our 
honours; 

Drive them from Orleans, and be immortaliz’d. 
Char* Presently we’ll try : — Come, let’s away 
al)out it ; 

No prophet will I trust if she prove false, [Exeunt. 


• Be firmly persuaded of It 
9 Expect prosperity after mi^ortuno. 

* Meaning the four daughters of Philip mentioned in Acts, 
xxi. ft 


SCENE III. — Loudon* Hill before the Tower. 

Enter, at the Gates, the Dukx of Glostxr, with his 
Serving-men, m blue Coats, • 

do* I am come to survey the Tower this day ; 
Since Henry’s deatli, I fear, there is conveyance. ^ 
Where be these warders, that they wait not here ? 
Open the gates ; Gloster it is that calls. 

[Servants knock* 

1 Ward* [Within*'} Who is there that knocks so 
imperiously ? 

1 Serv. It is the noble duke of Gloster. 

2 Ward* [Within.} Whoe’er he be, you may not 

be let in. 

Serv* Answer you so tlie lord protector, villains ? 
1 Ward^ [Within*} The Lord protect him ! so we 
answer him ; 

We do no otherwise than we are will’d. 

Glo* Who willed you ? or whose will stands, but 
mine ? 

There’s none protector of the realm but I. — 

Break up the gates, I’ll be your warrantize ; 

Shall I be flouted thus by dunghill grooms ? 

Servants rush at the Tower Gates. Enter, to the 
Gales* WoonviLLE, the Lieutenant* 

Wood* [WUhin,} What noise is this? what trai- 
tors have we here ? 

Glo. Lieutenant, is it you, whose voice I hear ? 
Open the gates ; here’s Gloster, that would enter. 
Wood. [WUkin.} Have patience, noble duke; I 
may not open ; 

The cardinal of Winchester forbids : 

From him I have express commandment, 

That thou, nor none of thine, shall be let in. 

Glo. Faint-hearted Woodville, prizesthim ’fore me? 
Arrogant Winchester ? that haughty prelate, 

Whom Henry, our late sovereign, ne’er could brook? 
I’hou art no fnend to Heaven, or to the king ; 

Open the gates, or I’ll shut thee out shortly. 

1 Serv* Open tlie gates unto tlie lord protector ; 
Or we’ll burst them open, if that you come not quickly. 

Enter Winchester, attended by a Train of Ser^ 
vants in tawny Coats* 

Win. How now, ambitious Humphrey? what 
means tliis ? 

Glo. Piel’d priest % dost tliou command me to be 
shut out? 

Win* I do, thou most usurping proditor 
And not protector of the king or realm. 

Glo* Stand back : thou manifest conspirator ; 
Thou that contriv’dst to murder our dead lord ; 

I’ll canvass ^ thee in thy broad cardinal’s bat. 

If thou proceed in tliis thy insolence. 

Win* Nay, stand thou back, I will not budge a foot. 
Glo* I will not slay thee, but I’ll drive thee back : 
Thy scarlet robes, as a child’s bearing-cloth 
I’ll use, to carry thee out of this place. 

Win* Do what thou dar’st; I beard thee to thy face. 
Glo* What? am I dar’d, and bearded to my face?— • 
Draw, men, for all this privileged place ; 

Blue-coats to tawny coats. Priest, bewareyour beard ; 

[Gloster and his men attack the Bishop* 
I mean to tug it, and to cuff you soundly ; 

Under xny feet I stamp thy cardinal’s hat ; 

In spite of pope or dignities of church. 

Win. Gloster, thou’lt answer this before the pope. 

« Theft. » AUudlag to hU shaven crown. 

, “Traitor. * Sift. 
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G/o* Now beat titem hence, Why do you let them 
stay? — 

T^ee I’ll chase hence, thou wolf in sheep’s array. — 
Out, tSiwny coats ! — out, scarlet® hypocrite ! 

Here a^ieat Turmdt* In the midst of itt enter the 
Mayor <f London, and Officers. 

May. Fye, lords ! that you, being supreme ma- 
gistrates, 

Thus contumeliously should break the peace ! 

Glo. Peace, mayor; thou know’st little of my 
wrongs ; 

Here’s Beaufort, that regards nor God nor king, 
Hath here distrain’d the Tower to his use. 

Win. Here’s Gloster too, a foe to citizens ; 

One that still motions war, and never peace, 
O’ercharging your free purses with large fines ; 
That seeks to overthrow religion, 

Because he is protector of the realm ; 

And would have armour here out of the Tower, 

To crown himself king, and suppre&*s the prince. 
Glo. 1 w'ill not answer thee with words, but 
blow’s. [Here they skirmhih again. 

May. Noughtrests forme, in this tumultuous strife, 
But to make open proclamation : — 

Come, officer ; as loud as e’er thou canst. 

Off. Ml manner of mcn^ assembled here in arms this 
dayt against God's peace and the kings, we charge 
and command yon, in his highness* name, to repair 
to your several dwelling-places i and not to wear, 
handle, or use, any sword, weapon, or dagger, 
henceforward, upon pain of death. 

Glo. Cardinal, I’ll be no breaker of the law : 

But we shall meet, and break our minds at large. 

Win. Gloster, we’ll meet; to thy dear cost, be sure; 
Thy heart-blood I will have, for this day’s work. 

May, I’ll call for clubs 7, if you will not away : — 
This cardinal is more haughty than the devil. 

Glo. Mayor, farewell ; thou dost but what thou 
mayst. 

Win. Abominable Gloster ! guard thy bead ; 

For I intend to have it ere long. [Exeunt. 

May. See the coast clear’d, and then wc wdll 
depart. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. — • France. Before Orleans, 

Enter on the Walls, the Master- Gunner and his Son, 
M. Gun. Sirrah, tliou know’st bow Orleans is 
besieg’d ; 

And how the English have the suburbs won. 

Son. Father, I know ; and oft liave shot at them, 
Howe’er, unfortunate, I miss’d my aim, 

M. Gun. But now tliou shalt not. Be thou rul’d 

by me : 

Chief master-gunner am I of this town ; 

Something I must do, to procure me grace ; 

The prince’s espials ^ have informed me, 

How the English, in the suburbs close intrench’d, 
Wont, tlirough a secret grate of iron bars 
In yonder tower, to overpeer the city ; 

And thence discover, how, with most advantage, 
Tliey may vex us, with shot, or with assault. 

To intercept this inconvenience, 

A piece of ordnance ’gainst it I have plac’d ; 

And fully even these ffiree days have I watch’d, 

^ An allusion to the bishop's habit 
7 That 1» for peace.officcrs armed with clubs or staves. 


If 1 could see tliem. Now, boy, do tliou watch. 
For I can stay no longer. 

If thou spy’st any, run and bring me word ; 

And thou shalt find me at the governor’s. [ExU. 

Son, Father, I warrant you ; take you no care ; 
I’ll never trouble you, if I may spy them. 

Enter, in an upper Chamber of a Tower the Lords 
Salisbury and Talbot, 6ir William Glavs* 
DALE, Sir Thomas Gargrave, and others. 

Sal. Talbot, my life, my joy, again return’d ! 
How wert thou handled, being prisoner ? 

Or by wliat means got’st thou to be releas’d ? 
Discourse, I pr’ythee, on this turret’s top. 

Tal. The duke of Bedford had a prisoner, 

Called — the brave lord Ponton dc Santrailles ; 

For him I was exchang’d and ransomed. 

But with a baser man of arms by far. 

Once, in contempt, they would have barter’d me : 
Which I, disdaining, scorn’d ; and craved death 
Rather than I would be so pil’d esteem'd. ^ 

111 fine, redeem’d 1 was as I desir’d. 

But, O I the treacherous Fastolfc wounds my heart! 
Whom with my bare fists I would execute, 

If I now had him brought into my power. 

Sal. Yet teU’stthou not, how tliou wert entertain’d. 
Tal. With scoffs, and scorns, and contumelious 
taunts. 

In open market-place produc’d they me, 

To be a public spectacle to all ; 

Here, said they, is the terror of the French, 

The scare-crow that aftrights our children so. 

Then broke I from the officers that led me ; 

And with my nails digg’d stones out of tlie ground, 
To hurl at the beholders of my shame. 

My grisly countenance made otliers fly ; 

None durst come near for fear of sudden death* 

In iron walls they deem’d me not secure ; 

So groat fear of my name ’mongst them was spread* 
That they suppos’d, I could rend bars of steel. 

And spurn in pieces posts of adamant : 

Wherefore a guard of‘ chosen shot I had, 

That walk’d about me every minute-while ; 

And if 1 did but stir out of niy bed, 

Ready they were to slioot me to the heart. 

Sal. I grieve to hear what torments you endur’d j 
But we will be reveng’d sufficiently. 

Now is it supper-time in Orleans ; 

Here tlirough this grate, I can count every one. 
And view the Frenchmen how they fortify ; 

Let us look in, the sight will much delight thee. — 
Sir Thomas Gargrave, and sir William Glansdale, 
Let me have your express opinions. 

Where is best place to make our battery next. 

Gar. I think at the north gate; for there stand lords. 
Gian. And I, here, at tlie biilwark of the bridge. 
7'al. For aught I see, this city must be famish'd. 
Or with light skinnishes enfeebled. 

[Shot from the Town, Salisbury and 
Sir Thomas Gargrave fall. 

Sal, O Lord, have mercy on us, wretched sinners ! 
Gar. O Lord, have mercy on me, woeful man ! 
Tal, What cliancc is tins, that suddenly hath 
cross’d us ? 

Speak, Salisbury; at least, if tliou canst speak ; 
How far’st tliou, mirror of all martial men ? 

One of thy eyes, and thy cheek’s side struck offl — 
Accursed tower 1 accursed fatal hand, 

That hath contriv’d this woeful tragedy ! 

9 So stripped of honour*. 
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In thirteen battles Salisbury o’ercame ; 

Henry the fifth he first train’d to the wars , 

Whilst any trump did sound, or drum struck up. 
His sword did ne*er leave striking in tlie field. 
Yetliv’sttljou, Salisbury? though thy speech doth fail, 
One eye thou hast, to look to heaven for grace : 

The sun with one eye vieweth all the world. — 
Heaven, be thou gracious to none alive, 

If Salisbury wants mercy at thy hands ! — 

Bear hence his body, I will help to bury it. — 

Sir Thomas Gargrave, hast thou any life ? 

Speak unto Talbot ; nay, look up to him. 

Salisbury, cheer thy s[)irit with this cojnfort ; 

Thou shalt not die, whiles 

He beckons with his hand, and smiles on me ; 

As who should say, When I am dead and {^oucy 
Jtemember to aeenfie 7na on the French. — 
Planiagenct, I will; and Nero-like, 

Play on the lute, beholding the towns burn ; 
Wretched shall France be only in my name. 

[Thunder heard : afterwards an Alarum. 
What stir is this? What tumult’s in the heavens? 
Whence cometh this alarum, and the noise ? 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord, my lord, the French have ga- 
ther’d head : 

The dauphin, with one Joan la Pucelle join’d, — 

A holy prophetess, new risen up, — 

Is come with a great power to raise the siege. 

[Salisbuuy gr(xms. 
Ttd. Hear, hear, how dying Salisbury doth groan ! 
It irks his heart, he cannot be reveng’d. 

Frenchmen, I’ll be a Salisbury to you : — 

Your hearts I’ll stamp out with my horse’s heels. 
And make a quagmire of your mingled brains. 
Convey me Salisbury into his tent. 

And then we’ll try what dastard Frenchmen dare. 

[Exeunty hearing out the Bodies. 

SCENE V. — Biforeone of the Gates of Orleans. 
Alarum, Skirmishinns. Tai.ijot pursnetli the Dau- 
phin, and driveth him in: then enter Joan la 
PecALLF, driving Englishmen before her. Then 
enter Talhot. 

Tal, Where is my strength, my valour, and niy 
force ? 

Our English troops retire, I cannot stay them ; 

A woman, clad in armour, chaseth them. 

Enter La Pucelle. 

Here, here she comes : I’ll have a bout with 

thee ; 

Blood will T draw on thee, thou art a witch. 

And straightway give tliy soul to liiiri thou serv’st. 
Fuc, Come, come, ’tis only I that must disgrace 
thee. [ They fight. 

Tal, My breast I’ll burst witli straining of my 
courage. 

And from my shoulders crack my arms asunder, 
But 1 will chastise this high-minded strumpet. 

Fuc, Talbot, farewell ; thy hour is not yet come : 
I must go victual Orleans forthwith. 

O’ertake me, if thou canst ; I scorn thy strength. 
Go, go, cheer up thy hunger-starved men ; 


Help Salisbury to make his testament : 

This day is ours, as many more shall be. 

[Pucelle enters the Town, urUh Soldiers. 
Ted. My thoughts are whirled like a potter’s vf heel; 
I know not where I am, nor what I do ; 

A witch, by fear, not force, like Hannibal, 

Drives back out troops, and conquers as she lists : 
So bees with smoke, and doves with noisome stench, 
Are from their hives, and houses, driven away. 

They called us, for our fierceness, English dogs ; 
Now, like to whelps, we crying run away. 

[A short Alarum, 

Hark, countrymen ! either renew the fight, 

Or tear the lions out of England’s cj; 

Renounce your soil, give i^ej^n lions’ steiul ; 
Sheep run not half so timorous from the wolf, 

Or horse, or oxen, from the leopard, 

As you liy from your oft-subdued slaves. 

[Alarum, Another Skirmish. 
It will not be : — Retire into your trenches : 

You alljponsentcd unto Salisbury’s death. 

For none would strike a stroke in his revenge. — 
Pucelle is entered into Orleans, 

In spite of us, or aught tliat we could do. 

O, would I wert‘ to die with Salisbury ! 

The shame hereof will make me hide my head. 

[Alarum. Retreat. Exeunt Talbot and his 
Forces, tj;c, 

SCENE VI. — The same. 

Enter on the Walls, Pucelle, Charles, Heignier, 
A LENNON, and Soldiers, 

Fuc, Advance our waving colours on the walls ; 
Rescu’d is Orleans from the English wolves : — . 
T’hus Joan la Pucelle hath perform’d her word. 
Char, Divinest creature, bright Astra*a’s daughter. 
How shall 1 honour thee for this success ? 

Thy promises arc like Adonis’ gardens, 

'That one day bloom’d, and fruitful were the next. 
France, triumph in thy glorious pro])lietess ! — 
Recover’d is the town of Orleans : 

More blessed hap did ne’er befall our state. 

Reig. Wliy ring not out the bells throughout tlie 
town ? 

Dauphin, command the citizens make bonfires, 

And feast and banquet in the open streets, 

To celebrate the joy that heaven hath given us. 

Alen, All France will be replete with mirth and joy, 
When they shall hear how we have play’d tlie men. 

Char, ’Tis Joan, not we, by whom the day is won ; 
For which, I will divide my crown with her : 

And all the priests and friars in my realm 
Shall, in procession, sing her endless praise. 

A statelier pyramis toiler 1*11 rear, 

Than Rhodope’s, or Memphis’, ever was : 

In memory of her, when she is dead, 

Her ashes, in an urn more precious 
Tlian the rich jewel’d coffer of Darius, 

Tran$i)orted sliall be at high festivals 
Before the kings and queens of France. 

No longer on saint Denis will we cry, 

But Joan la Pucelle shall be France’s saint. 

Come in ; and let us banquet royally, 

After tliis golden day of victory. 

[Flourish, Exeunt, 
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SCENE 1. — The same. 

Enter to the Gatesy a French Sergeant, and two 
Sentinels. 

Ser", Sirs, take yonr places, and be vigilant : 

T r any noise, or soldier, you perceive, 

Near to tlie walls, by some apparent sign. 

Let us have knowledge at the court of guard J 
1 Sent, Sergeant, you shall. [Exit Sergeant. 
Thus are poor servitors 
(When others sleep upon their quiet beds) 
Constrain’d to watch in darkness, rain, and cold. 

Enter Tai.bot, Bjedfobi), Buhcundy, and Forces^ 
with scaling Ladders ; their Drums beating a dead 
March, 

Tal, Lord regent, — and redoubted Burgundy, — 
By who.se approach, tlie regions of Artois, 

Walloon, and l*icardy, are friends to us. — 

This happy night the Frenchmen are secure. 

Having all day carous’d and banqueted ; 

Embrace we then this opportunity ; 

As fitting best to quittance their deceit. 

Contriv’d by art and baleful sorcery. 
lied. Coward of France ! — how much he wrongs 
his fame, 

Despairing of his own arm’s fortitude, 

To join wdth witches, and the help of hell. 

Bur, Traitors have never other company. — 

But what’s that Pucelle, whom they term so pure ? 
Tal, A maid, they say. 

Bed, A maid ! and be so martial ! 

Bur, Pray heaven, she prove not masculine ere 
long ; 

If underneath tlie standard of the French, 

Slie carry armour, as she hath begun. 

Tal, Well, let them practise and converse wiUi 
spirits : 

God is our fortress ; in whose conquering name. 

Let us resolve to scale their flinty bulwarks. 

Bed, Ascend, brave Talbot ; w’e will follow thee. 
Tal, Not all together ; better far, I giwss, 

That we do make our entrance several ways ; 

That, if it chance the one of us do fail, 

The other yet may rise against their force. 

Bed. Agreed j I’ll to yon corner. 

Bur, And I to this. 

Tal. And here will Talbot mount, or make his 
grave. — 

Now, Salisbury ! for thee, and for the right 
Of English Henry, shall this night appear 
How much in duty I am bound to both. 

[The English scale the walls, crying St. George ! 

a Talbot ! and all enter by the Town, 

Sent, [ WUhin,'\ Arm, arm ! the enemy doth moke 
assault ! 

The French leap over the Walls in their Shirts, Enter, 
several ways, Bastard, ALEN90N, Reignieb, 
ready, and half unready, 

Alen. How now, my lords? what, all unready so? I 
Bast. Unready ? ay, and glad we ’scap’d so well. 
lieig, *Twas time, I trow, to wake and leave our 
beds, 

Hearing alarums at our chamber doors. 

^ The same as guard-rooia 


Alen. Of all exploits, since first I follow’d arms, 
Ne’er heard I of a warlike enterprise 
More venturous, or desperate than this. 

Bast, I think, tliis Talbot be a fiend of hell. 

Beig, If not of hell, tlie heavens, sure, favour him, 
Alen.VLero cometh Charles^ 1 marvel how he sped. 

Enter Charles and I^a Pucelle. 

Bast. Tut ! holy Joan was his defensive guard. 
Char, Is this thy cunning, thou deceitful dame ? 
Didst thou at first, to flatter us withal, 

Make us partakers of a little gain. 

That now our loss might be ten times so much ? 
Fuc, Wherefore is Charles impatient with his 
friend ? 

At all times will you have my power alike ? 
Sleeping, or waking, must I still prevail, 

Or will you blame and Jay tlie fault on me ?— - 
Improvident soliliers ! liad your watch been good, 
This .sudden mischief never could have fall’n. 

Char. Duke of Alen^on, this was your default ; 
That, being captain of tlie watch to-night, 

Did look no better to that weighty charge. 

Alen, Had all your quarters been as safely kept, 
As that whereof 1 had the government, 

We had not been thus shamefully surpriz’d. 

Bast. Mine was secure. 

Bdg, And so was mine, my lord. 

Char. And, for myself, most part of all this night, 
Within her quarter, and mine own precinct, 

I was employ’d in passing to and fro, 

About relieving of the sentinels: 

I'lien how', or v'hich way, should they first break in ? 

Fuc, Question, my lords, no further of the case, 
How, or which way ; ’Us sure, they found some place 
But weakly guarded, where the breach was made. 
And now there rests no other shift but this, — • 

To gather our soldiers, scatter’d anvl dispers’d, 

And Jay new platforms to endamage them. 

Alarum. Enter a7i English Soldier, eri/ing A Talbot \ 
A Talbot ! Theyjiy, leaving their Clothes behind. 
Sold. I’ll be so bold to take what they have left. 
The cry of Talbot serves me for a sw ord ; 

For I have loadeii me with many spoils, 

Using no other weapon but his name, [Exit, 

SCENE II. — Orleans, WUkin the Totvn. 

Enter Talbot, Bedford, Burgundy, a Captain, 
and others. 

Bed. The day begins to break, and night is fled, 
Whose pitchy mantle over-veil*d the earth. 

Here sound retreat, and cease our hot pursuit. 

[Retreat sorwded, 

Tal. Bring forth the body of old Salisbury ; 
And here advance it in the market-place, 

The middle centre of this cursed town. — 

Now I have paid my vow unto his soul ; 

For every drop of blood was drawn from him, 
There hatli at least five Frenchmen died to-night. 
And, that hereafter ages may behold 
What ruin happen’d in revenge of him, 

Within their chiefest temple I’ll erect 

* Plans, schemes. 
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A tomb, wherein his corpse shall be interr’d : 

Upon tlie which, that every one may read, 

Shall be engrav’d the sack of Orleans ; 

The treacherous manner of his mournful death, 
And what a terror he had been to France. 

But, lords, in all our bloody massacre, 

I muse 3 we met not with the dauphin’s grace ; 

His new-come champion, virtuous Joan of Arc; 
Nor any of his false confederates. 

J^ed* *Tis thought, lord Talbot, wlien the fight 
began, 

Rous’d on the sudden from their drowsy beds, 
They did, amongst the troops of armed men, 

Leap o’er the walls for refuge in the field. 

7i«r, Myself (as far as 1 could well discern. 

For smoke, and dusky vapours of the night,) 

Am sure 1 scar’d the dauphin and his trull ; 

When arm in arm they both came swiftly running, 
Like to a pair of loving turtle-doves, 

That could not live asunder day or night. 

After that things arc set in order here, 

We’ll follow them with all the power we have. 

JEfffer a Messenger. 

Mess* All hail, my lords ! which of this princely 
train 

Call ye tlie warlike T'albot, for liis acts 
So much applauded through the realm of France? 
Tal, Here is the Talbot ; who would speak with 
him? 

Mess. The virtuous lady, countess of Auvergne, 
With modesty admiring thy renown, 

By me entreats, good lord, thou wouldst vouchsafe 
To visit her poor castle where she lies * ; 

That she may boast she hath behold the man 
Whose glory fills the world with loud report. 

Sttr. Is it even so ? Ntjfr then, I see, our wars 
Will turn into a peaceful comick sport. 

When ladies crave to be encounter’d with — 

You may not, my lord, despise her gentle suit. 

TVi/. Ne’er trust me then ; for, when a world oi’inen 
Could not prevail with all their oratory, 

Yet hath a woman’s kindness over-rul’d : — 

And therefore tell her, I return great thanks ; 

And in stibmission will attend on her. — 

Will not your honours bear me company ? 

Bed* No, truly, it is more than manners will : 
And I have heard it said, — Unbidden guests 
Are often welcoinest when they arc gone. 

Ta/* Well then, alone, since there’s no remedy, 
I mean to prove this lady’s courtesy. 

Come hither, captain. — You perceive 

my mind. 

Capi. I do, my lord, and mean accordingly. 

[jKreunt. 

SCENE III.— Auvergne. Court of the Castle, 
Enter the Countess and her Porter. 

Count. Porter, remember what I gave lir charge; 
And, when you have done so, bring the keys to me. 
Port* Madam, I will. lExU* 

Count* The plot is laid : if all things fall out right, 
I shall as famous be by this exploit, 

As Scythian Tliomyris by Cyrus* death. 

Great is the rumour of this dreadful knight, 

And his achievements of no less account : 

Fain would mine eyes be witness with mine ears, 
To give their censure ^ of these rare reports. 

• Wonder * Bwellt. » Opinion. 


Enter Messenger and Talbot. 

Mess* Madam, 

According as your ladyship desir'd. 

By message crav’d, so is lord Talbot come. * 
Count. And he is welcome. Wiiat ! is tliis the man ? 
Mess. Madam, it is. 

Count. Is this the scourge of France ? 

Is this the Talbot, so much fear’d abroad, 

That with his name the mothers still their babes ? 

I sec report is fabulous and false ; 

1 thought, I should have seen some Hercules, 

A second Hector, for his grim aspect, 

And large proportion of his strong-knit limbs. 

Alas ! this is a child, a silly dwarf: 

It cannot bo, this weak and writhlcd ® shrimp 
Should strike such terror to his enemies. 

I'al. INIadam, I have been bold to trouble you ; 
But, since your ladyship is not at leisure. 

I’ll sort some other time to visit you. 

Count. What means he now ? — Co, ask him whi- 
ther he goes. 

Mess. Stay, my lord Talbot ; for my lady craves 
To know the cause of your abrupt departure. 

Tal. Marry, for that she’s in a wrong belief, 

I go to certify her, Talbot’s here. 

Re-enter Porter, with Keys. 

Cmtnt, If thou he he, then art thou prisoner. 

Tal Prisoner! to whom? 

Count. T’o me, blood-thirsty lord ; 

And for that cause I train’d thee to my house. 
liOUg time thy shadow hath been thrall to me. 

For in my gallery tliy picture hangs : 

But now the substance shall endure the like ; 

And I will chain these legs ami arms of thine, 

That hast by tyranny, tlicse many years, 

Wasted our country, slain our citizens. 

And sent our sons and husbands captivate. 

Tal Ha, ha, ha ! 

Count. Laughest thou, wretch ? thy mirth shall 
turn to moan. 

Tal I laugh to see your ladyship so fond 7, 

To think that you have aught but Talbot’s shadow, 
Whereon to practise your severity. 

Count. Why, art not thou the man ? 

Tal I am indeed. 

Count* Tlien have I substance too. 

Tal* No, no, 1 am but shadow of myself : 

You are deceiv’d, my substance is not here ; 

For what you see, is but the smallest part 
And least proportion of humanity ; 

I tell you, madam, were the whole frame here, 

It is of such a spacious lofty pitch, 

Your roof were not sufficient to contain it. 

Count. This is a riddling merchant for the nonce ^ ; 
He will be here, and yet he is not here : 

How can these contrarieties agree ? 

Tal* That will I show you presently. 

He uinds a Horn* Drums heard ; then a Peal oj 
Ordnance* The Gates being forced^ enter Sddlers* 

How say you, madam? are you now persuaded, 
That Talbot is but shadow of himself? 

These are bis substance, sinews, arms, and strength, 
With which he yoketh your rebellious necks ; 
Raseth your cities, and subverts your towns, 

And in a moment makes them desolate. 

Count* Victorious Talbot ! pardon my abuse : 

• Wrinkled. t Foolhb. * For a purpofe. 
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I find thou art no less than fame hath bruited^, 

And more than may be gather'd by thy shape. 

Let my presumption not provoke thy wrath ; 

For I am sorry, that with reverence 
I did not entertain thee as thou art. 

Tal. Be not dismay’d, fair lady ; nor misconstrue 
The mind of Talbot, as you did mistake 
The outward composition of his body. 

What you 'have done, hath not offended me : 

No otlier satisfaction do I crave. 

But only (with your patience) that we may 
Taste of your wine, and see what cates you have ; 
For soldiers* stomachs always serve them well. 

Count* With all my heart : and think me honoured 
To feast so great a warrior in my house. [^Exeunt* 

SCENE IV. — London. The Garden* 

Enter the Earh of Somerset, SrFFOLK, and W’^ar- 
WK’K ; Richard Plantagenet, Vernon, and 
another Lawyer, 

Plan* Great lords, and gentlemen, what means 
this silence ? 

Dare no man answer in a case of truth ? 

Suf, Within the 'I’emjile liall we w^cre too loud ; 
The garden here is more convenient. 

Plan. Then say at once, If I maintain'd the truth ; 
Or, else, was wrangling Somerset in the error? 

Suf. ' Faith, 1 have been a truant in the law ; 
And never yet could frame my will to it ; 

And, therefore, frame the law unto my will. 

Som, Judge you,* my lord of Warwick, tlien be- 
tween us. 

War, Between two hawks, wiiich flies the higher 
pitch, 

Between two dogs, which hath the deeper mouth. 
Between two blades, which bears the better temper, 
Betw'een two horses, which doth bear him best. 
Between two girls, which hath the merriest eye, 

I have, perhaps, some shallow spirit of judgment; 
But in these nice sharp quillets of the law, 

Good faith, I am no wiser than a daw. 

Plan. Tut, tut, here is a mannerly forbearance: 
The truth appears so naked on my side, 

That any purblind eye may find it out. 

Som* And on my side it is so well apparel I’d, 

So clear, so shining, and so evident. 

That it will glimmer through a blind man’s eye. 
Plan. Since you are tongue-ty'd and so loath to 
speak. 

In dumb significants proclaim your thoughts ; 

I^et him, that is a true-born gentleman, 

And stands upon the honour of his birth, 

If he suppose that I have pleaded truth. 

From off this briar pluck a white rose with me. 

Som* Let him that is no coward, nor no flatterer, 
But dare maintain the party of the truth, 

Pluck a red rose from off this thorn with me. 

War, I love no colours ' ; and, without all colour 
Of base insinuating flattery, 

I pluck this white rose with Plantagenet. 

Suf. 1 pluck this red rose, with young Somerset ; 
And say witlial, I think he held tlie right. 

Ver* Stay, lords and gentlemen ; and pluck no 
more. 

Till you conclude — that he, upon whose side 
The fewest roses are cropp’d from the tree, 

Shall yield the other in the right opinion. 

♦ Kolsed, reportofl, ‘ Deceits } a play on the word. 


Som* Good master Vernon, it is well^objected ® ; 
If I have fewest I subscribe in silence. * 

Plan. And I. 

Ver. Tlien, for the truth and plainness of the case> 
I pluck this pale and maiden blossom here. 

Giving my verdict on the white rose side. 

Som. Prick not your finger as you pluck it off; 
Lest, bleeding, yoU do paint the wiiite rose red, 
And fall on my side so against your will. % 

Ver. If I, my lord, for my opinion bleed, 
Opinion shall be surgeon to my hurt, 

And keep me on the side where still I am, 

Som. Well, well, come on : Who else ? 

Law. Unless my study and my books be false, 
The argument you held, w'as wTong in you ; 

[To Somerset. 

Ill sign whereof, I pluck a wliitc rose too. 

Plan* Now, Somerset, where is your argument ? 
Som* Here, in my scabbard, meditating that, 
Sliall die your white rose in a bloody red. 

Plan. Mean lime, your cheeks do counterfeit our 
roses ; 

For pale they look with fear, as witnessing 
The truth on our side. 

Som. No, Plantagenet, 

’Tis not for fear ; but anger, — that thy checks 
Blush for pure shame, to counterfeit our roses ; 
And yet thy tongue will not confess thy error. 

Plan* Hath not thy rose a canker, Somerset ? 
Som. Hatli not thy rose a thorn, Plantagenet? 
Plan.' Ay, sharp and piercing, to maintai n histruth ; 
Whiles thy consuming canker eats his falsehood. 
Som. Well, I’ll find friends to wear my bleeding 
roses, 

That shall maintain what I have said is true, 

Where false Plantagenet dare not be seen. 

Plan. Now, by this maiden blossom in my hand, 
I scorn thee and tJiy fashion, peevish !)oy. 

Suf, Turn not thy scorns this way, Plantagenet. 
Pla?i. Proud Poole, I will ; and scorn both him 
and thee. 

Suf. I’ll turn my part thereof into thy throat. 
Som. Away, away, good William De-la- I’oole ! 
We grace the yeoman, by conversing with him. 
War. Now, by my life, thou w'long’st him, Somer- 
set ; 

His grandfather w'as Lionel, duke of Clarence, 
Third son to the third Edward king of England ; 
Spring crestless yeomen s from so deep a root ? 

P/an. He hears him on the place’s privilege 
Or durst not, for his craven heart, say tJms. 

Som* By him that made me. I’ll maintain my w*ords 
On any plot of ground in Christendom ; 

Was not thy fatlier, Richard, earl of Cambridge, 
For treason executed in our late king’s days ? 

And, by his treason, stand’st not thou attainted. 
Corrupted, and exempt * ftx>m ancient gentry ? 

His trespass yet lives guilty in thy blood ; 

And, till thou be restor’d, thou art a yeoman. 

Plan, My father was attached, not attainted ; 
Condemn’d to die for treason, but no traitor ; 

And that I’ll prove on better men than Somerset, 
Were growing time once ripen’d to my will. 

For your partaker Poole, and you yourself. 

I’ll note you in my book of memory, 

To scourge you for this apprehension ^ : 

Look to it well ; and say you are w'cll w^arii’d. 

* Proposed. ^ I e. Those who have no right to artiiR 

* The Temple, being a religious house, was a sanctuary, 

» Excluded « Opinion. 
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Som. Ay, tliou shalt iind us ready for thee still : 
And know us, by these colours, for thy foes ; 

For these my friends, in spite of thee, shall wear. 

Plan, And, by ray soul, this pale and angry rose. 
As cognizance of my blood-drinking hate, 

Will I for ever, and my faction, wear ; 

Until it wither with me to my grave, 

Or flourish to the height of my degree. 

^ Si^. Go forward, and be chok’d with thy ambition ! 
And so farewell, until I meet thee next. [ExU, 
Som, Have with thee, Poole. — Farewell, ambi- 
tious Richard. [Exit. 

Plan, How I am brav’d, and must perforce en- 
dure it ! 

War. This blot, that tliey object against your house. 
Shall be wip’d out in the next parliament, 

Call’d for the truce of Winchester and Gloster: 
And, if thou be not then created York, 

I will not live to be accounted Warwick. 

Mean time, in signal of my love to thee, 

Against proud Somerset, and William Poole, 

Will I u}>on thy party wear this rose : 

And here I prophesy. — This brawl to-day, 

Grown to this faction, in the 'reraplc garden, 

Shall send, between tlie red rose and the white, 

A tliousand souls to death and deadly night. 

Plan, Good master Vernon, I am bound to you, 
Tliat you on my behalf would pluck a flower. 

Vcr. In your behalf still will I w’ear the same. 
l.aw. And so will I. 

Plan* Thanks, gentle sir. 

' Come, let us four to dinner ; I dare say, 

This quarrel will drink blood another day. [Exeunt. 

SCENE V. — A Room in the Tow'or. 

Euler Mortimer, brought in a Chair by two Keepers. 

Jlfor. Kind keepers of my weak decaying age. 
Let dying IVIortimcr here rest himself. — 

Even like a man new haled from the rack, 

So fare my limbs witli long imprisonment ; 

And these grey locks, the pursuivants 7 of death, 
Ncstor-like aged, in an age of care, 

Argue the end of Edmund Mortimer. 

These eyes — like lamps whose wasting oil is spent, 
Wax dim, as drawing to their exigent 8 : 

Weak shoulders, overborne with burd’ning grief. 
And pithless arms, like to a wither’d vine 
That droops his sapless branches to the ground : — 
Yet are these feet— whose strengtliless stay is numb. 
Unable to support this lump of clay, — 

Swift- winged with desire to get a grave, 

As witting I no other comfort have. — 

But tell me, keeper, will my nephew come ? 

1 Keep, Richard Plantagcnet, my lord, will come. 
We sent unto the Temple, to his chamber ; 

And answer was return’d, tliat he will come. 

Mor, Enough ; my soul shall then be satisfied. — 
Poor gentleman ! his wrong doth equal mine. 

Since Henry" Monmouth first began to reign, 
(Before whose glory I was great in arms,) 

This loathsome sequestration have I had ; 

And even since then hath Richard been obscur’d. 
Depriv’d of honour and inheritance : 

But now, tlie arbitrator of despairs. 

Just death, kind umpire of men’s miseries. 

With sweet enlargement doth dismiss me hence ; 

I would, his troubles likewise were expir’d. 

That so he might recover what was lost. 

7 PuTsuivants arc officers who attend upon heralds. 

® End, 


Enter Richard Plantacenkt. 

1 Keep, My lord, your loving nephew no wis come. 
M<yr. Richard Plantagenet, my friend? Is he come? 
Plan, Ay, noble uncle, thus ignobly us’d, • 

Your nephew, late>despised Richard, comes. 

Mor, Direct mine arms, I may embrace his neck, 
And in his bosom spend my latter gasp : 

O, tell me, when my lips do touch his cheeks, 

That I may kindly give one fainting kiss, — 

And now declare, sweet stem from York’s great stock. 
Why didst thou say — of late thou wert des))is'd ? 

Plan, First, lean Ihiuc aged backt^gainst mine arm ? 
And, m that ease, I’ll tell thee my disease. 9 
This day, in argument upon a case, 

Some words there grew ’twixt Somerset and me : 
Among wliich terms he used his lavish tongue, 

And did upbraid me with my father’s death; 

WJiich obloquy set bars before my tongue, 

Else with the like I had requited him : 

Tiierefore, good uncle, — for my father’s sake, 

In honour of a true Plantagenet, 

And for alliance* sake, — declare the cause 
My father, earl of Cambridge, lost his head. 

Mor. That cause, fair nephew, that imprison’d me, 
And hath detain’d me, all my flow’ring youth. 
Within a loatJisome dungeon, there to pine. 

Was. cursed instrument of his decease. 

Plan. Discover more at large what cause that was : 
For I am ignorant, and cannot guess. 

Mor . I will ; if that my fading breath permit. 
And death approach not ere my tale be done. 
Henry the fourth, grandfather to this king, 

Depos’d his cousin Richard ; Edward’s son, 

The first-begotten, and the lawful heir 
Of Edward king, the third of that descent ; 

During whose reign, the Percies of the north, 
Finding his usurpation most unjust, 

Endeavour’d my advancement to the throne ; 

The reason mov’d these warlike lords to this. 

Was — for that (young king Richard thus remov’d, 
Leaving no heir begotten of his body,) 

I was the next by birth and parentage ; 

For by my motlier I derived am 

From Lionel duke of Clarence, the third son 

To king Edward tlie third, whereas he, 

From John of Gaunt doth bring his pedigree, 
Being but fourth of tliat hcroick line. 

But mark ; as, in this haughty great attempt, 

They laboured to plant the rightful heir, 

I lost my liberty, and they their lives. 

Long after this, wdien Henry the fifth, — 
Succeeding his father Bolingbroke, — did reign, 
Thy father, earl of Cambridge, — then deriv’d, 
From famous Edmund Langley, duke of York, — 
Marrying my sister, tliat my mother was, 

Again, in pity of my hard distress, 

Levied an army weening ' to redeem, 

And have install’d me in the diadem : 

But, as the rest, so fell that noble earl. 

And was beheaded. Thus the Mortimers, 

In whom the title rested, were suppress’d. 

Plan, Of which, my lord, your honour is the last, 
Mor, True; and thou seest, that I no issue have ; 
And that my fainting words do warrant death : 
Thou art my heir ; the rest, I wish thee gather : 
But yet be wary in thy studious care. 

Plan, Thy grave admonishments prevail with mei 
But yet, methinks, my father’s execution 
Was nothing less than bloody tyranny. 

• Uneasiness, discontent ^ Tliinking, 
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Mor, With siicncc, nephew, be tliou politick ; 
Strong-fixed is the house of Lancaster, 

Amd, like a mountain, not to be removM. 

But*now thy uncle is removing hence ; 

As princes do their courts, when they are cloy’d 
With long continuance in a settled place. 

Plan* O, uncle, ’would some part of my young 
years 

jVlight but redeem the passage of your age ! 

Mor. Thou dost then wrong me ; as the slauglifrer 
doth. 

Which giveth many wounds, when one will kill. 
Mourn not, except thou sorrow for iny good ; 

Only, give order for my funeral ; 

And so farewell; and fair be all thy hopes! 

And prosperous be Uiy life, in peace, and war. [Dies. 


AC 


SCENE I. — The Parliament House. 

Phurkh. Enter \iiuQ Henry, Exfteu, Gi.osTrtt, 
Warwick, Somehsi t, ami Suffolk ; the lli.siioi* 
OF Winchester, IhruAiin Pl \nt,\gfnet, and 
others. Gloster off'ers to pul up a Bill ' ; Win- 
chester switches ill and tears it. 

Win. Com’ht thou w ith deep premeditated lines, 
With written pamphlets studiously devis’d, 
Iluinphrey of Glost-jr? if thou canst accuse, 

Or aught intend’st to lay unto my charge, 

Do it without invention suddenly ; 

As I with sudden and extemporal speech 
Purpose to answer what thou canst object. 

Glo. Presumptuous priest ! this place commands 
my patience, 

Or thou shouldst find thou hast dishonour’d me. 
Think not, altliuugli in Avritiag I prefen*’d 
The manner of thy vile outrageous crimes, 

That therefore I have forg’d or am not able 
Verbatim to rehearse the method of ii.y pen : 

No, prelate ; such is thy audacious wickedness. 

Thy vile, pestiferous, and disscntlous pranks, 

That very infants prattle of thy jiride. 

Thou art a most pernicious usurer : 

Froward by nature, enemy to peace ; 

Lascivious, wanton, more than well beseems 
A man of thy profession, and degree ; 

And for thy treachery, What’s more manifest? 

In that thou laid’st a trap to take my life, 

As well at London bridge, as at the Tower? 

Beside, I fear me, if tliy thoughts were sifted. 

The king, thy sovereign, is not quite exempt 
From envious malice of thy sw^elling heart. 

Win. Gloster, I do defy thee. — Lords, vouchsafe 
To give me hearing what I shall reply. 

If I were covetous, ambitious, or perverse, 

As he will have me. How am I* so poor ? 

Or how haps it, 1 seek not to advance 
Or raise myself, but keep my wonted calling ? 

And for dissension* Who preferreth peace 
More than 1 do, — except I be provok’d? 

No, my good lords, it is not that ofiTends ; 

It is not that, that hath incens’d the duke : 
is, because no one should sway but he ; 

No one, but he, should be about the king j 
% 


Plan. And peace, no war, befall thy parting soul ! 
Ill prison hast thou spent a pilgrimage, 

And like a hermit overpass’d thy days. — 

Well, 1 will lock his; counsel in my breast ; 

And what I do imagine, let that rest. — 

Keepers, convc*y him hence ; and I myself 
Will see his burial better than his life. — * 

[Exeunt KeeperSi bearing out Mortimer. 
Here dies the dusky torch of Mortimer, 

Chok’d with ambition of the meaner sort ; — 

And, for those wrongs, those bitter injuries, 

Which Somerset hath offer’d to my house, — 

I doubt not, but with honour to redress ; 

And therefore haste 1 to the parliament ; 

Either to be restored to my blood, 

Or make my ill the advantage of my good. [Exit. 
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And that engenders tluinder in his breast. 

And makes him roar these accusations forth. 

But lie shall know, I am as good — ■■ ■ - 

Clo. As good : 

Tlioii bastard of my grandfather ! — ■ 

Win. Ay, lordly sir ; For what are you, I pray. 
But one imperious in another’s throne? 

Glo. Am I not the protector, saucy priest? 

Win. And am I not a prolate of the church? 

Glo. Yes, as an outlaw in a castle keeps, 

And usetii it to patronage his theft. 

Win. Unreverent Gloster ! 

Glo. Thou art reverent 

Touching thy spiritual function, not tliy life. 

Win. This Home shall remedy. 

War. lloam thither, then. 

Bom, IVIy lord, it were your duty to forbear. 

War. Ay, see tlie bishop be not overborne. 

Som. Methinks, my lord should be religious, 
And know the olHce tliat belongs to such. 

War. Methinks his lordship should be humbler; 
It fitteth not a prelate so to plead. 

Som. Yes, w hen his holy state is touch’d so near. 
War. State holy, or imhallow'’d, what of that ? 

Is not his grace protector to the king? 

Plan. Plantagenet, I st*e, must hold his tongue; 
Lest it be said, Speaks sin'ahy when you should ,* 
Must your bold i>erdict enter talk with lords i 
Else would I have a fling at Winchester. [Aside* 
K. Aen. Uncles of Gloster, and of Winchester, 
The special watchmen of our English weal ; 

I would prevail, if prayers might prevail, 

To join your hearts in love and amity, 

O, what a scandal is it to our crown, 

That tw o such noble peers as ye should jar I 
Believe me, lords, my tender years can tell, 

Civil dissension is a viperous worm, 

That gnaws the bowels of the commonwealth. — 
[A noise within ; Down with the tawny coats ! 
What tumult’s this? 

War, An uproar, I dare warrant, 

Begun through malice of the bishop’s men. 

[A noise again; Stones ! Stones! 

Enter the Mayor of I^ondon, attended. 

May. my good lords, — and virtuous Henry, 
Pity tlie city of London, pity us ! 

The bishop’s and the duke of Gloster’s men, 

Hh 


* i. e, Artlelei of Accu«ation. 
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Forbidden late to carry any weapon, 

Have liird their pockets full of pebble-stones j 
And, banding themselves in contriiry parts, 

Do pelt so fast at one another’s pate, 

That many have their giddy brains knock’d out. 
Our windows are broke down in every street. 

And we, for fear, compell’d to shut our shops. 
Entevy sHrmiskingy the Retainers of Gloster and 
WiNX’H ESTER, wUh hhody pates. 

K. Hen. We charge you, on allegiance to ourself. 
To hold your slaught’ring hands, and keep the peace. 
Pray, uncle Gloster, mitigate this strife. 

1 Serv. Nay, if we be 

Forbidden stones, we’ll fall to it with our teeth. 

2 Serv. Do what ye dare, we are as resolute. 

{^Skirmidi again. 

Glo. You of my household, leave this peevish broil, 
And set this unaccustom’d tight aside. 

3 Serv. My lord, we know your grace to be a man 
Just and iipriglit ; and, for your royal birth, 
Inferior to none, but to his majesty : 

And ere that we will suffer such a prince. 

So kind a father of the commonweal, 

To be disgraced by an inkhorn mate, 

We, and our wives, and children, all will fight, 
And have our bodies slaughter’d by thy foes. 

1 Serv. Ay, and the very parings of our nails 
Shall pitch a field, when we are dead. 

[Skirmish again, 

Glo. Stay, stay, I say ! 

And, if you love me, as you say you do, 

Let me persuade you to forbear a while. 

JT. Hen. O, how this discord doth afflict my soul ! 
Can you, my lord of Winchester, behold 
My sighs and tears, and will not once relent ? 

Who should be pitiful, if you be not? 

Or who should study to prefer a j)cace. 

If holy churchmen take delight in broils ? 

War, My lord protector, yield; — yield Win- 
chester ; — 

Except you mean, with obstinate repulse. 

To slay your sovereign, and destroy the realm. 

You see what mischief, and what murder too, 

Hath been enacted through your enmity ; 

Then be at peace, except ye thirst for blood. 

Win. He shall submit, or I will never yield. 

Glo Compassion on the king commands me stoop ! 
Or, I would see his heart out, ere the priest 
Should ever get that privilege of me. 

War, Behold, my lord of Winchester, the duke 
Hath banish’d moody discontented fury, 

As by his smoothed brows it doth appear : * 

Why look you still so stern, and tragical ? 

Glo. Here, Winchester, I offer thee my hand. 

IC. Hen. Fyc, uncle Beaufort ! I have heard you 
preach, 

That malice was a great and grievous sin : 

And will not you maintain the thing you teach, 
But prove a chief offender in the same ? 

War. Sweet king ! —the bishop hath a kindly gird.^ 
For shame, my lord of Winchester ! relent ; 

What, shall a child instruct you what to do ? 

Win. Well, duke of Gloster, I will yield to thee; 
XiOve for thy love, and hand for hand I give. 

Glo. Ay ; but, I fear me, with a hollow heart. — 
Sec here, my friends, and loving countrymen ; 

This token serveth for a flag of truce, 

Betwixt ourselves, and all our followers ; 

So help me God, as I dissemble not ! 

3 Feel* aa emotion of kindncis. 


Win. So help me God, as t intend it not ! [jiside. 
A". Hen. O loving uncle, kind duke of Gloster, 
How joyful am 1 made by tliis contract ! — 

Away, my masters ! trouble us no more ; • 

But join in friendship, as your lords have done. 

1 Serv. Content ! I’ll to the surgeon’s. 

2 Serv. And so will I. 

3 Serv. And I will sec what physick the tavern 

affords. [Exeuiit Servants, Mayor, ^c. 
War. Accept this scroll, rhost gracious sovereign. 
Which in the right of Richard Plantagenct, 

We do exhibit to your majesty. 

Glo. Well urg’d, my lord of Warwick; — for, 
sweet prince. 

And if your grace mark every circumstance. 

You have great reason to do Richard right : 
Especially, for those occasions 
At Eltham-place 1 told your majesty. 

A'. Hen. And those occasions, uncle, were of force ; 
Therefore, my loving lords, our pleasure is, 

That Ricliard be restored to his blood. 

War. Let Richard be restored to his blood ; 

So shall his father’s wrongs be recompens’d. 
fFin. As will the rest, so willeth Winchester, 

E. Hen. If Richard will be true, not tliat alone. 
But all the whole inheritance I give, 

That dotli belong unto the house of York, 

From whence you spring by lineal descent. 

ria7i. Thy humble servant vows obedience, 

And humble service, till the point of death. 

A”. Hen, Stoop then, and set your knee against 
my foot ; 

And, in reguerdon of that duty done, 

I girt thee with the valiant sword of York. 

Rise, Richard, like a true Plantagcnet ; 

And rise created princely duke of York. 

Plan. And so thrive Richard, as thy foes may fall ! 
And as my duty springs so perish they 
That grudge one diought against your majesty ! 

Ml. Welcome, high prince, the mighty duke of 
York ! 

Som. Perish, base prince, ignoble duke of York ! 

[Aside. 

Glo. Now will it best avail your majesty, 

To cross the seas, and to be crown’d in France ; 
The presence of a king engenders love 
Amongst his subjects, and his loyal friends ; 

As it disanimates his enemies. 

E. Hen. When Gloster says the word, king Henry 
goes; 

For friendly counsel cuts off many foes. 

Glo. Your ships already arc in readiness. 

[Exeunt M but Exeter. 
Exe. Ay, we may march in England, or in France, 
Not seeing what is likely to ensue ; 

This late dissension, grown betwixt the peers, 

Bums under feigned ashes of forg’d love, 

And will at last break out into a flame ; 

As fester’d members rot but by degrees, 

Till bones, and flesh, and sinews fall away, 

So will this base and epvious discord breed* 

And now I fear that fatal prophecy, 

Which, in the time of Henry, nam’d the fifth, 

Was in the mouth of every sucking babe. 

That Henry, bom at Monmouth, &ould win all ; 
And Henry, born at Windsor, should lo$e all : 
Which is so plain, that Exeter doth wish 
His days may finish ere that hapless time. [Exit* 

< Bccoin)[>ense. 
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SCENE II.— Emnce. lief ore Rolieii. 

Enter ItA I*ucem.e disguhed^ and Sohliers dressed 
Country men fiudk Sacks upon their backs. 

Vuc. Tliesc arc* the city gates, the gates of Iloitcri, 
Through which our policy must make a breach : 
Take heed, be wary how you place your words ; 
'I'alk like the vulgar sort of market-men, 

That come to gather money for their corn. 

If we have entrance, (as, 1 hope, we shall,) 

And that we find Uie slothful watch but weak, 
ril by a sign give notice to our friends, 

'Ihat Charles the dauphin may encounter them. 

1 Sotd. Our sacks shall be a mean to sack the city, 
And we be lords and rulers over Koiien ; 

Therefore we’ll knock. 

Guard. [VVithin.] did est Id ? 

I’uc. Paisans, pauvres gens de Eravee : 

Poor market-folks, that come to sell their corn. 
Guard. Enter, go in : the market-bell is rung. 

[O/xns the Gates. 
Vuc. Now Roilen, I’ll shake thy bulwarks to the 
ground. 

[PucELLE, ^c. enter the City. 
Enter Charles, Bastard of Orleans, ALEN90N, 
and Forces. 

Char. Saint Denis bless this Iiappy stratagem ’ 
And once again we’ll sleep secure in Roiien. 

Bast. Here enter’d Pucelle, and her practisants *’ ; 
Now she is there, how will she specify 
Where is the best and safest passage in ? 

Aten. By thrusti ng out a torcl i from yonder tower ; 
Which once discern’d shows that her meaning is, — 
No way to tliat^’, for weakness, which she enter’d. 

Eifter La Pucelle on a Battlement ; holding out a 
l^orch burning. 

Puc. Behold, this is the happy wedding torch, 
That joineth Roiien unto her countrymen ; 

But burning fatal to the Talbotites. 

Bast, See, noble Charles ! the beacon of our 
friend, 

The burning torch in yonder turret stands. 

Char. Now shine it like a comet of revenge, 

A prophet to the fall of all our foes ! 

Alen. Defer no time, Delays have dangerous ends ; 
Enter, and cry — The Dauphin /—presently, 

And tlien to execution on the watch. [They enter. 

Alarums. Enter Talbot, and certain English. 
Tal. France, thou shalt rue this treason with thy 
tears. 

If Talbot but survive thy treachery. — 

Pucelle, that witch, that cursed sorceress. 

Hath wrought this hellish mischief unawares, 

Tliat hardly we escap’d the pride of France. 

[Exeunt to the Town. 

Alarum : Excursions. Enter from the Town, Bed- 
ford, brought in sick, in a Chair, with Talbot, 
Buroundv, and the English Forces. Then enter, 
on the Walls, La Pitcklle, Charles, Bastard, 
ALSH90K, and others. 

Puc. Good morrow, gallants ! want ye corn for 
bread? 

I think, the duke of Burgundy will fast, 

Before he’ll buy again at such a rate : 

’Twas fbll of darnel ; Do you like the taste ? 

* ConfMorates in BtrAtagems. ® 1* <*, No way equal to that 


Bur, Scofl on, vile fiend, and shameless courtezan ! 
1 trust, ere long, to choke thee with thine own, 
And make thee curse the harvest of that corn. 

Char. Your grace may starve, perhaps, before 
that time. 

Bed. O, let no words, but deeds, revenge this 
treason ! 

Puc. What will you do, good grey-beard ? break 
a lance, 

And run a tilt at death within a chair? 

Tal. Foul fiend of France, and hag of all despite, 
Becomes it thee to taunt his valiant age, 

And twit witli cowardice a man half dead? 

Damsel, I’ll have a bout with you again, 

Or else let Talbot perisli with this shame. 

Puc. Ar' you so hot, sir’ — Yet, Pucelle, hold 
thy jieace ; 

If Talbot do but thunder, rain will follow. — 

[Talbot, and the rest consult together. 
Tal. Dare ye come forth and meet us in the field ? 
Puc. Belike, your lordship takes us then for fools. 
To try if that our own be ours, or no. 

T'ul. I speak not to that railing Hecate, 

But unto thee, Alen9on, and the rest ; 

Will ye, like soldiers, come%nd fight it out ? 

Aten. Signior, no. 

Tal. Signior, hang ! — base muleteers of France 1 
Like peasant foot-boys do they keep the walls ; 

And dare not take up arms like gentlemen. 

Puc. Captains, away : let’s get us from the walls j 
For I'albot means no goodness, by his looks. — 

We came, sir, but to tell you we are here. 

f Exeunt La Pucelle, ^c. from the Walls. 
Tdl. And there will we be too, ere it be long, 
Or else reproach be Talbot’s greatest fame ! — 
Vow', Burgundy, by honour of thy house, 

(Prick’d on bypublick wrongs, sustain’d in France,) 
Either to get the town again, or die ; 

And I, — as sure as English Henry lives. 

And as his father here was conqueror ; 

As sure as in this late betrayed town 
Great Cceur-de-lion’s heart was buried ; 

So sure I swear to get the town, or die. 

Bur. My vows are equal partners with thy vows. 
Tal. But, ere we go, regard this dying prince, 
The valiant duke of Bedford : — (^ome, my lord, 
We will bestow you in some better place, 

Fitter for sickness, and for crazy age. 

Bed. Lord Talbot, do not so dishonour me : 
Here will I sit before tlie walls of Roiien, 

And will be partner of your weal, or woe. 

Bur. Courageous Bedford, let us now persuade 
you. 

Bed. Not to be gone from hence ; for once I read, 
Hiat stout Pendragon, in his Utter, sick, 

Came to the field, and vanquished his foes ; 
Methinks, I should revive &e soldiers’ hearts, 
Because I ever found them as myself. 

Tfd. Undaunted spirit in a dying breast I — 
Then be it so 1 —Heavens keep old Bedford safe ! — 
And now no more ado, brave Burgundy, 

But gather we our forces out of hand, 

And set upon our boasting enemy. 

[Exeuni; Burouwdt, Talbot, and Forces, 
leaving Bedford, and others. 

Alarums: Excursvms. Enter SirJohk Fastolfb, 
and a Captain. 

Cap, Whither away, sir John Fastolfe, in such 
haste ? 


H h $ 
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Fast. Whither away ? to save myself by flight ; 
We are like to have the overthrow again. 

Cap. What! will you fly, and leave lord Talbot? 
Fast. Ay, 

All the Talbots in the world to save my life. 

Cap. Cowardly knight ! ill fortune follow thee ! 

Fetreat : Excursions. Enter from the Town^ La 
PucELLE, ALEN 90 N, Charles, and exeunt. 

Bed. Now, quiet soul, depart when heaven please; 
For 1 have seen our enemies’ overtlirow. 

What is the trust or strength of foolish men ? 

Tliey, that of late were daring with their scoffs, 

Are glad and fain by fliglit to stive themselves. 

[^Dks, and w carried off in Ins Chair. 
Alarum: Enter Talbot, Burgundy, and others. 

Tal. Lost, and recover’d in a day again ! 

This is a double honour, Burgundy: 

Yet, heavens have glory for this victory ! 

Bur. Warlike and martial Talbot, Burgundy 
Enshrines thee in his heart; and there erects 
Thy noble deeds, as vajpur s monument. 

Tal. Thanks, gentle duke. But where is Pucellc 
now? 

I fliink, her old familiar is asleep ; 

Now where’s the Bastard’s braves, and Charles his 
glceks ? 7 

What, all a-morl ? 8 Roiicn hangs her head for grief. 
That such a valiant company are fled. 

Now will we take some order ^ in the towm. 

Placing therein some expert officers; 

And then depart to Paris, to the king : 

For there young Harry, with his nobles, lies. 

Bur. What wills lord Talbot, plcascth Burgundy. 
Tat. But yet, before we go, let’s not forget 
The noble duke of Bedford, late deceas’d. 

But see his exequies > fuKiH’d in lloiien ; 

A braver soldier never couched lance, 

A gentler heart did never sway in court : 

But kings, and mightiest potentates, must die; 

For that’s the end of human misery. [Exeunt. 

SCENE III. — T/dc Plains near the City. 
Enter Charles, the Bastard, Alen^on, La 
PucELLE, and Forces. 

Puc. Dismay not, princes, at this accident. 

Nor grieve that Koiien is so recovered : 

Care is no cure, but rather corrosive. 

For things tliat are not to be remedied. 

Let frantick Talbot triumph for a while, 

And like a peacock sweep along his tail ; 

We’ll pull Ms plumes, and take away his train. 

If dauphin, and the rest, will be but rul’d. 

Char. We have been guided by thee hitherto, 
And of thy cunning had no diffidence ; 

One sudden foil shall never breed distrust. 

Bast. Search out thy wit for secret policies. 

And we will make thee famous through the world. 

Alen. We’U set thy statue in some holy place, 
And have thee reverenc’d like a blessed saint; 
Employ thee ihen, sweet virgin, for our good. 

Puc. Then thus it must be ; this doth Joan devise: 
By fair persuasions, mix’d with sugar’d words, 

We will entice the duke of Burgundy 
To leave the Talbot, and to follow us, 

7 SooSk ** Quite dli^rited 

• Make tome neoeuary dispositions. ^ Funeral rites. 


Char. Ay, marry, sweeting, if wc could do that, 
France were no place for Henry’s warriors ; 

Nor should that nation boast it so with us. 

But be extirped from our provinces. 

Alefi. For ever should they be expuls’d^ from 
France, 

And not have title to an earldom here. 

Puc. Your Ijonours shall perceive how I will work, 
To bring lliis matter to the wished end. 

[Drums heard. 

Hark I by the sound of drum, you may perceive 
'I'heir powers are marching unto Paris- ward. 

An English March. Enter, and pass over at a dis* 
tance, Talbot arid his Forces. 

There goes the Talbot, with his colours spread ; 

And all the troops of English after him. 

A French March. Enter the Duke op Burgundy, 
and Forces. 

Now in the rearward comes the duke, and his ; 
Fortune, in favour, makes him lag behind. 

Summon a parley, wc will talk with him. 

[A parley sounded. 

Char. A parley with the duke of Burgundy. 
Bur. Wlio craves a parley with the Burgundy? 
Puc. The princely Charles of France, thy country- 
man. 

Bur. What say’st thou, Charles ? for I am march- 
ing hence. 

Char. Speak, Pucelle ; and enchant him with thy 
words. 

Puc. Brave Burgundy, undoubted hope of France ! 
Stay, let thy humble handmaid speak to tliec. 

Bur. Speak on ; but be not over-tedious. 

Puc. I-.ook on thy country, look on fertile France, 
And see the cities and the towns defac’d 
By wasting ruin of the cruel foe ! 

As looks the mother on her lowly babe, 

When death doth close his tender dying eyes. 

See, see, tlie pining malady of France ; 

Behold the wounds, the most unnatural wounds, 
Which thou thyself hast given her woeful breast ! 
(), turn thy wlgcd sw^ord another way ; 

Strike those that hurt, and hint not those that help ! 
One drop of blood, drawn from tliy country’s bosom, 
Sliould grieve thee more than streams of foreign 
gore ; 

Return tlice, therefore, witli a flood of tears. 

And wash away thy country’s stained spots ! 

Bur. Either she hath bewitch’d me with her 
words, 

Or nature makes me suddenly relent. 

Puc. Besides, all French and France exclaimB on 
thee, 

Doubting thy birth and lawful progeny. 

Who join’st thou with, but with a lordly nation, 
That will not trust thee, but for profit’s sake ? 
When Talbot hath set footing once in France, 

And fashion’d thee that instrument of ill, 

Who then, but English Henry, will be lord, 

And thou be thrust out, like a fugitive ; 

Call we to mind, — and mark but this, for proof ; •*- 
Was not the duke of Orleans thy foe? 

And w&s he not in England prisoner ? 

But, when they heard he was thine enemy* 

They set him free, without his ransome paid, 

In spite of Burgundy, and all his friends. ' 

See then ! thou flght’st against thy countiynte*** 
s Expelled 
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And join’bt with them will be thy slaughter>men. 
("oine, come, return ; return, thou wand’ring lord ; 
diaries, and tlie rest, will take thee in their arms. 

Jiur, I am vanquished ; tliese haughty words of hers 
Have batter’d me like roaring cannon-shot. 

And made me almost yield upon my knees. — 
Forgive me, country, and sweet countrymen ! 

And, lords, accept this hearty kind embrace : 

My forces and my power of men are yours ; — 

So, farewell, Talbot ; I’ll no longer trust tliec. 

Pmc. Done like a Frenchman, turn, and turn again ! 
C/iar» Welcome, brave duke ! thy friendship makes 
us fresh. 

Bast, And doth beget new courage in our brea-sts. 
^ien, Pucelle hath bravely play’d her part in this, 
And doth deserve a coronet of gohl. 

C/iar, Now letus on, my lords, and join our powers ; 
And seek how we may prejudice the foe. [BM’UTit. 

SCENE IV. — Paris. ^ Boo7n in the Palace. 
E^iter Kino Henry, Gloster, and other l^ords, 
Vernon, Basset, c^-c. To them Talbot, and some 
of his Officers, 

TcU. My gracious prince, — and honourable peers, — 
Hearing of your arrival in this realirr, 

I have a while given truce unto my wars. 

To do my duty to my sovereign ; 

In sign whereof, this arm — that hath reclaim’d 
To your obedience fifty fortresses. 

Twelve cities, and .seven walled towns of strength. 
Beside five hundred jirisoners of esteem, — 

Lets fall liis sword before your liighneHs’ feet ; 

And, witli submissive loyalty of heart. 

Ascribes tlic glory of his conquest got, 

First to my God, and next unto your grace. 

K,Hm, Isthisthc fam’d lord Talbot, uncle Gloster, 
That hath so long been resident in France ? 


Gto, Yes, if it please your majesty, my liege. 

K. lien. Welcome, brave captain, and victoiious 
lord ! 

When I was young, (as yet I am not old,) 

I do remember how my fatlier said, 

A stouter champion never handled sword. 

Long since we were resolved? of your truth, 

Your faithful service, and your toil in war ; 

Yet never have you tasted our reward. 

Or been reguerdon’d ® with so much as thanks, 
Because till now we never saw your face : 
Therefore, stand up ; and, for these good deserts. 
We here create you earl of Shrewsbury ; 

And in our coronation take your place. 

[Exewit King Henry, Gloster, Talbot, 
and Nobles, 

Ver, Now, sir, to you, that were so hot at sea. 
Disgracing of lhe.se colours that I wear 
In honour of my noble lord of York. — 

Dai’st thou maintain the former words thou spak’st? 

Bas. Yes, sir ; as well as you dare patronage 
The envious barking of your saucy tongue 
Against my lord the duke of Somerset. 

Ver. Sirrah, thy lord 1 honour as he is. 

Bus, Why, what is he ? *!as good a man as York. 
Ver. Hark ye ; not so : in witness, lake ye that. 

him. 

Bust, Villain, thou know’stthelaw of arms is such. 
That, whoso draws a sword, ’tis present death ; 

Or else tliis blow should broach thy deare.st blood. 
But ril unto his majesty, and crave 
1 may have liberty to vengc tliis wrong ; 

When ihou shalt see, I’ll meet thee to thy cost. 

Ver. Well, miscreant, I’ll be there as soon as you ; 
And, after, meet you sooner tlian you would. 

[Exeunt, 


ACT IV. 


SCENE 1. — Paris. A Boom of State, 

EnterViiuG Henry, Gloster, Exeter, York, Suf- 
folk, Somerset, Winciifster, Warwick, Tal- 
bot, the Governor of Paris, and others, 

Glo* Lord bishop, set the crown upon his head. 
Win, God save king Henry, of thatname the sixth ! 
Glo, Now, governor of Paris, take your oath, — 
[ Governor kneels. 

That you elect no other king but him : 

Esteem none friends, but such as are his friends ; 
And none your foes, but such as sliall pretend * 
Malicious practices against his state. 

[Exeutd Gov. and his Train, 

Enter Sib John Fastolfb. 

Fa^, My gracious sovereign, as I rode from Calais, 
To liasten unto your coronation, 

A letter was deliver’d to my hands, 

Writ to your grace from the duke of Burgundy. 

TeU, Shame to the duke of Burgundy, and thee ! 
I vow’d, base knight, when I did meet thee next, 
To tear the garter from thy craven’s 6 leg, 

[Plucking it off, 

(Wliich I have done,) because unworthily 
Thou wast installed in that high degree. — 

^ Des^n. ^ Mean, dastardly. 


Pardon me, princely Henry, and the rest • 

This dastard at the battle of Patay, 

When but in all I was six thousand .strong, 

And that the French were almo.st ten to one,— 
Before we met, or that a stroke was given. 

Like to a trusty squire, did run away ; 

In which assault we lost twelve hundred men ; 
Myself, and divers gentlemen beside, 

Were there surpriz’d, and taken prisoners. 

Then judge, great lords, if I have done ami.ss ; 

Or whether that such cowards ought to wear 
This ornament of knighthood, yea, or no. 

Glo, To say tlie truth, this fact was infamous, 
And ill lieseeming any common man ; 

Much more a knight, a captain, and a leader 
Tal, When first this order was ordain’d, my loj ds, 
Knights of the garter were of noble birth ; 

Valiant and virtuous, full of haughty 9 courage. 
Such as were grown to credit by tlie wars ; 

Not fearing death, nor shrinking for distress. 

But always resolute in most extremes. 

He then, that is not furnish’d in this sort, 

Doth but usurp the sacred name of knight, 
Profaning this most honourable order ; 

And should (if I were worthy to be judge) 

Be quite degraded, like a hedge-bom swain 
That doth presume to boast of gentle blood 
7 Confirmed in opinion, ” Ilewarded. ® High. 
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K* i/e/i. Stain to thy countrymen ! thou hear'st 
thy doom : 

Be packing, therefore, thou that wast a knight ; 
Henceforth we banish thee, on pain of death. — 

{Exit Fastolfe. 

And now, my lord protector, view tiie letter 
Sent #»’om our uncle duke of Burgundy. 

do. What means his grace, tliat he hath chang'd 
his style ? [ Viewing the superscription. 

No more but, plain and bluntly, — To the king ? 
Hath he forgot, he is his sovereign ? 

Or doth this churlish superscription 
Pretend some alteration in good will ? 

What's here ? — 1 have, upon especial cause, — 

[Heads. 

Mov^d with compassion of my country's wreck. 
Together with the pitiful complaints 
Of such as your oppression feeds upon, — 

Forsaken your pernicious faction. 

And joined with Charles, the rightful king if France, 

0 monstrous treachery ! Can this be so ; 

That in alliance, amity, and oaths, 

There should be found such false dissembling guile? 
K. Hen, What ! doth my uncle Burgundy revolt ? 
Glo, He doth, my lord ; and is become your foe. 
JC, I Jen. Is that the worst, this letter dotli contain ? 
iUo, It is the worst, and all, my lord, he writes. 
K, J-Jen. Why then, lord Talbot there shall talk 
with him. 

And give him chastisement for this abuse : — 

My lord, how say you ? are you not content? 

Tal, Content, my liege ? Yea ; but that I am 
prevented 

1 should have begg’d I might have been employ’d. 
JT. JJen, Then gather strength, and march unto 

him straight ; 

Let him perceive, how ill we brook his treason ; 
And what odence it is, to Bout his friends. 

Tal, 1 go, my lord ; in heart desiring still. 

You may behold confusion of your foes. [Exit. 

Enter Veiinon and Basset, 

Ver, Grant me the combat, gracious sovereign ! 
Fas, And me, my lord, grant me the combat too ! 
York, This is my servant; Hear him, noble prince; 
SSom. And this is mine ; Sweet Henry, favourhim! 
JT. JJen. Be patient, lords ; and give them leave 
to speak. — 

Say, gentlemen, What makes you thus exclaim? 
And wherefore crave you combat ? or with whom ? 
Ter. With him,my lord ; for he hath done me wrong. 
Fas. And I with him j for he hath done me wrong. 
JC, JJen, What is tliat wrong whereof you botli 
complain ? 

First let me know, and then I’ll answer you. 

Fas, Crossing the sea from England into France, 
This fellow here, with envious carping tongue, 
Upbraided me about the rose I wear ; 

Saying — the sanguine colour of the leaves 
Did represent my master’s blushing cheeks, 

When stubbornly he did repugn » the truth, 

About a certain question in the law, 

Argu’d betwixt the duke of York and him ; 

With other vile and ignominious terms : 

Jn confutation of which rude reproach, 

And in defence of my lord’s worthiness, 

I crave the benefit of law of arms. 

Ver, And that is my petition, noble lord : 

For though he seem, with forged (juainl conceit, 

* Antivipateit llcsist. 


To set a gloss upon his bold intent, 

Yet know, my lord, I was provok’d by him ; 

And he first took exceptions at this badge, 
Pronouncing — that the paleness of this flower 
Bewray’d the faintness of my master’s heart. 

York, Will not this malice, Somerset, be left ? 
Som, Your private grudge, my lord of York, will 
out, 

Though ne’er so cunningly you smother it. 

A". JJen. Alas ! what madness rules in brain-sick 
men ! 

When, for so slight and frivolous a cause, 

Such factious emulations shall arise ! 

Good cousins both, of York and Somerset, 

Quiet yourselves, I pray, and be at peace. 

York, Let this dissension first be tried by fight ; 
And llien your highness shall command a peace. 

Soni, The quarrel touc'hetli none but us alone ; 
Betwixt ourselves let us decide it then. 

York, There is my pledge ; accept it, Somerset. 
Ver. Nay, let it rest where it began at first. 

Fas. Confirm it so, mine honourable lord. 

Glo. Confirm it so? confounded be your strife, 
And perish ye, with your audacious prate ! 
Presumptuous vassals ! arc you not asham’d, 

With this immodest clamorous outrage 
To trouble and disturb tlie king and us ? 

And you, my lords, — methinks, you do not well, 
To bear with their perverse objections ; 

Much less, to take occasion from their mouths 
To raise a mutiny betwixt yourselves ; 

Let me persuade you take a better course. 

Exe. It grieves Ids highness ; — Good my lords, 
be friends. 

IT, JJen. Come hither, you that would be com- 
batants : 

Henceforth, I charge you, as you love our favour, 
Quite to forget this quarrel, and the cause. — 

And you, my lords, remember where we are ; 

I n France, amongst a fickle wavering nation ; 

If they perceive dissension in our looks, 

And that witlihi ourselves we disagree. 

How will their grudging stomachs be provok’d 
To wilful disobedience, and rebel ? 

Beside, what infamy will there arise, 

When foreign princes shall be certified, 

That, for a toy, a thing of no regard, 

King Henry’s peers, and chief nobility. 

Destroy’d themselves, and lost the realm of France ? 
O, think upon tlie conquest of my father, 

My tender years ; and let us not forego 
That for a trifle, that was bought witli blood ! 

Let me be umpire in tlds doubtful strife. 

1 see no reason, if I wear this rose, 

[Putting on a red Rose, 
That any one should therefore be suspicious 
I more incline to Somerset, than York ; 

Botli are my kinsmen, and I love them both : 

As well they may upbraid me with my crown, 
Because, forsooth, tli© king of Scots is crown’d. 

But your discretions better can persuade, 

Than 1 am able to instruct or teach : 

And tlierefore, as we hither came in peace, 

So let us still continue peace and love. — • 

Cousin of York, we institute your grace 
To be our regent in these parts of France : — 

And good my lord of Somerset, unite 
Your troops of horsemen with his bands of fwt j — 
And, like true subjects, sons of your progenitors, 
Go cheerfully together, and digest 
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Your angry cholcr on your enemies. 

Ourself, my lord protector, and the rest, 

After some respite, will return to Calais ; 

Frofn thence to England ; where I hope ere long 
To be presented, by your victories. 

With Charles, Alengon, and that traitorous rout. 
[^Flourish* Exeunt King Hknrv, Glo. Som. 
Win. Sue. and Basset. 

War, My lord of York, 1 promise you, the king 
Prettily, metliought, did play tlie orator. 

York, And so he did ; but yet I like it not. 

In that he wears the badge of Somerset. 

War, Tusli ! that was but his fancy, blame him not; 
1 dare presume, sweet jn ince, he thought no hann, 
York. And, if I wist he did, — But let it rest ; 
Otlier aftairs must now be managed. 

[^Exeunt York, Warwick, and Vernon. 
Exe, Well didst thou, Ricliard, to suppress thy 
voice ; 

For, had the passions of thy heart burst out, 

I fear we should have seen decipher’d there 
More rancorous spite, more furious raging broils, 
Than yet can be imagin’d or sujipos’d 
But liowsoe’er, no simple man that sees 
This jarring discord of nobility, 

This should’ring of each other in the court, 

This factious bandying of their favourites. 

But that it doth presage some ill event. 

*Tis much, when scepters are in children’s hands; 
But more, when envy breeds unkind division ; 
There comes the ruin, there begins confusion. [ Exit, 

SCENE II. — France. Before Bourdcaux. 

Enter Talbot, with his Forres, 

Tal, Go to the gates of Bourdeaux, trumpeter. 
Summon their general unto the wall. 

7'rumpct sounds a Parley, Enter, on the Wafts, the 
General (f the French Forces, and others, 
English John Talbot, captains, calls you forth. 
Servant in arms to Harry king of England ; 

And tluis he would, — Open your city gates. 

Be humble to us ; call my sovereign yours, 

And do him homage as obedient subjects. 

And I’ll withdraw rne and my bloody power . 

But, if you frown upon this proHer’d peace. 

You tempt the fury of my three attendants, 

Lean famine, quartering steel, and climbing fire ; 
Wlio, in a moment, even with the earth 
Shall lay your stately and air-braving towers, 

If you forsake the offer of their love. 

Gen, Thou ominous and fearful owl of death. 
Our nation's terror, and their bloody scourge ! 

The period of thy tyranny approacheth. 

On us thou canst not enter but by death : 

For, I protest, we are well fortified, 

And strong enough to issue out and fight : 

If thou retire, the dauphin, well appointed. 

Stands with the snares of war to tangle thee ; 

On either hand thee there arc squadrons pitch’d, 

To wall thee from the liberty of flight ; 

And no way canst thou turn thee for redress. 

But death doth front thee with aiiparent spoil. 

And pale destruction meets thee in the face. 

Ten thousand French have ta’en the sacrament. 

To rive their dangerous artillery 

Upon no Christian soul but English Talbot. 

Lo 1 there thou stand’st, a breathing valiant man. 
Of an invincible unconqner’d spirit : 

Tills is tiie latest glory of thy praise, 


That I, tfiy enemy, due - thee withal ; 

For ere the glass, that now begins to run. 

Finish the process of this sandy hour. 

These eyes, that see thee now well coloured, 

Shall see thee wither’d, bloody, pale, and dead. 

afar off. 

Hark ! hark ! the dauphin’s drum, a warning belC 
Sings heavy niusick to thy timorous soul ; 

And mine shall ring thy dire departure out. 

[Exeunt General, t^c.from the Walls, 
I'al, He fable.s not, I hear the enemy ; — 

Out, some light horsemen, and peruse their wings. — 
O, negligent and heedless discipline ! 

How are we park’d, and bounded in a pale ; 

A little lierd of England’s timorous deer. 

Maz’d with a yelping kennel of French curs ! 

If we be English deer, be then in blood 3 : 

Not rascal-like to fall down with a pinch ; 

But rather moody-mad, and desperate stags. 

Turn on the bloody hounds with heads of steel, 
And make the cowards stand aloof at bay : 

Sell every man his life as dear as mine. 

And they shall find dear deer of us, my friends 

God, and saint George ! Talbot, and England’sright ! 
Prosjier our colours in this dangerous fight ! 

[Exeunt* 

SCE N E 1 II. — Plains in Gascony. 

Enter York, with Forces; to him a IVIesscngcr. 
York. Are not tlie speedy scouts return’d again, 
That dogg’d the mighty army of the daiqihin ? 

Mess, They are return’d, my lord ; and give it out, 
That he is march’d to Bourdeaux with his power, 
To fight with Talbot : As he march’d along, 

By your espials * were discovered 
Two mightier trooiis tlian that the dauphin led ; 
Which join’d with him, and made their march for 
Bourdeaux. 

Tori*. A plague upon that villain Somerset ; 
That thus delays my promised supply 
Of horsemen, that were levied for this siege ! 
Renowned Talbot doth expect my aid ; 

And I am lowted ® by a traitor villain, 

And cannot help the noble chevalier : 

God comfort him in his necessity ! 

If he miscarry, farewell wars in France. 

Enter Sir William Lucy*. 

Lucy, Thou princely leader of ourEnglish strcngtli, 
Never so needful on the earth of France, 

Spur to the rescue of the noble Talbot ; 

Who now is girdled with a waist of iron. 

And hemm’d about with grim destruction : 

To Bourdeaux, warlike duke ! to Bourdcaux, York ! 
Else, farewell Talbot, France, and England’s honour, 
York, O, would that Somerset — who in proud 
heart 

Doth stop my comets — were in Talbot’s place! 

So should we save a valiant gentleman, 

By forfeiting a traitor and a coward 
Mad ire, and wrathful fury, makes me weep, 

That thus we die, while remiss traitors sleep. 

Lucy, 0,send some succour to the distress’d lord ! 
York, He dies, we lose ; I break ray warlike word *. 
We mourn, France smiles ; we lose, they daily get ; 
All ’long of this vile traitor Somerset. 

liUcy, Then, God take mercy on brave Talbot’s 
soul ! 

* Endue, honour. ■* tn high spirits. 

* A rascal deer is the term of chase f<ir lean i»oor deer. 

^ Spies. baffled. 
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And on his son, young John; whom two hours since, 

I met in travel toward his warlike fatlier. 

These seven years did not Talbot see his son ; 

And now they meet where both their lives arc done. 

York> Alas ! what joy shall noble Talbot have, 

To bid liis young son welcome to his grave ? 

Away ! vexation almost stops my breath, 

That sunder'd friends greet in the hour of death. — 
Lucy, farewell : no more my fortune can. 

But curse the cause I cannot aid tlie man. — 

Maine, Blois, Poictiers, and Tours, are won away. 
’Long all of Somerset, and his delay. [^Exit 

Itucy* I’hus, while the vulture of sedition 
Feeds in tlic bosom of such great commanders. 
Sleeping ncglection doth betray to loss 
The conquest of our sc<irce-cold conqueror, 

That ever-living man of memory, 

Henry tlie fifth : — Whiles they each other cross, 
Lives, honours, lands, and all, hurry to loss, [Edt* 

SCENE IV. — Other Plains of Gascony. 

Enter Somerset, irith his Forces; an Officer of 
Talbot’-s with him. 

Som. It is too late ; I cannot send them now t 
This expedition was by York, and Talbot, 

Too rashly plotted ; all our general force 
Might with a sidly of the very town 
Be buckled with : the over-daring Talbot 
Hath sullied all his gloss of former honour, 

By this unheedful, desperate, wild advontuTc ; 

York set him on to fight, and die in shame, 

That, Talbot dead, great York might bear the name. 

0^. Here is sir William Lucy, who with me 
Set from our o’er-match’d forces forth for aid. 

Enter Sir William Lucy. 

Som. How now, sir William ? whither were you 
sent? 

Lucy. Whither, my lord? from bought and sold 
lord Talbot ; 

Who, ring’d about 7 with bold adversity, 

Cries out for noble York and Somerset, 

To beat assailing death from his weak legions. 

And whiles the Iionoiirable captain there 
Drops bloody sweat from his war-wearied limbs. 
And, in advantage ling’ring, looks for rescue, 

You, his false hopes, the trust of England’s honour, 
Keep off aloof wdth worthless emulation. 

Let not your private discord keep away 
The levied succours that should lend him aid, 

While he, renowned noble gentleman, 

Yields up his life unto a world of odds : 

Orleans the Bastard, Charles, and Burgundy, 
Alengon, llcignier, compass him about, 

And Talljot perisheth by your default. 

Som. York set him on, York should have sent 
him aid. 

iMcy. And York as fast upon your grace exclaims; 
Swearing that you withhold his levied horse, 
Collected for this expedition. 

Som. York lies ; he might have sent and had the 
horse : 

I owe him little duty, and less love ; 

And take foul scorn, to fawn on him by sending. 
Lucy. The fraud of England, not the force of 
France, 

Hath now entrapp’d die noble-minded Talbot : 
Never to England shall he hear his life ; 

But die% betroy’d to fortune by your strife. 

7 Encircled. 


Som. Come, go ; I will despatch the horsemen 
straight : 

Within six hours they will be at his aid. 

Lucy. Too late comes rescue : he is ta’en or slliin : 
For fly he could not, if he would have fled ; 

And fly would Talbot never, thpugh he might. 

Soni. If he be dead, brave I’albot then adieu ! 
Lucy. His fame lives in the world, his shame in yon. 

SCENE V. — The English Campjiiear Bourdeanx. 
Enter Talbot, and John his Son. 

Tal. O young John Talbot ! I did send for thee, 
To tutor thee in stratagems of war ; 

That Talbot’s name might be in thee reviv’d, 

When sapless age, and weak unable limbs. 

Should bring thy father to his drooping chair. 

But, — • O malignant and ill-boding stars ! — 

Now tliou art come unto a feast of death, 

A terrible and unavoided ® danger : 

Therefore, dear boy, mount on my swiftest horse; 
And ril direct thee how thou shalt escape 
By sudden flight : come, dally not ; begone. 

John. Is iny name Talbot r' and am 1 your son ? 
And shall I lly ? O, if you love my mother, 
Dishonour not her honourable name. 

To make a bastard, and a slave of me : 

The w'orld will say- — He is not Talbot’s blood, 

That basely fled, when noble 'I'albot stood. 

Tal. Fly, to revenge my death, if I be slain. 
John. He, that flies so, will ne’er return again. 
7\il. If we botli stay, we both are sure to die. 
John. Then let me stay ; and, fatlier, do you fly ; 
Your loss is great, so your regard ^ slioiild be ; 

My worth unknown, no loss is known in me. 

Upon my death the French can little boost ; 

111 yours they will, in you all hopes are lo.st. 

Flight cannot stain the honour you have won ; 

But mine it will, that no exploit have done : 

You fled for vantage every one will swear ; 

But, if I bow, they’ll say — it was for fear. 

There is no hope that ever I will stay, 

If, the first hour, 1 shrink, and run away. 

Here, on my knee, 1 beg mortality, 

Iladier than life preserv’d with infamy. 

Tal. Shall all thy mother’s hopes lie in one tomb ? 
John. Ay, rather than I’ll shame my mother’s womb. 
Tal. Upon my blessing, I command thee go. 
John. To fight I will, but not to fly the foe. 

7'aL Fart of thy father may be sav’d in tliee. 
John. No part of him, but will be shame in me. 
Tal. Thou never hadst renown, nor canst not lose i t. 
John. Yes, your renowned name; Shall fliglit 
abuse it ? 

Tal. Thy father’s charge shall clear thee from Uiat 
stain. 

Jolm. You cannot witness for me, being slain. 

If death he so apparent, then both fly. 

Tal. A nd 1 cave my followers here, to fight and die ? 
My age was never tainted with such shame. 

John. And shall my youth be guilty of such blame? 
No more can I be severed from your side, 

Than can yourself yourself in twain divide : 

Stay, go, do what you will, the like do I ; 

For live I will not, if my fatlier die. 

Tal. Then here I take my leave of thee, fair son, 
Born to eclipse thy life this afternoon. ^ 

Come, side by side together live and die ; 

And soul with soul from France to heaven fly. 

lExeuHl. 

» For unavoidable. » Your catc of your own safety. 
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SCENE VI. — A Fktd oj Battle. 

Alarum : Excursionst wherein Talbot’5 Sim is hemmed 
about, and Talbot rescues hime 
Tat Saint George and victory ! fight, soldiers, fight : 
The regent hath with Talbot broke lus word. 

And left us to the rage of France’s sword. 

Wliere is John Talbot? — pause, and take thy breath; 
J gave tliee life, and rescu’d thee from death. 

John. O twice my father ! twice am I thy son : 
The life thou gav’st me first, was lost and done; 
Till with thy warlike sword, despite of fate, 

To my determin’d * time thou gav’st new date. 

Tal. When from the dauphin’s crest thy sword 
struck fire, 

It warm’d thy father’s heart with proud desire 
Of bold-fac’d victory. ’Fhen leaden age, 
Quicken’d with youthful spleen, and warlike rage. 
Beat down Alen^on, Orleans, Burgundy, 

And from the pride of Gallia rescu’d thee. 

The ireful bastard Orleans — that drew l>loo<] 

From thee, my boy ; and had the maidenhood 
Of thy first fight — I soon encountered ; 

And, interchanging blows, I quickly shed 
Some of his bastard blood ; and, in disgrace. 
Bespoke him thus ; Contavnnated, base, 

And misbegotten blood 1 spill of thine. 

Mean and right poor ; for that pure blood <f mine. 
Which thou didst force ft om 'Valbot, nn/ brave boy ,• — 
Here, purposing the Bastard to destroy, 

Came in strong rescue. Speak thy father’s care ; 
Art not thou weary, John? How dost thou fare? 
Wilt thou yet leave the battle, hoy, and fly, 

Now thou art seal’d the son of chivalry? 

Fly, to revenge my death, when I am dead ; 

The help of one stands me in little stead. 

O, too much folly is it, well I wot, 

To hazard all our lives in one small boat. 

If I to-day die not with Frenchmen’s rage. 
To-morrow I shall die with mickle age : 

By me they nothing gain, and if I stay, 

’Tis but the short’iiing of uiy life one day : 

In thee thy mother dies, our household’s name. 

My death’s revenge, thy youth, and England’s fame: 
All these, and more, w'^e hazard by tJiy stay ; 

All these are sav’d, if thou wilt fly away. 

John. The sword of Orleans hath not made me 
smart. 

These words of yours draw life-blood from my heart : 
On that advantage, bought with such a shame, 
f To save a paltry life, and slay bright fame,) 

Before young Talbot from old Talbot fly, 

The coward horse, tliat bears me, fall and die : 

And like ^ me to the peasant boys of France ; 

To be shame’s scorn, and subject of mischance ! 
Surely, by all the glory you have won, 

An if I fly, I am not Talbot’s son ; 

Then talk no more of flight, it is no boot ; 

If son to Talbot, die at Talbot’s foot. 

Tal. Then follow thou thy desiderate sire of Crete, 
Thou Icarus ; thy life to me is sweet ; 

If thou wilt figh^ fight by thy father’s ade ; 

And, commendable prov’d, let’s die in pride. 

\Exeunl. 

SCENE VII. — Another Part of the same. 
Alarum : Excursions. Enter Talbot wounded, 
supported by a Servant. 

T(d. Where is my other life? mine own is gone ; — 
O, where’s young Talbot? where is valiant John? — 
^ ISnded. ^ Make me like. 


I Triumphant death, smear’d with captivity ! 

Young Talbot’s valour makes me smile at thee : — » 
When he perceiv’d me shrink, and on my knee, 
His bloody sword he brandish’d over me, 

And, like a hungry lion did commence 
Rough deeds of rage, and stern impatience ; 

But when my angry guardant stood alone, 
Tend’ring my ruin % and assail’d of none, 
Dizzy-ey’d fury, and great rage of heart, 

Suddenly made him from iny side to start 
Into the clust’ring battle of the French : 

And in that sea of blood my boy did drench 
His overmounting spirit ; and there died 
My Icarus, my blossom, in his pride. 

Enter Soldiers, bearing the liody John Talbot. 
Serv. O, my dear lord! lo, where your son is 
borne ! 

Tal. Thou an tick deatli, which laugh ’st us here to 
scorn, 

Anon, from thy iiLsulting tyranny, 

Coupled in bonds of perpetuity. 

Two Talbots, Avinged through the litricr** sky, 

In tliy despite, shall ’scape mortality. — 

O thou whose wounds become Iiard-favour’d death, 
Speak to thy father, ere thou yield tliy breath : 
Brave death by speaking, whether he will, or no; 
Imagine him a Frenchman, and thy foe. — 

Poor boy ! he smiles, methinks ; as who should say — 
Had death been French, then death had died to-day. 
('oine, come, and lay him in his father’s arms ; 

My spirit can no longer bear these harms, 

Soldiers, adieu ! I have what I would have, 

Now my old arms are young John Talbot’s grave. 

Alarums. Exeunt Soldiers an rf Sorsnai, leaving the 
two Bodies. Enter Chablks, Alen^on, Buk- 
GUNDY, Bastard, La Pucei.le, and Forces. 

Char. Had York and Somerset brought rescue in, 
We should have found a bloody day of this. 

Bast. How the young whelp of Talbot’.s, raging 
wood 

Did flesh his puny sword in Frenchmen’s blood ! 

PtiC. Once I encounter’d him, and thus I said, 
Thou maiden youth, be vanquish'd by a maid : 

But — wnth a proud, majestical, high scorn, — - 
He answer’d thus ; Young Talbot ivas not bom 
'To be the pillage of a giglol wench : 

So, rushing in the bowels of the French, 

He left me proudly, as unworthy fight. 

Bur. Doubtless, he would have made anoble k night. 
See, where he lies inhersed in the arms 
Of the most bloody nurser of his harms. 

Bast. Hew them to pieces, liack their bones asun- 
der ; 

Who.se life was England’s glory, Gallia’s wonder. 

Char. O, no j forbear : for that which we have fled 
During the life, let us not wrong it dead. 

Enter Sir William Lucy, attended; a French 
Herald preceding. 

Lucy. Herald, 

Conduct me to the dauphin’s tent ; to know 
Who hath obtain’d the glory of the day. 

Char. On what submissive message art tliou sent ? 
Lucy. Submission, dauphin ? *tis a mere French 
word; 

» " Watching me with tenderness in my fall.” 

* Flexible, yielding. » Raving mad. « Wanton. 
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We English warriors wot not what it means^ 

I come to know what prisoners thou liast te’en, 
And to survey the bodies of the dead. 

Char. For prisoners ask’st thou? hell our prison is. 
But tell nnie whom thou seek’st. 

Lucy. Where is the great Alcides of the field. 
Valiant lord Talbot, carl of Shrewsbtiry ? 

Created, for his rare success in arms, 

Great earl of Washford, Waterford, and Valence ; 
Lord Talbot of Goodrig and Urchinheld, 

Lord Strange of Blackinerc, lord Verdun of Alton, 
Lord Cromwell of Winglield, lord Furnival of Shef- 
hcld. 

The thrice victorious lord of Falconbridge ; 

Knight of the noble order of haint George, 

Worthy saint Michael, and the golden fleece ; 

Great marcshal to IJenry the sixth, 

^pf all his wars within the realm of France? 

Puc. Here is a silly sbitely style indeed ! 

The Turk, that two-and-fifty kingdoms Iiath, 
Writes not so tedious a style as this. — 

Him, that thou magnifiest with all tliese titles, 
Bloody and breathless lies here at our feet. 


Act V, 

Lucy. Is Talbot slain j the Frenchmen’s only 
scourge, 

Your kingdom’s terrour and black Nemesis ? 

O, were mine eye-balls into bullets turn’d, • 

That I, in rage, might shoot them at your faces ! 

O, that I could but call these dead to life ! 

It were enough to fright the realm of France : 
Were but his picture left among you here, 

It would amaze tlie proudest of you all. 

Give me their bodies ; that I may bear them hence, 
And give them burial as beseems their worth. 

Puc. I think, this upstart is old Talbot’s ghost, 
He speaks with such a proud commanding spirit. 
But let him have ’em. 

Char. Take their bodies hence. 

J^uctf. I’ll bear them hence ; 

But from their ashes shall be rear’d 
A pheenix that shall make all France afeard. 

Char. So we be rid of them, do with ’em what 
thou wilt. 

And now to Paris, in this coiupiering vein ; 

All will be ours, now bloody Talbot’s slain. 

lExeuni, 


FIRST PART OF 


ACT V. 


S(^ENE I. — London. A Roam in Ihc Palace. 

Enter King Henry, Glosteii, and Exeter. 

K. Hen. Have you perus’d the letters from the 
pope. 

The emperor, and the carl of Annagnac ? 

Glo. I have, my lord ; and tlieir intent is tins, — 
They humbly sue unto your excellence, 

To have a godly peace concluded of, 

Between the realms of England and of France. 

K. Hen. How doth your grace affect their motion? 
Glo, Well, ray good lord ; and as the only means 
To stop effusion of our Christian blood. 

And ’stablish quietness on every side. 

K. Hen. Ay, marry, uncle ; for I always thought, 
It was both impious and unnatural. 

That such immanity 7 and bloody strife 
Should reign among professors of one faith. 

Glo, Beside, my lord, — the sooner to effect. 
And surer bind, this knot of amity, — 

The earl of Armagnac — near knit to Charles, 

A man of great authority in France, — 

Proffers his only daughter to your grace 
In marriage, with a large and sumptuous dowry. 
K* Hen. Marriage, uncle ! alas ! my years are 
young; 

And fitter is my study and my books. 

Than wanton dalliance with a paramour. 

Yet, call the ambassadors ; and, as you please, 

So let them have their answers every one ; 

I sliall be well content with any choice, 

Tends to God’s glory, and my country’s weal. 

Enter a Legate, and two Ambassadors, with Win- 
chester, m a Cardinal's Habit. 

Exe, What I is my lord of Winchester install’d. 
And call'd unto a cardinal’s degree ! 

Then, I perceive, that will be verified, 

Henry the fifth did sometime prophecy, — 

7 InhuRianity. 


If once he came to be a cardinal, 

lie'll make hts cap co-equal with the crown* 

K. Hen. My lords ambassadors, your several suits 
Have been consider’d and debated on. 

Your })urpuse is both good and reasonable ; 

And, therefore, arc we certainly resolv’d 
To draw conditions of a friendly peace ; 

Which, by my lord of Winclicster, we mean 
Shall be transported presently to France. 

Glo. And for the proffer of my lord your master,-— 
I have inform’d his highness so at large, 

As — liking of the lady’s virtuous gifts, 

Her beauty, and the value of her dower, — 

He doth intend she shall be England’s queen. 

K. Hen. In argument and proof of wliich contract, 
Bear her this jewel, [To the Amb,\ pledge of my 
affection. 

And so, my lord protector, see them guarded. 

And safely brouglit to Dover ; where, inshipp’d. 
Commit them to the fortune of the sea. 

[Exeunt Kino Henry and Train; Gloster, 
Exeter, and Ambassadors. 

Win. Stay, my lord legate ; you shall first receive 
The sum of money, which I promised 
Should be deliver’d to his holiness 
For clothing me in these grave ornaments. 

Leg. I will attend upon your lordship’s leisure. 
Win. Now, Winchester will not submit, I trow, 
Or be inferior to the proudest peer, 

Humphrey of Gloster, thou shaft well perceive, 
That, neither in birth, or for autliority, 

The bishop will be overborne by thee : 

I’ll either make thee stoop, and bend thy knee, 

Or sack this country with a mutiny. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IL — France. Pfotns m Anjou. 

En/cr Chariks, Burgundy, Alek^on^La Pucedle, 
and Forces, marching. 

Char. These news, my lords, may cheer our 
drooping spirits : 
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’Tis said, tlie stout Parisians do revolt, 

And turn again unto the warlike French, 

Aletu Then march to Paris, royal Charles of 
• France, 

And keep not back your powers in dalliance. 

Pac, Peace be amongst them, if they turn to us ; 
Else, ruin combat with their palaces ! 

Enter a Messenger.* 

Mess, Success unto our valiant general. 

And liappincss to his accomplices ! 

Char, Wliat tidings send our scouts ? I pr’ythee, 
speak. 

Mess, Tlie English army, that divided was 
Into two parts, is now conjoin’d in one ; 

And means to give you battle presently. 

Char, Somewhat too sudden, sirs, the warning is ; 
But we will presently provide for them. 

Bur, I trust, the ghost of Talbot is not there ; 
Now he is gone, my lord, you need not fear. 

Puc, Of all base passions, fear is most accurs’d : — 
Command the conquest, Charles, it shall be thine ; 
Let Henry fret, and all the world repine. 

Char, Tlien on, my lords ; And France be for- 
tunate ! {^Exeunt, 

SCENE IJI. — Angiers. 

Alarums : Excursions. Enter La Pucelle. 
Puc, The regent conquers, and the Frenchmen 
fly.— 

Now help, ye charming spells, and periapts s ; 

And ye choice spirits that admonish me. 

And. give me signs of future accidents ! 

You speedy helpers, that are substitutes 
Under the lordly monarch of the north % 

Appear, and aid me in this eutcrpilze ! — 

No, they forsake me. Then the time is come. 

That France must vail ' her lofty-plumcd crest. 

And let her head fall into England’s lap. 

My ancient incantations are too w'cak. 

And hell too strong for mo to buckle with ; 

Now, France, thy glory droopeth to the dust. 

[Exit. 

Alarums* Enter French and English La 

Pucelle and Yoixk Jight hand to hand. La Pu- 
celle is taken. The French 
York, Damsel of France, I think I have you fast ; 
Unchain your spirits now with siielling charms, 
And try if tliey can gain your liberty. — 

See how the ugly witch doth bend her brows, 

As if, with Circe, she would change my shape. 
Puc, Chang’d to a worser shape tiiou canst not be. 
York. O, Charles the dauphin is a proper man : 
No shape but his can please your dainty eye. 

Puc* A plaguing miscliief light on Charles, and 
thee! 

And may ye both be suddenly surpriz’d 
By bloody hands, in sleeping on your beds ! 

York, Fell, banning^ hag ! enchantress, hold thy 
tongue. 

Puc, I pr’ythee, give me leave to curse a while. 
York. Curse, miscreant, when thou comest to tlie 
stake. [Exeunt* 

Alarums. Enter Suffolk, leading in Lady 
Haroaret. 

Svf. Be what thou wilt, thou art my prisoner. 

[Gases on hfir. 

® Charms worn about the person. 

^ The north was supposed to be the particular habitation of 
bad spirits. 

^ Lower, * To ban is to curse. 


0 fairest beauty, do not fear, nor fly ; 

For I will touch thee but with reverent hands, 

And lay them gently on thy tender side, 

1 kiss these fingers [Kissing her hand,^ for eternal 

peace : 

Who art thou ? say, that I may honour thee. 

Afar, Margaret my name; and daughter to a king, 
The king of Naples, whosoe’er thou art. 

Syf, And earl I am, and Sulfolk am 1 call’d. 

Be not offended, nature’s miracle, 

Thou art allotted to be ta’cn by me : 

So doth the swan her downy cygnets save. 

Keeping them prisoners underneath her wings, 

Yet, if tins servile usage once offend. 

Go, and be free again as Suffolk’s friend. 

[She turns away as going, 
O, stay ! — I have no power to let her pass ; 

My hand would free her, but my heart says — no. 
As plays the sun upon the glassy streams, 
Twinkling another counterfeited beam. 

So seems this gorgeous beauty to mine eyes. 

Fain would I woo her, yet I dare not speak : 

I’ll call for pen and ink, and write my mind : 

Fye, I)e la Poole! disable not thyself 3 ; 

Hast not a tongue? is she not hero thy prisoner? 
Wilt thou be daunted at a woman’s sight ? 

Ay ; beauty’s princely majesty is sucli, 

Confounds the tongue, and makes the senses rough. 

Afm\ Say, earl of Suffolk, — if thy name be so,— ■ 
What ransome must I pay before I pass ? 

For, I perceive, I am tliy prisoner. 

Suf, How canst thou tell, she will deny thy suit, 
Before thou make a trial of her love? [Asule, 
Mar. Why speak’ st thou not? what ransome 
must 1 pay ? 

Siijl She’s beautiful ; and therefore to be woo’d ; 
She IS a woman ; therefore to be won. [Aside. 
Mar. Wilt thou accept of ransome, yea, or no? 
Su/, Fond man I remember that thou hast a wife j 
Then how can Margaret be thy paramour ? [Aside, 
Alar, I were best leave him, for he will not hear, 
Suf. There all is marr’d ; there lies a cooling card. 
Alar. He talks at random ; sure the man is mad. 
Sif, And yet a dispensation may be had. 

Alar. A iid yet I would that you would answer me, 
Suf. I’ll win this lady Margaret for my king, 
And so iny fancy ** may be satisfied. 

And peace established between these realms. 

But there remains a scruple in tliat too : 

For though her father be the king of Naples, 

Duke of Anjou and Maine, yet is he poor, 

And our nobility will scorn the match. [Aside* 
Alar. Hear ye, captain ? Are you not at leisure ? 
Suf. It shall be so, disdain they near so much : 
Henry is youthful, and will quickly yield. — 

[Aside* 

Madam, I have a secret to reveal. 

Aiar, What though I be enthrall’d ? he seems a 
knight, 

And will not any way dishonour me. [Aside*, 
Suf. Lady, vouchsafe to listen what I say. 

Mar. Perhaps, I slmll be rescued by the French i 
And then 1 need not crave his courtesy. [Aside. 
Suf, Sweet madam, give me hearing in a cause — 
Mar, Tush! women have been captivate ere now. 

[Aside, 

Suf. Lady, wherefore talk you so? 

Mar. X cry you mercy, *tis but quid for quo. 

3 ** Do not reprcbent thyself so weak.” * Love. 
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Act V. 


Svf, Say, gentle princess, wou d you not suppose 
Your bondage happy, to be made a queen ? 

Mar, To be a queen in iKmdage, is more vile. 
Than is a slave in base servility ; 

For princes should be free. 

Syf, And so shall you 

If happy England's royal king be free. 

Mar, Why, what concerns his freedom unto me ? 
Suf, I’ll undertake to make thee Henry’s queen ; 
To put a golden scepter in thy hand, 

And set a precious crown upon tliy head, 

If thou wilt condescend to be my — 

Mar, What? 

Suf, His love. 

Mar, I am unworthy to be Henry's wife. 

Saf, No, gentle madam ; I unworthy am 
To woo so fair a dame to be his wife. 

And have no portion in the choice myself. 

How say you, madam ; arc you so content. 

Mar, An if my father please, I am content. 

Suf, Then call ourcaptains, and ourcolours, forth : 
And, madam, at your father’s castle walls 
We’ll crave a parley, to confer with him. 

[ Troops come forward, 

A Parley sounded. Enter Ukigkier, on the Walls, 
Suf. See, Rcignier, see, thy daughter prisoner, 
lieig. To whom? 

Suf, To me. 

Jieig, Suffolk, what remedy ? 

I am a soldier ; and unapt to weep, 

Or to exclaim on fortune’s fickleness. 

Suf, Yes, there is remedy enough, my lord: 
Consent, (and for thy honour, give consent,) 

Thy daughter shall be wedded to my king ; 

Whom I with pain have woo’d and won thereto ; 
And this her easy held imprisonment 
Hath gain’d tliy daughter princely liberty. 

Reig, Speaks Suffolk as he thinks? 

Stf. Fair Margaret knows, 

That Suffolk doth not flatter, facc^ or feign. 

Reig, Upon thy princely warrant, I descend, 

To give thee answer of thy just demand. 

[Exit from the Walls, 

Suf, And here I will expect thy coming. 
Trumpets sounded. Enter Reignier, beloto, 
Reig, Welcome, brave earl, into our territories ; 
Command in Anjou what your honour pleases. 

Suf, Thanks, Reignier, hai)py for so sweet a child. 
Fit to be made companion with a king : 

What answer makes your grace unto my suit ? 

Reig, Since thou dost deign to woo her little worth. 
To be the princely bride of such a lord ; 

Upon condition I may quietly 

Enjoy mine own, the county Maine, and Anjou, 

Free from oppression, or the stroke of war, 

My daughter shall be Henry's if he please. 

Suf, That is her ransome, I deliver her ; 

And those two counties, I will undertake, 

Your grace shall well and quietly enjoy. 

Reig, And I again, — in Henry’s royal name, 
As deputy unto that gracious king, 

Give &ee her hand, for sign of plighted faith. 

Suf. Reipier of France, I give thee kingly thanks, 
Because this is in trafffek of a king : 

And yet, methinks, I could be well content 
To be mine own attorney in this case. [Aside, 
I'll over then to England with this news, 

» Play the hypocrite, 


And make this marriage to be solemniz'd ; 

So, farewell, Reignier ! Set this diamond safe 
In golden palaces, as it becomes. 

Reig. I do embrace thee, as I would emlfface 
The Cliristian prince, king Henry, were he here. 
Mar, Farewell, my lord! Good wishes, praise, 
and prayers, 

Shall Suffolk ever have of Margaret. [ Going. 

Suf, Farewell, sweet madam 1 But hark you, 
Margaret ; 

No princely commendations to my king ? 

Mar, Such commendations as become a maid, 

A virgin, and his servant, say to him. 

Suf, Words sweetly plac’d, and modestly directed. 
But, madam, I must trouble you again, — 

No loving token to his majesty ? 

Mar. Yes, my good lord ; a pure unspotted heart, 
Never yet taint witli love, I send the king, 

Suf, And this withal. [Atsscs her. 

Mar. That for thyself ; — 1 will not so presume. 
To send such peevish ^ tokens to a king. 

[Exeunt Reigmer and Margaret. 
Suf. OjWertthou formyself ! — But, Suffolk, slay; 
Thou niayst not wander in that labyrinth ; 

There Minotaurs, and ugly treasons, lurk. 

Solicit Henry with her wond’ipus praise : 

Bethink thee on her virtues that surmount ; 

Her natural graces that extinguish art ; 

Repeat their semblance often on the seas, 

I’hat, when thou com’st to kneel at Henry’s feet, 
Thou may St bereave him of his wits with wonder, 

[Exit* 

SCENE IV. — Camp of the Duke ^ York in Anjou. 

Enter York, Warwick, and Cardinal Bkauport, 
attended. 

Car. Lord regent, I do greet your excellence 
With letters of commission from the king. 

For know, my lords, the states of Christendom, 
Mov’d with remorse? of these outrageous broils. 
Have earnestly implor’d a general jicacc 
Betwixt our nation and the aspiring French ; 

And here at hand the dauphin, and Ins train, 
Approacheth, to confer about some matter. 

York* Is all our travail turn’d to this efl'ect ? 
After the slaughter of so many peers, 

So many captains, gentlemen, and soldiers. 

That in this quarrel have been overthrown. 

And sold their bodies for their country’s benefit, 
Shall we at last conclude effeminate peace? 

Have we not lost most part of all the towns, 

By treason, falsehood, and by treachery, 

Our great progenitors had conquered ? — 

O, Warwick, Warwick ! I foresee with grief 
The utter loss of all the realm of France. 

War, Be patient, York*;. Jf we conclude a peace. 
It shall be witli such strict and severe covenants, 

As little shall the Frenchmen gain thereby. 

Enier Charles, attended i ALBN 90 N, Bastard, 
Reignier, and others. 

Char, Since, lords of England, it is thus agreed, 
That peaceful truce shall be proclaim'd in France, 
We come to be informed by yourselves 
What the conditions of that league must be» 

Ymrk, Speak, Winchester ; for boiling choler chokes 
The hollow passage of my poison’d voice, 

By sight of these our baldCul enemies. 

« Childish. ? ConipaMicii. 
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Car* Charles, and tlie rest, it is enacted thus ; 
Tliat — in regard king Henry gives consent, 

Cf mere compassion, and of lenity, 

To easft your country of distressful war. 

And suffhr you to breathe in fruitful peace, — 

You shall become true liegemen to his crown : 

And Charles, upon condition tliou wilt swear 
To pay him tribute, and submit thyself, 

Thou shalt be plac’d as viceroy under him, 

And still enjoy thy regal dignity. 

Men* Must he be then a shadow of himself? 
Adorn his temples with a cororiet ® ; 

And yet, in substance and authority, 
llctain but privilege of a private man ? 

This profiler is absurd and reasonless. 

Char* *Tis known, already that I am possess’d 
With more than half the Gallian territories, 

And therein reverenc’d for their lawful king ; 

Sliall 1, for lucre of the rest unvanquish’d, 

Detract so much from that prerogative. 

As to be called but viceroy of the whole ? 

No, lord ambassador ; I’ll rather keep 
That which I have, than, coveting for more, 

He cast from possibility of all. 

York* Insulting Charles! hast thou by secret means 
Used intercession to obtain a league ; 

And, now the matter grows to compromise, 

Stand’st thou aloof upon comparison? 

Either accept the title thou usurp’st, 

Of beneiit'^ proceeding from our king, 

And not of any challenge of desert, 

Or we will plague thee with incessant wars. 

lieig. My lord, you do not well in obstinacy 
To cavil in the course of this contract : 

If once it be neglected, ten to one, 

We shall not find like opportunity. 

Alen, To say the truth, it is your policy. 

To save your subjects from such massacre, 

And ruthless slaughters, as are daily seen 
Hy our proceeding in hostility : 

And therefore take this compact of a truce, 
Although you break it when your pleasure serves. 

[Aside to Charles. 
War. How say’st thou, Charles ? shall our con- 
dition stand ? 

Char, It shall : 

Only reserv’d, you claim no interest 
In any of our towns of garrison. 

York, Then swear allegiance to his majesty ; 

As thou art knight never to disobey. 

Nor be rebellious to the crown of England, 

Thou nor thy nobles, to the crown of England. — 
[Ckarlks, and the rest, give tokens of fealty* 
So now dismiss your army when you please ; 

Hang up your ensigns, let your drums be still, 

For here we entertain a solemn peace. [JEreunt* 

SCENE V. — ■ London. A Room in the Palace* 

Enter King Hienry m conference with Suffolk ; 
Gloster, and Exeter, following. 

K* Hen* Your wond’rous rare description, noble 
earl, 

Of beauteous Margaret hatli astonish’d me : 

Her virtues, graced with external gifts, 

Do breed love’s settled passions in my heart ; 

And like as rigour In tempestuous gusts 
Provokes the mighdest hulk against the tide ; 

^ Cermet Is here used for crown. 

^ ** Be content to live as the beneficiary of our king.** 


So am I driven, by breath of her renown, 

Either to sufier shipwreck, or arrive 
Where I may have fruition of her love. 

Stif* Tush ! my good lord I this 8ui)erficial tale 
Is but a preface of her worthy praise : 

The chief perfections of that lovely dame, 

(Had I sufficient skill to utter them,) 

Would make a volume of enticing lines. 

Able to ravish any dull conceit, 

And, wliich is more, she is not so divine, 

So full replete with choice of all delights, 

But, with as humble lowliness of mind, 

She is content to be at your command ; 

Command, I mean, of virtuous chaste intents. 

To love and honour Henry as her lord. 

K. Hen* And otherwise will Henry ne’er presume. 
Therefore, my lord protector, give consent, 

That Margaret may be England’s royal cjuecn, 

Glo* So should I give consent to flatter sin. 

You know, my lord, your highness is betroth’d 
Unto another lady of esteem ; 

How shall we then dispense with that contract, 
And not deface your honour with reproacli ? 

Svf* As doth a ruler with unlawful oaths ; 

Or one, that, at a triumph * having vow^’d 
To try his strength, forsaketh yet the lists 
By reason of his adversary’s odds : 

A poor earl’s daughter is unequal odds, 

And therefore may be broke without offence. 

Glo* Why, what, 1 pray, is Margaret more tlian that ? 
Her father is no !)cttcr than an earl, 

Although in glorious titles he excel. 

Suf. Yes, my good lord, her father is a king, 

The king of Naples, and Jerusalem ; 

And of such great authority in France, 

As his alliance will confirm our peace, 

And keep the Frenchmen in allegiance, 

Glo, And so the earl of Armagnac may do, 
Because he is near kinsman unlo Charles. 

Ere* Beside, his wealth doth warrant liberal dower ; 
While Ileigiiier sooner will receive, than give. 

S%f* A dower, my lords ! disgrace not so your king, 
That he should be so abject, base, and poor. 

To choose for wealth, and not for perfect love. 
Henry is able to enrich his queen, 

And not to seek a queen to make him rich : 

So worthless peasants bargain for their wives, 

As market-men for oxen, sheep, or horse, 

Marriage is a matter of more worth, 

Tlian to be dealt in by attorneyship ; 

Not whom we will, but whom his grace affects, 
Must be companion of his nuptial bed : 

And therefore, lords, since he affects her most, 

It most of all these reasons bindeth us, 

In our opinions she should be preferr’d. 

For what is wedlock forced, but a hell, 

An age of discord and continual strife ? 

Whereas the contrary bringeth forth bliss. 

And is a pattern of celestial peace. 

Whom should we match with Henry, being a king, 
But Margaret, that is daughter to a king ? 

Her peerless feature, join^ with her birth, 
Approves her fit for none, but for a king; 

Her valiant courage, and undaunted spirit, 

(More than in women commonly is s^n,) 

Will answer our hope in issue of a king ; 

For Henry, son unto a conqueror, 

Is likely to beget more conquerors, 

* A triumph then fignified a public exhibition $ such as a 
mask, or revel 
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If with a lady of so high resolve, 

As is fair Margaret, he he link’d in love. 

Then yield, my lords ; and here conclude with me, 
That Margaret shall be queen, and none but she. 

IT* Hen* Whether it be through force of your 
report, 

My noble lord of Suffolk ; or for that 
My tender youtli was never yet attaint 
Witli any passion of inflaming love, 

I cannot tell ; but this 1 am assur’d, 

I feel such sharp dissension in my breast, 

Such fierce alarums both of hope and fear. 

As I am sick with working of my thoughts. 

Take, therefore, shipping; post, my lord, to France; 
Agree to any covenants; and procure 
Tliat lady Margaret do vouchsafe to come 
To cross the seas to England, and be crown’d 
King Henry’s faithful and anointed queen : 

For your expenses and sufficient charge, 


Among the peojile gather up a tenth. 

Begone, I say ; for, till you do return, 

I rest perjdexed with a thousand cares, — 

And you, good uncle, banish all offence ; • 

If you do censure '^ me by what you were, 

Not what you are, I know it will excuse 
'Hiis sudden execution of my will. 

And so conduct me, where from company, 

I may revolve and ruminate my grief, [Exit, 

Glo* Ay, grief, I fear me, both at first and last. 

[Exeunt Gloster and Exeter, 
Suf* Thus Suffolk hath prevail’d: and thus he goes, 
As did the youthful Paris once to Greece ; 

With hope to find the like event in love. 

But prosper better than tlic Trojan did. 

Mjirgaret shall now be queen, and rule the king ; 
But 1 will rule both her, the king, and realm. 

[Exit* 

2 Judge. 
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King Henry the Sixth. 

Humphrey, Dyke of Gloster, hk Unch'» 

('ardinae Beaufort, Winchester, ^real 

Uncle lo the Al?ig. 

UirHAHn Plantaqenet, Duke if Y"ork. 

Edward and Richard, hh Sons> 

Duke of Somerset, 


Vof the Kings Party* 


?York Faction* 


Duke of Suffolk, 

Duke of Buckingham, 

Faird Clifford, 

Young Clifford, his Soiitj 
Earl OF Salisbury, 1 - . ,r 
Eaul or Warwick, 

Loud Scales, Governor cf the Tower. 

Lord Say. 

Sir Humphrey Stafford, and his Brotha\ 

Sir John Stanley. 

A Sea-Captairit Master, and Master^ Mate, and 
Walter Whitmore. 

Tnu) Gentlemen, Prisoners leith Suffolk. 

A Herald, 

Vaux. 


Hume and Southwell, two Prwsls. 

Boiingbroke, a Conjurer* 

Spirit raised by him* 

Thomas Horner, an Armourer, 

Peter, his Man* 

Clerk of Chatham. 

Mayor if Saint Alban’s. 

SiAipcox, an Impostor* 

Two Murderers* 

Jack Cadf, a Rebel, 

George, John, Dick, Smith the lYeavcr, Michael, 
^T. his FoUowe7's* 

Alexander Iden, a Kentish Gentleman. 

Margaret, Queeit to King Henry. 

Eleanor, Duchess if Gloster. 

Margery Jourdain, a Witch, 

Wife to Simpcox, 

Lords, Ladies, and Attendants i Petitioners, Alder* 
men, a Beadle, Sheriff", and Officers, Citizens, Pren* 
tices. Falconers, Guards, Soldiers, Messengers, 


SCENE, disperseiUy in various Parts of England 


ACT I. 


SCENE 1. — London. A Room if Stale in the 
Palace* 

Flourish of Trumpets; then Hautboys* Enter, on 
one side, King Henry, Duke of Glo.ster, Salis- 
bury, Warwick, and Cardinal Beaufort ; on 
the other, Queen Margaret, led in by Suffolk ; 
York, Somerset, Buckingham, a7id others, fol* 
lowing, 

Suff* As by your liigh imperial majesty 
I had in charge, at my depart for France, 

As procurator to your excellence, 

To marry princess Margaret for your grace; 

So in the famous ancient city, Tours, — 

In presence of the kings of France and Sicil, 

The dukes of Orleans, Calaber, Bretaigne, Alen^on, 
Seven e^rls, twelve barons, twenty reverendbishops,— 
I have perform’d my task, and was espousM ; 

And humbly now upon my bended knee, 

In sight of England, and her lordly peers. 


Deliver up my title in the queen 

To your most gracious hands, that are the substance 

Of that great shadow I did represent ; 

The happiest gift that ever marquess gave, 

The fairest queen that ever king receiv’d. 

K* Hen* Suffolk, arise. — Welcome, queen Mar- 
garet ; 

I can express no kinder sign of love, 

Than this kind kiss. — O Lord, that lends me life, 
Lend me a heart replete with thankfulness ! 

For thou bast given me, in this beauteous face, 

A world of earthly blessings to my soul, 

If sympathy of love unite our thoughts. 

Q. Mar* Great king of England, and my gracious 
lord ; 

The mutual conference that my mind hath had — * 
By day, by night, waking, and in my dreams ; 

In courtly company, or at my beads, — 

With you, mine alder-licfest ‘ sovereign, 
i above all thingv. 
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Make» me the bolder to salute my king 
Witli ruder terms ; such as my wit affords, 

And over-joy of heart doth minister. 

K* Hen* Her sight did ravish i but her grace in 
speech, 

Her words y-clad with wisdom’s majesty, 

Makes me, from wondering, fall to weeping joys ; 
Such is the fulness of my heart’s content. — 

Lords with one cheerful voice welcome my love, 

AU* Long live queen Margaret, England’s hap- 
piness ! 

d. Mar* We thank you all. {^Flourish. 

Suf* My lord protector, so it please your grace, 
Here are the articles of contracted peace, 

Between our sovereign and the French king Charles, 
I^or eighteen months concludetl by consent. 

Glo. [72ead.v.] \rr\\mmhy Tt is agreed^ between ilia 
Fi'Cnch Hngf Charles, and WUlinm de la Poole, mar- 
quess of Suffolk, ambassador for Henry king of Eng- 
land , — that the said Henry shall espouse the lady 
Margaret, daughter unto lieignier king of Naples, 
Sicilia, and Jerusalem ; and crown her queen of Eng- 
land, ere the thirtieth of Maq next ensuing* — 
Item, — That the duchy of Atyou and the county of 
Maine, shall he released arul delivered to the king her 
father — - 

A". Hen* Uncle, how now ? 

Glo* Pardon me, gracious lord ; 

Some sudden qualm hath struck me at the heart. 
And dimm’d mine eyes, tliat 1 can read no further. 
E. Hen. Uncle of Winchester, I pray read on. 
Car. Item, — Tt is further agreed between them, — 
that the duchies of Anjou and Maine shall be released 
awl delivered over to the king her father ; and she sent 
over of the king of England's own jwoper cost and j 
charges, without having dowry, 

K, Hen. They please us well. — Lord marquess 
kneel down j 

We here create thee the firstMukc of Suffolk, 

Anti girt thee with the sword. — 

Cousin of York, we here discharge your grace 
From being regent in the parts of France, 

Till tenn of eighteen months be full expir’d. — 
Thanks, uncle Winchester, Cluster, York, and 
Buckingham, 

Somerset, Salisbury, and Warwick ; 

We tliank you all for this great favour done. 

In entertainment to my princely queen. 

Come, let us in, and with all speed provide 
To see her coronation be perform’d. 

[Exrnvnt King, Qoekn, ami Suffolk,- 
Glo. Brave peers of England, pillars of the state, 
To you duke Humphrey must unload his grief, 
Your grief, the common grief of all the land. 

What ! did my brother Henry spend his youth, 

His valour, coin, and people in the wars ? 

Did he so often lodge in open field, 

In winter’s cold, and summer’s parcliing heat, 

To conquer France, his true inheritance ? 

And did my brother Bedford toil his wits, 

To keep by policy what Henry got ? 

Have you yourselves, Somerset, Buckingham, 
Brave York, Salisbury, and victorious Warwick, 
Receiv’d deep scars in France and Normandy ? 

Or hath my uncle Beaufort, and myself, 

With all the learned council of the realm, 

Studied so long, sat in the council-house, 

Early and late, debating to and fro 

How France and Frenchmen might l>e kept in awe ? 

And bath his highness in his infancy 
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Been crown’d in Paris, in despite of foes ? 

And shall these labours, and these honours, die ? 
Shall Henry’s conquest, Bedford’s vigilance, 

Your deeds of war, and all our counsel, die ? 

0 peers of England, shameful is this league ! 

Fatal this marriage, cancelling your tame : 

Blotting your names from books of memory ; 

Hazing the characters of your renown ; 

Defacing monuments of conquer’d France ; 
Undoing all, as all had never been ! 

Car, Nephew, what means this passionate dis 
course? 

This peroration with such circumstance ? 

For France, ’tis ours ; and we will keep it still. 

Glo. Ay, uncle, we will keep it, if we can ; 

But now it is impossible we should : 

Suffolk, the new-made duke that rules the roast, 
Hath given tJie duchies of Anjou and Maine, 

Unto the poor king Reignier, whose large style 
Agrees not with the leanness of his purse. 

Scd. Now, by the death of him that died for all 
Tliese counties were tlie keys of Normandy : — 

But wherefore weeps Warwick, my valiant son ? 

War. For grief, that they are past recovery ; 

For, were there hope to conquer them again, 

My sword should shed hot blood, mine eyes no tears. 
Anjou and Maine, myself did win them both ; 
Those provinces these arms of mine did conquer ; 
And are tlie cities, that I got with wounds, 
Deliver’d up again with peaceful words? 

York. For Suifolk’s duke — may he be suffocate, 
That dims Uie honour of this warlike isle ! 

France should have torn and rent my very heart, 
Before I would have yielded to this league. 

1 never read hut England’s kings have had 
Large sums of gohl, and dowries, with their wives ; 
And our king Henry gives away his own, 

To matclj with with her that brings no vantages. 

Glo. A proper jest, and never heard before. 

That Suffolk should demand a whole fifteentli, 

For cost and charges in transporting her ! 

She should have staid in France, and starv’d in 
France, 

Before — - 

Car. My lord of Glostcr, now you grow too hot ; 
It was the pleasure of my lord the king. 

Glo. My lord of Winchester, I know your mind ; 
’Tis not iny speeches that you do mislike, 

But ’tis my presence that doth trouble you. 

Rancour will out : I’roud prelate, in Uiy face 
I see thy fury : if I longer stay, 

Wc shall begin our ancient bickcrings.3 — 
Lordings farewell ; and say, wdicu I am gone, 

I prophesied — France will be lost ere long. [ Exit. 

Car. So, there goes our protector in a rage. 

*Tis known to you, he is mine enemy : 

Nay, more, an enemy unto you all ; 

And no great friend, I fear me, to the king. 
Consider, lords, he is the next of blood, 

And heir apparent to the English crown ; 

Had Henry got an empire by his marriage. 

And all die wealthy kingdoms of the west, 

There’s reason he should be displeas’d at it 
Look to it, lords I let not his smoothing words 
Bewitch your hearts ; be wise, and circumspect 
What though the common people favour him, 
Calling him — Humphrey, the good duke of Gloedeft 
Clapping tlieir hands, and crying with loud voice 

* This speech, croweted with so many circumstances of 
aggravation. ’ j^irmlskings, 
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May heaven preserve the good duke Humphrey / 

I fear me) lordS) for all this flattering gloss. 

He will be found a dangerous protector. 

Buck. Why should he then pro|ect our sovereign, 
He being of age to govern of himself? 

Cousin of Somerset, join you with me. 

And all together — with the duke of Suffolk, — 
We’ll quicUy hoise duke Humphrey from his seat. 

Car. This weighty business will not brook delay ; 
1*11 to the duke of SuflTolk presently. [^Exit. 

Som. Cousin of Buckingham, though Humphrey’s 
pride, 

And greatness of bis place, be grief to us, 

Yet let us watch the haughty cardinal ; 

His insolence is more intolerable 
Than all princes in the land beside ; 

If Gloster be displac’d, he’ll be protector. 

Buck, Or thou, or I, Somerset, will be protector, 
Despite duke Humphrey, or the cardinal. 

[Eaxunt Buckingham and Somerset. 
Sal, Pride went before, ambition follows him. 
Wliile these do labour for their own preferment. 
Behoves it us to labour for the realm. 

I never saw but Humphrey duke of Gloster 
Did bear him like a noble genflcnian. 

Oft have I seen the haughty cardinal — 

More like a soldier, than a man o’the church. 

As stout, and proud, as he were lord of all, — 
Swear like a ruffian, and demean himself 
Unlike the ruler of a commonweal. — 

Warwick, my son, the comfort of my age ! 

Thy deeds, thy plainness, and thy house-keeping, 
Hath w on the greatest favour of the commons, 
Excepting none but good duke Humphrey. — 
And, broUier York, tliy acts in Ireland, 

In bringing them to civil discipline j 

Thy late exploits, done in the heart of France, 

When thou wert regent for our sovereign, 

Have made thee fear’d, and honour’d, of the peo- 
ple : — 

Join we together, for the public good ; 

In what we can to bridle and suppress 
The pride of SulFolk, and the cardinal. 

With Somerset’s and Buckingham’s ambition ; 

And, as we may, cherish duke Humphrey’s deeds, 
While they do tend the profit of the land. 

War. So God help Warwick, as he loves the land. 
And common profit of his country ! 

York. A nd so says York, for he hath greatest cause. 
Sal. Then let’s make haste away, and look unto 
tlie main. 

[Exeunt Warwick ami Salisbury. 
York. Anjou and Maine are given to the French j 
Palis is lost ; the state of Normandy 
Stands on a tickle ^ point, now they are gone : 
Suffolk concluded on the articles ; 

The peers agreed ; and Henry was well pleas’d. 

To change two dukedoms for a duke’s fair daugliter. 
I cannot blame them all ; What is’t to them ? 

’Tis thine they give away, and not their own. 
Pirates may make cheap pennyworths of their pillage, 
And purchase A'lends, and give to courtezans. 

Still revelling, like lords, till all be gone : 

While as the silly owner of the goods 
Weeps over them, and wrings his hapless hands. 
And shakes his head, and trembling stands aloof, 
Wbije all is shar’d, and all is borne away ; 

Heady to starve, and dare not touch his own. 

So York must sit, and fret, and bite his tongue, 
^FortioKlbb. 


While his own lands are bargain’d for, and sold. 
Methinks, the realms of England, France, and Ire- 
land, 

Bear tliat proportion to my flesh and blood. 

As did the fatal brand Althea bum’d. 

Unto the prince’s heart of Calydon.J^ 

Anjou and Maine, both given unto the French ! 
Cold news for me ; for I had hope of France, 

Even as I have of fertile England’s soil. 

A day will come, when York shall claim his own ; 
And therefore I will take the Nevils’ parts, 

And make a show of love to proud duke Humphrey, 
And, w'hen 1 spy advantage, claim the crown, 

For that’s the golden mark I seek to hit : 

Nor shall proud Lancaster usurp my right, 

Nor hold his scepter in his childish fist, 

Nor wear the diadem upon his head, 

Whose church-like humours fit not for a crown. 
Then, York, be still awhile, till time do serve : 
Watch thou, and wake, when others be asleep, 

To pry into tlie secrets of the state ; 

Till Henry, surfeiting in joys of love, 

With his new bride, andEngland’s dear- bought queen, 
And Humphrey with the peers be fall’n at jars : 
Then will I raise aloft the milk-white rose, 

With w'hose sweet smell the air shall be perfum’d ; 
And in my ‘-tandard bear the arms of York, 

To grapple with the house of Lancaster ; 

And, force perforce, Til make him yield the crown. 
Whose bookish rule hath pull’d fair England down. 

[Exit. 

SCENE 11. — ^ Boom in the Duke of Gloster’# 
House. 

Enter Gloster and Ike Duchess. 

Duch, Why droops my lord, like over-ripen’d corn, 
Hanging the head at Ceres’ plenteous load ? 

W’hy doth the great duke Humphrey knit his brows, 
As frowning at the favours of the world ? 

Why arc thine eyes fix’d to the sullen earth, 

Gazing on that which seems to dim thy sight ? 
What seest thou there ? king Henry’s diadem, 
Enchas’d with all the honours of the world ? 

If so, gaze on, and grovel on thy face. 

Until thy head be circled with the same. 

Put forth thy hand, reach at the glorious gold ; — 
What, Is’t too short? I’ll lengUien it with mine : 
And, having both together heav’d it up, 

We’ll both together lift our heads to heaven j 
And never more abase our sight so low, 

As to vouchsafe one glance unto the ground. 

Glo. O Nell, sweet Nell, if thou dost love thy lord, 
Banish the canker of ambitious Uioughts : 

And may that thought, when I imagine ill 
Against my king and nephew, virtuous Henry, 

Be my last breathing in this mortal world ! 

My troublous dream this night doth make me sad. 
Buck. What dream'd my lord ? tell me, and I’ll 
requite it 

With sweet rehearsal of my morning’s dream. 

Glo. Methought, this staff, mine office-badge in 
court. 

Was broke in twain, by whom, I have forgot, 

But, as 1 think, it was by the cai'dinal ; 

And on the pieces of the broken wand 

Were plac’d the heads of Edmond duke of Somerset, 

And William de la Poole first duke of Suflblk. 

^ Meleager ; whose life was to continue only to long as a 
certain firebrand should last. His mother Althea having 
thrown it into the fire, he expired in torment. 
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This was my dream ; what it doth bode, Heaven 
knows. 

Duck. Tut, this was nothing but an argument, 
That he that breaks a stick of Gloster’s grove, 

Shall lose his head for his presumption. 

But list to me, my Humphrey, my sweet duke : 
Methought, I sat in seat of majesty, 

In the cathedral church of Westminster, 

And in that chair where kings and queens are crown’d ; 
Where Henry, and dame Margaret, kneel’d to me, 
And on my head did set tlie diadem. 

Glo. Nay, JSleanor, then must I chide outright : 
Presumptuous dame, ill-nurtur’d Eleanor ! 

Art thou not second woman in the realm ; 

And the protector’s wife, belov’d of him ? 

Hast thou not worldly pleasure at command, 

Above the reach or compass of thy thought ? 

And wilt thou still be hammering treachery. 

To tumble down thy husband, and thyself, 

From top of honour to disgrace’s feet ? 

Away from me, and let me hear no more. 

Duck. What, what, my lord ! are you so choleric 
With Eleanor for telling but her dream? 

Next time, I’ll keep my dreams unto myself. 

And not be check’d. 

Glo. Nay, be not angry, I am jdeas’d again. 
Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord protector, ’tis his highness’ pleasure. 
You do prepare to ride unto Saint Alban’s, 
Whereas® the king and queen do mean to liawk. 
Glo. I go. — Come, Nell, thou wilt ride with us ? 
Duck. Yes, good my lord. I’ll follow presently. 

[^Exeunt Glostkk and Messenger. 
Follow I must, I cannot go before. 

While Gloster bears this base and humble mind. 
Were I a man, a duke, and next of blood, 

I would remove these tedious stumbling-blocks. 
And smooth my way upon their headless necks ; 
And, being a woman, I would not be slack 
To play my part in fortune’s pageant. 

Where are you there? sir John ! ^ nay, fear not, man. 
We arc alone ; here’s none but thee, and I. 

Enter Hums. 

Hume. May Heaven preserve your royal majesty ! 
Duck. What say’st thou, majesty ! I am but grace. 
Hume. But, by the grace of Heaven, and Hume's 
advice. 

Your grace’s title shall be multiplied. 

Duck. What say’st thou, man? hast thou as yet 
conferr’d 

With Margery Jourdain, the cunning witch ; 

And Roger Bolingbroke, the conjurer? 

And will they undertake to do me good? 

Hume. 'Hiis they have promised,— to show your 
highness 

A spirit rais’d from depth of under ground, 

That shall make answer to such questions, 

As by your grace shall be propounded him. 

Duck. It is enough ; I’ll tliink upon tlie questions i 
When 6rom Saint Alban’s we do make return, 

We’ll see these things effected to the full. 

Here, Hume, take this reward ; make merry, man, 
With thy confederates in this weighty cause. 

[Exit Buchiss. 

Etum* Hume must make merry with the duchess’ 
gold; 

Marry, and shall. But how now, sir John Hume? 

« Where. 7 a title frequently bestowed on the clergy. 
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Seal up your lips, and give no words but — mum ! 
The business asketh silent secrecy. 

Dame Eleanor gives gold, to bring the witch ; 

Gold cannot com^ amiss, were she a devil. • 

Yet have I gold, flies from another coast : 

I dare not say from the rich cardinal. 

And from the great and new-made duke of Suffolk ; 
Yet I do find it so : for, to be plain. 

They, knowing Eleanor’s aspiring humour, 

Have hired me to undermine the duchess. 

And bu 2 these conjurations in her brain. 

They say, a crafty knave does need no broker ; 

Yet am I Suffolk and the cardinal’s broker. 

Ilume, if you take not heed, you shall go near 
To call them both a pair of crafty knaves. 

Well, so it stands : And thus, 1 fear, at last, 
Hume’s knavery, will be the duchess* wreck ; 

And her attainture will be Humphrey’s fall ; 

Sort ® how it will, I shall have gold for all. [Exit. 

SCENE III. — jd Room in the Palace. 

Enter Peter, and others, with Petitions. 

1 Pet. My masters, let’s stand close; my lord 
protector will come this way by-and-by, and then 
we may deliver our supplications in the quill. 9 

2 Pet. Marry, the lord protect him, for he’s a 
good man ! Heaven bless him ! 

Enter Suffolk, and Queen Margaret. 

1 Pel, Here ’a comes, raethinks, and the queen 
with him : I’ll be the first, sure. 

2 Pet. Come back, fool ; this is the duke of 
Suffolk, and not my lord protector. 

8nf. How now, fellow? wouldst any thing with me? 

1 Pet. I pray my lord, pardon me ! 1 took ye for 
my lord protector. 

Q. Mar. [Reading the superscription.] To my 
lord protector I are your supplications to his lord- 
.ship? lA't me see them ; What is thine? 

1 Pet. Mine is, an’t please your grace, against 
John Goodman, my lord cardinal’s man, for keep- 
ing my house, and lands, and wife and all, from me. 

Suf. Thy wife too? that is some wrong, indeed. — 
What’s yours? — What’s here ! [Reads.] Against the 
duke of Suffolk, for enclosing the commons of Melford. 
— How now, sir knave ? 

2 Pet. Alas, sir, I am but a poor petitioner of our 
whole township. 

Peter. [Presenting his petition.] Against my 
master, Thomas Horner, for saying, That the duke 
of York was rightful heir to the crown. 

Q. Jlfar. What say’st thou? Did the duke of 
York say, he was rightful heir to the crown ? 

Peter. That my master was? No, forsoOth: my 
master said. That he was ; and that the king w«$ an 
usurper. 

Suf. Who is tliere? [Enter — Take 

this fellow in, and send for tus master with a pur- 
suivant presently ; — we’ll hear more of your matter 
before the king. [Exeunt Servants, with PaTjta, 
Q, Mar. And as for you, that love to be protected 
Under the wings of our protector’s grace, 

Begin your suits anew, and sue to him. 

[Tears the Pet^Eon. 

Away, base cuUions I < Suffolk, let them go. 

AU. Come, let’s be gone. [Exemt Petitibnerf* 
s Happen. 

With great exactness and observance of fbnp. 
i Scounurels. 
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Q. Mar» My lord of Suffolk, say, is this the guise, 
Ik this the fashion in the court of England ? 

Is this the government of Britain’s isle. 

And tills the royalty of Albion’s king? 

What, shall king Henry be a pupil still, 

Under the surly Gloster’s governance ? 

Am I a queen in title and in style. 

And must be made a subject to a duke ? 

I tell thee, Poole, when in the city Tours 
Thou ran’st a tilt in honour of my love, 

And stol’st away the ladies’ hearts of France ; 

1 thought king Henry liad resembled thee, 

In courage, courtship, and proportion ; 

But all his mind is bent to holiness, 

To number Ave-^Marks on his beads ; 

Ilis champions are — the prophets and apostles . 
His weapons, holy saws * of sacred writ ; 

Ilis study is his tilt-yard, and his loves 
Are brazen images of canonized saints. 

I would, the college of cardinals 

Would choose him pope, and carry him to Rome, 

And set llie triple crown upon his head ; 

Tliat were a state fit for his holiness. 

Svf. Madam, be patient : as T was cause 
Your highness came to England, so will I 
In England work your grace’s full content. 

Q* Mar. Beside the haught protector, have we 
Beaufort, 

The imperious churchman ; Somerset, Buckingham, 
And grumbling York ; and not the least of these, 
But can do more in England than the king. 

St/f. And he of these that can do most of all, 
Cannot do more in England than the Nevils : 
S(ilisbury, and Warwick, are no simple peers. 

Q. Mar. Not all those lords do vex me half so much, 
As that proud dame, the lord protector’s wife. 

She sweeps it through the court with troops of ladies. 
More like an empress than duke Humphrey’s wife ; 
Strangers in court do take her for the queen : 

She bears a duke’s revenues on ber back. 

And in her heart she scorns her poverty : 

Shall I not live to be aveng’d on her? 

She vaunted ’mongst her |ninions t’other day, 

The very train of her worst wearing-gown 
Was better worth than all my father’s lands, 

Till Sufifblk gave two dukedoms for his daughter. 

Svf. Madam, myself have lim’d a bush for her ; 
And plac’d a quire of such enticing birds, 

That she will light to listen to the lays, 

And never mount to trouble you again. 

So, let her rest : and, madam, list to me ; 

For I am bold to counsel you in this. 

Although we fancy not the cardinal. 

Yet must we join witli him, and witli the lords, 

Till we have brought duke Humphrey in disgrace. 
As for the duke of York, — this late compldnt 3 
Will make but little for his benefit : 

So, one by one, we’ll weed them all at last, 

And you yourself shall steer the happy helm. 

Enter Kino Henry, York, and Somerset, 
verdngwUh him; Duke and Duchess or Glosteii, 
Cardinal Beaufort, Buckinghaai, Salisbury, 
md Warwick. 

JT. Hen* For my part, noble lords, I care not which i 
Or Somerset, or York, all’s one to me. 

York, If York have ill demean’d himself in France, 
Then let him be decay’d ^ the regentship. 

» i7e. ti?Ke complaint of Peter, the armourer’s man, against 
hU master. * Denied. 


Sam. If Somerset be unworthy of the place. 

Let York be regent, I will yield to him. 

lYar. Whether your grace l)e worthy, yea, or no, 
Dispute not that : York is the worthier. 

Car, Ambitious Warwick, let thy betters speak. 
IVar. The cardinal’s not my better in the field. 
Buck. All in this presence, arc thy betters, Warwick. 
War. Warwick may live to be the best of all. 

Sal. Feace, son ; and sliow some reason, 

Buckingham, 

Why Somerset should be preferr’d in this. 

Q. Mar. Because the king, forsooth, will have it so. 
Glo. Madam, the king is old enough himself 
To give his censure ^ ; these are no woman’s matters, 
Q.Mar. If he be old enough, what needs your grace 
To be protector of his excellence? 

Gh. Madam, 1 am protector of the realm ; 

And, at his pleasure, will resign my place. 

Svf. Resign it then, and leave thine insolence. 
Since thou wert king, (as who is king but thou ?) 
The commonwealth hath daily run to WTCck : 

’File dauphin liath prevail’d beyond the seas ; 

And all the peers and nobles of the realm 
Have Ikh'ii as bondmen to thy sovereignty. 

Car. The commons hast thou rack’d ; tlie clergy’s 
bags 

Arc lank and lean with tl»y extortions. 

Sam. Thy sumptuous buildings, and thy w ife’s 
attiie. 

Have cost a mass of public treasury. 

Buck. Thy cruelty in execution, 

Upon offenders, hath exceeded law, 

And left thee to the mercy of the law. 

Mar. Thy sale of offices, and towns in France,-— 
If they were knowm, as the suspect is great, — 
Would make tliee quickly hop without thy head. 

[ExU CitosTEK. Tuc. 0,1) EKN dvops licrfau. 
Give me my fan ; what, minion ! can you not ? 

[Gives the Du(’iiess a box m the ear, 
I cry you mercy, madam ; Was it you ? 

Duck. Was’t 1 ? yea, I it was, proud Frenchwoman ! 
K.Hen. Sweet aunt, l)e quiet; ’twasagainstherw'ill, 
Dvch. Against her will ! Good king, look to’t in 
time ; 

She’ll liamper thee, and dandle thee like a baby : 
But shall not strike dame Eleanor unreveng’d. 

[Exit Duchess. 

liuck. Lord Cardinal, I will follow Eleanor, 
And listen after Humphrey, how he proceeds : 
Slie’s tickled now j her fume can need no spurs, 
She’ll gallop fast enough to her destruction. 

[ExU Buckingham, 

Re-enter Gloster. 

Glo. Now, lords, my choler being over-blow'u, 
With walking once about tlie quadrangle, 

I come to talk of commonwealth affairs. 

As for your spiteful false objections, 

Prove them, and I lie open to the law : 

But Heaven in mercy so deal witli my soul, 

As I in duty love my king and country ! 

But, to the matter that we have in hand : — 

I say, my sovereign, York is meetest man 
To be your regent in the realm of France. 

Suf. Before we make election, give me leave 
To snow some reason, of no little force, 

That York is most unmeet of any man. 

York. I’ll tell thee, Suffblk, why I am unmeet. 
First, for I cannot flatter thee in pride : 

s Censute here means simple judgment or opinion. 
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Next, if I be appointed for the place. 

My lord of Somerset will keep me here, 

Without discharge, money, or furniture, 

Till France be won into the dauphin’s hands. 

Last time, I danc’d attendance on his will, 

Till Paris was besieg’d, famish’d, and lost. 

fFlar. That I can witness, and a fouler fact 
Did never traitor in the land commit. 

Su/l Peace, head>8trong Warwick ! 
ffar. Image of pride, why should I hold my 
peace? 


Boling. Master Hume, we are therefore pro- 
vided: will your ladyship behold and hear our 
exorcisms?® 

Hume, Ay ; What else ? fear you not her courage. 

Boling. 1 have heard her reported to bo a woman 
of an invincible spirit : But it shall be convenient, 
master Hume, that you be by her aloft, while we be 
busy below ; and so, I pray you, go, and leave us. 
[Exit Hume.] Mother Jourdain, be you prostrate, 
and grovel on the earth : —John Southwell, read 
you ; and let us to our work. 


Enter Servants of Suffolk, bringing in Horner 
ami Peter. 

Suf, Because here is a man accus’d of treason : 
Pray heaven the duke of York excuse himself ! 

York, Doth any one accuse York for a traitor? 

jT. Hen, What inean’st thou, Suffolk ? tell me ; 

What are these ? 

Snf, Please it your majesty, this is the man 
That doth accuse his master of high treason : 

His words were these ; — Uiat Richard, duke of York, 
Was rightful heir unto the English crown ; 

And that your majesty was an usurper. 

K, Hen, Say, man, were these thy words ? 

Hor, A n’t shall please your majesty, I never said 
nor thought any such matter : I am falsely accused 
by the villain. 

Bet, By these ten bones, my lords, [Holding up 
his hands, \ he did speak tliem to me in the garret 
one night, as we were scouring my lord of York’s 
armour. 

York, Base dunghill villain, and mechanical, 

I’ll have thy head for this thy traitor’s speech : — 

I do beseech your royal majesty, 

Let him have all the rigour of the law. 

Hor, Alas, my lord, hang me, if ever I spake the 
words. My accuser is my prentice : and when I 
did correct him for his fault the other day, he did 
vow upon his knees he would be even witli me : 
I have good witness of this ; therefore, 1 beseech 
your majesty, do not cast away an honest man for 
a villain’s accusation. 

K, Hen, Uncle, what shall we say to this in law ? 

Glo, Tliis doom, my lord, if 1 may judge ; — 
Let Somerset be regent o’er the Frencli, 

Because in York this breeds suspicion : 

And let these have a day appointed them 
For single combat in convenient place ; 

For he hath witness of his servant’s malice : 

This is the law, and this duke Humphrey’s doom. 

K* Hen, 'Tlien be it so. My lord of Somerset, 
We make your grace lord regent o’er the French. 

Som, I humbly thank your royal majesty. 

Hor, And 1 accept the combat willingly. 

Pet, Alas, my lord, I cannot fight ; for heaven’s 
sake, pity my case ! the spite of man prevaileth 
against me. 1 shall never be able to fight a blow i 
O my heart ! 

Glo, Sirrah, or you must fight, or else be bang’d. 

K, Hen, Away with tliem to prison, and the day 
Of combat shall be the last of the next month. — 
Come, Somerset, we’ll see thee sent away. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE IV. — The Duke of Gloster’^ Garden, 

Enter HAROZiiY Jouroaik, Hume, Southwell, 
and Bolihgbroke. 

Hume, Come, my masters; the duchess, 1 tell 
you, expects performance of your promises. 


Enter Duchess, above, 

Duch, Well said, my masters ; and welcome all. 
To this geer ? ; the sooner the better. 

Boling. Patience, good lady ; wizards know their 
times : 

Deep night, dark night, the silent of the night. 

The time of night, when Troy was set on fire ; 

Tlie time when screech-owls cry, and ban-dogs ^ 
howl, 

And spirits walk, and ghosts break up their graves, 
That time best fits the work we have in hand. 
Madam, sit you, and fear not ; whom we raise. 

We will make fast within a hallow’d verge. 

[Here ihep perform the ceremonies appertaining^ 
and make the circle f Bolingbroke, or South- 
well, reads, Conjuro te, &c. It thunders and 
lightens terribly ; then the Spirit rueth,] 

Sjdr. Adsura. 

M. Jourd. Asmath, answer that I shall ask ; 

For, till thou speak, thou shall not pass from hence. 
Spir. Ask what thou wilt : — lliat 1 had said and 
done ! 

Boling. First, of the king. What shall of him 
become 9 [Heading out of a paper. 

Spir. The duke yet lives that Henry shall depose ; 
But him outlive, and die a violent death, 

[As the Spirit speaks, South wf.ll utrites the 
answer, 

Boling. What fate awaits the duke (f Suffolk f 
Spir. By water shall lip die, and take his end. 
Boling. What shall befall the duke (f Somerset 9 
Spir, Let him shun castles ; 

S^er shall he be upon the sandy plains, 

Than where castles mounted stand. 

Have done ! for more I hardly can endure. 

Boling. False fiend, avoid ! 

[ Thunder and lightning. Spirit descends. 

Enter York and Buckingham, hastily, with their 
Guards, and others, 

York. Lay hands upon these traitors, and their 
trash. 

Beldame, I think, we watch’d you at an inch. — 
What, madam, are you there? the king and com- 
monweal 

Are deeply indebted for this piece of pains : 

My lord protector will, I doubt it not. 

See you well guerdon’d ^ for these good deserts. 

Duch, Not half so bad as thine to England’s king. 
Injurious duke ; that threat’st where is no cause. 
Buck, Trne, madam, none at all. What call you 
this ? [Showing her the papers. 

Away with them ; let them be clipp’d up close, 


^ By exorcise, Shakspeare invariably means to raise spirits, 
and not to lay them^ 


r Matter or businesa. 
» Rewarded. 


Watch-dogs. 
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And kept asunder : You, madain, shall with us : — » 
Stafford, take her to thee. — 

[Exit Duchess from above* 
We*U see your trinkets here all forth-coming ; 

All. — Away ! 

[Exeunt Guards, with Southwell, Bolinq- 

BUOXE, 

York, Lord Buckingham, metliinks, you watch’d 
her well ; 

A pretty plot, well cho.sen to build upon ! 

Now pray, my lord, let’s see the devil’s writ. 

What have we here ? [Reads, 

The duke yet lives, that Henry shall depose : 

But him outlive, and die a violent death. 

Why, this is just, 

Ah le, JEacida, Romanos vincere posse. 

Well, to the rest : 

Tell me, what fate awaits the duke of Suffolk ? 

By water shall he die, and take his end. — 

What shall betide the duke of Somerset ? 


m 

JLet him shun castles ; 

Safer shaU he be upon the sandy plains, 

Than where castles mounted stand* 

Come, come, my lords ; 

These oracles are hardily attain’d, 

And hardly understood. 

The king is now in progress towards Saint Alban’s, 
W’^ith him, the husband of this lovely lady : 

Thither go these news, as fast as horse can carry them } 
A sorry breakfast for my lord protector. 

Buck, Your grace shall give me leave, my lord of 
York, 

To be tlie post, in hope of his reward. 

York, At your pleasure, my good lord. — Who’s 
within there, ho ! 

Enter a Servant, 

Invite my lords of Salisbury, and Warwick, 

To sup with me to-morrow night. — Away ! 

[Exeunt, 


ACT 11. 


SCENE I. — Saint Alban’s. 

Elder King Henry, Queen Margaret, Gloster, 
Cardinal, and Suffolk, with Falconers hollaing, 
Q,,Mar, Believe me, lords, for flying at the brook •, 
I saw not better sport these seven years’ day ; 

Yet, by your leave, the wind was very high ; 

And, ten to one, old Joan had not gone out. 

K, Hen, But what a point,^my lord, your falcon 
made, 

And what a pitch she flew above the rest ! — 

To see how God in all his creatures works ! 

Yea, man and birds, are fain of climbing high. 

Suf, No marvel, an it like your majesty, 

My lord protector’s hawks do tower so w ell ; 

They know tlieir master loves to be aloft, 

And bears his thought! above his falcon’s pitch. 

Glo, My lord, ’tis but a base ignoble mind 
That mounts no higher tlian a bird can soar. 

Car, I tliought as much ; he’d be above the clouds. 
Glo. Ay, my lord cardinal ; How think youby that? 
Were it not good, your grace could fly to heaven? 
JT, Hen, The treasury of everlasting joy ! 

Car, Thy heaven is on earth ; thine eyes and thoughts 
Beat on a crown, the treasure of thy heart ; 
Pernicious protector, dangerous peer. 

That smooth’st it so with king and commonweal ! 
Glo, What, cardinal, is your priesthood grown 
peremptory ? 

TarUeene animis ccelestibus ira ? 

Churchmen so hot ? gooil uncle, hide such malice ; 
With such holiness can you do it ? 

Suf, No malice, sir ; no more than w^ell becomes 
So good a quarrel, and so bad a peer. 

Glo* As who, my lord ? 

Sif, Why, as you, my lord ; 

An’t like your lordly lord-protectorship. 

Why, Suffolk, England knows thine insolence. 
Q. Mar* And thy ambition, Gloster. 

K. Hen, I pr’ythee, peace, 

Good queen ; and whet not on these furious peers, 
For blessed are the peacemakers on earth. 

1 The fiikoner’i term for hawking at water-fowL 

* Fond. 


Car, Let me blessed for tlie peace I make, 
Against this proud protector with my sword ! 

Glo* ’Faith, holy uncle, ’would ’twere come to 
that ! [Aside to the Cardinal. 

Car, Marry, when thou dar’st. [Aside, 

Glo, Make up no factious numbers for tlie matter, 
In thine own person answer thy abuse. [Aside, 
Car, Ay, where thou dar’st not peep : an if thou 
dar’st, 

This evening on the east side of the grove. [Aside, 
K, Hen, How now, my lords ? 

Car. Believe me, cousin Gloster, 

Had not your man put up the fowl so suddenly, 
We had had more sport — Come w'itli thy iwo-liand 
sword. [Aside to Gloster. 

Glo. True, uncle. 

Car. A re you advis’d? — the east side of the grove? 
Glo, Cardinal, I am with you. [Aside. 

K. Hen, Why, how now, uncle Gloster ? 

Glo, Talking of hawking ; nothing else, niy lord. — 
K, Hen, The winds grow higli ; so do your sto- 
machs, lords. 

How irksome is this musick to my heart ! 

When such strings jar, what hope of harmony ? 

1 pray, my lords, let me compound tliis strife. 

Enter an Inhabitant rf Saint Alban’«, crying, 

A Miracle ! 

Glo. What means this noise ? 

Fellow, what miracle dost thou proclaim ? 

Inhab, A miracle ! a miracle ! 

Suf, Come to the king, and tell him what miracle. 
Inhab, Forsooth, a blind man at Saint Alban’s 
shrine. 

Within this half hour, hatli receiv’d his sight ; 

A man, that ne’er saw in his life before. 

K, Hen, Now, God be prais’d ! that to believing 
souls 

Gives light in darkness, comfort in despair ! 

Enter the Mayor of Saint Alban’s, and his Brethren ; 
and SXM.PCOX, borne between two Persons in a 
Chair ji his Wife, and a great Multitude following. 
Car, ’Here come the townsmen on procession^ 
To present your highness with the man. 

I i 3 
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K. Hm. Great is his comfort in this earthly vale, 
Although by his sight his sin be multiplied. 

Glo* Stand by, my masters, bring him near the king. 
His highness’ pleasure is to talk with him. 

K, Hen» Good fellow, tell us here the circumstance, 
That we for thee may glorify the Lord. 

What, hast thou been long blind, and now restor’d ? 
Simp, Born blind, an’t please your grace. 
wye. Ay, indeed was he. 

Suf, What woman is this? 

Wife. His wife, an’t like your worship, 

Glo, Hadst thou been his mother, thou couldst 
have better told, 

K, Hen, Where wort thou born ? 

Simp. At Berwick in tlie north, an’t like your grace. 
K, Hen. Poor soul ! God’s goodness hath been 
great to thee : 

Let never day nor night unhallow’d pass, 

But still remember wliat the Lord hath done. 

Q. Mar, Tell me, good fellow, cam’st thou here 
by chance. 

Or of devotion, to this holy shrine ? 

Simjh God knows, of pure devotion ; being call’d 
A hundred times, and ol't’ner, in my sleep 
By good saint Alban ; who said, — Simpcox come ; 
Comey offer at mif shrincy and I will help thee. 

Wife. Most true, forsooth ; and many time and oft 
Myself have heard a voice to call him so. 

Car, What, art thou lame ? 

Simp. Ay, God Almighty help me ! 

Suf. How cam’st tliou so ? 

Simp, A fall off a tree. 

Wife. A plum-tree, master. 

Glo, How long hast thou been blind ? 

Simp, Oy born so, master. 

Glo* What, and wouldst climb a tree ? 

Simp, But that in all my life, when I was a youtli. 
Wfe. Too true ; and bought his climbing very dear. 
Glo, ’Mass, tliou lov’dst plums well, that wouldst 
venture so. 

Simp. Alas, good master, my w ife desir’d some 
damsons, 

And made me climb, wdth danger of my life. 

Glo. A subtle knave ! but yet it shall not serve. — 
Let me see thine eyes ; — wink now ; — now open 
them ; — 

In my opinion yet thou seest not well. 

Simj). Yes, master, clear as day ; I thank God, 
and saint Alban. 

Glo. Say’st thou me so ? What colour is this cloak 
of? 

Simp, Red, master ; red as blood. 

Glo. Why, that’s well said : What colour is my 
gown of? 

Simp. Black, forsooth ; coal -black, as jet. 

IT. Hen. Why then, thou know’st what colour jet 
is of? 

Suf, And yet, I think, jet did he never see. 

Glo, But cloaks, and gowns, before this day, a many. 
Wfe, Never, before this day, in all his life. 

Glo. Tell me, sirrah, what’s my name ? 

Simp. Alas, master, I know not. 

Glo. What’s his name ? 

Simp, 1 know not. 

Gh. Nor his ? 

Simp, No, indeed, master, 

Glo, What’s thine own name ? 

Simp. Saunder Simpcox, anif itplcascyou,master. 
Glo. Then, Saunder, sit thou there, the lyingest 
knave 


PART OF 

In Christendom. If thou hadst been born blind, 
Thou mightst as well have known our names, as thus 
To name the several colours we do wear. 

Sight may distinguish of colours ; but suddenly 
To nominate them all *s impossible. — 

My lords, saint Alban here liath done a miracle ; 
And would yc not tliink that cunning to be great 
That could restore this cripple to his legs ? 

Simp, O, master, that you could ! 

Glo. My masters of Saint Alban’s, have you not 
beadles in your town, and things called whips ? 

Map. Yes, my lord, if it please your grace. 

Glo. 'riicn send for one presently. 

Map. Sirrah, go fetch the beadle hither straight. 

[Exit an Attendant. 
Glo. Now fetch me a stool hitiier by-and-by. [A 
stool brought out. J Now, sirrah, if you mean to save 
yourself from whipping, leap me over this stool, and 
run away. 

^mp. Alas, master, I am not able to stand alone : 
You go about to torture me in vain. 

Rv‘~enter Atlendanty with the Beadle. 

Glo. Well, sir, we must have you lind your legs. 
Sirrah beadle, whip him till he leap over tliat same 
stool. 

Read. 1 will, my lord. — Come on, sirrah ; off 
with your doublet quickly. 

Simp. Alas, master, what sliall I do ? I am not 
able to stand. 

[After the Beadle hath hit him owee, he leaps 
over the stooly and runs axvap ; and the 
People folluwy and crp, A Miracle ! 

IT. Hen. O God, seest thou this, and bear’st so long? 
Q. Mar. It made me laugJi to see the villain run. 
Glo. Follow the knave ; and take this drab away. 
Wfe. Alas, sir, we did it for pure need. 

Glo. Let them be whipped through every market 
town, till they come to Berwick, whence they came. 

[Exeunt Mayor, Beadle, Wife, ^c. 
Car. Duke Humphrey has done a miracle to-day. 
Suf. True ; made the lame to leap, and fly away. 
Glo. But you have done more miracles than I ; 
You made, in a day, my lord, whole towns to fly. 
Enter Buckingham. 

K. Hen. What tidings with our cousin Bucking- 
ham ? 

Buck, Such as my heart dotli tremble to unfold. 
A sorts of naughty persons, vilely bent, — 

Under the countenance and confederacy 
Of lady Eleanor, tlie protector’s wife. 

The ring-leader and head of all this rout, •— 

Have practis’d dangerously against your state. 
Dealing with witches; and with comurers: 

Whom we have apprehended in the met ; 

Raising up wicked spirits from under ground. 
Demanding of king Henry’s life and death, 

And other of your highness’ privy council, 

As more at large your grace shall understand. 

Car. And so, my lord protector, by tliis means 
Your lady is forthcoming yet at London. 

This news, I think, hath turn’d your weapon’s edge j 
’Tis like, my lord, you will not keep your hour. 

[Aside to Glostkh. 
Glo, Ambitious churchman, leave to afflict my 
heart! 

Sorrow and grief have vanquish’d all ray powers : 
And, vanquish’d as I am, 1 yield to thee, 

Or to the meanest groom. 

A company, 
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JT. Hen* Alas, what mischiefs work the wicked 
ones ; 

Heaping confusion on their own heads thereby ! 

Qt Mar, Gloster, see here the taintureof thy nest ; 
And, look, thyself be faultless, thou wert best. 

(jrlo* Madam, for myself, to heaven I do appeal. 
How I have lov’d my king, and commonweal. 

And, for my wife, I know not how it stands ; 

Sorry I am to hear what I have heard : 

Noble she is ; but if she have forgot 
Honour, and virtue, and convers’d with such 
As, like to pitch, defile nobility, 

I banish her my bed and company ; 

And give her, as a prey, to law, and shame, 

That hath dishonour’d Gloster's honest name. 

K* Hen* Well, for this night, we will repose us here: 
To-morrow, toward London, back again, 

To look into this business thoroughly, 

And call these foul offenders to their answers ; 

And poise ^ the cause in justice* equal scales, ^ 
Whose beam stands sure, whose rightful cause pre- 
• vails. [^Flourish. Exeunt. 

SCENE II. — London. The Duke of York ’5 
Garden. 

Enter York, Salisbury, and Warwick. 

York. Now, my good lords of Salisbury and 
Warwick, 

Our simple supper ended, give me leave. 

In this close walk, to satisfy myself, 

In craving your opinion of my title, 

Which is infallible to England’s crown. 

Sal. My lord, I long to hear it at full. 

JYar. Sweet York, begin ; and if thy claim be good. 
The Nevils are thy subjects to command. 

York. Then thus : — 

Edward the Third, my lords, had seven sons : 

The first, Edward the Black Prince, prince of Wales; 
The second, William of Hatfield ; and the third, 
Lionel, duke of Clarence ; next to whom. 

Was John of Gaunt, the duke of Lancaster : 

The fifth, was Edmund Langley, duke of York ; 
The sixth, was Thomas of Woodstock, duke of 
Gloster ; 

William of Windsor was the seventh, and last. 
Edward, the Black Prince, ilied before his father ; 
And left behind him Richard, his only son, 

Who, after Edward the Third’s death, reign’d as king; 
Till Henry Bolingbroke, duke of Limcaster, 

The eldest son and heir of John of Gaunt, 

Crown’d by the name of Henry the Fourth, 

Seiz’d on the realm ; depos’d the rightful king ; 
Sent his poor queen to France, from whence she came. 
And him to Pomfret ; where, as all you know. 
Harmless Richard was murder’d traitorously. 

War* Father, the duke hath told the truth ; 

Thus got the house of Lancaster the crown. 

York* Which now they hold by force, and not by 
right ; 

For Richard, the first son’s heir being dead. 

The issue of the next son should have reign’d. 

Sal. But William of Hatfielddied without an heir. 
York* The third son, duke of Clarence, (from 
whose line 

I claim tlie crown,) had issue — Philippe, a daughter. 
Who married Edmund Mortimer, carl of March : 
Edmund had issue*— Roger, earl of March : I 

Roger had issue — Edmund, Anne, and Eleanor. | 

< Weigh. 


Sal. This Edmund, in the reign of Bolingbroke 
As I have read, laid claim unto the crown ; 

And, but for Owen Glendower, had been king, 
Who kept him in captivity till he died. 

But, to tlie rest. 

York. His eldest sister, Anne, 

My mother, being heir unto the crown. 

Married Richard, earl of Cambridge ; who was son 
To Edmund Langley, Edw ard the lliird’s fifth son. 
By her I claim the kingdom : she was heir 
To Roger, earl of March ; who was the son 
Of Edmund Mortimer ; who married Philippe, 
Sole daughter unto Lionel, duke of Clarence: 

So, if the issue of the elder son 
Succeed before the younger, 1 am king. 

War. What plain j^roceedings arc more plain 
than this ? 

Henry doth claim the crown from John of Gaunt, 
The fourth son ; York claims it from the third. 

Till Lionel’s issue fails, his should not reign : 

It fails not yet ; but flourishes in thee. 

And in thy sons, fair slips of such a stock. — 

Then, father Salisbury, kneel we both together ; 
And, in this private plot be w'e the first, 

That shall salute our rightful sovereign 
With honour of his birthright to the crown. 

Both. Long live our sovereign Richard, Eng-* 
land’s king ! 

York. We thank you, lords. But I am not your 
king 

Till I be crown’d : and that my sw'ord be stain’d 
With heart-blood of the house of Lancaster, 

And that’s not suddenly to be perfonn’d; 

But wdth advice, and silent secrecy. 

Do you, as I do, in these dangerous days. 

Wink at the duke of Suffolk’s insolence, 

At Beaufort’s pride, at Somerset’s ambition, 

At Buckingham, and all the crew of them. 

Till they have snar’d the shepherd of the flock, 

That virtuous prince, the good duke Humphrey ; 
’Tis that they seek ; and they, in seeking that, 

Shall find their deaths, if York can prophesy. 

Sal. My lord, break we off ; wc know your mind 
at full. 

War. My heart assures me, that the earl of War- 
wick 

Shall one day make the duke of York a king. 

York* And, Nevil, this I do assure myself, — 
Richard shall live to make the earl of Warwick 
The greatest man in England, but tlie king. 

[ExeutU. 

SCENE HI. — .d Hall if Justice. 

Trumpets sounded. Enter King Henry, Queen 
Margaret, Gloster, York, Suffolk, and 
Salisbury; the Duchess of Gloster, Margery 
J ouRDAiN, Southwell, Hume, and Boling- 
broke, U7ider guard, 

K. Hen. Stand forth, dame Eleanor Cobham, 
Gloster’s wife ; 

In sight of God, and us your guilt is great ; 
Receive the sentence of the law for sin, — 

You four, from hence to prison back again ; 

[To JoURDAIN, ^c* 

From tliencc unto the place of execution ; 

The witch in Smithfield shall be bum’d to ashes. 
And you three shall be strangled on the gallows. 
You, madam, for you are more nobly born, 
Despoiled of your honour in your life, 

^ Scqucatcrcd apoL 

I i 4 
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Shall, after three days' open penance done, 

Live in your country here, in banishment, 

With sir John Stanley, in the Isle of Man. 

Duclu Welcome is banishment, welcome were my 
death. 

Gh* Eleanor, the law, thou scest, hatli judged thee ; 

1 cannot justify whom the law condemns. — 

[JSreufit ike Duchess, a?id the ether Frisonerst 
guarded* 

Mine eyes are full of tears, my heart of grief. 

Ah, Humphrey, this dishonour in thine age 
Will bring thy head with sorrow to the ground ! 

I beseech your majesty, give me leave to go ; 

Sorrow would ^ solace, and mine age would ease. 

JT. Hen* Stay, Humphrey duke of Gloster : ere 
thou go, 

Give up thy staff; Henry will to himself 
Protector be ; and God shall be my hope. 

My stay, my guide, and lantern to my feet ; 

And go in peace, Humphrey ; no less belov'd, 

Thau when thou wert jirotector to thy king. 

Q. Mar. I see no reason why a king of years 
Should be to be protected like a child. — 

God and king Henry govern England's helm : 

Give up your stafl', sir, and the king his realm. 

G/o* My stafl*? — here, noble Henry, is my staff'; 
As willingly do I the same resign, 

As e'er thy father Henry made it mine ; 

And even as willingly at thy feet I leave it, 

As others would ambitiously receive it. 

Farew’ell, good king ; When I am dead and gone, 
May honourable peace attend thy throne ! [FxU* 
Q. Mar* Why, now is Henry king, and Margaret 
queen ; 

And Humphrey, duke of Gloster, scarce himself, 
That bears so shrewd a main ; two pulls at once, — 
His lady banish'd, and a limb lopp'd ofl* ; 

This staff of honour raught ? : — There let it stand. 
Where it best fits to be, in Ifenry’s hand. 

Si^* Thus droops tlus lofty pine, and hangs his 
sprays ; 

Thus Eleanor’s pride dies in her yoimgest days. 

ybrh. Lords, let him go. — Please it your majesty, 
This is the day appointed for the combat ; 

And ready are the appellant and defendant. 

The armourer and his man, to enter the lists, 

So please your highness to behold the fight. 

Q. Mar* Ay, good my lord ; for purposely therefore 
Left 1 the court, to see this quarrel tried. 

IT* Hen. Then let us see the lists and all tilings fit ; 
Here let them end it, God defend the right ! 

Vork. I never saw a fellow worse bested % 

Or more afraid to fight, tlian is the appellant, 

The servant of this armourer, my lords. 

Entery on one side, Horner, and his Neighbours, 
drinking to him so muck that he is drunk; and he 
BTiters bearing his staff with a sand-bag J^astened to 
it : a drum before him : at the other suU, Peter, 
with a drum and a similar slcff ; accompanied btf 
Prentices drinking to him, 

1 Neigh* Here, neighbour Horner, I drink to 
you in a cup of sack ; And fear not, neighbour, you 
shall do well enough. 

^ N^h* And here, neighliour, here's a cup of 
chameco. ^ 

3 Neigh* And bere*s a pot of good double beer, 
neighbour *. drink, and fear not your man. 

« Wifhes for. ? Reached. 

^ In a worse plight. ^ A sort of sweet wine. 


Ifor* Let it come, i'faith, and 1*11 pledge you 
all ; And a fig for Peter ! 

1 Pren. Here, Peter, I drink to tliee; and be 

not afraid. • 

2 Pren* Be merry, Peter, and fear not thy mas- 
ter ; fight for credit of the prentices. 

Peter* I thank you all ; drink, and pray for me, 
1 pray you; for, 1 think, 1 have taken my last 
draught in this world. — Here, liobin, an if I die, 
I give thee my apron ; and,’ Will, thou slmlt have 
my hammer : — and here, Tom, take all the money 
that I have. O Lord, bless me ; I am never able 
to deal w'ith my master, he hath learnt so much 
fence already. 

Sal* Come, leave your drinking, and fall to blows. 
— Sirrah, what’s thy name ? 

Peter. Peter, forsooth, 

Sal. Peter ! what more ? 

Peter. Thump. 

Sal. Thump! llien see thou thump Uiy master 
wUh 

Hor. Masters, I am come hither, as it we#(, upon 
my man’s instigation, to prove him a knave, and 
myself an honest man : and toucliing the duke of 
York, — will take my death, I never meant him any 
ill, nor tlic king, nor the queen; And, therefore, 
Peter, have at thee with a downright blow, as Bevis 
of Southampton fell upon Ascapart. 

York. Despatch : — this knave's tongue begins 
to double. 

Sound trumpets, alarum to the combatants. 

[Alarum. They Jighty and Peter strikes 
down his Master. 

Hot. Hold, Peter, hold! I confess, I confess 
treason. [Dies* 

York. Take away his weapon : — Fellow, thank 
the good wine in thy master’s way, 

Peter, O Heaven! have I overcome mine ene- 
mies in this presence ? O Peter, tlioii hast prevailed 
in right ! 

K. Hen. G o, take hence that traitor from our sight ; 
For, by his death, we do perceive his guilt ; 

And heaven injustice, hath reveal’d to us 
The truth and innocence of this poor fellow. 

Which he had thought to have murder’d wrong- 
fully. — . 

Come, fellow, follow us for thy reward. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. — ^ Street. 

Enter Gloster and Servants, in mourning Cloaks. 
Glo. Thus, sometimes, hath the brightest day a 
cloud ; 

And, after summer, ever more succeeds 
Barren winter, with his wrathful nipping cold ; 

So cares and joys abound as seasons fleet. 

Sirs, what’s o’clock ? 

Serv. Ten, my lord. 

Glo. Ten is the hour that was appointed me, 

To watch the coming of my punish’d duchess : 
Uneath * may she endure the flinty streets, 

To tread them with her tender-feeling feet. 

Sweet Nell, ill can thy noble mind abrooli 
Tlie abject people, gating on thy face. 

With envious looks, still laughing at thy shame ; 
Tliat erst did follow thy proud chariot wheels, 
When thou didst ride in triumph through the streets 
But, soft ! 1 think, she comes ; and I’ll prepare 
My tcar-slain’d eyes to sec her miseries. 

‘ Npt easily. 
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Enter the Duchess of Gloster» in a white sheets 
wUh papers pinned upon her backf her feet 6arc, 
and a taper burning in her hand; Sir John 
Stanley, a Sheriff, and Officers. 

Serv* So please your grace, we*ll take her from 
the sheriff. 

Gto. No, stir not, for your lives ; let her pass by. 
Duck. Come you, my lord, to see my open shamo? 
Now thou dost penance too. Look, how they gaze ! 
See, how the giddy multitude do point. 

And nod their hearts, and throw their eyes on thee ! 
Ah, Gloster, hide thee from their hateful looks ; 
And, in thy closet pent up, rue my shame, 

And ban ^ thine enemies, both mine and thine. 

Glo, Be patient, gentle Nell ; forget this grief. 
Duch, Ah, Gloster, teach me to forget myself; 
For, whilst I think I am thy married wife. 

And thou a prince, protector of this land, 

Methinks, I should not thus be led along. 

Mail’d up in shame, with papers on ray back j 
And follow’d with a rabble, that rejoice 
To see my tears, and here niy deep-fet ^ groans. 
The ruthless flint doth cut my tender feet : 

And, when I start, the envious people laugh. 

And bid me be advised how T tread. 

Ah, Humphrey, can I bear this shameful yoke? 
Trow’st tliou, that e’er I’ll look upon the world ; 
Or count them happy, that enjoy the sun ? 

No ; dark shall be my light, and night ray day ; 

To think upon my pomp, shall be ray hell. 
Sometime I’ll say, I am duke Humphrey’s wife ; 
And he a prince, and ruler of the land ; 

Yet so he rul’d, and such a prince he was, 

As he stood by, whilst I, his forlorn duchess, 

Was made a wonder, and a pointing-stock. 

To every idle rascal follower. 

But be thou mild, and blush not at my shame ; 

Nor stir at nothing, till tlie axe of death 
Hang over thee, as, sure, it shortly will. 

For {Suffolk, — he that can do all in all 
With her, tliat hateth thee, and hates us all, — 

And York, and impious Beaufort, that false priest, 
Have all lim’d bushes to betray thy wings, 

And, fly thou how thou canst, they’ll tangle thee: 
But fear not tliou, until thy foot be snar’d, 

Nor ever seek prevention of thy foes. 

Glo* Ah, Nell, forbear ; thou aimest all awry ; 

I must offend, before I be attainted : 

And had I twenty times so many foes, 

And each of them had twenty times their power, 
All these could not procure me any scathe 
So long as I am loyal, true, and crimeless. 

Wouldst have me rescue thee from this reproach ? 
Why, yet thy scandal were not wip'd away. 

But I in danger for the breach of law. 

Thy greatest help is quiet, gentle Nell : 

3 Curse. 3 Deep-fetched. * Harm, mischief. 


I pray thee, sort thy heart to patience ! 

These few ^ys’ wonder will be quickly worn. 

Enter a Herald. 

Her* I summon your grace to his majesty’s 
parliament, holden at Bury the first of this next 
month. 

Glo* And ray consent ne’er ask’d herein before ! 
This is close dealing. — Well, I will be there. 

[Exit Herald. 

My Nell, I take my leave : — and, master sheriff. 
Let not her penance exceed the king’s commission, 
Sher* An’t please your grace, here my commis- 
sion stays : 

And sir John Stanley is appointed now, 

To take her with him to the Isle of Man. 

Glo* Must you, sir John, protect my lady here ? 
Stan* So am I given in charge, may’t please your 
grace. 

Gfo* Entreat her not the worse, in that I pray 
You use her well : the world may laugh again ; 
And I may live to do you kindness, if 
You do it her. And so, sir John, farewell. 

JDuch* What, gone, my lord ; and bid me not 
farewell ? 

G/o. Witness my tears, I cannot stay to speak. 

[Exeunt Gloster and Servants. 
Duck* Art thou gone too ? All comfort go with 
thee ! 

For none abides with me ; my joy is death ; 

Death, at whose name 1 oft have been afear’d, 
Because I wish’d this world’s eternity. — 

Stanley, I pr’ythee, go, and take me hence ; 

I care not whither, for I beg no favour. 

Only convey me where thou art commanded. 

Stan* Why, madam, that is to the Isle of Man ; 
Tliere to be used according to your state. 

I)vch* That’s bad enough, for I am but reproach ; 
And shall I then be used reproachfully ? 

Stan* Like to a duchess, and duke Humphrey’s 
lady, 

According to that state you shall be used. 

Dxich* Sheriff’, farewell, and bettor than I fare ; 
Although tliou hast been conduct ^ of my shame ! 
Sher It is my office, madam, pardon me. 

Duch. Ay, ay, farewell, thy office is discharg’d. — 
Come, Stanley, shall w'e go ? 

Stan* Madam, your penance done, throw off this 
sheet. 

And go W'e to attire you for our journey. 

Duch* My shame will not be shifted with my 
sheet : 

No, it will hang upon my richest robes, 

And show itself, attire me how I can. 

Go, lead the way ; 1 long to see my prison. 

[ExeunU 

^ Conductor. 
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SCENE I The Jbbey at Bury. 

Enter to the Parliament, Kitxg Henry, Queen Mar- 
garet, Cardinal Beaufort, Suffolk, York, 
Buckingham, and others^ 

K» Hen* I muse my lord of Gloster is not come : 
’Tis not bis wont to be the hindmost man, 

Whate’er occasion keeps him from us now. 

Q. Mar* Can you not see ? or will you not ob- 
serve 

The strangeness of his alterVl countenance ? 

With what a majesty he bears himself ; 

How insolent of late he is become, 

How proud, peremptory, and unlike himself? 

We know the time since he was mild and affable ; 
And, if we did but glance a far-off look. 
Immediately he was upon his knee, 

That all Uie court admir’d him for submission ; 

But meet him now, and, be it in the morn, 

When every one will give the time of day. 

He knits his brow, and shows an angry eye, 

And passeth by with stiff unbowed knee, 
Disdaining duty that to us belongs. 

Small curs are not regarded, when they grin ; 

But great men tremble when the lion roars ; 

And Humphrey is no little man in England. 

- First, note, tliat he is near you in descent ; 

And should you fall, he is the next will mount. 

Me seemeth, then, it is no policy,— 

Respecting what a rancorous mind he bears, 

And his advantage following your decease, — 

That he should come about your royal person, 

Or be admitted to your highness’ council. 

By flattery hath he won the commons’ heart ; 

And, when he please to make commotion, 

*Tis to be fear’d, they all will follow him. 

Now ’tis the spring, and weeds arc shallow-rooted ; 
Suffer them now, and they’ll o’ergrow the garden, 
And choke the herbs for want of husbandry. 

The reverent care, I bear unto my lord. 

Made me collect 7 these dangers in the duke. 

If it be fond 8, call it a woman’s fear ; 

Which fear, if better reasons can supplant, 

I will subscribe and say, — I wrong’d the duke. 
My lord of Suffolk,— Buckingham, — and York,^ — 
Reprove my allegation, if you can ; 

Or else conclude my words effectual. 

Syf, Well hath your highness seen into tliis duke j 
And, had I first been put to speak my mind, 

I think, I should have told your grace’s tale. 

The duchess, by his subornation, 

Upon my life, began her devilish practices : 

Or if he were not privy to those faults, 

Yet by reputing of his high descent % 

(As next the king, he was successive heir,) 

And such high vaunts of his nobility, 

Did instigate the bedlam Imiin-sick duchess. 

By wickS means to frame our sovereign’s fall. 
Smooth runs the water where the brook is deep ; 
And in his simple show he harlmurs treason. 

The fox barks not, when he would steal the lamb. 
No, no, my sovereign ; Gloster is a man 
Unsounded yet, and full of deep deceit. 

** Wonder. 7 g OUcryt*. « FooUeh. 

^ Lc. Valuing himself on his high descent 


Car* Did he not, contrary to form of law, 

Devise strange deaths for small offences done ? 

York. And did he not, in his protectorship, 

Levy great sums of money through the realm, 

For soldiers’ pay in France, and never sent it ? 

By means whereof, the towns each day revolted. 
Puck* Tut ! these arc petty faults to faults un- 
known. 

Which time will bring to light in smooth duke 
Humphrey. 

A”. Hen* My lords, at once : Die care you have 
of us, 

To mow down thorns that would annoy our foot, 

Is w'orthy praise ; But shall I speak my conscience ? 
Our kinsman Gloster is as innocent 
From meaning treason to our royal person. 

As is the sucking lamb, or harmless dove : 

The duke is virtuous, mild; and too well given. 

To dream on evil, or to work my downfall. 

Q. Mar* Ah, what’s more dangerous tlian this fond 
affiance ! 

Seems he a dove ? his feathers are but borrow’d, 

For he’s disposed as the hateful raven. 

Is he a lamb ? his skin is surely lent him, 

For he’s inclin’d as arc the ravenous wolves. 

Who cannot steal a shape, that means deceit? 

Take heed, my lord ; the welfare of us all 
Hangs on the cutting short that fraudful man. 

Enter Somerset. 

So7n. All health unto my gracious sovereign ! 

K* Hen* Welcome, lord Somerset. What news 
from France? 

Som* That all your interest in those territories 
Is utterly bereft you ; all is lost. 

A”. Hen. Cold news, lord Somerset : But God’s 
will be done ! 

York. Cold news for me; for I had hope of 
France, 

As firmly as I hope for fertile England. 

Thus are my blossoms blasted in the bud, 

And caterpillars eat my leaves away ; 

But I will remedy this gear • ere long. 

Or sell my title for a glorious grave. [Jside* 

Enter Gloster. 

Glo* All happiness unto my lord Uie king ! 
Pardon, my liege, that I have staid so long. 

Suf. Nay, Gloster, know, that tliou art come too 
soon, 

Unless thou wert more loyal than thou art ; 

I do arrest thee of high treason here. 

Gh* Well, Suffolk, yet thou shalt not see me 
blush, 

Nor change my countenance for this arrest ; 

A heart unspotted is not easily daunted. 

The purest spring is not so free from mud, 

As I am clear from treason to my sovereign : 

Who can accuse me ? wherein am I guilty ? 

York. ’Tis thought, my lord, tliat you took bribes 
of France, 

And, being protector, stayed the soldiers’ pay : 

By means whereof, Ids highness hath lost France. 
Glo* Is it but thought so? What are they that 
think it? 

I Gear was a general word for things or matters. 
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1 never robb'd the soldiers of their pay, 

Nor ever had one penny bribe from France. 

So help me God, as I liave watch’d the night, — 
Ay, night by night, — in studying good for England ! 
That doit that e’er I wrested from the king. 

Or any groat I hoarded to my use, 

Be brought against me at my trial day ! 

No ! many a pound of mine own proper store. 
Because I would not tax the needy comicons. 

Have I disbursed to the garrisons. 

And never ask’d for restitution. 

Car. It serves you well, my lord, to say so much. 
Glo. I say no more than truth, so help me God ! 
York. In your protectorship, you did devise 
Strange tortures for offenders, never heard of. 

That England was defam’d by tyranny. 

Glo, Why, ’tis well known, that whiles 1 was pro- 
tector. 

Pity was all the fault that was in me ; 

For I should melt at an offender’s tears. 

And lowly words were ransome for their fault. 
Unless it were a bloody murderer, 

Or foul felonious thief that fleec’d poor passengers, 

I never gave them condign punishment ; 

Murder, indeed, that bloody sin, I tortur’d 
Above the felon, or what trespass else. 

Suf. My lord, these faults are easy quickly an- 
swer’d ; 

But mightier crimes are laid unto your charge, 
Whereof you cannot easily purge yourself. 

I do arrest you in his highness’ name ; 

And here commit you to my lord cardinal 
To keep, until your further time of trial. 

K. Hen. My lord of Gloster, ’tis my special hope, 
That you will clear yourself from all suspects ; 

My conscience tells mo, you are innocent. 

Glo. Ah, gracious lord, these days arc dangerous ! 
Virtue is chok’d with foul ambition. 

And charity chas’d hence by rancour’s hand ; 

Foul subornation is predominant, 

And equity exil’d your highness’ land. 

I know, their complot is to have my life ; 

And, if my death might make this island happy, 
And prove the period of their tyranny, 

I would expend it with all willingness ; 

But mine is made tlie prologue to their play : 

For thousands more, that yet suspect no peril. 

Will not conclude their plotted tragedy. 

Beaufort’s red sparkling eyes blab his heart’s malice. 
And Suffolk’s cloudy brow his stonny hate ; 

Sharp Buckingham unburdens with his tongue 
The envious load that lies upon his heart ; 

And dogged York, that reaches at the moon, 
Whose overweening arm I have pluck’d back, 

By false accuse dotli level at my life : — 

And you, my sovereign lady, with the rest. 
Causeless have, laid disgraces on my head ? 

And, with your best endeavour, have stirr’d up 
My liefest 3 liege to be mine enemy ; — 

Ay, all of you have laid your heads together. 
Myself had notice of your conventicles. 

1 shall not want false witness to condemn me, 

Nor store of treasons to augment my guilt ; 

The ancient proverb will be well affected, — 

A staff is quickly found to beat a dog. 

Car. My liege, his railing is intolerable : 

If tliosc tliat care to keep your royal person 
From treason’s secret knife, and traitors’ rage, 

Be thus upbraided, chid, and rated at, 

* Easily. ’ Pcarcot. 


And the offender granted scope of speech, 

’Twill make them cool in zeal unto your grace. 

Suf. Hath he not twit our sovereign lady here, 
With ignominious words, though clerkly couch’d, 
As if she had suborned some to swear 
False allegations to o’erthrow his state ? 

Q. Mar. But I can give the loser leave to chide. 
Glo. Far truer spoke, than meant : I lose, indeed 
Beshrew the winners, for they played me false ! 
And well such losers may have leave to speak. 
Buck. He’ll wrest the sense, and hold us here all 
day : — 

Lord cardinal, he is your prisoner. 

Car. Sirs, take away the duke, and guard him sure. 
Glo. Ah, thus king Henry throws away his crutch, 
Before his legs be firm to bear his body : 

Thus is the shepherd beaten from thy side. 

And wolves are gnarling who shall gnaw thee first. 
Ah, that my fear were false ! ah, tliat it were ! 

For, good king Henry, thy decay I fear. 

[^Exeunt AUendantSt with Gloster, 
K. Hen. My lords, what to your wisdoms seeinetli 
best, 

Do, or undo, as if ourself were here. 

Q. Mar. What, will your highness leave the par- 
liament ? 

K. Hen. Ay, Margaret ; my heart is drown’d with 
grief, 

Whose flood begins to flow within mine eyes ; 

My body round engirt with misery ; 

For 'what’s more miserable than discontent ? 

Ah, uncle Humphrey ! in thy face 1 see 
The map of honour, truth, and loyalty ; 

And yet, good Humphrey, is the hour to come. 
That e’er I prove thee false, or fear’d thy faith. 
What low’ring star now envies thy estate, 

That these great lords, and Margaret our queen. 

Do seek subversion of thy hamiless life ? 

Thou never didst them wrong, nor no man wrong i 
And as tlic butcher takes away the calf, 

And binds the wretch, and beats it when it strays. 
Bearing it to the bloody slaughter-house ; 

Even so remorseless, Iiave they borne him hence. 
And as the dam runs lowing up and down, 
Looking the way her harmless young one w'ent. 
And can do nought but wail her darling’s Joss ; 
Even so myself bewails good Gloster’s case, 

With sad unhelpful tears ; and with dimm’d eyes 
Look after him, and cannot do him good ; 

So mighty are his vowed enemies. 

His fortunes I will weep ; and, ’twixt each groan, 
Say, — Who's a traitor, Gloster he is none. [^Eait. 
Q. Mar. Free lords, cold snow melts with the sun’s 
hot beams. 

Henry my lord is cold in great affairs, 

Too full of foolish pity •, and Gloster’s show 
Beguiles him as the mournful crocodile 
With sorrow snares relenting passengers ; 

Or as the snake, roll’d in a flowering bank, 

With shining checker’d slough**, doth sting a child, 
That, for the beauty, tl^pks it excellent. 

Believe me, lords, were none more wise than I, 
(And yet, herein, I judge mine own wit good,) 
This Gloster should be quickly rid the world. 

To rid us from the fear we have of him. 

Car. That he should die, is worthy policy : 

But yet we want a colour for his death : 

’Tis meet he be condemn’d by course of law. 

Suf. But, in my mind, that were no policy ; 

Skin. 
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The king will labour still to save his life, 

The comnions haply rise to save his life j 
And yet we have but trivial argument, 

More than mistrust, that shows him worthy death. 
York» So that, by tliis, you would not have him die. 
Suf, Ah, York, no man alive so fain as I. 

Yorh *Tis York that hath more reason for his 
death. — 

But, my lord cardinal, and you, my lord of Suffolk, — 
Say as you tliink, and speak it from your souls, — 
Wer’t not all one, an empty eagle were set 
To guard the chicken from a hungry kite. 

As place duke Humphrey for the king’s protector ? 
Q-Mar* So the poor chicken should be sure of death. 
Si^. Madam, ’tis true : And wer’t not madness 
then. 

To make the fox surveyor of the fold ? 

Who being accus’d a crafty murderer, 

His guilt should be but idly posted over, 

Because his purpose is not executed. 

No ; let him die, in that he is a fox. 

By nature prov’d an enemy to the flock, 

Before his chaps be stiiin’d with crimson blood ; 

As Humphrey, prov’d by reasons, to my liege. 

And do not stand on quillets how to slay him : 

Be it by gins, by snares, by subtilfy, 

Sleeping or waking, ’tis no matter how', 

So he be dead ; for that is good deceit 
Which mates ^ him first, that first intends deceit. 

Q.Mar. Thrice-noble Suffolk, ’tis resolutely simke. 

. Svf* Not resolute, except so much were done j 
For things are often spoke, and seldom meant : 
But, that my heart accordeth with my tongue, — 
Seeing the deed is meritorious, 

And to preserve my sovereign from his foe, — 

Say but the word, and I will be bis priest. 

Car* But I would have him dead, my lord of Suf- 
folk, 

Ere you can take due orders for a priest : 

Say, you consent, and censure well the deed, 

And I’ll provide his executioner, 

I tender so the safety of my liege. 
jSi//*. Here is my hand, the deed is worthy doing. 
Q. Mar. And so say I. 

York. And I ; and now wc three have spoke it, 
It skills not greatly ^ who impugns our doom. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Great lords, from Ireland am I come amain, 
To signify — that rebels there are up, 

And put the Englishmen unto the sword : 

Send succours, lords, and stop the rage betime, 
Before the wound do grow incurable ; 

For, being green, there is great hope of help. 

Car, A breach, that craves a quick expedient? stop ! 
What counsel give you in this weighty cause ? 

York. That Somerset be sent as regent thither ; 
*Ti8 meet, that lucky ruler be employ’d ; 

Witness tlie fortune he hath had in France. 

Som. If York, with all his far.-fet ® policy, 

Had been the regent there instead of me, 

H© never would have staid%i France so long. 

Yorkf No, not to lose it all, as thou hast done ; 

I rather w^oixld have lost my life betimes, 

Than bring a burden of dishonour home, 

By staying there so long, till all were lost. 

Show me one scar character’d on thy skin : 

Men’s flesh preserv’d so whole, do seldom win. 

Matches. It is of no importance. 

? ExpeditiCUf. ** Far.fcU'hcti. 


Q. Mar. Nay then, this spark will prove a raging fire, 
If wind and fuel be brought to feed it with : — 

No more, good York sweet Somerset, be still ; — 
Thy fortune, York, hadst thou been regent there, 
Might happily have prov’d far worse than his. 

York, What w'orse than naught? nay, then a 
shame take all ! 

Som. And, in tlie number, thee, that wishest shame ! 
Car. My lord of York, try what your fortune is. 
The uncivil kernes 9 of Ireland are in arms. 

And temper clay with blood of Englishmen : 

To Ireland will you lead a band of men. 

Collected choicely, from each county some, 

And try your hap against the Irishmen ? 

York. I will, my lord, so please his majesty. 

Sitf, Why, our authority is his consent j 
And, w'hat w'e do establish, he confinns ; 

Tlien, noble York, take thou this task in hand. 

For^. I am content : Provide me soldiers, lords, 
Whiles I take order for mine own afi'airs. 

Suf. A charge, lord York, that I will see perform’d. 
But now return we to the false duke Humphrey. 

Car. No more of him ; for I will deal with him, 
lliat, henceforth, he shall trouble us no more. 

And so break off ; the day is almost spent : 

I.ord Suffolk, you and I must talk of that event. 

York. My lord of Suffolk, within fourteen days. 
At Bristol I expect my soldiers ; 

For there I’ll ship them all for Ireland. 

Stf. I’ll sec it truly done, my lord of York. 

[ExeuTit all but York. 
York. Now, York, or never, steel thy fearful 
thoughts. 

And change misdoubt to resolution : 

Be that thou hop’&t to be ; or what thou art 
Resign to death, it is not worth the enjoying : 

Let palc-fac’d fear keep with the mean-born man. 
And find no harbour in a royal heart. 

Faster than spring-time showers, comes thought on 
thought j 

And not a thought, but thinks on dignity. 

My brain, more busy than the labouring spider, 
Weaves tedious snares to trap mine enemies. 

Well, nobles, well, ’tis politickly done, 

To send me packing with an host of men : 

1 fear me, you but warm the starved snake, 

Who, cherish’d in your breasts, will sting your hearts. 
’Twas men I lack’d, and you will give them me : 

I take it kindly ; yet, be well assur’d 

You put sliarp weapons in a madman’s hands. 

Whiles I in Ireland nourish a mighty band, 

I will stir up in England some black storm. 

And this fell tempest shall not cease to rage 
Until the golden circuit on my head. 

Like to the glorious sun’s transparent beams, 

Do calm the fury of this mad-bred fiaw. ^ 

And for a minister of my intent, 

I have seduc’d a head-strong Kentishman, 

John Cade of Ashford, 

To make commotion, as full well he can. 

Under the title of John Mortimer. 

In Ireland have 1 seen this stubborn Cade 
Oppose himself against a troop of kernes ; 

And fought so long, till that Ms thighs with darts 
Were almost like a sharp-quill’d porcupine ; 

And, in the end being rescu’d, I have seen him 
Caper upright like a wild Mdrisco % 

^ Irish fbot-soldiers, light-armed. 

> A violent gust of wind. 

" A Moor in a morris dance. 
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Shaking the bloocly darts, as he his belJs. 

Full often, like a shag-hair’d crafty kerne, 

'lath he conversed with the enemy : 
And^undiscover’d come to me again, 

And given me notice of their villainies. 

This devil here shall be my substitute ; 

For that John Mortimer, which now is dead. 

In face, in gait, in speech, he doth resemble : 

By this I shall perceive the commons' mind, 

How they affect the house and claim of York. 

Say, he be taken, rack’d, and tortured : 

I know, no pain, they can inflict upon him, 

Will make him say— I mov’d him to those arms. 
Say, that he thrive, (as ’tis great like he will,) 

Why then from Ireland come I with my strength, 
And reap the harvest which that rascal sow’d : 

For Humphrey being dead, as he shall be. 

And Henry put apart, the next for me, 

SCKNfi II. — Bury. A Room inihe Palace. 

Enter certain Murderers, hastili/. 

1 Mur. Run to my lord of Suffolk; let him 

know, 

We have despatch’d the duke as he commanded. 

2 Mur. O, that it were to do ! — Wluit have we 

done ? 

Didst ever hear a man so penitent ? 

Enter Suffolk. 

I Mur. Here comes my lord. 

Svf. Now, sirs, have you 

Despatch’d this thing ? 

1 Mur. Ay, my good lord, he’s dead. 

Suf. Why, that’s well said. Go, get you to my 
house j 

I will reward you for this venturous deed. 

The king and all the peers are hero at hand : — 
Have you laid fair the bed ? are all things w'cll, 
According as I gave directions? 

1 Mur. ’I'is, my good lord. 

Suf. Away, be gone! [Exeunt Murderers. 

Enter King Henky, Queen Margaret, Cardinal 
Beaufort, Somerset, Lw’ds, and others. 

K. Hen. Go, call# our uncle to our presence 
straight : 

Say, we intend to try his grace to-day. 

If he be guilty, as ’tis published. 

Suf. I’ll call him presently, my noble lord. [Edt. 
K. Hen. Lords, take your places ; — And, I pray 
you all, 

Proceed no straiter ’gainst our uncle Glostcr, 

Than from true evidence, of good esteem, 

He be approv’d in practice culpable. 

Q. Mar. Heaven forbid any malice should prevail, 
That faultless may condemn a nobleman I 
Pray God, he may acquit liim of suspicion ! 

K. Hen. I thank thee, Margaret; these words 
content me much. — 

Re-enter Suffolk. 

How now ? why look’st thou pale ? why tremblest 
thou? 

Where is our uncle ? what is the matter, Suffolk? 
Suf. Dead in his bed, my lord : Glostcr is dead. 
Q. Mar. Marry, God forefend ! 

Car. Heaven's secret judgment : — I did dream 
to-night, 

Tlie duke was dumb, and could not speak a word. 

[The King swoons. 


Q Mar. How fares my lord ? — Help, lords! the 
king is dead. 

Soni. Rear up his body. 

Mar. Run, go, help, help! — O, Henry, ope 
thine eyes ! 

Suf. He doth revive again ; — Madam , be patient. 
A". Hen. O heavenly God ! 

Q. Mar, How fares my gracious lord ? 

Suf. Comfort, my sovereign! gracious Henry, 
comfort ! 

Hen. What, doth my lord of Suffolk comfort 
me? 

Came he right now to sing a raven’s note, 

Whose dismal tune bereft my vital powers ; 

And thinks he, that the chirping of a wren, 

By crying comfort from a hollow breast, 

Can chase away the first-conceived sound? 

Hide not thy poison with such sugar’d words, 

Lay not tliy hands on me ; forbear, I say ; 

Their touch affrights me, as a serpent’s sting. 

Thou baleful messenger, out of my sight ! 

Upon thy eye-balls murderous tyranny 
Sits in grim majesty, to fright the world. 

Look not upon me, for thine eyes are wounding : — 
Yet do not go away ; — Come, basilisk. 

And kill the innocent gazer with thy sight : 

For in the shade of death I shall find joy ! 

Ill life, hut double death now Gloster's dead. 

Q. Mar. Why do you rate my lord of Suffolk 
tlms? 

Although the duke was enemy to him. 

Yet he, most christian-like, laments his death : 

And for myself, — foe as he was to me, 

Might liquid tears, or heart- offending groans, 

Or blood-consuming sighs recall his life, 

1 would bo blind with weeping, sick with groans, 
Look pale as primrose, with blood-drinking sighs, 
And all to have the noble duke alive. 

What know 1 how the w'orld may deem of me ? 
For it is known, we were but hollow friends; 

It may be judg’d, I made the duke away ; 

So shall my name with slander’s tongue be wounded, 
And princes’ courts be fill’d with my reproach. 
This get 1 by his death ; Ah me, unhappy I 
To be a queen, and crown’d with infamy ! 

A". Hen. Ah, woe is me for Gloster, wretched 
man ! 

Q. Mar. Be woe for me, more wretched tlian 
he is. 

What, dost thou turn away, and hide thy face? 

Is all thy comfort shut in Gloster’s tomb ? 

Why, then dame Margaret was ne’er thy joy ; 

Erect his statue then, and w'orship it, 

And make my image but an alehouse sign. 

Was I for this, nigh wreck’d upon the sea ; 

And twice by awkward wind from England’s bank 
Drove back again unto my native clime ? 

What boded this, but well-forewarning wind 
Did seem to say, — Seek not a scorpion’s nest, 

Nor set no footing on this unkind shore ? 

What did I then, but curs’d the gentle gusts. 

And he that loos’d them^from their brazen caves ; 
And bid them blow towards England’s blessed shore. 
Or turn our stem upon a dreadful rock? 

Yet Aeolus would not be a murderer, 

But left that hateful office unto thee : 

The pretty vaulting sea refus’d to drown me : 
Knowing, that thou wouldst have me drown’d on 
shore, 

With tears as salt as sea through thy unkind ness i 
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The splitting rocks cowVd iti the sinking sands. 
And would not dash me with their ragg^ sides * 
Because thy flinty heart, more hard than they, 

Might in thy palace perish Margaret. 

As far as I could ken thy chalky cliffs, 

When from the shore tlie tempest beat us back I 
I stood upon the hatches in the storm ; 

And when the dusky sky began to rob 
My earnest-gaping sight of thy land’s view, 

I took a costly jewel from my neck, — 

A heart it was, bound in with diamonds. 

And threw it towards thy land ; — the sea receiv’d it ; 
And so, I wish’d, tliy body miglit my licart ; 

And even with this, I lost fur England’s view', 

And bid mine eyes be packing with my heart ; 

And call’d them blind and dusky spectacles, I 

For losing ken of Albion’s wished coast. 

How often have I tempted Suffolk’s tongue 
(The agent of thy foul inconstancy,) 

To sit and witch me, as Ascanius did, 

When he to madding Dido would unfold 
His father’s acts, commenc’d in burning Troy ? 

Am I not witch’d like her? or thou not false like 
him ? 

Ah me, I can no more ! Die, Margaret ! 

For Henry weejis, that thou dost live so long. 

A^oise within- Enter Warwick and Salisbury. 

21ie Commons jji'css to the dour* 

War* It is reported, mighty sovereign, 

Tliat good duke Humphrey traitorously is murder’d 
By Suffolk and the cardinal Beaufort’s means. 

The commons, like an angry hive of bees, 

That want their leader, scatter up and down, 

And care not who they sting in his revenge. 

Myself have calm’d their spleenful mutiny, 

Until they hear the order of his death. 

K* Hen* That ho is dead, good Warwick, ’tis too 
true ; 

But how he died, God knows, not Henry ; 

Enter his chamber, view his breatliless corpse. 

And comment tlien upon his sudden death. 

War. That 1 shall do, my liege : — Stay, Salisbury, 
With the rude multitude, till I return. 

[Warwick goes into an inner Hoorn, and 
Salisbury retires. 

K, Hen* O thou that judgest all things, stay my 
thoughts : 

My thoughts, that labour to persuade my soul. 
Some violent hands were laid on Humphrey’s life ! 
If my suspect be false, forgive me, God ; 

For judgment only doth belong to thee ! 

Fain would I go to chafe his paly lips 
With twenty thousand kisses, and to drain 
Upon his face an ocean of salt tears ; 

To tell my love unto his dumb deaf trunk, 

And with my fingers feel his hand unfeeling : 

But all in vain are these mean obsequies ; 

And, to survey his dead and earthy image. 

What were it but to make my sorrow greater ? 

The folding doors of an inner chamber are thrown 
open, and Glostisr is discovered dead in his bed : 
Waawick and others standing by it. 

War, Come Mther, gracious sovereign, view this 
body, 

JT. Hen, That is to see how deep my grave m 
made: 

For, with his soul fled all my worldly solace ; 

For seeing him, I see my life in dea&. ^ 

® tf. I see my life endangered by his death. 


War. As surely as my .soul intends to live 
Witli that dread King that took our state upon him 
To free us from his Father’s wratliful curse, 

I do believe that violent hands were laid 
Upon the life of this thrice-famed duke. 

Suf* A dreadful oath, sworn with a solemn tongue ! 
What instance gives lord WarAvick for his vow? 

War. Sec how the blood is settled in his face . 
Oft have I seen a timely-parted ghost'*, 

Of asliy semblance, meagre, pale, and bloodless, 
Being all descended to the labouring heart ; 

Who, in the conflict that it holds with death, 
Attracts the same for aidance ’gainst the enemy ; 
Which with the heart there cools and ne’er returncih 
To blush and beautify the check again. 

But, see, his face is black, and full of blood ; 

His eye-balls further out than when he liv’d. 
Staring full gliastly like a strangled man : 

His hair uprear’d, his nostrils stretch’d witn strug- 

His hands abroad display’d, as one that grasp’d 
And tugg’d for life, and was by strength subdu’d. 
Look on the sheets, his hair, you see, is sticking ; 
His well-proportioned beard made rough and rugged, 
Like to the summer’s corn by tempest lodg’d. 

It cannot be, but he was murder’d here ; 

The least of all these signs were probable. 

Suf. Why, Warwick, who should do the duke to 
death ? 

Myself, and Beaufort, had him in protection ; 

And we, I hope, sir, arc no murderers. 

War. But both of you were vow’d duke Hum- 
phrey’s foes ; 

And you, forsooth, had the good duke to keep : 

’Tis like, you would not feast him like a friend ; 
And ’tis well seen he found an enemy. 

Q. Mar. Then you, belike, suspect these noblemen 
As guilty of duke Humphrey’s timeless death. 

War. Who finds the heifer dead, and bleeding 
fresh, 

And secs fast by a butcher with an axe, 

But will suspect, ’twas he that made the slaughter? 
Who finds the partridge in tlie jiiittock’s nest, 

But may imagine how the bird was dead, 

Although the kite soar witli qnbloodJcd beak ? 
Even so suspicious is this tragedy. 

Q. Mar. Arc you the butcher, Suffolk ; where’s 
your knife ? 

Is Beaufort term’d a kite ? where are his talons ? 

Suf. I wear no knife, to slaugliter sleeping men ; 
But here’s a vengeful sw ord, rusted with case, 

That shall be scoured in his rancorous heart., 

That slanders me with murder’s crimson badge : •— 
Say, if thou dar’st, proud lord of Warwickshire, 
That I am faulty in duke Humphrey’s death. 

[Exetint Cardinal, Som. and others. 
War. What dares not Warwick, if false Suffolk 
dare him ? 

Q Mar, He dares not calm his contumelious 
spirit, 

Nor cease to be an arrogant controller, 

Tliough Suffolk dare him twenty thousand times. 

War, Madam, be still ; with reverence may I say ; 
For every word, you speak in his behalf. 

Is slander to your royal dignity. 

Sif. Blunt-witted lord, ignoble in demeanour ! 
If ever lady wrong’d her lord so much, 

Thy mother took into her blameful bed 
Some stem untutor’d churl, and noble stock 
* The of one who had died a natural death. 
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Was graft with crab-tree slip ; whose fruit thou art, 
And never of the Nevils* noble race. 

War, But Uiat the guilt of murder bucklers thee, 
And J should rob the deathsman of his fee. 

Quitting thee thereby of ten thousand shames, 

And that my sovereign’s presence makes me mild, 

I would, false murderous coward, on thy knee 
Make thee beg pardon for thy passed speech. 

And say — it was thy mother that thou mean’st, 
That thou thyself wast born in bastardy ; 

And, after all this fearful homage done, 

Give thee thy hire, and send thy soul to hell. 
Pernicious bloodsucker of sleeping men 1 

St/Jl Thou shalt be waking, while I shed thy blood. 
If from this presence thou dar’st go w’ith me. 

JFar, Away even now, or I will drag thee hence : 
Unworthy though thou art. I’ll cope with thee, 

And do some service to duke Humphrey’s ghost. 

[JRjL'nmt Suffolk and Warwick. 
JT. Hen. What stronger breast-plate than a heart 
untainted ? 

Thrice is he arm’d, that hath his quarrel just ; 

And he but naked, though lock’d up in steel, 

Whose conscience with injustice is corrupted. 

[y/ noise wUhhu 

Q. Mar, What noise is this? 

Jle-enter Suffolk and Warwick, nnlh their wea- 
pons drawn, 

K, Hen, Why, how now, lords ? your wrathful 
weapons drawn 

Here in our presence ? dare you be so bold ? — 
Why, w'hat tumultuous clamour have we here? 

Suf, The traitorous Warwick, with the men of 
Bury, 

Set all upon me, mighty sovereign. 

Noise of a Crowd within , Be^enter Salisburv. 

Sal, Sirs, stand apart ; the king shall know your 
mind. — \Spea1dng to those nitliin. 

Dread lord, the commons send you word by me, 
Unless false Suffolk straight be done to death, 

Or banished fair England’s territories, 

They will by violence tear him from your palace, 
And torture him with grievous ling’ring death. 

They say, by him the good duke Humphrey died ; 
They say, in him they fear your highness* death ; 
And mere instinct of love, and loyalty, — 

Free from a stubborn opposite intent. 

As being thought to contradict your liking, — 
Makes them thus forward in his banishment. > 

They say, in care of your most royal person, j 

That, if your highness should intend to sleep, j 

And charge — that no man should disturb your rest, ] 
In pain of your dislike, or pain of death ; 

Yet notwithstanding such a strait edict, 

Were there a serpent seen, with forked tongue. 

That slily glided towards your majesty, 

It were but necessary, you were wak’d ; 

Lest, being suffer’d, in that harmful slumber, 

The mortal worm might make the sleep eternal ; 
And therefore do they cry, though you forbid. 

That they will guard you, w'he’r you will, or no, 
From such fell serpents as false Suffolk is ; 

With whose envenomed and fatal sting, 

Your loving uncle, twenty times his worth, 

They say, is shamefully bereft of life. 

Commons, [Within,] An answer from the king, 
my lord of Salisbury. 

Svf, ‘Tis like the commons, rude unpolish’d hinds. 


Could send such message to their sovereign ; 

But you, my lord, were glad to be employ’d, 

To show how quaint ^ an orator you are ; 

But all the honour Salisbury hath won, 

Is — that he was the lord ambas&^dor, 

Sent from a sort ® of tinkers to the king. 

Commons, [ Within,,] An answer from the king, 
or we’ll break in. 

K, Hen, Go, Salisbury, and tell them all from me, 
I thank them for their tender loving care : 

And had I not been ’cited so by them, 

Yet did I purpose as they do entreat ; 

For sure, my thoughts do hourly prophesy 
Mischance unto niy state by Suffolk’s means. 

And therefore — by His Majesty I swear, 

Whose far unworthy deputy I am, — 

He shall not breathe infection in tliis air 
But three days longer, on the pain of death. 

[Exit Salisburv. 
Q. Mar, O Henry, let me plead for gentle Suffolk. 
K. Hen, Ungentle queen, to call him gentle Suf- 
folk. 

No more, I say ; if thou dost plead for him, 

Thou wilt but add increase unto my wrath. 

Had I but said, I woulil have kept my word; 

But, when I swear, it is irrevocable : — 

If, after three days* space, thou here be’st found 
On any ground that I am ruler of, 

'file world shall not be ransome for thy life. — 
Come, Warwick, come good Warwick, go with me j 
I have great matters to impart to thee. 

[Exeunt K. Hknry, Warwick, Lordsy 
Q, Mar, Mischance, and sorrow, go along with 
you! 

Heart’s discontent, and sour affliction, 

Be jilayfellows to keep you company ! 

Suf. Cease, gentle queen, these execrations, 

And let thy Suffolk take his heavy leave, 

Q, Mar. Fye, coward woman, and soft-hearted 
w retell ! 

Hast thou not spirit to curse thine enemies ? 

Snf, A plague upon them ! wherefore should I 
curse them ? 

Would curses kill, as doth the mandrake’s groan, 

I would invent as bitter-searching terms. 

As curst, as harsh, and horrible to hear, 

Deliver’d strongly through my fixed teeth. 

With full as many signs of deadly hate, 

As Ican-fac’d Envy in her loathsome cave ; 

My tongue should stumble in mine earnest words : 
Mine eyes should sjiai kle like the beaten flint ; 

My hair be fix’d on end, as one distract ; 

Ay, every joint should seem to curse and ban : 

And even now my burden’d heart would break, 
Should I not curse them. Poison be their drink ! 
Gall, worse than gall, the daintiest tliat tliey taste I 
Their sweetest shade, a grove of cypress trees ! 
Their chiefest prospect, murdering basilisks ! 

Their softest touch, as smart as lizards’ stings I 
Their musick, frightful as the serpent’s hiss ; 

And boding screech-owls make the concert full I 
Q. Mar, Enough, sweet Suffolk ; thou torment’st 
tliyself ; 

And these dread curses — like the sun ’gainst glass, 
Or like an overcharged gun, — recoil, 

And turn the force of them upon thyself. 

Siif, You bade me ban "^jand will you bid me leave? 
Now, by the ground tJiat I am banish’d from, 

Well could I curse away a winter’s night, 

^ Dexterous. ® A company. ' Curse. 
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Though standing naked on a mountain top. 

Where biting cold would never let grass grow, 

And think it but a minute spent in sport. 

Q. Mar. O let me entreat thee, cease ! Give me 
thy hand, 

That I may dew it with my mournful tears ; 

Nor let the rain of heaven wet this place, 

To wash away my woeful monuments. 

(), could this kiss be printed in thy hand ; 

[Awscs his hand. 

That thou mightst think upon these by the seal, 
Through whom a thousand sighs are breath’d for 
thee ! 

So, get thee gone, that I may know my grief ; 

*Tis but surmis’d whilst thou art standing by, 

I will repeal thee, or, be well assur’d, 

Adventure to be banished myself : 

And banished 1 am, if but from thee. 

Go, speak not to me ; even now be gone. — 

O, go not yet ! — Even thus two friends condemn’d 
Embrace, and kiss, and take ten thousand leaves, 
Loather a hundred times to part than die. 

Yet now farewell ; and farewell life with thee ! 

Suf, I’hus is poor Suffolk ten times banished, 
Once by the king, and three times thrice by tliee. 
’Tis not the land I care for, wert thou hence ; 

A wilderness is populous enough, 

So Suffolk had thy heavenly company ; 

For where thou art, there is the world itself, 

With every several pleasure in the world ; 

.And where thou art not, desolation. 

1 can no more : — live thou to joy thy life ; 

Myself no joy in nought, but that thou liv’st. 

Enter Vaux. 

Q. Mar. Whither goes Vaux so fast? what news 
I pr’ythee? 

Vaux. To signify unto his majesty, 

That cardinal Beaufort is at point of death : 

For suddenly a grievous sickness took him, 

That makes him gasp, and stare, and catch the air. 
Blaspheming God, and cursing men on earth. 
Sometime, he talks as if duke Humphrey’s ghost 
Were by his side; sometime, he calls the king, 

And whispers to his pillow, as to him, 

The secret of his overcharged soul : 

And I am sent to tell his majesty, 

That even now he cries aloud for him. 

Q. Mar. Go, tell this heavy message to the king. 

[Exit Vaux. 

Ah me ! what is this world? what news are these ? 
But wherefore grieve I at an hour’s poor loss, 
Omitting Suffolk’s exile, my soul’s treasure? 

Whv only, Suffolk, mourn I not for thee, 

And with the southern clouds contend in tears ; 
Theirs for the earth’s increase, mine for my sorrows? 
Now, get thee hence : The king, thou know’st, is 
coming : 

If thou be found by me, thou art but dead. 

Svf. If I depart from thee, I cannot live : 

And in thy sight to die, what were it else. 

But like a pleasant slumber in thy lap ? 

Here could I breathe my soul into the air, 

As mild and gentle as the cradle-babe, 

Dying with mother’s teat between its lips : 

Where from thy sight, I should be raging mad, 

8 Whereas. 


And cry out for thee to close up mine eyes, 

To have thee with thy lips to slop my mouth ; 

So shouldst thou either turn my Hying soul, 

Or I should breathe it so unto thy body, ^ 

And tlien it liv’d in sweet Elysium. 

To die by thee, were but to die in jest ; 

From thee to die, were torture more than death ; 

O, let me stay, befall what may befall. 

Q. Mar. Away ! though parting be a fretful cor- 
rosive. 

It is applied to a deathful wound. 

To France, sweet Suffolk : let me hear from thee ; 
For wheresoe’er thou art in this world’s globe. 

I’ll have an Iris that shall find thee out, 

Suf. I go. 

Q. Mar. And take my heart with thee, 

Suf. A jewel, lock’d into the woeful’st cask 
That ever did contain a thing of worth. 

Even as a splitted bark, so sunder we ; 

'J'his way fall I to death. 

Q. Mar. This way for me. 

[ExeurU severally. 

SCENE III. — London. Cardinal Beaufort’j 
Bcd-chamhcr. 

Enter King Henry, Salisbury, Warwick, and 
others. The Cardinal in bed; Attendants with him. 

K. Hen. How fares my lord? speak, Beaufort, 
to thy sovereign. 

Car. If thou be’st death, I’ll give thee England’s 
treasure, 

Enough to purchase such another island, 

So tliou wilt let me live, and feel no pain. 

JC. Hen. All, what a sign it is of evil life. 

When death’s approach is seen so terrible ! 

War. Beaufort, it is thy sovereign speaks to theo 
Car. Bring me unto my trial when you will. 
Died he not in his bed ? where should he die ? 

Can I make men live, M'lie’r they will or no? — 

O ! torture me no more, I will confess. 

Alive again ? then show me where he is ; 

I’ll give a thousand pound to look upon him, — 

He hath no eyes, the dust hath blinded them. —> 
Comb down his hair ! look ! look ! it stands upright, 
Like lirne-twigs set to catch my winged soul ! — 
Give me some drink ; and bid the apothecary 
Bring the strong poison that I bought of him. 

K. Hen. O thou eternal Mover of the heavens, 
Look with a gentle eye upon this wretch ! 

O, beat away tlie busy meddling fiend, 

I That lays strong siege unto this wretch’s soul. 

And from his bosom purge this black despair ! 

War. See how the pangs of death do make him 
grin. 

Sal. Disturb him not, let him pass peaceably. 

K. Hen. Peace to liis soul, if God’s good plea- 
sure be ! 

Lord cardinal, if thou think’st on heaven*s bliss, 
Hold up thy band, make signal of thy hope. — ^ 

He dies, and makes no sign ; O God, forgive him ! 
War. So bad a death argues a mon&trous life. 

K. Hen. Forbear to judge, for we are sinners 
all. — 

Close up his eyes, and draw the curtain close ; 

And let us all to meditation. [Ewewni* 
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ACT IV. 


SCENE I. — Kent. The Seashore near "Dover, \ 

MHng heard at Sea. Then enter from a Boat a 
Captain, a Master, a Master's Mate, Walter 
Whitmore, and others ; with them Suffolk and 
other Gentlemen, Prisoners. 

Cap. The gaudy, blabbing, and remorseful ^ day 
Is crept into the bosom of the sea ; 

And now loud-howling wolves arouse the jades 
'i'liat drag the tragick melancholy night ; 

Who ■with tlicir tlrowsy, slow, and flagging wings 
('lip dead lueu’s graves, and fiora their misty jaws 
Breathe foul contagious darkiu'ss in the air. 
Therefore, bring forth the soldiers of our prize ; 

For, whilst our pmnacc anchors in the Downs, 

Here shall they make their ransonie on the sjuid. 

Or with their blood stain this discolour’d sliore. — 
Master, this prisoner freely give I tliee ; — 

And thou that art his mate, make hoot of this; — 
The other, [Potnfuis: to Suffolk. J VV^alter Whit- 
more, is thy share. 

1 Gent. What is my ransoinc, master ? let me know. 
Mast. A thousand crowns, or else lay down your 
head. 

Andsomuchshall you give, or oflTgocs yours. 
Cap. What, think you much to pay two thousand 
crowns, 

And bear the name and port of gentlemen ? — 

Cut both the villains’ throats ; — for die you shall : 
The lives t)f those which we liave lost in fight. 
Cannot be counterpois’d with such a petty sum. 

1 Gant. I’ll give it sir; and therefore spare my life. 

2 Gent. A nd so will I , and write homo foritstraight. 
Whit, I lost mine eye in laying the prize aboard. 

And therefore to revenge it, slialt thou die ; 

[To Suffolk. 

And so shoidd these, if I might have my will. 

Cap. Be not so rush ; take ransomc, let him live. 

' Suf. Look on my George, I am a gentleman ; 
Rate me at what thou wilt, thou shah be paid. 

Whit. And so am I; — my name is— Walter 
Whitmore. 

, How now? wliy start’st thou? what, doth death 
affright ? 

Si^. Diy name affrights me,in whose sound is death. 
A cunning man did calculate my birth. 

And told me — that by Water I should die : 

Yet let not this make thee be bloody minded ; 

Thy name is — Gyallierj being rightly sounded. 

Whit. GualtieryOx Waltei't which it is, I care not; 
Ne’er yet did base dishonour blur our name, 

But witli our sword we wip’d away the blot ; 
Therefore, when merchant-like I sell revenge, 
Broke be my sword, my arms torn and defac’d. 

And 1 proclaim’d a coward through the world ! 

[Lays hold on Suffolk. 
Suf. Stay, Whitmore ; for thy prisoner is a prince, 
The duke of Suffolk, William de la Pole. 

Whit. The duke of Suffolk, muffled up in rags ! 
Svjl Ay, but these rags are no part of the duke; 
Jove sometime went disguis’d, And why not I? 

Cap. But Jove was never slain, as thou shalt l>e. 
Obscure and lowly swain, king Henry ’sblootl, 
The honourable blood of Lancaster, 

Must not be shed by such a jaded groom. ' 

• PitiAil * A low fellow. 


Hast thou not kiss’d tliy hand, and held my stirrup ? 
Bare-headed plodded by my foot-cloth mule, 

And thought thee happy when I shook my head ? 
How often hast thou waited at my cup, 

Fed from my trencher, kneel’d dow n at the board, 
When I have feasted wdth queen Margaret ? 
Remember it, and let it make thee crest-fallen ; 

Ay, and allay this thy abortive pride : 
llow' in our voiding lobby hast thou stood, 

And duly waited for my coming forth ? 

This hand of mine liatli writ in tliy behalf, 

And therefore sliall it charm thy riotous tongue. 
Hint. Speak, captain, shall I stab the forlorn 
swam? 

Cap. First let my words stab him, as he hath me. 
Sttf. Base slave 1 thy wortls are blunt, and so art 
thou. 

Cap. Convey him hence, and on our long-lioat’s 
side 

Strike off* his head. 

Snf. Thou dar’st net for tliy own. 

Cap. Yes, Poole. 

Sitf. Poole ? 

Cap. Poole? .sir Poole ? 

Whose filth and dirt 

Trouble.s the silver spilng wdiere England drinks. 
Now will I dam up this thy yawning mouth, 

For swallowing the treasure of the realm ; 

Thy lips, that kiss’d the queen, shall sw eep the ground ; 
And thou, that smil’dst at good duke Humphrey’s 
death. 

Against the senseless winds shall grin in vain, 

Who, in contempt, shall hiss at thee again ; 

And wedded be tliou to the hags of hell, 

For d.iring to affy * a mighty lord 
Unto the daugliter of a wwthless king, 

Having neither subject, wealth, nor diadem. 

By thee Anjou and Maine were sold to France ; 
The false revolting Normans, thorough thee. 
Disdain to call us lord ; and Picardy 
Hath slain their governors, surpriz’d our forts, 

And sent tlie ragged soldiers wounded home. 

The princely W'arwick, and the Nevils all, — 
Whose dreadful sw ords were never drawn in vain. 

As hating thee, arc rising up in arms ; 

And now the house of York — thrust from the crowm, 
Ry shameful murder of a guiltless king. 

And lofty proud encroaching tyranny — 

Burns with revenging fire ; whose hopeful colours 
Advance our half-fac’d sun, striving to shine, 

Under the whicli is writ — mvitis nuhibus. 

The commons here in Kent are up in arms ; 

And, to conclude, reproach and beggary 
Is crept into the palace of our king. 

And all by tliee : — Away ; convey him hence. 

Snf. O that 1 were a god, to shoot forth thunder 
Upon these paltry, servile, abject drudges ! 

Small things make base men proud ; this villain here. 
Being captain of a pinnace threatens more 
Than Borgulus the strong Illyrian pirate. 

Drones suck not eagles’ blood, but rob bee-hives. 

It is impossible, that I should die 
By such a lowly vassal as thyself. 

Thy words move rage, and not remorse, in me : 

* To betroth in marriage. * A ship of small burden. 
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I go of message from the queen to France ; 

1 charge tliec, waft me safely cross the channel. 

Cap. Walter, — 

Whit. Come, Suilblk, I must waft thee to thy death. 
Suf. Gelidus timor occupat artvjs : ’tis thee I fear. 
Whit. Tliou shall have cause to fear, before I leave 
thee. 

What, arc ye daunted now ? now will ye stoop ? 

1 Gent. My gracious lord, entreat him, speak him 
fair. 

Suf. Suffolk’s imperial tongue is stern and rough, 
Us’d to command, untaught to plead for favour. 

Far be it, we should honour such as these 
With humble suit: no, ratlier let my head 
Stoop to the block, than tJiese knees bow to any 
Save to the God of heaven, and to my king ; 

And sooner dance upon a bloody pole, 

Than stand uncover’d to the vulgar groom. 

True nobility is exempt from fear : — 

More can I bear, than you dare execute. 

Cap. Hale him away, and let him talk no more. 
Svf. Come, soldiers, show what cruelty ye can, 
That this my death may never be forgot ! — 

Great men oft die by vile bezonians'* : 

A lioman swordcr and banditto slave, 

Murder’d sweet Tully ; Brutus’ bastard hand 
Stabb’d Julius Ciesar; savage islanders, 

Pompey the great : and Suffolk dies by pirates. 

[JExU Suf. with Whit, and others. 

. Cap. And as for these wdiose ransomc we have sot, 
It is our pleasure one of them depart : — 

Tlierefore come you with us, and let him go. 

[^Exeunt all but the first Gentleman. 

Re-enter Wiiitmoke, with Suffolk's Body. 

Whit. There let his head and lifeless body lie, 
Until the queen his mistress bury it. [Exit. 

1 Gent. O barbarous and bloody spectacle ! 

His body will I bear unto the king : 

If he revenge it not, yet will his friends ; 

So will the queen, tliat living held him dear. 

[Exit, with the Body. 

SCENE II. — Blackheath. 

Enter Gkobge Bevis and John Holland. 

Geo. Come, and get thee a sword, though made 
of a lath ; they have been up these two days. 

John. They have the more need to sleep now then. 
Geo. I tell thee, Jack Cade the clothier means to 
dress llie commonwealth, and turn it, and set a new 
nap upon it. 

John. So he had need, for *tis threadbare. Well, 
I say, it was never merry world in England, since 
gentlemen came up. 

Geo. O miserable age ! Virtue is not regarded in 
handycrafls>men. 

John, llie nobility think scorn to go in leather 
aprons. 

Geo. Nay more, tlic king’s council are no good 
workmen. 

John. True ; And yet it is said, — Labour in thy 
vocation : which is as much to say, as, — let the 
magistrates be labouring men ; and therefore should 
we be maj^strates. 

Geo* Thou hast hit it ; for there’s no better sign 
of a brave mind, than a hard hand. 

John. I see them ! I see them ! There’s Best’s 

son, the tanner of Wingham ; 

< Low men. 


PART OF Act IV. 

Geo. He shall have the skins of our enemies, to 
make dog’s leather of. 

John. And Dick the butcher, ■ — — 

Geo. Then is sin struck down like an ox, and 
iniquity's throat cut like a calf. 

John. And Smith the weaver. 

Geo. uirgOf their tljread of life is spun. 

John. Come, come, let’s fall in with tlicm. 

Drum. Enter Cade, Dick Ike Butcher^ Smith the 
Weaver^ and others in great number. 

Cade. We, John Cade, so tenned of our supposed 
father, — 

Dick. Or rather of stealing a cade of herrings. ^ 

[ Jsidc. 

Cade. — for our enemies shall fall before us, in- 
spired with the spirit of putting down kings and 
! princes. Command silence. 

Dick. Silence ! 

Cuile. My father was a Mortimer, — 

Dick. He was an honest man, and a good brick 
layer, [AsUk. 

Cade. My mother a Plantagcnet, — 

Dick. I knew her well ; she was a midwife. 

f Aside, 

Cade. My wdfe descended of the Lacies, — 

Dick. She was, indeed, a pedlar’s daughtc‘r, and 
sold many laces. [Aside. 

Smith, But, now of late, not able to travel witli 
lier furred pack, she w'ashcs bucks here at home, 

[Aside. 

Cade. Therefore am I of an honourable house. 
Dick. Ay, by my faith, the field is honourable ; 
And there was he horn, under a hedge ; for his 
father had never a house, but the cage. [Aside. 

Cade. Valiant 1 am. 

Smith. ’A must needs ; for beggary is valiant. 

[Aside, 

Cade. I am able to to endure much, 

Dick. No (|ucstion of that ; for I have seen him 
wdiipped three market days together. [Aside. 

Cade. 1 fear neither sword nor fire. 

Smith, He need not fear tlic sword, for his coat 
is of proof. [Aside* 

Dick. But, mctliinks he should stand in fear of 
fire, being burnt i’thc hand for stealing of sheep.* 

[Asuk. 

Cade. Be brave, then ; for your captain is brave, 
and vow-^s reformation. There shall be, in England, 
seven halfpenny loaves sold for a penny : llie three- 
liooped pot shall have ten hoops ; and I will make 
it felony, to drink small beer ; all the realm shall be 
in common, and in Chcapside shall my palfry go 
to grass. And, wlien I am king, (as king I will 
be) 

All. God save your majesty ! 

Cade. I tliauk you, good people : — there shall 
be no money ; all shall eat and drink on my score; 
and I will a))parel them all in one livery, that they 
may agree like brothers. 

Dick. The first thing we do, let’s kill all tlie 
lawyers. 

Cade. Nay, tliat I mean to do. Is not this a 
lamentable thing, that of the skin of an innocent 
lamb should be made parchment ? that parchment, 
being scribbled o’er, should undo a man ? Some 
say, the bee stings ; but 1 say, ’tis the bee’s wax ; 
for I did but seal once to a thing, and I was never 
mine own man since. How now ; who’s there ? 

A barrel of herrings. 
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JEntcr tovM, bringing in the Clerk of Chatliam. 

Smiths The clerk of Chatham : he can write and 
read^ and cast accompt. 

Cade* O monstrous 1 

Smith* We took him setting of boys* copies. 
Cade. Here’s a villain ! 

Smith. Il’as a book in his pocket, with red letters 
in’t. 

Cade. Nay, then he is a conjurer. 

Dick, Nay, he can make obligations, and write 
court-liaiid. 

Cade. I am sorry for’t ; the man is a proper man, 
on mine honour ; unless I find him guilty, he shall 
not die, — Come hither, siirali; I must examine 
thee ; What is thy name ? 

Clerk. Emmanuel. 

Dick. 'J’hey use to write it on the top of letters ; 
'Twill go hard with you. 

Cade. Eet me alone : — Dost thou use to write 
thy name? or hast thou a mark to tlijself, like an 
honest plain dealing man ? 

Clerk. Sir, 1 thank Heaven, I have been so well 
brought up, that 1 can write my name. 

^ll. He hath confessed : away witli him ; he’s a 
villain, and a traitor. 

Cad(\ Away with him, I say: hang him with his 
pen and inkhoni about his neck. 

l^ExeutU some icilh the Clerk. 

Enter MiniAET.. 

Mich. Where’s our general ? 

Cade. Here 1 am, thou particular fellow. 

Mich. Fly, fiy, fly ! sir Humiihrey Staflbrd and 
his brother are hard by, with the king’s fiircos. 

Cade. Stand, villain, stand, or I’ll tell thee dtiwn ; 
He shall be encountered with a man as good as 
himself : he is but a knight, is ’a ? 

Mich. No. 

Caile. To equal him, I will make myself a knight 
presently; — Rise up sir John Moi timer. Now 
have at him. 

Enter Sir Humphrey Stafford and William his 
brother^ icilh Drum and Forces. 

..Staf Rebellious hinds, the filth and scum of Kent, 
Mark’d for the gallows, — lay your weapons down, 
Home to your cottages, forsake tliis groom ; — 

The king is merciful, if you revolt. 

W, Staf. But angry, WTutliful, and inclin’d to blood, 
If you go forward ; tlieiefore yield, or die. 

Cade. As for these silkcn-coated slaves, I pass not 
It is to you, good peojile, that 1 speak. 

O’er w hom, in time to come, 1 hope to reign ; 

For 1 am rightful heir unto the crown. 

Staf. Villain, thy father was a plasterer ; 

And "thou thyself a shearman. Art llioii not ? 

Cade. And Adam w^as a gardener. 

W* Staf. And what of that? 

Cade. Marry, this : — Edmund Mortimer, earl of 
March, 

Married the duke of Clarence’ daughter ; Did he not? 
S/af. Ay, sir. 

Cade. By her, he had two children at one birth. 
fKStaf. That’s false. 

Cade, Ay, there’s the question, but, I say, ’tis true: 
The elder of them, being put to nurse. 

Was by a beggar-woman stol’n away ; 

And ignorant of his birtli and parentage, 

0 I pay them no regard. 


Became a bricklayer, when he came to age : 

His son am 1 ; deny it, if you can. 

Dick. Nay, ’tis too true ; therefore he shall be king. 

Smith. Sir, he made a chimney in ray father’s 
house, and the bricks arc alive at tJiis day to testify 
it ; therefore deny it not. 

Staf A nd will you credit this base drudge’s words. 
That speaks he knows not what? 

All. Ay, marry, will w'e ; therefore get ye gone. 

IF. Staf. Jack Cade, the duke of York hath taught 
you this. ^ 

Cade. He lies; for I invented it myself. [Aside. 
— Go to, .sirrah. Tell the king from me, that — 
for his father’s sake, Henry tlie fifth, in wdiose time 
boys w'ent to span-counter for French crowns — I 
am content he shall reign ; hut I’ll be protector over 
him. 

Dick. And, furtliermoro, we’ll have the lord Say’s 
head for selling the dukedom of JNIaine, 

Cade. A ml good reason ; for thereby is England 
maimed, and fain to go witli a staff, but that my 
puissance holds it uji. Fellow kings, 1 tell you, 
that that lord Say hath maimed the common w'ealth, 
and more than that, he can speak Frencli, and there- 
fore he is a traitor. 

Staf. O gross and miserable ignorance ! 

Cade. Nay, answer if yon can: The Frenchmen 
are our enemies ; go to, then, I a-^k but this ; Can 
he, that speaks with the tongue of an enemy, be a 
good counsellor, or no ? 

All. No, no ; and iberefore we’ll have bis head. 

IF.Staf. Well, seeing gentle w'ordsw ill not prevail, 
Assail them with the army of the king. 

iV/rt/. Herald, away ; and, Ibiougbout every towm, 
Pro<*iaim tluiu Iraittirs that are up with Cade ; 

That those, which fly before the battle ends, 

IMay, even in their wives’ and children’s sight. 

Be liang’d up for example at their doors : 

And }on, that he tlie king’s friends, follow me. 

[Excnnl the ttvo Staffords, a?id Forces. 

Cade. And you, that love the commons, follow 
me. — 

Now sliow yourselves men, ’tis for liberty. 

We will not leave one lord, one gentleman . 

S])are none, but such as go in clouted shot>n 7 ; 

Jmr they are thrifty honest incn, and such 
As would (hut that they dare not,) take our jiarts. 

Dhk. 'I'hey are all in order, and march tow’ard iis. 

Cade. But then are we in order, wdien we aie most 
out of tirdcr. Come, march forward. [Exeunt. 

SCENE III. — Another part of Blackhcath. 

Alarums. The two Parties enter andfghtf and both 
the Staffords are slain. 

Cade. Where’s Dick, the butcher of Ashford ? 

Dkk. Here, sir, 

Cade. They fell before thee like slieep and oxen, 
and ihou behavedst thyself as if thou hadst been in 
thine own slaughter-house: therefore thus will I 
reward thee, — The Lent shall be as long again as 
it is ; and thou shalt have a license to kill for a 
hundred lacking one. 

Dick. I desire no more. 

Ctide. And, to speak truth, thoU dcservest no less. 
This monument of the victory will I bear ; and the 
bodies shall bo dragged at my horse* heels, till I do 
come to London, where w'c will have the mayor’s 
sword borne before us. 

I 1 Shoes. 

' Kk S 
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Dick, If we mean to thrive and do good, break 
open the gaols, and let out the prisoners. 

Cade. Fear not that, I warrant thee. Come, let’s 
inarch towards London, \^Exe\nit. 

SCENE IV. — London. A Room tn the Palace. 
Enter Kino Henry, reading a Supplicniion ; the 
Duke ^ Buckingham and Lord Sav wUh him: 
at a distancCf Queen Margaret, mourning over 
Suffolk’® Head. 

Q. Mar. Oft have I heard — that grief softens the 
mind. 

And makes it fearful and degenerate ; 

Think therefore on revenge, and cease to weep. 

But who can cease to weep, and look on this ? 

Here may his head lie on my throbbing breast: 

But where’s the body that I should embrace? 

Buck. What answer makes your grace to the 
rebels’ supplication ? 

K, Hen. I’ll send some holy bishop to entreat : 
For God forbid, so many simple souls 
Should perisli by the sword ! And I myself, 

Bather than bloody war shouhl cut them short, 

Will parley with Jack Cade their general. — 

But stay, I’ll read it over once again. 

Q. Mar. Ah, barbarous villains ! hath this lovely 
face 

Rul’d like a wandering planet, over me ; 

And could it not enforce them to relent. 

That were unworthy to behold the same ? 

X. Hen. Lord Say, Jack Cade hath sworn to have 
thy head. 

Sap. Ay, but I hope, your highness shall have his. 
X. Hen. How now, madam ? Still 
Lamenting, and mourning for Suffolk’s death ; 

I fear, my love, if that 1 had been dead, 

Thou wouldcst not have mourn’d so much for me. 
CJ. Mar. My love, I should not mourn, but die for 
thee. 

Enter a Messenger. 

X. Hen. How now ! what news ? why com’st thou 
in such haste? 

Mess, The rebels are in Southwark ; Fly, my lord ! 
Jack Cade proclaims himself lord Mortimer, 
Descended from the duke of Clarence’ liouse : 

And calls your grace usurper, openly, 

And vows to crown himself in Westminster, 

His army is a ragged multitude 

Of hinds and peasants, rude and merciless ; 

Sir ^umplurey Stafford and his brother’s death 
Hath given them heart and courage to proceed : 

All scholars, lawyers, courtiers, gentlemen, 

They call — false caterpillars, and intend their death. 
X. Hen. O graceless men ! they know not what 
they do. 

Buck. My gracious lord, retire to Kenelworth, 
Until a power be rais’d to put them down. 

Q. Mar. Ah ! were the duke of Suffolk now alive. 
These Kentish rebels would be soon appeas’d. 

XHen. Lord Say, the traitors hate thee, 
Therefore away with vs to Kenelworth. 

Sap. So might your grace’s person be in danger ; 
The sight of me is odious in tlieir eyes ; 

And therefore in this city will I stay, 

And live alone as secret as 1 may. 

EfUer another Messenger. 

^ Mess, Jack Cade hath gotten London-bridge ; 
the citizens 

Fly and forsake their houses : 


The rascal people, thirsting after prey, 

Join with the traitor ; and they jointly swear, 

To spoil the city, and your royal court. 

Buck. Then linger not, my lord ; away, take Horse. 
X, Hen. Come, Margaret ; God, our hope, will 
succour us. 

Q. Mar. My hope is gone, now Suffolk is deceas’d. 
X, Hen. Farewell, my lord; [To Lord Say.] 
trust not the Kentish rebels. 

Buck. Trust no body, for fear you be betray’d. 
Sap. The trust I have is in mine innocence. 

And therefore am I bold and resolute. [Exeunt. 

SCENE V. — The Tower. 

Enter Lord Scales, and others, on the JPalls. Then 
enter certain Citizens, below. 

Scales. How now? is Jack Cade slain? 

1 Cit. No, my lord, nor likely to be slain ; for 
they have won the bridge, killing all those that 
withstand tliem : The lord mayor craves aid of your 
honour from the Towner, to defend ilie city from the 
reljels. 

Scales. Such aid as I can spare, you shall command ; 
But I am troubled here with tljcm myself ; 

The rebels have assay’d to win the Tower. 

But get you to Smitlifield, and gather head, 

And thither I will send you Matthew Gough : 
Fight for your king, your country, and your lives ; 
And so farewell, for 1 must hence again. [Exewd. 

SCENE VI. - — Cannon Street. 

Enter J ack Cade, and his Followers. He strikes his 
Staff on I^ondon-storie. 

Cade. Now is Mortimer lord of this city. And 
here, sitting upon London>stonc, I charge and com- 
mand, that of the city’s cost, the conduit run nothing 
but claret wine this first year of our reign. And 
now, henceforward, it shall be treason for any that 
calls me other than — lord Mortimer. 

Enter a Soldier, running. 

Sold. Jack Cade ! Jack Cade ! 

Cade. Knock him down there. [ Thep kill him. 
SmUh. If this fellow be wise, he’ll never call you 
Jack Cade more ; 1 tliink he hath a very fair ward- 
ing. 

Dick. My lord, there’s an army gathered together 
in Smithfield. 

Cade. Come then, let’s go fight with them : But, 
first, go and set London-bridge on fire ; and if you 
can, burn down the Tower too. Come, let’s away. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE VII. — Smitlifield. 

Alarum. Enter, on one side, Cads and his Cam., 
panp ; on the other, Citixens, and the Xmg*s Forces, 
headed bp Matthew Gough. Thep fight j the 
Citizens are routed, and Matthew Gough 

Cade. So, sirs: — Now go some and pull down 
the Savoy; others to the inns of court; down with 
them all. 

Dick. I have a suit unto your lordship. 

Cade. Be it a lordship, thou shalt have it for that 
word. 

Dkk. Only that the laws of England may come 
out of y6ur mouth. 

John. ’Twill he sore law, then ; for he ww thrust 
in the mouth witli a spear, and 'tis not whole yet. 

[Aside* 
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Cade* I have thought upon it ; it shall be so. 
Away, burn all the records of the realm ; my mouth 
shall be the parliament of England. 

John, Then we are like to have biting statutes, 
unless his teeth be pulled out. [^Aside. 

Cade. And henceforward all tilings shall be in 
common. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord, a prize, a prize ! here’s the lord 
Say, which sold the towns in France; he that made 
us pay one and twenty fifteens and one shilling to 
the pound, the last subsidy. 

Enter Gkokgk Bevis, with the Lord Say. 

Cade. Well, he shall be beheaded for it ten times. 
— Ah, thou say 9, thou serge, nay, thou buckram 
lord ! now art thou within point-blank of our juris- 
diction regal. What canst thou answer to iny ma- 
jesty, for giving up of Normandy unto the dauphin 
of France? Be it known unto thee by these pre- 
sence, even the presence of lord Mortimer, Uiat I 
am the besom that must sweep the court clean of 
such filth as thou art. Thou liast most traitorously 
corrupted the youtli of the realm, in erecting a 
grammar-school ; and w'hcreas, before, our fore- 
fiithers had no other books but the score and the 
tally, thou hast caused printing to be used; and, 
contrary to the king, his crown and dignity, thou 
hast built a paper-mill- It will be proved to thy 
face, that thou hast men about tlicc, that usually 
talk of a noun, and a verb ; and such abominable 
words, as no Christian ear can endure to hear, 
lliou hast appointed justices of peace, to call x>oor 
men before them about matters they were not able 
to answer. Moreover, thou hast put them in prison, 
and because they could not read *, thou hast hanged 
them, when, indeed, only for that cause they have 
been most worthy to live. Thou dost ride on a 
foot-cloth % dost thou not ? 

Say, What of that? 

Cade. Marry, thou oughtest not to let thy horse 
wear a cloak, when honester men tlian thou go in 
tlieir hose and doublets. 

Dick. And work in their shirt too; as myself, 
for example, that am a butcher. 

^Say. You men of Kent. — 

Dick. What say you of Kent ? 

Say. Notliing but this: *T\sbona terra, mala gens. 

Cade. Away witli him, away with him ! he speaks 
Ladn. 

Say. Hear me but speak, and bear me where you 
will. 

Kent, in the commentaries Caesar writ, 

Is tenn’d the civir$t place of all this isle : 

Sweet is the counti-y, because full of riches ; 

The people liberal, valiant, active, wealthy ; 

Which makes me hope you are not void of pity. 

I sold not Maine, 1 lost not Normandy ; 

Yet, to recover them, would lose my life. 

J usticc with favour liave I always done j 
Prayers and tears have mov’d me, gifts could never. 
When have I aught exacted at your hands, 

Kent to maintain, the king, the realm, and you ? 
Large gifts have I bestow’d on learned clerks. 
Because my book pieferr’d me to the king ; 

And — seeing ignorance is the curse of Heavenj 

® A fifteen was the fifteentli part of all the movables or 
perwnal properly of each subject, 

? SaywasaklndofsergCk 

J Because they coind not claim the benefit of clergy. 

* A Kind of housing, which covered the body of the horse. 


Knowledge the wing wherewith we fly to it. —• 
Unless you be possess’d with devilish spirits. 

You cannot but forbear to murder me. 

This tongue hath parley’d unto foreign kings 
For your behoof, — 

Cade. ’Fut ! when struck’st thou one blow in tlie 
field? 

Say. Great men have reaching hands ; oft have I 
struck 

Those that T never saw, and struck them dead. 

Geo. O monstrous coward ! what, to come behind 
folks? 

Say. These cheeks arc pale for watching for your 
good. 

Cade, Give him a box o’ the ear, and that will 
make ’em red again. 

Say. Long sitting to detennine poor men’s causes 
Hath made me full of sickness and diseases. 

Cade, Ye shall have a hempen caudle then, and 
the pap of a hatchet. 

Dick. Why dost thou quiver, man ? 

Say. The palsy, and not fear, provoketh me. 
f We. Nay, he nods at us ; as who should say, — 
1*11 be even with you. I’ll sec if his head wdll stand 
steadier on a pole, or no : Take him away, and 
behead him. 

Say. Tell me, w herein I have ofiended most ? 
Have 1 affected wealth, or honour ; speak ? 

Arc my chests fill’d up with extorted gokl? 

Is my apparel sumptuous to behold? 

Whom have I injur’d, that ye seek my death ? 
These hands are free from guiltless blood-shedding s, 
This breast from harbouring foul deceitful thoughts. 
O, let me live ! 

Cade. I feel remorse in myself with his words : 
but I’ll bridle it; he shall die, an it be but for 
pleading so well for his life. Away with him 1 he 
has a familiar'' under his tongue; Go, take him 
away, I say, and strike off’ his head presently ; and 
then break into his son-in-law’s house, sir James 
Cromer, and strike off his head, and bring them both 
upon two poles hither. 

All. It shall be done. 

Say. Ah, countrymen ! if when you make your 
prayers, 

God should be so obdurate as yourselves, 

How would it fare with your departed souls ? 

And therefore yet relent, and save my life. 

Cade. Away wifti him, and do as 1 command ye. 

[^Exeunt some vdth Loan Say. 
The proudest peer in the realm shall not wear a 
head on his shoulders, unless be pay me tribute ; 
men shall hold of me in enpUes and we charge and 
command, that their wives be as free as heart can 
wish, or tongue can tell. 

Dick, My lord, when shall we go to Chcapside, 
and take up commodities upon our bills ? 

Cade. Marry, presently. 

AH. O brave ! 

Ee-enter Rebels, wilh the Heads of Loan Say and his 
Son-in-law. 

Cade. But is not this braver ? — Let them kiss 
one anotlicr, for they loved well, wlien they were 
alive. Now part them again, lest they consult about 
the giving up of some more towns in France, Sol- 
diers, defer the spoil of the city until night : for with 
these borne before us, instead of maces, will we ride 

® t*. e. Shedding guiltless blopd. 

* A dicmon wno was supposed to attend at call. 
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Act IV. 


through the streets ; ami, at every corner, Imve them 
kiss. — Away ! {ExemU. 

SCENE VlII. - Southwark. 

Alarum* Enter Cade* and all hii Rabblement. 
Cade* Up Fish-street! down Saint Magnus* cor- 
ner! kill and knock down! throw them into 
Thames ! — [A Earley sounded^ then a lietreal*'] 
What noise is tliis I hear? Dare any be so bold to 
sound retreat or parley, when I command tlicm kill ? 

Erder Buckikqham, and old CuFFoan, with Forces* 
Buck* Ay, here they be that dare and will disturb 
thee: 

Know, Cade, we come ambassadors from the king 
Unto the commons, whom thou hast misled ; 

And here pronounce free pardon to them all, 

That will forsake thee, and go home in peace. 

Clif* What say yc, countrymen ? will ye relent. 
And yield to mercy, whilst ’tis offer’d you ; 

Or let a rabble lead you to your deaths? 

Who loves the king, and will embrace his pardon. 
Fling up his cap, and say — God save his majesty ! 
Who liatcth him, and honours not his fatlier, 

Henry the fifth, that made all France to quake, 
Shake he his weapon at us, and pass by. 

AU* God save the king I God save the king ! 

Cade* What, Buckingham, and Clifford, are ye 
so brave ? — • And you, base peasants, do ye believe 
bun ? will you needs be hanged widi your pardons | 
about your necks ? Hath ray sword therefore broke | 
through London gates, tliat you should leave me 
at the White Hart in Southwark ? I thought, ye 
would never liave given out these arras, till you had 
recovered your ancient freedom; but you arc all 
recreants, and dastards; and delight to live in 
slavery to the nobility. Let them break your backs 
with burdens, take your houses over your heads, 
ravish your wives and daughters before your faces ; 
For me, — I will make shift for one ; and so — A 
curse ’light upon you all ! 

All* Wc’ll follow Cade, we’ll follow Cade. 

Clif* Is Cade the son of Heniy the fifth. 

That thus you do exclaim— you’ll go with him? 
Will he Conduct you through the heart of Franco, 
And make the mcuuest of you earls and dukes ? 
Alas, he hath no home, no place to dy to ; 

Nor knows he how to live, but by the spoil, 

Unless by robbing of your friends, and us. 

Wer’t not a shame, that whilst you live at jar, 

The fearful French, whom you late vanquished, 
Should make a start o’er seas and vanquish you ? 
Methinks, already, in this civil broil, 

1 see them lording it in London streets, 

Crying — VUlageois / unto all they meet. 

Better, ten thousand base-born Cades miscarry, 
Than you should stoop unto a Frenchman’s mercy. 
To France, to France, and get what you have lost ; 
Spare England, for it is your native coast; 

Henry hath money, you are strong and manly : 

God on our side, doubt not of victory. 

All* A Clifford ! a Cliffbrd ! we’ll follow the 
king, and Clifford. 

Cade* Was ever feather so lightly blown to and 
as dlls multitude ? the name of Henry the fifth 
luiles them to^ hundred mischiefs, and makes tliem 
leave me desolate* I see them lay their heads toge- 
ther, to surprise me : my sword make way for me, 
for iiere is no staying. — Have through die very 


midst of you ! and honour be witness, that no want 
of resolution in me, but only my followers* base and 
ignominious treasons, makes me betake me to my 
heels. [Exit. 

Buck* What, is he fled ? go, some and follow him ; 
And he, tliat brings his head unto die king, 

Sliall have a thousand crowns for his reward. — 

[Exeunt some of them. 
Follow me, soldiers ; we’ll devi.se a mean 
To reconcile you all unto die king, [Exeunt, 

SCENE IX . — Kenelworth Castle* 

Enter King Henry, Q.ueen Margaret, and 
Somerset, on the Terrace of the Castle* 

K. Hen* Was ever king that joy’d an earthly 
throne. 

And could command no more content than I ? 

No sooner was I crept out of my cradle. 

But I was made a king at nine montlis old : 

Was never subject long’d to be a king, 

As I do long and wisli to be a subject. 

Enter Buckingham and Clifford. 

Buck. Health, and glad tidings, to your majesty ! 
A'. Hen* Why, Buckingham, is the traitor. Cade, 
surpriz’d ? 

Or is he but retir’d to make him strong ? 

Enter ^ bclotUf a great number of Cade\« Folio werst 
with Hallers about their Necks* 

Clif He’s fled, my lord, and all his powers do 
yield; 

And humbly thus, with halters on their necks. 
Expect your highness’ doom of life, or death. 

K* Hen, Then, heaven, setope thy everlasting gates, 
To entertain my vows of dianks and praise ! 
Soldiers, this day have you redeem’d your lives. 
And show’d how well you love your prince and 
countiy : 

Continue still in this so good a mind, 

And Henry, though he be infortunate, 

Assure yourselves, will never be unkind : 

And so, with thanks and pardon to you all, 

I do dismiss you to your several countries. 

Ad* God save the king 1 God save the king ! 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess* Please it your grace to be advertised, 

Tlie duke of York is newly come from Ireland : 
And with a puis.sant, and a mighty power, 

Of gallowglasses, and .stout kernes \ 

Is marching hitherward in proud array ; 

And still proclaimeth, as he comes along, 

His anus are only to remove from thee 

The duke of Somerset, whom he terms a traitor. 

AT. Hen* Thus stands my state, ’twixt Cade and 
York distress’d ; 

IJke to a ship, that, having ’scap’d a tempest, 

Is straightway calm’d and boarded with a pirate : 
But now 6 is Cade driy^ back, his men dispers’d ; 
And now is York in arbii to second him. — 

I pray thee, Buckingham, go forth and meet him ; 
And ask liim, what’s the reason of these arms. 

Tell him, I’ll send duke Edmund to the Tower ; — 
And, Somerset, we will commit thee thither, 

Until his army be dismiss’d from him. 

Som* Mylordf 

I’ll yield myself to prison willingly, 

Or uuto death, to do my country good. 

^ Twoonlm of foot-sol(her« antobu the Ifidi. 

« Only just now. 
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A". Hen, Tn any case, be not too rough in terms ; 
For he is fierce, and cannot brook hard language. 

Buck, I will, rny lord ; and doubt not so to deal. 
As 411 things should redound unto your good. 

K. Hen, Come, wife, let’s in, and learn to govern 
better ; 

For yet may England curse my wretched reign. 

[Exeutit, 

SCENE X. — Kent. Iden’6* Gardevi. 

Enter Cade. 

Cade, Fye on ambition! fye on myself; that 
have a sword, and yet am ready to famish ! These 
five days have I hid me in these woods ; and durst 
not peep out, for all the country is lay’d for me ; 
but now am I so hungry, that if I might have a 
lease of my life for a thousand years, I could slay 
no longer. Wlierefore, on a brick- wall liave I 
climbed into this garden ; to see if I can eat grass, 
or pick a sal let another while, wdiich is not amiss 
to cool a man’s stomach this hot w eather. And, 1 
think, this word sallet was born to do me good: 
for, many a time, but for a sallel?, my brain-pan 
had been cleft with a brown bill; and, many a 
time, when I have been dry, and bravely maich- 
ing, it hath served me instead of a quart-pot to 
drink in ; and now the word sallet must serve me 
to feed on. 

Enter I DEN, with Servants. 

Iden, I^ord, who w'ould live turmolled in the court. 
And may enjoy such quiet walks as these ? 

TJiis small inheritance, my father left me, 
Contenteth me, and is worth a monarcliy. 

1 seek Hot to wax great by others’ waning ; 

Or gather wealtli, I care not with what envy ; 
Sufiiceth, that I have maintains my state, 

And sends the poor well pleased from my gate. 

Cade* Here’s the lord of the soil come to seize 
me for a stray, for entering his fee-simple without 
leave. Ah, villain, thou wilt betray me, and get 
a thousand crowns of the king for carrying my 
head to him ; but I’ll make tlicc cat iron like an 
ostrich, and swallow my sword like a great pin, ere 
thou and 1 part. 

Iden. Why, rude companion, wliatsoe’er thou be, 
I know thee not ; Why then should I betray thee? 
Is’t not enough, to break into my garden, 

* And, like a thief, to come to rob my grounds. 
Climbing my walls in spite of me, the owner, 

But thou wilt brave me with these saucy terms? 


Cade, Brave thee ? ay, by the best blood that ever 
was broached, and beard thee too. Look on me wol I : 
I have eat no meat these five days ; yet, come thou 
and thy five men, and if 1 do not leave you all as 
dead as a door-nail, may I never eat grass more. 
Iden. Nay, it shall ne’er be said while England 
stands, 

That Alexander Iden, an esquire of Kent, 

Took odds to combat a poor famish’d man, 

Opjiose thy steadfast-gazing eyes to mine, 

See if thou canst outpace me with thy looks. 

Set limb to limb, and thou art far the lesser ; 

Thy hand is but a finger to my fist ; 

Thy leg a stick compared with this truncheon ; 

My foot shall fight with all the strength thou laist ; 
And if mine arm be heaved in the air. 

Thy grave is digg’d already in the earth. 

As tor more words, whose greatness answers words, 
Let this my sword report what speech forbears. 

Cade, By my valour, the most complete champion 
that ever 1 heard. — Sfeol, if thou turn the edge, or 
cut not out the burly-boned clown in chines of betf 
ere thou sleep in thy sheath, mayest tJiou be turned 
to hobnails. [Ttiej/ fight. CAnKfalis.] O, tarn slain! 
famine, and no other, liath slain me ; let ten thou- 
sand devils come against me, and give me but the 
ten meals I have lost, and I’d defy them all. 
Witlier, garden : and he henceforth a hiirying- 
place to all that do dwell in this house, because the 
uncoiiqnercd soul of Cade is fie«l. 

Iden, Is’t Cade that I have slain, that monstrous 
traitor ? 

Sword, I will hallow thee for this thy deed, 

And hang thee o’er my tomb when 1 am dead ; 
Ne’er shall this blood be wiped from thy point ; 

But thou shalt wear it as a herald’s coat. 

To emblaze the honour that thy master got. 

Cade, Iden, farewell ; and be proud of Ihy vic- 
tory : Tell Kent from me, she hath lost her best 
man, and exhort all the world to be cowards ; for 
I, that never feared any, am vanquish’d by famine, 
not by valour. [Dies, 

Idea, How much thou wrong’st me, heaven be my 
judge. 

Hence will I drag thee headlong by the heels 
Unto a dunghill, which shall be thy grave, 

And there cut off thy most ungracious head ; 

Which I will bear in triumph to tlie king. 

[Exit, dragging out the Body, 


ACT V. 


SCENE. I. — Near Saint Alban’j?. 

Tlie King '5 Camp on one side. On the other, enter 
York attended, with Drum and Colours: his 
Forces at some distance, 

York, From Ireland thus comes York, to claim 
bis right, 

And pluck the crown from feeble Henry’s head : 
Bing, bells, aloud ; bum, bonfires, clear and bright, 
To entertain great England’s lawful king. 

Ah, sancta mc^estas / who would not buy thee dear ? 
Let them obey, that know not how to rule ! 

^ A kind of helmet. 


This hand was made to handle nought but gold : 

1 cannot give due action to my words, 

Except a sword, or scepter, bdance it. 

A scepter shall it have, have I a soul ; 

On which I’ll toss tlie flower-de-luce of Frances 

Enter Buckingham. 

Whom have we here ? Buckingham, to disturb me. 
The king hath sent him, sure j I must dissemble. 
Buck, York, if tliou meanest well, I greet thee well. 
York. Humplirey of Buckingham, I accept tliy 
greeting. 

Alt thou a messenger, or conic of pleasure? 
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Buch A messenger from Henry, our dread liege, 
To know the reason of these arms in peace ; 

Or why, thou — being a su!)ject as I am, — 
Against thy oatii and true allegiance sworn, 
Shoiildst raise so great a power without his leave 
Or dare to bring thy force so near the court. 

York, Scarce can I speak, my clioler is*' 
so great. 

O, 1 could hew up rocks, and fight with 
dint, 

I am so angry at tliese abject terms ; 

And now, like Ajax Telamonius, 

On sheep or oxen could 1 spend my fury ! Jsitie. 

1 am far better born than is the king ; 

More like a king, more kingly in my 
thoughts : 

But I must make fair weiither yet a while. 

Till Henry be more w^eak, and I more 
strong. — - 

O Buckingham, I pr'ythee, pardon me, 

Tliat I have given no answer all this while ; 

My mind was troubled witii deep melancholy. 

The cause why 1 have brought tliis army hither, 

Is — to remove proud Somerset from the king, 
Seditious to his grace, and to the state. 

Buck. Tliat is too much presumption on thy part : 
But if thy arms be to no other end. 

The king hath yielded unto thy demand ; 

The duke of Somerset is in the Tower. 

York. Upon thine honour, is he prisoner? 

Jhtek. Upon mine honour, he is prisoner. 

York. Then Buckingham, I do dismiss my 
powers. — 

Soldiers, 1 thank you all : disperse yourselves ; 
Meet me to-morrow in Saint George’s field, 

You shall have pay, and every thing you wish. 

And let my sovereign, virtuous Henry, 

Command my eldest son, — nay, all my sons, 

As pledges of my fealty and love, 

I’ll send them all as willing as 1 live ; 

Lands, goods, horse, armour, any thing 1 have 
Is his to use, so Somerset may die. 

Bitck. York, I commend this kind submission : 
We twain will go into his highness’ tent. 

JEiUer King Henry, attended. 

K. lien. Buckingham, doth York intend no harm 
to us, 

That thus he marcheth with thee arm in arm ? 

York. In all submission and humility, 

York dotli present himself unto your highness. 

K. Hen* Then what intend these forces thou 
dost bring ? » 

York. To heave the traitor Somerset from hence ; 
And fight against that monstrous rebel, Cade, 

Who since I heard to be discomfited. 

Enter I den, wUk Cade’^ Head* 

Jden. If one so rude, and of so mean condition, 
May pass into the presence of a king, 

Lo, I present your grace a traitor’s head, 

Tlie head of Cade, whom I in combat slew. 
jT. Hen. The head of Cade ? — Great God, how 
just art thou ! •— 

O, let me view his visage being dead, 

Tliat living wrought me such exceecUng trouble. 
Tell me, my friend, art thou the man tliat slew liim ? 
Iden. I was, an’t like your majesty. 

K. Hen. How art Uiou call’d ? and what is thy 
degree ? 


PART OF 

Idcn. Alexander Ideii, that’s my name ; 

A poor esquire of Kent, tliat loves his king. 

Buck, So please it you, my lord, ’twere not amiss 
He were created knight for his good service. • 

A". Hen. Iden, kneel down j [//le kneels.] Rise 
up a knight. 

We give thee for reward a thousand marks ; 

And will, that thou henceforth attend on uS. 

Jden. May Iden live to n^erit such a bounty, 

And never live but true unto his llcgo ! 

A”. Hen. See, Buckingham ! Somerset comes with 
the queen ; 

Go, bid her hide him quickly from the duke. 

Enter Queen Makoarkt and Somerset. 

Q. Mar. For thousand Yorks he shall not hide 
his head, 

But boldly stand, and front him to his face. 

York. How now ! Is Strmerset at liberty ? 

Then, York, unloose thy long-imprisoii’d thoughts. 
And let thy tongue Ik? equal with thy heart. 

Shall 1 endure the sight of Somerset ? — 

False king ! why liast thou broken faitli with me, 
Knowing how hardly I can brook abuse ? 

King did I call thee ? no, thou art not king ; 

Not fit to govern and rule multitudes, 

Which chir’st not, no, nor canst not rule a traitor. 
That head of thine doth not become a crown ; 

Thy hand is made to grasp a palmer’s staff, 

And not to grace an awful princely scepter. 

That gold must round engirt these brows of mine ; 
j Whose smile and frown, like to Achilles’ spear, 

Is able with the change to kill and cure. 

Here is a hand to hold a scepter up, 

Aud with the same to act controlling lawrs. 

Give place ; by heaven, thou shalt rule no more 
O’er him, whom heaven created for thy ruler. 

Som. O monstrous traitor ! — 1 arrest thee, York, 
Of capital treason ’gainst the king and crown ; 
Obey, audacious traitor ; kneel for grace, 

York, Wouldst have me kneel ? first let me ask 
of tliese. 

If they can brook I bow a knee to man, — 

Sirrah, call in my sons to be my bail ; 

[Exit an Mtendant. 

I know, ere they will have nae go to ward 
TJiey’ll pawn their swords for my enfranchisement. 
Q Mar. Call hither Clifibrd ; bid him come^ 
amain, 

To say, if that the bastard boys of York 
Shall be tlie surety for their traitor father. 

York. O blood-bespotted Neapolitan, 

Outcast of Naples, England’s bloody scourge ! 

The sons of York, thy betters in their birth, 

Shall be their father’s bail ; and bane to those 
Thai for my surety will refuse the boys. 

Enter Edward nnd Richard Plantagenet, with 
Forces, at one side ; at the other, with Forces also, 
old Clifford, and his Son. 

Sec, where they come ; I’ll warrant they’ll make 
it good. 

Q. Mar. And here comes Clifford, to dehy their 
bail. 

Clif. Health and all happiness to my lord the 
king* [Kneels. 

York. I thank thee, Clifford : Say, what news 
with thee? 

Nay, do not fright us with an angry look ; 

^ Custody, confinement 
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We are thy sovereign, CUiFord, kneel again ; 

For thy mistaking so, we pardon thee. 

C/j/» This is my king, York, I do not mistake ; 
But thou raistak’st me much, to think I do : — 

To Bedlam with him ! is tlie man grown mad ? 

A’'. lien* Ay, Clifford ; a bedlam and ambitious 
humour 

Makes him oppose himself against his king. 

C/ifi He is a traitor ; let him to the Tower, 

And chop away that factious pate of his. 

Q. Mar. He is arrested, but will not ol)ey ; 

His sons, he says, shall give their words for him. 
York. Will you not, sons? 

Edw. Ay, noble father, if our words will serve. 
Itich. And if words will not, then our weapons 
shall. 

Clif. Why, what a brood of traitors have we here ! 
York. Look in a glass, and call thy image so ; 

1 a!n thy king, and thou a false-heart traitor. — 
Call hither to the stake my two brave bears 
That, with the very shaking of llieir chains, 

They may astonish these fell lurking curs ; 

Bid Salisbury, and Warwick, come to me. 

Drums. Enter Warwick and Salisbury, with 
Forces. 

Ciif. Are these thy hears? we’ll bait thy bears to 
death. 

And manacle the bear-ward ’ in their chains, 

If thou dar’st bring tliem to the baiting-place. 

Rich. Oft have 1 seen a hot o’er weening cur 
Run back and bite, because he was withheld ; 

Who, being suffer’d with the bear’s fell paw. 

Hath clapp’d his tail beween his legs, and cry’d : 
And such a piece of service will you do. 

If you oppose yourselves to match lord Warwick, 
Clif. Hence, heap of wrath, foul indigested lump. 
As crooked in thy manners as thy shape I 

York. Nay, we shall heat you thoroughly anon. 
Chyi Take heed, lest by your heat you burn 
yourselves. 

A". Jlen. Why, Warwick, hath thy knee forgot to 
bow ? — 

Old Salisbury, — shame to thy silver hair, 

Tliou mad misleader of thy brain-sick son ! — 
What, wilt thou on thy death-bed play the ruffian. 
And seek for sorrow with tliy spectacles? 

O, wliere is faith ? O, where is loyalty ? 

If it be banish’d from the frosty bead. 

Where shall it find a harbour in the earth ? — 

Wilt thou go dig a grave to find out war, 

And shame thine honourable age with blood ? 

Why ait thou old, and want’st experience ? 

Or wherefore dost abuse it, if thou hast it ? 

For shame ! in duty bend thy knee to me, 

That bows unto the grave with mickle age. 

Sal. My lord, I have consider’d with myself 
The title of this most renowned duke ; 

And in my conscience do repute his grace 
The rightful heir to England’s royal seat. 

X. lien* Hast thou not sworn allegiance unto me? 
Sal, 1 have. 

A". Hen, Const thou dispense witli heaven for such 
an oath ? 

Sd* It is great sin, to swear unto a sin ; 

But greater sin, to keep a sinful oath. 

Who can be bound by any solemn vow 
To do a murderous deed, to rob a man, 

• Kevibi, earb of Warwick, had a bear and ragged staff 
for their crest » Bear-keeper. 


To force a spotless virgin’s chastity, 

To reave the orplian of his patrimony, 

To wring the widow from her custom’d right ; 

And iiave no other reason for this wrong, 

But that he was bound by a solemn oath ? 

Q. Mar. A subtle traitor needs no sophister. 

A". Hen. Call Buckingham, and bid him arm him- 
self. 

York, Call Buckingham, and all the friends thou 
hast, 

I am resolv’d for death or dignity. 

Cl^. The first I warrant tliee, if dreams prove true. 
U'ar, You were best to go to bed, and dream again. 
To keep tliee from the tempest of the field. 

Cl if. I am resolv'd to bear a greater storm. 

Than any thou canst conjure up to-day ; 

And lliat I’ll write upon thy burgonet, 

Miglit I but know thee by thy household badge. 
War. Now, by my father’s badge, old Nevil’s crest, 
The rain]}unt bear chain’d to the ragged staft^ 

This day I’ll wear aloft my burgonet ®, 

(As on a moutain-top tiie cedar shows, 

That keeps his leaves in spite of any storm,) 

Even to affright thee witli the view thereof. 

Clif. And from thy burgonet I’ll rend thy bear. 
And tread it underfoot with all contempt, 

Dcspight the bear-ward that protects the bear. 

Y. Clif. And so to anns, victorious father, 

To quell the rebels, and tlieir ’complices. 

{^Exeunt severallif, 

SCENE II. — Saint Alban’i. 

Alarums : Excursions. Enter Warwick. 

War. Cliffprd of Cumberland, ’tis Warwick calls ! 
And if thou dost not hide thee from tlie bear, 

Now, — when the angry trumpet sounds alarm. 
And dead men’s cries do fill the empty air, 

Clifford, I say, come forth and fight witli me ! 
Proud northern lord, Clifford of Cumberland, 
Warwick is hoarse with calling thee to arras. 

Etiter York. 

How now, my noble lord ? what, all a foot ? 

Yoi'k. The deadly-handed Clifford slew my steed ; 
But match to match 1 have encountered him. 

And made a prey for carrion kites and crows, 

Even of the bonny beast he lov’d so well. 

Enter Cuffoiid. 

War. Of one or both of us the time is come. 
York. Hold, Warwick, seek thee out some other 
chase. 

For I ffiyself must hunt this deer to death. 

War, Tlien, nobly, York ; ’tis for a crown thou 
fight’st. — 

As 1 intend, Clifford, to thrive to-day, 

It grieves my soul to leave tliee unassail’d. 

[Exk Warwick. 
Clif. What scest thou in me, York? why dost 
thou pause ? 

Ymrk. With thy brave bearing should 1 be in love, 
But that thou art so fast mine enemy. 

Clif. Nor should thy prowess want praise and 
esteem, 

But that ’tis shown ignobly* and in treason. 

York. So let it help me now against thy swordi 
As I in justice and true right express it f 
Cl^. My soul and body on the action both ! - 
2 Helmet. 
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York^ A dreadful lay ! ^ — address thee instantly. 

[T/iei/ Jig/Uf and Ch^itori) falls* 
Clif, Lafn couronne les esuvres* [Dies* 

York. Thus war liath given thee peace, for tliou 
art still. 

Peace with his soul, heaven, if it be thy will ! 

[Exit* 

Enter Young CLiFroiin, 

Y. CHf. Shame and confusion ! all is on the rout ! 
Fear frames disorder, and disorder wounds 
Where it should guard. O war, thou son of hell, 
Whom angry heavens do make their minister, 
1'hrow in Uie frozen bosoms of our part 
Hot coals of vengeance ; — Let no soldier fly : 

He tliat is truly dedicjitc to war, 

Hatli no self-love; nor he that loves himself, 

Hath not essentially, but liy circumstance, 

The name of valour. — O, let the vile world end. 

[Seeing his dead Father* 
And the premised ^ flames of the last day 
Knit earth and heaven together ! 

Now let the general trumpet blow his blast. 

Particularities and petty sounds 

To cease ! — Wast thou ordain’d, dear father. 

To lose thy youth in ]ieace, and to achieve 
The silver livery of advised age ; 

And in thy reverence, and thy chair-days, thus 
To die in ruffian battle ? — Even at this sight. 

My heart is turn’d to stone ; and, while ’lis mine, 
I^t shall be stony, York not our old men spares ; 
No more will I their babes ; tears virginal 
Shall be to me even as the dew to fire ; 

And beauty, that the tyrant oft reclaims. 

Shall to my flaming wrath be oil and flax. 
Henceforth, I will not have to do with pity : 

Meet I an infant of the house of York, 

Into as many gobbets will I cut it. 

As wild Medea young Absyrtus did ; 

In cruelty will I seek out my fame. 

Come, thou new ruin of old Clifford’s hoiise; 

[Taking up the Bodp* 
As did .®ncas old Anchises bear, 

So bear 1 thee upon my manly shoulders ; 

But then Aeneas bare a living load, 

Nothing so heavy as these w'oes of mine. [Exit. 

Enter IIichard Plantaqeket and Somerset, 
fightings and Somerset is killed. 

Rkh. So, lie ihou there ; — 

For, underneath an alehouse’ paltry sign, 

The Castle in Saint Alban’s, Somerset 
Hath made the wizard famous in Ids deatli. •— 
Sword, hold thy temper : heart, be wrathfSl still : 
Priests pray for enemies, but princes kill. [Exit, 

Alarums : Excursions* Enter King Henry, Queen 
Margaret, and otkerst retreating. 

Q, Mar* Away, my lord ! you are slow ; for 
shame, away ! 

JT. Hen* Can we outrun the heavens ? good Mar- 
garet, stay. 

Q, Man What are you made of? you’ll not fight, 
nor fly : 

Now is it manhood, wisdom, and defence, 

9 A dreadful wager, a tremendous stake. 

* Scut befbre their time. 


To give the enemy way ; and to secure us 
By what we can, which can no more but fly. 

[Alarum afar off* 

If you be ta’cn, we then should see the bottotfi 
Of all our fortunes ; but if we haply scape, 

(As well we may, if not through your neglect,) 

We shall to I.<ondon get ; where you are lov’d ; 
And where this breach, now in our fortunes made, 
May readily be stopp’d. 

Enter Young Clifford, 

Y. CHf' that my Iieart’s on future mischief set, 
I would speak blasphemy ere bid you fly ; 

But fly you must ; uncurable discomfit 
Heigns in the hearts of all our present parts. ^ 
Away, for your relief! and we will live 
To sec their day, and them our fortune give ; 
Away, my lord, away ! [Exeunt. 

SCENE III. — R'lelds near Saint Alban’#. 

Alarum: Retreat* Flourish j then enter York, 
Kichard Plantagenet, Warwick, and Soldicrst 
with Drum and Colours. 

York. Of Svilisbury, who can report of him ; 
Tliat winter lion, w ho, in rage, forgets 
Aged contusions and all brusli of time ® ; 

And, like a gallant in the brow of youth 7, 

Repairs liim w itli occasion ? this happy day 
Is not itself, nor have we won one foot, 

If Salisbury be lost. 

Rkh. My noble father, 

Three times to-day I hoip him to his horse, 

Three times bestrid him, thrice I led him off’, 
Persuaded him from any further act : 

But still, where danger was, still there I met him ; 
And like rich liangings in a homely liouse, 

So was his will in his old feeble body. 

But, noble as he is, look, where he comes. 

Enter Salisbury. 

Sal Now, by my sword, well bast thou fought 
to-day ; 

By the muss, so did we all. — I thank you, Richard ; 
God knows, how long it is h have to live ; 

And it hath pleas’d him, that three times to-day 
You have defended me from imminent death. — 
Well, lords, we have not got that which we have * ; 
’Tis not enough our foes arc this time fled, 

Being opposites of such repairing nature. 9 
York. I know, our safety is to follow them ; 

For, as I hear, the king is fled to London, 

To call a present court of parliament. 

Let us pursue him, ere the writs go forth : — 

What says lord Warwick? shall we after them r 
War. After them ! nay, before them, if we can. 
Now by my faith, lords, ’twas a glorious day ; 

Saint Alban’s battle, won by famous York, 

Shall be eterniz’d in all age to come. — > 

Sound, drums and trumpets : — and to London all : 
And more such days as these to us befall ! [Exeunt* 

* For parties. « i. e. The gradual detrition of time. 

7 i. e. The height of youth ; the brow of a hUl is its summit, 

* f. e. We have not secured that which we have acquired. 

9 f. e. Being enemies that are likely so soon to rally and re. 

cover thomselvcs ftom this defeat 
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ACT I. 


SCENE L— •London. The Parliament House. 

Drums. Some Soldiers if York’5 Parly break in. 
Then, enter the ofYork, Edward, Richard, 

Norfolk, Montague, Warwick, and others, with 
white Moses in their Hats. 

War. I wonder, how the king escap’d our hands. 
York. While we pursu’d die horsemen of the 
north, 

He silly stole away, and left his men : 

Whereat the great lord of Northumberland, 

Whose warlike ears could never brook retreat, 
Cheer’d up the drooping army ; and himself, 

X-iord Clitfbrd, and lord Stafford, all a*breast, 
Charg’d our main battle’s front, and, breaking in, 
Were by the swords of common soldiers slain. 

Mdw. Lord Stafford’s fatlier, duke of Bucking- 
ham, 

Is either shun, or wounded dangerous ; 


I cleft his beaver with a downright blow ; 

That this is true, father, behold his blood. 

• \Showing his bloody Swot'd. 

Afont. And, brother, here’s the earl of Wilt- 
shire’s blood, [7’o York, showing his. 
Whom I encounter’d as the battles join’d. 

Mich. Speak thou for me, and tell them what I did. 
[JArowing down the Duke of Somerset’s Head. 
York. Richard hath best deserv’d of all my sons. — 
What, is your grace dead, my lord of Somerset ? 
Norf. Such hope have all the line of John of 
Gaunt 1 

Mkh* Tlius do I hope to shake king Henry’s 
bead. 

War. And so do I. — Victorious prince of York, 
Before I see thee seated in that throne 
Which now the house of Lancaster usurps, 

I vow by heaven, these eyes shall never closCi 
This is the palace of tlie fearful king, 
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And this the regal seat : possess it, York : 

For this is thine, and not king Henry’s heirs'. 

York, Assist me then, sweet Warwick, and I will ; 
For hither we have broken in by force. 

Noif, We’ll all assist you ; he that flies, shall die. 
York. Thanks, gentle Norfolk, — Stay by me, my 
lords ; *—■ 

And, soldiers, stay, and lodge by me this night. 
IFar. And, when the king comes, offer him no 
violence, 

Unless he seek to tlirust you out by force. 

[T/ie^ retire. 

York* The queen, this day, here holds her par- 
liament. 

But little thinks we sliall be of her council : 

By words, or blows, here let us win our right. 

Mkh* Arm’d as we are, let’s stay within this house. 
H^ar, The bloody parliament shall this be call’d. 
Unless IMantagenet, duke of York, be king : 

And bashful Henry depos’d, whose cowardice 
Hath made us by-words to our enemies. 

York. Then leave irie not, my lords; be resolute ; 
1 mean to take possession of my right. 

lYar* Neither the king, nor he that loves him best, 
The proudest he that holds up LancastdV*, 

Dares stir a wing, if Warwick shake his bells. * 

I’ll plant Plantagenet, root him up who dares ; — 
liesolve thee, Richard ; chiim the English crown. 

[Warwick leads York to the 'Yhroiie, who 
seats himself. 

Flpurish. Enter King Henry, Clifford, North- 
umberland, Westmoreland, Exeter, and others, 
with red Roses in their Hats. 

K. Hen. My lords, look where the sturdy rebel 
sits. 

Even in the chair of state ! belike, he means, 
pack’d by tlie power of Warwick, that false peer,) 

To aspire unto the crown, and reign as king 

Earl of Northumberland, he slew thy father ; — 
And thine, lord Cliflbrd ; and you both have vow’d 
revenge 

On him, his sons, his favourites, and his friends. 
North* If I be not, heavens be reveng’d on me ! 
Cl^. The hope thereof makes Clifford mourn in 
steel. 

West* What, shall we suffer this? let’s pluck liim 
down ; 

My heart for anger bums, I cannot brook it. 

JC. Hen* Be patient, gentle earl of Westmoreland. 
CM. Patience is for poltroons, and such as he ; 
He durst not sit there had your father liv’d. 

My gracious lord, here in the parliament 
Let us assail the family of York. 

North* Well hast thou spoken, cousin, be it so. 
K. Hen. Ah, know you not, die city favours diem. 
And diey have troops of solcUers at their beck ? 

Mxe. But when die duke is slain, they’ll quickly 
fly. 

K* Hen* Far be the thought of this from Henry’s 
heart 

To make a shambles of tbe parliament-house ! 
Cousin of Exeter, frowns, words, and threats, 
i^hall be the war that Henry means to use.— 

^ [They admnee to the Duke. 

Thou factious duke of York, descend my throne, 
And kneel for ^race and mercy at my feet ; 

I am thy soverSgn* 

jwlli^inif^ on t)^, perhspe 


York* Thou art deceiv’d, I am thine. 

Ejne. For shame, come down ; he made thee duke 
of York. 

York* ’Twas my inheritance, as the earldom was. 
Exe. Thy father was a traitor to the crown. 

War, Exeter, thou art a traitor to the crown. 

In following this usurping Henry. 

CUf. Wliom should he follow, but his natural 
king? 

War. True, Clifford ; and that’s Richard, duke of 
York, 

X. Hen. And shall I stand, and thou sit in my 
throne ? 

York, It must and shall be so. Content thyself* 
War* Be duke of Lancaster, let him be king, a 
West, He is both king and duke of Lancaster ; 
And that the lord of Westmoreland shall maintain. 

War. And Warwick sliall disprove it. You forget, 
TJialfwe are tiiose, which chas’d you from the field, 
And slew your fathers, and with colours spread 
March’d tlirough the city to tlie palace gates. 

North, Yes, Warwick, I remember it to my grief ; 
And, by his soul, thou and tliy house shall rue it. 

West, l^lantagcnet, of thee, and these thy sons 
'Diy kinsmen, and thy friends I’ll have more lives, 
Tliau drops of blood were in my father’s veins. 

Ciif, Urge it no more ; lest that, instead of words, 
I send thee, Warwick, such a messenger, 

As shall revenge his death, before I stir. 

War. Poor Cliflbrd ! how I scorn his worthless 
threats ! 

York. Will you, we show our title to the crown ? 
If not, our swords shall plead it in the field. 

X* Heft. What title hast tliou, traitor, to the 
crown ? 

Thy fatlier was, as thou art, duke of York ; 

Thy grandfather, Roger Mortimer, earl of March ; 
I am the son of Henry the fiftli, 

Who made the dauphin and tbe French to stoop, 
And seiz'd upon their towns and provinces. 

War* Talk not of France, sith thou liast lost it all. 
JT. Hen. The lord protector lost it, and not I ; 
When I was crown’d, I was but nine months old. 
Rich. You are old enough now, and yet methiuks 
you lose : — - 

Father, tear the crown from the usurper’s head. 
Edw. Sweet father, do so ; set it on your head. 
Mont. Good brother, [To York.] as thou lov’st 
and hoiiour’st arms, 

Let’s fight it out, and not stand cavi||ing thus. 
Rich, Sound drums and trumpets, and the king 
will fly. 

York. Sons, peace ! 

X. Hen. Peace thou ! and give king Henry leave 
to speak. 

War. Plantagenet shall speak first : — hear him, 
lords ; 

And be you silent and attentive too> 

For he, that interrupts him, shall not live. 

X. Hen, Think’st thou, that 1 will leave tny 
kingly throne, 

Wherein my grandsire, and my father, sat? 

No : first shafi war unpeople this my realm ; 

Ay, and their colours— offen borne in France ; 
And now in England, to our heart’s great sorrow, — 
Shall be my winding sheet. — ^ Why fSnt you, lords ? 
My title’s good, and better flu: thai^ ^is« 

War* But prove it, Henry, and thou slialt be king. 
X. Hen* Henry the Fourth by eonquest got the 
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York, ’Twas by rebellion against his king. 

X, Hen, 1 know not what to say; my title’s weak. 
Tell me, may not a king adopt an heir ? 

York, What then ? 

X, Hen, An if he may, tlien am I lawful king •. 
For Richard, in the view of many lords, 

Resign’d the crown to Henry the Fourth ; 

Whose lieir my father was, and 1 am his. 

York, He rose against him, being his sovereign, 
And made him to resign his crown perforce. 

IFftr, Suppose, my lords, he did it unconstrain’d. 
Think you, ’twcre prejudicial to his crown ? 

Xxe. No ; for he could not so resign his crown, 
But that the next heir should succeed and reign. 

X, Hen, Art thou against us, duke of Exeter ? 
Hire, fiiti is the right, and therefore pardon me. 
York. Why whisper you, my lords, and answer 
not? 

Exe, My conscience tells me, he is lawful king. 
X. Hen, All will revolt from me, and turn to him. 
Horth, Plantagenet, for all the claim thou lay’st, 
Think not, that Henry shall be so depos’d. 

War, Depos’d he shall be, in despite of all. 
North, Thou art deceiv’d ; ’tis not thy soutlicrn 
power, 

Of Essex, Norfolk, Suffolk, nor of Kent, — 

Which makes thee thus presumptuous and proud, — 
Can set the duke up in despite of me. 

Clif, King Henry, be tliy title right or wrong, 
Lord Clifford vows to fight in thy defence ; 

May that ground gape, and swallow me alive. 
Where I i^all kneel to him that slew ray father ! 

X, Hen, O Clifford, how thy words revive my 
heart ! 

York, Henry of Lancaster, resign thy crown : — 
What mutter you, or what conspire you, lords ? 

War, Do right unto this princely duke of York ; 
Or I will fill the house wdtli armed men. 

And o’er the chair of state where now he sits, 

Write up his title with usurping blood. 

[He stamps, and the SoMiers show themselves, 
X, Hen, My lord of Warwick, hear me but one 
word ; 

Let me, for this my life-time, reign as king. 

York, Confirm the crown to me, and to mine 
heirs. 

And thou shalt reign in quiet while thou liv’st. 

X. Hen, I am content : Richard Plantagenet, 
Enjoy the kingdom after my decease. 

Clif, What w/ong is this unto the prince your son ? 
War, What good is this to England and himself? 
' West, Base, fearful, and despairing Henry ! 

C/t/*. How hast thou injur’d both thyself and us ? 
West, I cannot stay to hear these articles. 

North, Nor I. 

Clif, Come, cousin, let us tell the queen tliese 
news. 

West, Farewell, faint-hearted and degenerate king. 
In whose cold blood no spark of honour bides * 
North, Be thou a prey unto the house of York, 
And die in bands for this unmanly deed ! 

C7if. In dreadful war mayst thou be overcome I 
Or live in peace, abandon’d and despis’d ! 

[Exeunt NoaTHUMBXRLAKn, CtiFroKD, and 
WtSTMOIlKtAKl). 

tFesr, Tui^ this way, Henry, and regard them not, 
Exe,^ The^ seek i:evenge, and therefore will not 

JK Etm^ Ah, B^eter ! 

War, Why should you sigh, my lord ? 
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X, Hen. Not for myself, lord Warwick, but my 
son, 

Whom I unnaturally shall disinherit. 

But, be it as it may : — I here entail 
The crown to thee, and to thine heirs for ever ; 
Conditionally, that here thou take an oath 
To cease this civil war, and, whilst I live, 

To honour me as thy king and sovereign ; 

And neither by treason, nor hostility, 

To seek to put me down, and reign thyself. 

York, This oatli I willingly take, and will per- 
form. [Coming from the Throne, 

War, Long live king Henry ! — Plantagenet em- 
brace him. 

X, Hen, And long live thou, and these thy for- 
ward sons ! 

York, Now York and Lancaster are reconcil’d. 
Exc. Accurs’d be he, that seeks to make them 
foes ! [ The Lords come forward, 

York, Farewell, my gracious lord ; I’ll to my 
castle. 

War, And I’ll keep London, with my soldiers. 
Norf And I to Norfolk, with my followers. 
Mont, And I unto the sea, from whence I came. 
[Erevnt York, and his So7l% Warwick, 
Norfolk, Montague, Soldiers, and 
Attendants, 

X. Hen, And 1, with grief and sorrow, to the 
court. 

Enter Queen Margaret, awl the Prince or Walks. 

Exe, Here comes the queen, whose looks bewray 
her anger : 

I’ll steal away. 

X, Hen. Exeter so will I. [Croing, 

Q, Mar, Nay, go not from me, I will follow' thee. 
X. Hen. Be patient, gentle queen, and I will stay. 
Q. Mar, Who can be patient in such extremes ? 
Ah, wretched man ! ’would I had died a maid, 
And never seen thee, never borne thee son, 

Seeing thou hast prov’d so unnatural a father ! 
Hath he deserv’d to lose his birthright thus ? 

Hadst thou but lov’d him half so well as I ; 

Or felt that pain, which I did for him once; 

Or nourish’d him, as 1 did with my blood ; 

’I'hou wouldst have left thy dearest heart-blood there, 
Rather than made that savage duke thine heir. 

And disinherited thine only son. 

Prince. Father, you cannot disinherit me ; 

If you be king, why should not I succeed ? 

X. Hen, Pardon me, Margaret ; — pardon me, 
sweet son ; — 

The earl of Warwick and the duke enforc’d me. 

Q. Mar, Enforc’d thee ! art thou king, and wilt 
be forc’d? 

I shame to bear thee speak. Ah, timorous wretch ! 
Thou hast undone thyself, thy son, and me; 

And given unto the house of York such head. 

As thou shalt reign but by their sufferance. 

To entail him and his heirs unto the crown, 

What is it, but to make thy sepulchre, 

And creep into it far before thy time? 

Warwick is chancellor, and the lord of Calais ; 
Stern Falconbridge commands tlie narrow seas ; 
The duke is made protector of the realm ; 

And yet shalt thou be safe ? such sathfy finds 
The trembling iamb, environed with wolves. 

Had I been there, which am a silly woman, ^ 

The soldkm shouldliave toss’d me on their pikes, 
Before I would have granted to that act. 
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But thou preferr’st thy life before ttuno Iionour ; 

And seeing thou dost, I here divorce myself, 

Both from thy table, Henry, and thy bed, 

Until that act of parliament be repeal’d, 

Whereby my son is disinherited 
The northern lords, that have forsvrom thy colours, | 
Will follow mine, if once they sec them spread ; I 

And spread they shall l)e ; to thy foul disgrace, | 

And utler ruin of the house of York. j 

Thus do I leave thee ; — Come, son, let’s away ; 
Our army’s ready ; come, we’ll after tlicm. 

A', lien* Stay, gentle Margaret, and hear me 
speak. 

Q* Mar. Tliou hast spoke too much already ; get 
thee gone. 

A". Hen, Gentle son Edward, thou wilt stay with 
me? 

Q* Mar* Ay, to lie murder’d by liis enemies. 
Prince* When I return with victory from the field, 
Til see your grace : till then, I’ll fidlow her. 

Q. Mar. Come, son, aw'ay ; we may not linger thus. 

[Exeunt Qukkn Mauoauet and the Tiunce. 
A’, Hen. Poor queen ! how love to me, and to her 
son, 

Hath made her break out into terms of rage ! 
Reveng’d may she he on that hateful duke ; 1 

Whose haughty si)irit, wunged with desire, 

Will cost my crowui, and, like an em})ty eagle, 

Tire on the flesh of me, and of my son ! 

The loss of those three lords torments my heart ; 
TITwritc unto them, and entreat lliem fair ; — 
Come, cousin, you shall be the messenger. 

Exe. And I, 1 hope, shall reconcile them all. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE II . — A Hoorn in Sandal Castle, near 
Wakefield, in Yorkshire. 

Enter Edward, Richard, and IMontague. 
Hick. Brother, though I be youngest, give me 
leave. 

Edw. No, I can better play the orator. 

Mont* But I have reasons strong and forcible. 

Enter York. 

York, Why, how iiow, sons and brother, at a 
strife ? 

What is your quarrel? how began it first? 

Edw, No quarrel, hut a slight contention. 

York* About what ? 

Hick* About that which concerns your grace, 
and us; 

The crowui of JCngland, father, which is yours. 

York. Mine, boy ? not till king Henry be dead. 
Hick* Your right depends not on his life, or death. 
Edw* Now you are heir, therefore enjoy it now ; 
By giving the house of Lancaster leave to breathe, 
It will outrun you, father in the end. 

York. I took an oath that he should quietly reign. 
Edw* I’d break a tliousand oaths, to reign one year, 
likh* No ; God forbid, your grace should be for- 
sworn. 

York* I shall be, if I claim by open war. 

. Hkh. I’ll prove the contrary, if you’ll hear me 
speak. 

York, Thou canst not, son ; it is impossible. 
Hick* An oath is of no moment, being not took 
Before a true and lawful magistrate, 

Tliat hath authority over him Uiat swears ; 

Henry had none, but did usurp the place ; 

•Peck. 
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I Then, seeing *twas he that made you to depose, 

I Your oath, iny lord, is vain and frivolous. 

Therefore, to arms. And, father, do but ihluk. 
How sweet a thing it is to wear a crown ; 

Within whose circuit is Elysium, 

And all that poets feign of bliss and joy. 

Wliy do we linger thus ? I cannot rest, 

Until the white rose, that 1 wear, be dyed 
Even in the lukewarm blood of Henry’s heart. 

York* Richard, enough ; I will be king, or die. — 
Brother, thou shall to London presently. 

And whet on Warwick to this enterprize 

Thou, Richard, shall unto the duke of Norfolk, 
And tell him privily of our intent. — 

You, Edward, shall unto my lord Cobham, 

With w^lioin the Kentisliincn will willingly rise : 

In them I trust ; for they arc soldiers, 

Witty and courteous, liberal, full of spiiit. — 
While you are thus employ’d, what rcstetli more, 
But that I seek occasion how to rise ; 

And yet tlie king not privy to my drift, 

Nor any of the house of Lancaster ? 

Enter a Messenger. 

But, stay ; What news ? Wliy coin'st thou in such 
post ? 

Mess. The queen, with uU the northern earls and 
lords, 

Intend here to besiege you in your castle : 

She is hard by with twenty thousand men ; 

And therefore fortify your hold, my loid. 

Yoik. Ay, with my sword. What ! liiink’st thou, 
that we fear them? — 

Edward and Richard, you shall stay with me ; — 
My biother Montague shall post to Lotjclon ; 

T.et noble Warwick, Cobham, and llie rest. 

Whom we have left protectors of the king. 

With powerful policy strengthen themselves, 

And trust not simple Henry, nor his oaths. 

Alont. Brother, 1 go ; I’ll win them, fear it not *. 
And thus most humbly 1 do take my leave. [Exit* 

Enter Sir ,Tohn and Sir Hugh Mortimer. 

York. Sir John, and sir Hugh Mortimer, mine 
uncles ! 

You are come to Sandal in a happy hour ; 

The army of tlie queen mean to besiege us. 

Sir John. She shall not need, we’ll meet her in the 
field. 

York* What, with five thousand men ? 

Htch. Ay, with five hundred, father, for a need, 
A woman’s general ; What should vve fear? 

[A Aiarch afar off. 
Edw. I hear their drums; let’s set our men in 
order ; 

And issue forlli, and bid them battle straight. 

YorL Five men to twenty ! — though the odas oe 
great, 

I doubt not, uncle, of our victory. 

Many a battle have I won in France, 

When as the enemy hath been ten to one ; 

Wily should I not now have the like success ? 

[Alamin* Exeunt* 

SCENE III. — Plains near Sandal Castle* 

Alarums: Excursions. Enter Rutland, and his 
Tutor. 

Hut* Ah, whither shall I fly to ’.scape iheir hands ! 
Ah, tutor ! look, where bloody Cliflbrd comes ! 

3 Of sound Judgment. 
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Enter Clifford, and Soldiers, 

Clif, Chaplain, away ! thy priesthood saves thy life* 
As lor tlie brat of this accursed duke. 

Whose father slew my father, — he shall die. 

Tut. And I, my lord, will bear him company. 
Clif, Soldiers, away wdth him. ♦ 

Tut, Ah, Cliflbrd ! murder not this innocent child, 
Le^l thou bu hated both of God and man. 

[Eriti forced off In/ Soldiers. 
Clif. How now ! is he dead already? Or, is it fear, 
Tliat makes him close his eyes? — I’ll open them. 

Ilvt. So looks the pent-up lion o’er the w retch 
That trembles under his devouring paws : 

And so he walks, insulting o'er his prey ; 

And so he comes to rend his limbs asunder. ■— 

Ah, geill^B Clifford, kill me with thy sword, 

And not with such a cruel threat’ning look. 

Sweet Clifford, hear me speak before 1 die ; — 

I am too mean a subject for thy wrath, 

Be tliou reveng’d on men, and let me live. 

Cli/'. In vain thou s))eak’st, poor boy ; my father’s 
blood 

Hatli stopp’d the passage where thy words should 
enter. 

Eut. Tiien let my fathei’s blood open it again ; 
He is a man, and, Clifford, cojie with him. 

Cljf Had 1 thy brethren here, their lives and thine, 
Wore not revenge suflicienl for me ; 

No, if I digg’d up thy forefathers’ graves, 

And hung their rotten coffins up in chains. 

It could not slake mine ire, nor ease my lieait. 

The sight of any of the house of Yoik 
Is as a fury to torment my soul ; 

And till I root out tlieir accursed line, 

And leave not one alive, 1 live in hell. 

I'herefore — * [Ifftin/r kis Hand. 

Jtut. O, let me pray before I take my death : — 
To thee I pray ; Sw^eet Clifford, pity me ! 

Clf. Such pity as my rapier's i)oiut affoid.s. 

Hut. 1 never did thee harm ; Why wilt thou slay 
me ? 

Clif Thy father hath. 

Hut, But ’twas ere I w^as born. 

Thou hast one son, for his sake pity me ; 

Lest, in revenge thereof, — silh God is Just, — 

He lie as miserably slain as I. 

Ah, let me live in prison all my days ; 

And when I give occasion of offence, 

Then let me die, for now thou hast no cause. 

Ctif, No cause ? 

Thy father slew my father ; therefore, die. 

[Clifford stubs him. 

Rut. HU fuciantj laudis sinnma sU isla lucof* 

Clif, Plantagcnet ! I come, Plantagenet ! 

And this thy son’s blood cleaving to my blade. 
Shall rust upon my weapon, till thy blood. 
Congeal’d witli this, do make me w'ipe off both. 

[JS’arif. 

SCENE IV. — The same. 

Alarum, Enter York. 

York, The army of the queen hath got the field : 
My uncles both are slain in rescuing me \ 

And all my followers to the eager foe 
Turn back, and fly, like ships before die wind, 

Or lambs pursu’d by hunger-starved wolves. 

* Heaven grant that this may be your greatest boast ! 

Ovid. Epist, 


My sons — Heaven knows, what hath bechanced 
them ; 

But this I know — they have demean’d themselves 
Like men born to renown, by life, or death. 

Tlirec times did Richard make a lane to me ; 

And thrice cried, — Courage^ father ! fight it out / 
And full as oft came Edward to my side. 

With purple faulchion, painted to the hilt, 

In blood of those that had encounter’d him : 

And when the hardiest w^arriors did retire, 

Richard cried, — Charge ! and give no foot of ground / 
And cried, — A crowns or else a glorious tomb ! 

A sceptiTf or an earthly sepulchre ! 

With this, we charg’d again : but, out, alas ! 

We bodg’d ^ again ; as 1 have seen a swan 
With bootless labour swim against tlie tide, 

And spend her strengtli with overmatching waves, 
[A short Alarum %vUhin, 
Ah, hark ! the fatal followers do pursue ; 

Anil 1 am faint, and cannot fly their fury ; 

And, were I strong, 1 would not shun their fury ; 
The sands arc number’d that make up my life : 
Here must I stay, and here my life must end. 

Enter Q.UEEN Margaret, Clifford, Northumber- 
* LAND, and Soldiers. 

Come, bloody Clifford, — rough Northumberland, — 
I dare your quenchless fury to more lage; 

I am your butt, and 1 abide your shot. 

E^orth, Yield to our mercy, proud Plantagenet, 
Cltf. Ay, to such mercy, as his ruthless arm, 
With downright payment sliow’d unto my fatlier. 
Now Phaeton hath tumlilcd from his car. 

And made an evening at the noontide point. 

York. ]\Ty ashes, as the I’lioeiiix, may bring forth 
A bill! that will re\'enge upon you all : 

And, in that hope, I throw mine eyes to heaven, 
Scorning whate’er you can afflict me with. 

Why come you not ? wliat ! multitudes, and fear ? 

Clif. So cowards fight, when they can fly no further ; 
So doves do peck the falcon’s piercing talons ; 

So desperate thieves, all hopeless of their lives, 
Breathe out invectives ’gainst the officers. 

York. O Cliflbrd, but bethink thee once again. 
And in thy thought o’er-run my former lime ; 

And, if thou canst for blushing, view this face ; ^ 
And bite thy tongue, that slanders him witli cowardice. 
Whose frown hath made thee faint and fly ere tlus. 

CUf. 1 will not bandy with thee wxird for word ; 
But buckle with thee blows twice two for one. 

[Hraivs, 

Q. Mar. Hold, valiant Clifford ! for a thousand 
causes, 

1 would prolong awhile the traitor’s life : — 

Wrath makes him deaf: speak thou, N orthumberland. 

North. Hold, Clifford j do not honour him so much 
To prick thy finger, though to w^ound his heart ; 
What valour were it, when a cur doth grin, 

For one to thnist his hand between his teeth, 

When he might spurn him with his foot aw'ay ? 

It is war’s prize to take all vantages ; 

And ten to one is no impeach of valour. 

[They lay hands on York, who struggles. 
Clif Ay, ay, so strives the woodcock with the gin. 
i North, So doth the coney struggle in the net. 

[York is taken prisorwr. 

1 York. So triumph thieves upon their conquer d 
I booty; 

So true men yield, wdth robbers so o er-match a* 

1 » i. e. We Ixigglcd, failed. 
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North, What would your grace have done unto 
him now ? 

(i. Mar. Brave warriors, ClifTord and Northum- 
berland, 

Come make him stand upon this molehill here, 

'Chat raiight ® at mountains with outstretched arms, 
Yet parted but the shadow with his hand — 

What ! was it you that would be England’s king? 
Was’t you that revcll’d in our parliament, 

And made a preachment of your high descent? 
Wliere are your mess of sons to back you now ? 

"i’he wanton Edward, and tlie lusty Oeorge ? 

And where’s that valiant crook-back ]jrodigy, 

Dicky your boy, that, with his grumbling voice, 
Was wont to clicer his dad in mutinies ? 

Or, with the rest, where is your darling Rutland ? 
Look, York ; 1 stain’d this napkin witli tlie blood 
That valiant Clifford, with his rapier’s jioint, 

Made issue from the bosom of the hoy ; 

And, if thine eyes can water for his deatli, 

I give thee this to dry thy cheeks withal. 

Alas, i»oor York ! hut that I hate thee deadly, 

I should lament thy miseralile state. 

I pr’ythee, grieve, to make me merry, York ; 

Stamp, rave, and fret, that 1 may sing and dance. 
Wliat, hath ihy fiery heart so parcli’d thine entrails, 
That not a tear can fall for Rutland’s death ? j 
Why art thou patient, man? thou shouldst be mad ; 
And I, to make thee mad, do mock thee thus. 

I’liou wouldst be fee’d, 1 sec, to make me sport ; 
York cannot speak, unless he wear a crown. ’ — 

A crown for York ; — and, lords, how low to him. — 
Hold you his hands, whilst t do set it on. — 

[Putting a paper Crown oti his Head. 
Ay, marry, sir, now looks he like a king ! 

Ay, this is he that'\ook king Henry’s chair j 
And this is he was his adopted heir. — 

But how is it that great Plantagenct 
Is crown’d so soon, and broke his solemn oath ? 

As I betliink me, you should not he king, 

Till our king Henry had shook hands with death. 
And will you pale? your head in Henry’s glory, 
And rob his temples of the diadem, 

Now in his life, against your holy oath ? 

O, ’tis a fault too, too unpardonable ! — 

Off with the crown ; and, with the crowm, his head ; 
And, whilst we breathe, take time to do him dead. 
Clif. That is my office, for my father’?, sake. 

Q* Mar. Nay, stay ; let’s hear the orisons he makes. 
York. She-wolf of France, but worse than wolves 
of France, 

Whose tongue more poisons than the adder’s tooth ! 
How ill-beseeming is it in thy sex, 

To triumph like an Amazonian trull, 

Upon their woes, whom fortune captivates? 

But that thy face is, visor-like, unchanging, 

Made impudent with use of evil deeds, 

I would assay, proud queen, to make thee blush ; 
To tell thee whence thou cam’st, of whom deriv’d, 
Were shame enough to shame thee, wert thou not 
sliamcless. 

Thy father bears the type 8 of king of Naples, 

Of both the Sicils, and Jerusalem ; 

Yet not so wealthy as an English yeoman. 

8 I u , ^ Impale, encircle. 

® The distinguishing mark. 


Hath that poor monarch taught thee to insult? 

It needs not, nor it boots thee not, proud queen ; 
Unless the adage must be verified, — 

That beggars, mounted, run their horse to deHth, 
*Tis beauty, that dotl) oft make women proud ; 

But heaven know's, thy share thereof is small ; 

’Tis virtue that doth make them most admir’d ; 

The contrary doth make thee wonder’d at : 

’Tis government 9, tliat makes them seem divine ; 
The want thereof makes thee abominable : 

Thou art as opposite to every good, 

As the Antipodes arc unto us, 

Or as the south to the septentrion. ’ 

O, tiger’s heart, wrapp’d in a woman’s hide ! 

How couldst thou drain the life-blood of the child, 
To bid tlie father wipe his eyes withal, 

And yet be se(*n to bear a woman’s face ? ^ 
Women are soft, mild, pitiful, and flexible ; 

Thou stem, obdurate, flinty, rough, remorseless. 
Bidst thou me rage ? why, now tliou liast thy wish : 
Wouldst have me weep ? why, now thou hast thy will : 
For raging wind blows up incessant showers, 

And, when the rage allays, tlie rain begins. 

These tears are my sweet Rutland’s obsequies ; 

And every droji cries vengeance for his death, — 
’Gainst thee, fell Clifford, — and thee, false French- 
woman. 

North. Beshrew me, but his passions move me so , 
That hardly can I check my eyes from tears. 

York, That face of his the hungry cannibals 
Would not have toucli’d, would not have stain’d 
with blood ; 

But you arc more inhuman, more inexorable, — 

O, ten times more, — than tigers of Hyrcania. 

See, ruthless queen, a hapless father’s tears : 

I’liis cloth thou dipp’dst in blood of my sw^cet boy, 
And I with tears do wattti the blood away. 

Keep thou the napkin, and go boast of this; 

[He gives hack the Haridkerchief. 
And if thou tell’st the heavy story right, 

Upon my soul, the hearers wdll shed tears ; 

Yea, even my foes will shed fast-falling tears, 

And say, — Alas, it was a piteous deed ! 

There, take tlie crown, and wdtli the crowHi, my curse ; 
And, in thy need, such comfort come to thee. 

As now I reap at thy Uio cruel hand ! — 
Hard-hearted Clifford, take me from the w'orld ; 
My soul to heaven, my blood upon your head.s ! 

North. Had he been slaugliler-man to all my kin, 
I should not for my life but weep with him, 

To see how inly sorrow gripes his soul. 

Q. Mar. What, weeping-ripe, my lord Northum- 
berland? 

Tliink but upon the wrong he did us all, 

And that wall quickly dry thy melting tears. 

Clif, Here’s for my oath, here’s for my father’s 
deatli. [Stabbing him. 

Q. Mar. And here’s to right our gentle-hearted 
I king. [Stabbing him. 

Ytyrk. Open thy gate of mercy, gracious God ! 
My soul flies through these wounds to seek out tliec. 

Q. Mar. Off witli his head, and set it on York gates ; 
So York may overlook the town ofYork. [ Exeunt. 

9 Regularity of behaviour. * The north. ^ Suflibrings. 
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ACT 11. 


SCENE Plain nearMoxiimet's Cross inHere- 

foi'dshire. 

Drums, Enter Edward and Richard, with their 
Forces^ marching. j 

Edw, I wonder, how our princely father 'scaped ; 
Or whether he be ’scap’d away or no, 

From Cliflbrd’s and Northumberland’s pursuit ; 
Had he been ta’en, we should have heard the news ; 
Had he been slain, we should have heard tlie news ; 
Or, had he ’scap’d, methinks, we should have heard 
The h^py tidings of his good escape. — 

How /Res my brother? wliy is he so sad? 

Rich, I cannot joy, until I be resolv’d 
Where our right valiant father is become. 

I saw him in the battle range about ; 

And waU'h’d him how he singled Clifford forth. 
Methought, he bore him in tlie thickest troop. 

As doth a lion in a herd of neat 3 : 

Or as a bear, encompass’d round with dogs ; 

Who having pinch’d a few, and made them cry, 

The rest stand all aloof, and bark at him. 

So far’d our father with his enemies ; 

So fled his enemies my warlike father ; 

Methinks, *tis prize enough to be his son. 

See how the morning opes her golden gates. 

And takes her farewell of the glorious sun ! 

How well resembles it the prime of youth, 

Trimm’d like a younkcr, prancing to his love ! 

Edw, Dazzle mine eyes, or do 1 see three suns ? 
Rich. Three glorious suns, each one a perfect sun ? 
Not separated with the racking clouds'*. 

But sever’d in a pale clear-INliining sky. 

See, see ! they join, embrace, and seem to kiss, 

As if they vow’d some league inviolable ; 

Now are they but one lamp, one light, one sun. 

In this the heaven figures some event, 

Edw. ’Tis wondrous strange, the like yet never 
heal'd of. 

I think, it cites us, brother, to the field ; 

That we, .the sons of brave I’lautagenet, 

Each one already blazing by our meeds 
Should, notwithstanding, join our lights together, 
And over-shine the eartli, as this the world. 
Whate’er it bodes, henceforward will I bear 
Upon my target three fair shining suns. 

Enter a Messenger. 

But what art tliou, whose heavy looks foretell 
Some dreadful story hanging on thy tongue ? 

Mess. Ah, one that was a woful looker on, 

When as the noble duke of York w^as slain, 

Your princely father, and iny loving lord. 

Edw. O, speak no more! for 1 have heard too much. 
Rich. Say how he died, for 1 i\'ill hear it all. 
Mess. Environed he was witli many foes ; 

And stood against them as the hope of Troy 6 
Against the Greeks that would have enter’d Troy. 
But Hercules himself must yield to odds ; 

And many strokes, thotlgh with a little axe 
Hew down and fell the hardest-timber’d oak. 

By many hands your father was subdu’d ; 

But only slaughter’d by the ireful ami 

motion. 


9 Nest cattle, cows, oxen, Ac. 

* i, e. The clouda In rapid tumultuary 

9 Merit, « H««fnr 


* Hector. 


Of unrelenting Clifford, and the queen : 

Who crown’d the gracious duke in high despite ; 
Laugh’d in his face ; and, when with grief he wept. 
The ruthless queen gave him, to dry his cheeks, 

A napkin steeped in the harmless blood 
Of sweet young Rutland, by rough Clillbrd slain ; 
And, after many scorns, many foul taunts, 

They look his head, and on the gates of York 
They set the same ; and there it dotli remain, 

The saddest spectacle that e’er I view’d. 

Edw. Sweet duke of York, our prop to lean upon ; 
Now thou art gone, we have no staff, no stay ! — 

O Clifford, buist’rous CHllbrd, thou hast slaiji 
The flower of Europe for Jiis chivalry; 

And treacherously hast thou vanquish’d him, 

For, hand to hand, he would have vanquish’d thee! — 
Now my st)ul’s palace is become a prison ; 

Ah, Mould she break frojn hence ! that tliis my body 
Might in the ground be closed up in rest ; 

For never henceforth shall I joy again, 

Never, O never, shall I see nioie joy. 

Rich. I cannot weep : for all my body’s moisture 
Scarce serves to quench my furnace-burning heart : 
Nor can my tongue unload my Iieart’s great burden. 
For self-same wind, that 1 should speak withal. 

Is kindling coals, that fire all my breast, 

And burn me up w ith flames, that tears M ould quench. 
To M’ecp, is to make less the depth of grief : 
lears, tlicn, for babes ; blows, and revenge for me ! — 
Richard, I bear thy name, I’ll vengc thy death. 

Or die renoMned by attempting it, 

Edw. His name that valiant duke hath left M'ith 
thee ; 

Ilis dukedom and his chair with me is left. 

Rich. Nay, if thou be that princely eagle’s bird. 
Show thy descent by gazing ’gainst tlie sun : 

For chair and dukedom, throne and kingdom say ; 
Or that is thine, or else thou Mert not his. 

March. Enter Warm’ick o7<d Montague, with 
Forces,* 

War, How now, fair loids? W'hat fare? wliat 
nOM'^s abroad ? 

Rich. Great lord of W’^arMdek, if we should recount 
Our baleful news, and, at each Mord’s deliverance, 
Stab poniards in our flesh till all were told, 

The words M ould add more anguish than the wounds. 

0 valiant lord, the duke of York is slain, 

Edw. O Warwick ! Warwick ! that Plantagenet 
Which held thee dearly, as his very soul, 

Is by the stern lord Clifford done to death. 

War. Ten days ago I droM'ii’d these iicm's in tears : 
And now, to add more measure to your Moes, 

1 come to tell you things since then befall’n. 

After the bloody fray at Wakefield fought, 

Where your brave father breath’d his latest gasp, 
Tidings, as swiftly as tlie posts could run, 

Were brought me of your loss, and his depart. 

I then in London, keeper of the king, 

Muster’d my soldiers, gather’d flocks of friends, 
And very well appointed, as I thought. 

March’d towards Saint A Iban’s to intercept the queeii^ 
Bearing the king in my behalf along ; 

For by my scouts I was advertised, 

That she was coming with a full intent 
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7'o clash our late decree in parliament, 

Touching king Henry’s oatli, and your succession. 
Sljort tale to make,-— we at Saint Alban’s met. 
Our battles join’d, and both sides fiercely fought ; 
But, whether ’twas tlie coldness of the king, 

Who looked full gently on his warlike queen, 

That robb’d my soldiers of their hated spleen ; 

Or whether ’twas report of her success ; 

Or more than common fear of Clifford’s rigour. 
Who thunders to his captives — blood and death, 

I cannot judge : but, to conclude with truth. 

Their weapons like to lightning came and went ; 
Our soldiers — like the night-owl’s lazy flight, 

Or like a lazy thrasher with a flail, — 

Fell gently down, as if they struck tlieir friends. 

1 cheer’d them up with justice of our cause, 

Witli promise of high pay, and great rewards ; 

But all in vain ; they had no heart to fight, 

And we, in them no hope to win the day. 

So that we fled ; the king unto the queen ; 

Lord George your brother, Norfolk, and myself. 
In haste, post-haste, arc come to join with you ; 
For in the marches here, we heard you were. 
Making another head to fight again. 

£iiw^ Where is the duke of Norfolk, gentle War- 
wick ? 

And when came George from Burgundy to Eng- 
land ? 

Ifar. Some six miles oflf the duke is with the 
soldiers : 

And for your brother, — he w^as Lately sent 
From your kind aunt, duchess of Burgundy, 

With aid of soldiers to this needful war.. 

Hich ’Twas odds, belike, when valiant Warwick 
fled : 

Oft have I heard his praises in pursuit, 

But ne’er, till now, his scandal of retire. 

fTar. Nor now my scandal, Richard, dost thou 
hear ; 

For tliou shalt know this strong right band of mine 
Can pluck the diadem from faint Henry’s head. 
And wring the awful scepter from his fist ; 

Were he as famous and as bold in war, 

As he is fam’d for mildness, peace and prayer. 

JRic/i* I know it wolf, lord Warwick : lilamc me not ; 
‘Tis love, I bear thy glories, makes me speak. 

But, in this troublous time, what’s to be done ? 
Shall we go throw away our coats of steel. 

And wrap our bodies in black mourning-gowns, 
Numb’ring our Ave- Maries with our beads ? 

Or shall we on the helmets of our foes 
Tell our devotion witl^ revengeful arms ? 

If for the last, say — Ay, and to it, lords. 

FFar. Why, therefore Warwick came to seek you 
out; 

And Uierefore comes my brother Montague. 

Attend me, lords. The proud insulting queen, 
With Cliiford, and the haught Northumberland, 
And of their feather many more proud birds, 

Have wrought the easy melting king like wax. 

He swore consent to your succession, 

His oath enrolled in the parliament ; 

And now to Lohdon all the crew are gone, 

To firustmte both his oath, and what beside 
May make against the house of Lancaster. 

Th& power, I think, is thirty thousand strong ; 
Now, if the help of Norfolk, and myself, 

WiUi alt the friends that thou, brave earl of Matx^h, 
Amongst the loving Welshmen const procure. 

Will l^ut amount to five and twenty thousand, 


Act 11. 


Why, Fia / to London will we march amain ; 

And once again bestride our foaming steeds, 

And once again cry — Charge upon our foes ! 

But never once again turn back and fly, • 

Ay, now, methinks, I hear great Warwick 


Ne’er may he live to see a sunshine day, 

That cries — Retire, if Warwick bid him stay, 
jFdw. Lord Warwick, on tliy shoulder will I loan ; 
And when thou fall’st, (as heaven forbid the hour !} 
Must Edward fall, which peril heaven forefend ! 

War. N o longer earl of March, but duke of York ; 
The next degree is, England’s royal tlirone ; 

For king of England shalt thou be proclaim’d 
In every borough as we pass along : 

And he that thruws not up his cap for joy, 

Sliall for the fault make forfeit of his heax# 

King Edward, — valiant Richard, — Montague,— 
Stay we no longer dreaming of renown, 

But sound the trumpets, and about our task. 

Itich. Tlien, Clifford, were thy heart as hardas steel, 
(As thou hast shown it flinty by tliy deeds,) 

I come to pierce it, or to give thee mine. 

Edw. Then strike up, drums ; — God, and saint 
George, for us ! 


Enter a Messenger. 

fFar. How now? what news? 

Mess. The duke of Norfolk sends you word by me, 
The queen is coming wdth a puissant host j 
And craves your company for speedy counsel. 

War. Why then it sorts?, brave warriors: Let’s 
away. [Exeunt* 


SCENE II. — York. 

Enter King Henry, Q^een Margaret, the Prince 
OP Wales, Clifford, and Northumberland, 
with Forces. 

Q. 3far. Welcome, my lord, to this brave town 
of York. 

Yonder’s the head of that arch-enemy, 

That sought to be encompass’d witli your crown ; 
Doth not the object cheer your heart, my lord ? 

A". lien. Ay, as tlie rocks cheer them that fear 
their wreck ; 

To see this sight, it irks my very soul. — 

Withhold revenge, great God ! ’tis not my fault, 
Not wittingly have I infring’d my vow. 

My gracious liege, this too much lenity 
And harmful pity, must be laid aside. 

To whom do lions cast their gentle looks ? 

Not to the beast tliat would usurp their den. 

Whose hand is that the forest bear doth lick ? 

Not his, that spoils her young before her face. 

Who ’scapes the lurking serpent’s mortal sting ? 

Not he, that sets his foot upon her back* 

The smallest worm will turn, being trodden on ; 
And doves will peck, in safeguard of dieir brood. 
Ambitious York did level at thy crown, 

Thou smiling, while lie knit his angry brows * 

He hut a duke, would have his son a king, 

And raise his issue, like a loving sire ; 

Thou, being a ki^g*, bless’d with a go^ly son, 
Didst yield consent to disinherit him, 

Which argued thee a most uiAoving father* 
Unreasonable creatures feed their young : 

And though man’s fkce be feariiil to tliexr eyes, 

Yet in protection of their tender ones, 

7 Why then fliings are aa they should be;* 
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Who hath not seen them (even with those w'inga 
Which sometime they have us’d with fearful flight,) 
Make war with him that climb’d unto their nest, 
Ofl'^ing tlieir own lives in their young’s defence ? . 
For shame, my liege, make them your precedent ! 
Were it not pity tliat this goodly boy 
Should lose his birthriglit by his father’s fault ; 

And long hereafter, say unto his child, — 

What my great-grandfather and grandsire goty 
My careless father fondly^ gave away ? 

Ah, what a shame were this ! Look on the boy ; 
And let his manly face, which proiniseth 
Successful fortune, steel thy melting heart, 

To hold thine own, and leave thine own with him. 

A". Hen. Full w^ell hath Cliftbrd play’d the orator, 
Inferring arguments of iriighty force. 

But, Cltiford, tell me, didst thou never hear, — 
'^riiat things ill got had ever bad success ? 
ril leave my son my virtuous deeds behind ; 

And would, my father had left me no more ! 

For all the rest is held at such a rate, 

As brings a thousand>fold more care to keep. 

Than in possession any jot of pleasure. 

Ah, cousin York ! ’would thy best friends did know, 
How it doth grieve me that thy head is here! 

Q. Mar. JMy lord, cheer up your spirits; our foes 
are nigh. 

And this soft courage makes your followers faint. 
You promis’d knighthood to our forward son ; 
Unsheath your sword, and dub him presently. — 
Kdw'ard, kneel down. 

A'. Hen. Edward Plantagenet, arise a knight; 
And learn this lesson, — Draw thy sword in right. 

Vrince. My gracious father, by your kingly leave, 
I’ll draw it as apparent to the crown, 

And in that quarrel use it to the death. 

Clif. Why, that is spoken like a tow ard prince. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Royal commanders, be in readiness ; 

For, with a band of thirty thousand men. 

Comes Warwick, backing of the duke of York ; 
And, in the towms as they do march along, 
Proclaims him king, and many fly to him : 
Darraign your battle for they are at hand. 

Clf. I w ould your liighness would depart the field ; 
The queen hath best success when you are absent. 
Q. Mar. Ay, good my lord, and leave us to our 
fortune. 

JT. Hen* Why, that's my fortune too ; therefore 
I’ll stay. 

Horth. Be it with resolution, then, to fight. 
Prince. My royal father, cheer tlicse noble lords. 
And hearten those tliat fight in your defence : 
Unsheath your sword, good father; cry,;^^^^ George/ 

March* Enter £dwari>, George, Richard, War- 
wick, Norfolk, Montague, and Soldiers. 
Edw* Now, perjur’d Henry ! wilt thou kneel for 
grace. 

And set thy diadem upon my head ; 

Or bide the mortal fortune of the field ? 

Q* Mar. Go, rate thy minions, proud insulting boy ! 
Becomes it thee to be thus bold in terms, 

Before tlw sovereign, and thy lawfhl king ? 

Edw. I am his king, and he should bow liis knee ; 
I was adopted heir his consent: 

Since wheU) hia oath is broke : for, as I hear, 
You— that are king, though he do wear the 
crown^M- 

® Foolishly « e. Arrange your order of battle. 


Have caus’d him, by now act of parliament. 

To blot out me, and put his own son in. 

C/f. And reason too ; 

Who should succeotl the father, but the son ? 

Etch. Are you there, butcher ? — 0,1 cannot speak ! 
eVtf. Ay, crook-back ; here I stand to answer tliee, 
Or any he the proudest of thy sort. 

Etch. ’Twas you that kill’d young Rutland, was 
it not? 

C/if. Ay, and old York, and yet not satisfied. 
Etch. For heaven’s sake, lords, give signal to the 
fight. 

War What say’st thou, Henry, wilt tliou yield 
toe crown? 

Q. Mar. Why, how now^, long-tongu’d Warwick? 
dare you speak ? 

Wlien you and 1 met at Saint Alban’s last, 

Your legs did better service than your hands. 

War. 'J’hen ’twas ray turn to fly, and now ’tis thine. 
Clif. You said so tnucli before, and yet you fled. 
War. ’Twas not your valour, Clifford, drove me 
thence. 

North. No, nor your manhood, that durst make 
you stxiy. 

Eich. Northumberland, I hold thee reverently;— • 
Break oil’ the park* ; for scarce I can refrain 
'J’he execution of my big-swoln heart 
Upon that Clilfoid, that cruel child-killer. 

Clf. 1 slew thy father : Call’st tliou him a child? 
Eich. Ay . like a dastard, and a treacherous coward, 
As thou didst kill our tender brotlier Rutland ; 

But, ere sun-set, I’ll make thee curse the deed. 

K. lien. Have done with words, my lords, and 
hear me speak. 

Q. Mar. Defy them then, or else hold close thy lips. 
A". Hen. I pr’ythcc, give no limits to my tongue ; 

I am a king, and privileg’d to speak. 

Clif My liege, the wound, that bred tliis meeting 
here, 

Cannot he gur’d by words ; therefore be still. 

Eich. Then, executioner, unsheath thy sword : 
By Him that made us all, I am resolv’d *, 

That Clifford’s manhood lies upon his tongue. 

Edw. Say, Henry, shall I have my right, or no ? 
A thousand men have broke*t.heir fasts to-day. 

That ne’er shall dine, unless thou yield the crown. 

War. If thou deny, their blood upon thy head ; 
For York in justice puts his armour on. 

Prince. If that be right, which Warwick says is 
right, 

Tliere is no wrong, but every thing is right. 

Eich. Whoever got thee, there thy mother stands ; 
F or, well I wot, thou hast thy mother’s tongue. 

Q. Mar. But tliou art neither like thy sire, nor dam ; 
But like a foul mis-shapen stigmatick, 

Mark’d by the destinies to be avoided. 

As venom toads, or lizards’ dreadful stings. 

Ekh. Iron of Naples, hid with English giltS 
Whose father bears tlie title of a king, 

(As if a channel should be call’d the sea,) 

Sham’st thou not, knowing whence thou art cx- 
traught, 

To let thy tongue detect thy base-bom heart ? 

Edw. Helen of Greece was fairer far than thou, 
Although thy husband may be Menelaus ; 

And ne’er was Agamerapon’s brother wrong'd 
By that false woman, as this king by thee. 

His father revell’d in the heart of France, 

And tam’d the king, and made tlic dauphin stoop; 

> It Is my firm persuasion. * Gilding. 

LI 2 
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And, had he match'd according to his state, 

He might have kept that glory to this day ; 

But, when he took a beggar to his bed, 

And grac’d thy poor sire witli his bridal day ; 

Even then that sunshine brew’d a shower for him, 
That wash’d his father’s fortunes forth of France, 
And heap’d sedition on his crown at home. 

For what hath broach’d this tumult, but thy pride ? 
Hadst thou been meek, our title still had slept ; 
And we, in pity of the gentle king, 

Had slipp’d our claim until another age. 

Geo. But, when we saw our sunshine made thy 
spring, 

And that thy summer bred us no increase, 

We set the axe to thy usurping root ; 

And though the edge hath something hit ourselves. 
Yet, know thou, since we have begun to strike, 
We’ll never leave, till we have hewn thee down, 

Or bath’d thy growing with our heated bloods. 

Edw. And, in this resolution, I defy thee ; 

Not willing any longer conference. 

Since thou deny’st the gentle king to speak. — 
Sound trumpets ! — let our bloody colours wave ! — 
And either victory, or else a grave. 

Q. Mar. Stay, Edward. 

Edw. No, wrangling woman ; we’ll no longer stay; 
These words will cost ten thousand lives to-day. 

• [Excurvt. 

SCENE III. A Field &f Battle between Towton 
a^id Saxton in Yorkshire. 

Alarums .* Excursions. Enter Warwick. 

IFar. Forspent with toil, as runners with a race, 
I lay me down a little while to brcatlie : 

For strokes receiv’d, and many blows repaid, 

Have robb'd my strong-knit sinews of their strength, 
And, spite of spite, needs must I rest a while. 

Enter Edward, runnmg. 

Edw. Smile, gentle heaven ! or strile, ungentle 
death : 

For tliis world frowns, apd Edward’s sun is clouded. 
IFar, How now, my lord ? w'hat hap ? what hope 
of good ? • 

Enter George. 

Geo. Our hap is loss, our hope but sad despair ; 
Our ranks are broke, and ruin follows us : 

Wliat counsel give you, whitlier shall we fly ? 

Edw. Bootless is flight, they follow us with wings; 
And weak we are, and cannot shun pursuit. 

Enter Ricuari). 

Bich. Ah, Warwick, why hast thou withdrawn 
thyself? 

Thy brother’s blood the thirsty earth hath drunk. 
Broach’d with the steely point of Clifford’s lance : 
And in the very pangs of death, he cried, — 

lake to a dismu clangor heard from far, 

Warwkik, revenge / Inrotlier, revenge my death 
So underneath the belly of their steeds, 

That stain'd their fetlocks in his smoking blood. 

War. Then let the earth be drunken with our blood ; 
I*U kill my hor^ because I will not fly. 

Why stand we like soR-hearted women here, 
WaiHng our losses, whiles the foe doth rage ? 

And look upon, as if the tragedy 

play’d in jest by counterfeiting actors ? 


Here on my knee I vow to God above, 

T‘ll never pause again, never stand still, 

Till either death hath clos’d these eyes of mine, 

Or fortune given me measure of revenge. ’ 

Edw. O Warwick, I do bend iny knee with thine ; 
And, in this vow, do chain my soul to thine ; 

And, ere my knee rise from the earth’s cold face, 

I throw my hands, mine eyes, my heart to thee. 
Thou setter up and plucker down of kings ! 
Beseeching thee, — if with thy will it stands. 

That to my foes this body must be prey, — 

Yet that thy brazen gates of licavcn may ope, 

And give sweet passage to my sinful soul ! — 

Now, lords, take leave until we meet again, 
Where’er it be, in heaven, or on earth. 

Rich. Brother, give me thy hand ; — and, gentle 
Warwick, 

Let me embrace thee in my weary arms : — 

I, that did never w'ecp, now melt with woe, 

That winter should cut off’ our spring-time so. 

War. Away, away ! Once more, sweet lords, fare- 
well. 

Geo. Yet let us all together to our troops, 

And give them leave to fly that will not stay ; 

And call them pillars, that will stand to us ; 

And if we thrive, promise them such rewards 
As victors wear at the Olympian games : 

This may plant courage in their quailing breasts ; 
For yet is hope of life, and victory. — 

Fore-slow 3 no longer, make we hence amain. 

[ExeurU. 

SCENE IV. — The same. Another Part of the 
Field. 

Excursions. Enter Richard and Cufpord. 
Rich. Now, Clifford, I have singled thee alone : 
Suppose, this arm is for the duke of York, 

And this for Rutland ; both bound to revenge, 
Wert thou environ’d with a brazen wall. 

Clf. Now, Richard, I am with thee here alone : 
This is the hand, that stabb’d thy father York ; 
And this the hand that slew thy brother Rutland ; 
And here’s the heart, that triumphs in their death. 
And cheers these hands, that slew thy sire and brother, 
To execute the like upon thyself ; 

And so have at thee. 

[They fight. Warwick enters; ChitroKO flies. 
Rich. Nay, Warwick, single out some other chase ; 
For I myself will hunt this wolf to death. [Exeunt. 

SCENE V. — Another Fart of the Field. 

Alarum. Enter Kino Henry. 

K, Hen. This battle fares liketo the morning's war, 
When dying clouds contend with growing liglit ; 
What time the shepherd, blowing of bis nails, 

Can neither call it perfect day, nor night. 

Now sways it this way, like a mighty sea. 

Forc'd by the tide to combat with tlie wind : 

Now sways it that way, like the self-same sea 
Forc’d to retire by fury of the wind ; 

Sometime, the flood prevails ; and then, the wind ; 
Now, one the better ; then, another best $ 

Both tugging to be '^ctors^ breast to bre^t> 

Yet neidier conqueror, nor cdl&quered : 

So is the equal poise of this fell war. 

Here on this molehill will I idt n^ dowp. 

To whom God will, there be th^ victCry ! 

» Be dilatory. 
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For Margaret, my queen, and ClilFord too. 

Have chid me from the battle ; swearing both. 

They prosper best of all vrhen 1 am thence. 

Would I were dead ! if God’s good will were so : 
For what is in this world, but grief and woe ? 

Alas ! methinks, it were a liappy life, 

To be no better than a homely swain ; 

To sit upon a hill, as I do now. 

To carve out dials quaintly, point by point, 

Thereby to see the minutes how they run ; 

How many make the hour full complete. 

How many hours bring about the day 
How many days will finish up the year. 

How many years a mortal man may live. 

When this is known, then to divide the times : 

So many hours must I tend my flock ; 

So many hours must I take my rest ; 

So many hours must I contemplate ; 

So many hours must 1 sport myself ; 

So many days my ewes have been with young ; 

So many weeks ere the poor fools will yean ; 

So many years ere I shall shear the fleece : 

So minutes, hours, days, weeks, months, and years. 
Pass’d over to the end tliey were created, 

Would bring white hairs unto a quiet grave. 

Ah, what a life were this ! how sweet ! how lovely ' 
Gives not the hawthorn bush a sweeter shade 
To shepherds, looking on their silly sheep, j 

Than doth a rich embroider’d canopy 
To kings, that fear their subjects* treachery ? 

O, yes it doth : a thousand fold it doth. 

And to conclude, — the shepherd’s homely curds. 
His cold tliin drink out of his leather bottle. 

His wonted sleep under a fresh tree’s shade. 

All which secure and sweetly he enjoys, 

Is far beyond a prince’s delicates. 

His viands sparkling in a golden cup. 

His body couched in a curious bed. 

When care, mistrust, and treason, wait on him. 

Alarum* Enter a Son that has killed his Father, 
dragging in the dead Body* 

Son* 111 blows the wind, that profits nobody. — * 
Tins man, whom hand to hand I slew in fight. 

May be possessed with some store of crowns : 

And I, that haply take them from him now, 

May yet ere night yield both my life and them 

To some man else, as this dead man doth me 

Who’s this ? — O Heaven ! it is my father’s face, 
Whom in this conflict I unawares have kill’d. 

O heavy times, begetting such events ! 

From London by the king was I press’d fortli ; 

My father, being the earl of Warwick’s man. 

Came on the part of York, press’d by his master j 
And I, who at his hands receiv’d my life. 

Have by my hands of life bereaved him 

Pardon me, God, I knew not what I did ! — 

And pardon, father, for I knew not thee ! — 

My tears shall wipe away thtfse bloody marks ; 

And no more words, till they have flow’d their fill. 

A”. Hen. O piteous spectacle ! O bloody times ! 
Wliilst lions war, and battle for their dens, 

Poor harmless lambs abide their enmity. — 

Weep, wretched man, Pll aid thee tear for tear ; 
And let our hearts and eyes, like civil '^ar. 

Be blind with tears, and break o’ercharg’d with grief. 

Enter a Father, has killed his Son, tdth the Body 
in his arm* 

Fath* Thou tliat so stoutly hast resisted me. 

Give me thy gold? thou hast any gold ; 


For I have bought it with an hundred blows. — - 
But let me see ; — is tliis our foeman’s face ? 

Ah, no, no, no, it is mine only son ! — 

Ah, boy, if any life be left in thee, 

Throw up thine eye ; see, see, wliat showers arise, 
Blown with the windy tempest of my heart, 

Upon thy wounds, that kill mine eye and heart ! — 
O, i)ity, God, this miserable age ! — 

What stratagems how fell, how butcherly, 
Erroneous, mutinous, and unnatural, 

This deadly quarrel daily doth beget ! 

O boy, thy father gave thee life too soon, 

And hath bereft thee of tliy life too late ! 

K*IIen* Woo above woe! griefmore than common 
grief ! 

O, that my dcatli would stay these ruthful deeds ! 

O, pity, pity, gentle heaven, pity ! — 

The red rose and the wliite are on his face. 

The fatal colours of our striving houses : 

The one, his purple blood right well resembles ; 
The other, his pale cheeks, methinks, present : 
Wither one rose, and let the other flourish ! 

If you contend, a thousand lives must wither. 

Son. How will my mother, for a father’s death, 
Take on with me, and ne’er be satisfied ? 

Fath. How will my wife, for slaughter of my son, 
Shetl seas of tears, and ne’er be satisfied ? 

F. lien. How will the country, for these woful 
chances, 

Misthink the king, and not be satisfied ? 

Son. Was ever son, so ru’d a father’s death ? 
Fath* Was ever father, so bemoan’d a son ? 

A". lien* Was ever king, so griev’d for subjects’ woe? 
Much is your sorrow ; mine, ten times so much. 
Son* ril bear- thee hence, where 1 may weep my 
fill. [Exit, with the Body* 

Fath* These arms of mine shall be thy winding- 
sheet ; 

My heart, sweet boy, shall be thy sepulchre ; 

For from my heart thine image ne’er shall go* 

My sighing breast shall be thy funeral bell ; 

And so obsequious ^ will thy father be, 

Sad for the loss of thee, having no more, 

As Priam was for all his valiant sons. 

I’ll bear thee hence ; and let them fight that will, 
For I liave murder’d where I sliould not kill. 

[Exit, with the Body* 
K* Hen. Sad-bearted men, much overgone witli 
care, 

Here sits a king more woful than you arc. 

Alarums : Excursions* Enter Queen Makgaret, 
PaxNCE OP W'ales, and Exeter. 

Prince. Fly, father, fly ! for all your friends are fled, 
And Warwick rages like a chafed bull : 

Away ! for death doth hold us in pursuit. 

Q* Mar* Mount you, my lord, towards Berwick 
post amain : 

Edward and Richard, like a brace of greyhounds 
Having the fearful flying hare in sight. 

With fiery eyes, sparkling for vwy wrath. 

And bloody steel grasp’d in their ireful han^ 

Are at our lacks ; and therefore hence amain, 

Exe* Away! for vengeance comes along with them; 
Nay, stay not to expostulate, make speed ; 

Or else come after, I’ll away before, 

F* Hen* Nay, take me with tliee, good sw^t 
Exeter ; 

* i, e. Dreadful event*. ^ 

» Careful of olwequie*. or fUncral ntei. 
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Not that I fear to stay, but love to go 
Wiiither the queen intends. Forward ; away ! 

[^ExeunU 

SCENE The same, 

A loud Alarum* Enter Clifford, wounded, 

Clif. Here burns my candle out, ay, here it dies, 
Which, wliile it lasted, gave king Henry light. 

0, Lancaster ! I fear thy overthrow, 

More than my body*s parting with my soul. 

My love, and feor, glu*d many friends to thee; 

And now I fall, thy tough commixtures melt. 
Impairing Henry, strength’ning inis-])ri)utl York, 
The common people swarm like summer Hies ; 

And whither fly the gnats, but to the sun? 

And who shines now but Henry’s enemies ? 

0 Phoebus l*hadst thou never given consent 
That Phaeton should check thy fiery steeds. 

Thy burning car never had scorch’d the earth : 

And, Henry, hadst tliou sway’d as kings should do, 
Or as thy father, and his father did. 

Giving no ground unto the house of York, 

They never then had sprung like summer flies ; 

1, and ten thousand in this luckless realm, 

Had left no mourning widows for our death, 

And thou tliis day hadst kept thy chair in peace. 
For what doth cherish weeds but gentle air ? 

And what makes robb§rs bold, but too much lenity ? 
Bootless are plaints, and cureless are my wounds ; 
No way to fly, nor strength to hold out flight : 

The foe is merciless, and will not pity ; 

'For, at their hands, I have deserv’d no pity. 

The air hath got into my deadly wounds, 

And much efluse of blood doth make me faint : — 
Come, York, and Richard, Warwick, and the rest; 

1 stabb’d your fatiicrs’ bosoms, split my breast. 

[He faints. 

Alarum and Retreat, Enter Edward, George, 
Richard, Montague, Warw^ick, and Soldiers. 
Edw, Now breathe \vc, lords ; good fortune bids 
us pause, 

And smooth the frowns of war with jieaceful looks. — 
Some troops pursue the bloody-minded queen ; — 
That led calm Henry, tliougli he were a king, 
doth a sail, fill’d with a fretting gust, 

Command an argosy to stem the waves. 

But think you, lords, that Cliirord fled with them? 

War, No, ’tis impossible he should escape: 

For, though before his face 1 speak the words. 

Your brother Richard mark’d him for the grave : 
And, wheresoe’er he is, he’s surely dead. 

[Clifford groans and dies, 
Edw. Whose soul is that which takes her heavy 
leave ? 

Rich, A deadly groan, like life and death’s de- 
parting. 

Edw* See who it is : and, now the battle’s ended, 
If friend, or foe, let him be gently us’d. 

Rich* Revoke tliat doom of mercy, for ’tis Clifford; 
Who not contented that he lopji’d the branch 
In hewing Rutland when his leaves put forth, 

But set his murdering knife unto the root 
From whence that tender spray did sweetly spring, 
I mean our princely fatlicr, duke of York. 

War* From off the gates of York fetch down the 
head, 


Act II. 

Your father’s head, wluch Clifford placed there *. 
Instead whereof, let tliis supply the room ; 

Measure for measure must be answered. 

Edw* Bring forth that fatal screech-owl to our 
house, 

That nothing sung but death to us and ours ; 

Now death shall stop his dismal threatening sound. 
And his ill-boding tongue no more shall speak. 

[Attendants bring the Body fortvard. 
War* I think his understanding is berelt: — 
Speak, Clifford, dost thou know who speaks to thee? — 
Dark cloudy death o’ershades his beams of life. 

And he nor sees, nor Iiears us what w'e say. 

Rich* O, ’would he did ! and so, perhaps, Tiie doth ; 
’Tis but his policy to counterfeit, 

Because he would avoid such bitter taunts. 

Which in the time of death he gave our father. 

Geo* If so tliou tliiiik’st, vex liiin with eager 
words. ® 

Rich* Cliflbrd, ask mercy, and obtain no grace. 
Edw* Clifford, repent in bootless penitence. 

War* Clillord, devise excuses for thy faults. 

Ceo, While we devise fell tortures for thy faults. 
Rich. Thou didst love York, and I am son to York. 
Edw, Thou pitied’st Rutland, I will pity thee. 
Geo* Where’s captain Margaret, to fence you now? 
War* They mock thee, Clifford ! swear as thou 
wast wont. 

Rich* What, not an oath ? nay then the world 
goes hard, 

Wlien Cliff ord cannot spare his friends an oath : — « 
I know by that, he’s dead ; And, by my soul, 

If this right hand would buy two hours* life, 

That I in all despite might rail at him, 

This hand should chop it off'; and with the issuing 
blood 

Stifle the villain, whose unstaunched thirst 
York and young Rutland could not satisfy. 

War, Ay, but he’s dead : Off with the traitor’s head, 
And rear it in the place your father’s stands. — 
And now to London with triumphant march, 

There to be crowned England’s royal king ; 

From whence shall Warwick cut the sea to France, 
And ask the lady Bona for thy queen : 

So shall thou sinew both these lands together ; 

And, having France thy friend, thou shall not dread 
The scatter’d foe, that hopes to rise again ; 

For though they cannot greatly sting to hurt, 

Yet look to have them buz, to offend tliine cars, 
First, will 1 see the coronation ; 

And then to Britany I’ll cross the sea, 

To effect this marriage, so it please my lord. 

Edw* Even as thou wilt, sweet Warwick, let it be : 
For on thy shoulder do I build my seat ; 

And never will I undertake the tiling, 

Wherein thy counsel and consent is wanting. — 
Richard, I will create thee duke of Gloster ; — 
And George, of Clarence — Warwick, as ourself^ 
Shall do, and undo, as him pleaseth best. 

Rich. Let me be duke of Clarence ; George, of 
Gloster ; 

For Gloster’s dukedom is too ominous. 

War* Tut, that’s a foolish observation ; 

Richard be duke of Gloster : Now to London, 

To sec Uiese honours in possession. [Exeunt. 


Sour words : words of asperity. 
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SCENE I. — • ^ C/iase in the North of England. 
Enter two Keepers, vtUh Cross-bows in their Hands, 

1 Keep- Under this tliick-grown brake we’ll 

shroud ourselves ; 

For through this laund 7 anon the deer will come ; 
And in this covert will we make our stand, 

Culling the principal of all the deer. 

2 Keep* I’ll stay above the hill, so both may shoot. 

1 Keep, That cannot be ; the noise of thy cross- 

bow 

Will scare the herd, and so my shoot is lost. 

Here stand we both, and aim we at the best : 

And, for the time shall not seem tedious. 

I’ll tell tljce what befell me on a day. 

In this self-place where now we mean to stand. 

2 Keep, Here comes a man, let’s stay till he be 

past. 

Enter Kino Henry, disguised, with a Prayer-book. 
K, Hen, From Scotland am I stol’n, even of pure 
love, 

To greet mine own land with my viishful sight. 

No Harry, Harry, ’tis no land of thine ; 

Thy place is fill’d, thy scepter wrung from thee, 

Thy balm wash’d off, wherewith thou w'ast anointed : 
No bending knee will call lliec Caesar now, 

No humble suitors press to speak for right, 

No, not a man comes for redress of thee, 

For how can I help them, and not myself? 

1 Keep, Ay, here’s a deer whose skin’s a keeper’s 

fee : 

This is the quondam king ; let’s seize upon him. 

K. Hen, Let me embrace these sour adversities ; 
For wise men say, it is the wisest course. 

2 Keep, Why linger we ? let us lay hands upon him. 
1 Keep. Forbear a while : w'e’ll hear a little more. 
K, Hen, My queen and son, are gone to France 

for aid ; 

And, as I hear, the great commanding Warwick 
Is thither gone, to crave the French king’s sister 
To wife for Kdward : If this news be true. 

Poor queen, and son, your labour is but lost ; 

For Warwick is a subtle orator. 

And Lewis a prince soon won with moving words. 
By tliis account, then, Margaret may win him ; 

For she’s a woman to be pitied much : 

Her sighs will make a battery in his breast ; 

Her tears will pierce into a marble heart ; 

The tiger will be mild, while she doth mourn ; 

And Nero will be tainted with remorse. 

To hear, and see, her plaints, her brinish tears. 

Ay, but she’s come to beg ; Warwick, to give : 
She, on his left side, craving aid for Henry ; 

He, on his right, asking a wife for Edward. 

She weeps, and says — her Henry is depos’d ; 

He smiles, and says — his Edward is instaU’d ; 
That she, poor wretch, for grief can speak no more : 
Whiles Warwick tells liis titles, smooths tlie wrong, 
Inferreth arguments of mighty strength ; 

And, in conclusion, wins the king from her. 

With promise of his sister, and what else, 

To strengthen and support king Edward’s place. 

O Margaret, thus ’twill be ; and thou, poor soul. 
Art then forsaken as thou went’st forlorn. 

7 A plain extended between wcoda. 


2 Keep. Say, what art thou, that talk’st of kings 
and queens ? 

K. Hen, More than I seem, and less than I was 
born to : 

A man at least, for less I should not be ; 

And men may talk of kings, and why not I ? 

2 Keej), Ay, but thou talk’st as if thou wert a king, 
K, Hen, Why, so I am, in mind; and that’s 
enough. 

2 Keep, But, if thou be a king, where is thy crown ? 
K. He^i, My crown is in ray heart, not on my heaa ; 
Not deck’d witli diamonds, and Indian stones, 

Nor to be seen : my crown is call’d, content ; 

A crown it is, that seldom kings enjoy. 

2 Keep. Well, if you be a king crown’d with 
content, 

Your crown content, and you, must be contented 
To go along with us : for, as we think, 

You are the king, king Edwai'd hath depos’d ; 

And we his subjects, sworn in all allegiance. 

Will apprehend you as his enemy. 

K. Hen. But did you never swear, and break an 
oath ? 

2 Keep. No, never such an oath, nor will not now. 
K. Hen. Where did you dwell, when I was king 
of England ? 

2 Keep. Here in this country, wlicrc we now 
remain. 

K, Hen, I was anointed king at nine months old ; 
My father and my grandfather, were kings ; 

And you were sw'orn true subjects unto me : 

And, tell me then, have you not broke your oaths? 
1 Keep, No ; 

For w'c w ere subjects but while you w^ere king. 

K, Hen. W’hy, am I dead? do I not breathe a 
man ? 

Ah, simple men, you know not what you swear. 
Look, as I blow tJiis featlicr from my face, 

And as the air blows it to me agmn, 

Obeying with my wind when I do blow. 

And yielding to another wht^ it blow's. 

Commanded alw'ays by the greater gust ; 

Such is the lightness of you common men. ^ 

But do not break your oaths ; for, of that sin 
My mild entreaty shall not make you guilty. 

Go where you will, the king shall be commanded ; 
And be you kings ; command and I’ll obey. 

1 Keqi. We are true subjects to the king, king 
Edward. 

K. Hen. So would you be again to Henry, 

If he were seated as king Edward is. 

1 Keq}, We charge you in God's name, and in 
the king’s. 

To go with us unto the ofiScers. 

K. Hen, In God’s name lead ; your king’s name 
be obey’d : 

And what God will, then let your king perform ; 
And what he will, I humbly yield unto. [Exeunt, 

SCENE 11. — London. J Room in the Palace, 

Enter Kino Edward, Gloster, Clarence, and 
Lady Grey. 

if. Mdw. Brother of Gloster, ot Saint Albans’ field 
Tliis lady’s husband, sir John Grey, was slain, 

LI 4 
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His lands then seiz’d on by the conqueror: 

Her suit is now, to repossess those lands ; 

Which we injustice cannot well deny, 

Because in quarrel of tl»e house of York 

The wortliy gentleman did lose his life. 

C^o, Your In'ghness shall do well to grant her suit ; 

It were dishonour, to deny it her. 

jir. Eduu It were no less; but yet 1*11 make a pause. 

Glo* Yea ! is it so ? 

T sec, tlie lady hath a thing to grant, 

Before the king will grant her humble suit. 

Cla, He knows the game; How true he keeps 
the wind ? [uhide, 

Glo» Silence ! [v/s/dc. 

JT. Edw* Widow, we will consider of your suit ; 

And come some other time, to know our mind. 

L* Grey* Right gracious lord, I cannot brook 
detay : 

May it please your highness to resolve me now ; 

And what your pleasure is, shall satisfy me. 

Gh, [yf.side.] Ay, widow? then I’ll warrant you 
all your lands, 

An if what pleases him, shall pleasure you. 

JT. Edw» How many children hast thou, widow ? 
tell me. 

Jy. Grey» Three, my most gracious lord. 

K. Edw* ’Twere pity they should lose their father’s 
land. 

X. Grey, Be pitiful, dread lord, and grant it then. 

X, Edw. Lords, give us leave; I’ll try this 
widow’s wit. 

Glo* Ay, good leave have you ; for you will have 
leave, 

Till youth take leave, and leave you to the crutch. 

[Gloster and Clarence retire to the 
other side, 

JT. Edw, Now tell me, madam, do you love your 
children ? 

Jy. Grey, Ay, full as dearly as I love myself. 

K. Edw, And would you not do much to do them 

good? 

X. Grey, To do them good, I would susbun some 
barm. 

X, Edw* Then get your husband’s lands, to do 
them good. 

X. Grey, Therefore I came unto your majesty, 

X, Edw* I’ll tell you how these lands are to be got. 

X. Grey, So shall you bind me to your highness* 
service. 

A*". Edw, What service wilt thou do me, if I give 
lliem ? 

X. Grey, What you command, that rests in me 
to do. 

X, Edw, But you will take exceptions to my boon. 

X. Grey, No, gracious lord, except I cannot do it. 

X, Edw, Ay, but thou canst do what I mean 
to ask. 

X. Grey, Why, then I will do what your grace 
commands. 

Glo, He plies her hard ; and much rain wears 
the marble. lAside. 

Clar, As red as fire ! nay, then her wax must 

[Adde, 

L, Grey, Why stops my lord? shall I not hear 

my task? 

X, Edw, An easy task ; *tis but to love a king. 

X* Grey, That’s soon perform’d, because 1 am a 
subject. 

X, Edw, Why then, thy husband’s lands I freely 
give thee. 
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X. Grey, I take my leave with many thousand 
thanks. 

Glo, The match is made; she seals it with a curt’sy. 

X, Edw, But stay thee, *tis the fruits of k>ve 1 
mean. 

Grey, The fruits of love I mean, my loving liege. 

A”. Edw, Ay, but, 1 fear me, in another sense. 

What love, tliink’st thou, I sue so mudi to get ? 

X. Grey, My love till deatli, my humble tlianks, 
my prayers ; 

That love, which virtue begs, and virtue grants. 

X. Edw. No, by my troth, I did not mean such 
love. 

X. Grey, Why then you mean not as I tliouglit 
you did. 

X. Edw. But now you partly may perceive my 
mind. 

X. Grey. My mind will never grant wliat I perceive 

Your highness aims at, if I aim ariglit. 

X, Edw, Why, then thou shalt not have tliy 
luisband’s lands. 

X, Grey, Why, tlien mine honesty sliall be my 
dower ; 

For by that loss I will not purchase them. 

X, Edw, Therein tliou wrong’st thy children 
mightily. 

X. Grey. Herein your highness wrongs both them 
and me. 

But, mighty lord, this merry inclination 

Accords not with the sadness of my suit; 

Please you, dismiss me, either with ay, or no. 

X. Edw. Ay; if thou wilt say ay, to my request: 

No ; if thou dost say no, to ray demand. 

X. Grey, Then, no, my lord. My suit is at an end. 

Glo, The widow likes him not; slie knits her 
brows. [jiside. 

Clar. He is the bluntest wooer in Christendoin, 

[jiside. 

X. Edw, [Jside.] Her looks do argue her replete 
with modesty ; 

Her words do show her wit imcomparable ; 

All her perfections challenge sovereignty : 

One way, or other, she is for a king ; 

And she shall be my love, or else my queen. — 

Say, that king Edward take thee for his queen ? 

X. Grey. *Tis better said than done, my gracious 
lord ; 

I am a subject fit to jest withal, 

But far unfit to be a sovereign. 

X, Edw. Sweet widow, by my state I swear to 
thee, 

I speak no more than what my soul intends ; 

And that is to enjoy thee for my love. 

X. Grey. And that is more than I will yield unto. 

I know, 1 am too mean to be your queen ; 

And yet too good to be your concubine. 

X, Edw, You cavil, widow; I did mean my queen. 

X. Grey, * Twill grieve your grace, my sdttis 
should call you father. 

X, Edw. No more, than when thy daughters call 
thee mother. 

Answer no more, for thou shalt be my queen. — • 

Brothers, you muse what chat we two live had. 

Glo, The widow likes it not, for she looks sad, 

X, Edw. You’d think it strange if I should marry 
her. 

Clar, To whom, my lord ? 

X, Edw. Why, Clarence, to myself. 

Olo, That would be ten days’ wonder, at the least. 

Clar. That’s a day longer than a wonder lasts. 
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Glo, By so much is the wonder in extremes. 

JC. Mdw^ Well, jest on, brothers, I can tell you 
botli, 

Her Suit is granted for her husband's lands. 

EiiXer a Nobleman. 

Nob. My gracious lord, Henry your foe is taken, 
And brought your prisoner to your palace gate. 
iT. Ed IV . See that he be convey’d unto the 
Tower. — 

And go we, brothers, to the man that took him. 

To question of his apprehension. — 

Widow, go you along ; lords, use her honourable. 

[Exeunt King Euward, Lady Grey, 
Clarence, and Lord. 

Glo- Ay, Edward will use women honourably. 
’Would he were wasted, marrow, bones, and all, 
That from his loins no hopeful branch may spring. 
To cross me from the golden time I look for ! 

And yet, between my soul’s desire and me, 

('Fhe lustful Edward’s title buried,) 

Is Clarence, Henry, and his son young Edward, 
And all the unlook’ d-for issue of their bodies, 

To take their rooms, ere I can place myself : 

A cold premeditation for my purpose ! 

Why, then I do but dream on sovereignty ; 

Like one that stands upon a promontory. 

And spies a far-oft* shore where he would tread, 
Wishing his foot were equal with his eye ; 

And chides the sea that sunders him from thence. 
Saying — he’ll Ijide it dry to have his way : 

So do I wish the crown, being so far ofl* ; 

And so 1 chide the means that keep me from it ; 
And so I say — I’ll cut the causes off. 

Flattering me with impossibilities. 

My eye’s too quick, py heart o’erweens too much, 
Unless my hand and strength could equal them. 
Well, say there is no kingdom then for Richard ; 
What other pleasure can the world afford ? 

I’ll deck my body in gay ornaments, 

And witch sweet ladies with my words and looks. 
O miserable thought! and more unlikely, 

Than to accomplish twenty golden crowns ! 

Why, love foreswore me in my mother’s womb ; 
And for I should not deal in her soft laws 
She did corrupt frail nature with some bribe 
To shrink mine arm up like a wither’d shrub ; 

To make an envious mountain on my back ; 

Where sits deformity to mock my body j 
To slmpe my legs of an unequal size ; 

To disproportion me in every part, 

Like to a chaos, or an unlick’d bear- whelp, 

That carries no impression like the dam. 

And am I then a man to be belov’d ? 

O, monstrous fault, to harbour such a thought ! 
Then, since this earth affords no joy to me, 

But to command, to check, to o’erbear such 
As are of better person than myself, 

I’ll make my heaven — to dream upon the crown ; 
And, whiles I live, to account tliis world but hell. 
Until my mis-sliap’d trunk, that bears this head. 

Be round impaled ^ with a glorious crown. 

And yet I know not how to get the crown, 

For many lives stand between me and home : 

And 1, -.-like one lost in a thorny wood, 

That rents the thorns, and is rent with the tliorns ; 
Seeking a way, and straying from the way ; 

Not knowing how to find the open air. 

But toiling desperately to find it out, — 

0 Encircled. 


Torment myself to catch the English crown ; 

And from that torment I will free myself, 

Or hew my way out with a bloody axe. 

Why, I can smile, and murder while I smile ; 

And cry, content, to that which grieves my heart 
And wet my cheeks with artificial tears, 

And frame iny face to all occasions. 

I’ll drown more sailors than the mermaid sliall ; 

I’ll slay more gazers than the basilisk ; 

I’ll play the orator as well as Nestor, 

Deceive more slily than Ulysses could. 

And, like a Sinon, take another Troy. 

I can add colours to the camelcon ; 

Change shapes, with Proteus, for advantages, 
j And set the murd’rous Machiavel to school. 

I Can I do this, and cannot get a crown ? 

Tut ! were it further off, I’d x>luck it ^own. [Exit* 

SCENE III. — France. ' ui Room in the Palace. 

Flourish. Enter Lewus the French King, and Lady 
Bona, attended ; the King takes his state. Then 
entei' Q,ijeen Margaret, Prince Edward her 
SoHi and the Earl of Oxford. 

K. Lew. Fair queen of England, worthy Mar- 
garet, [Rising. 

Sit down witli us j it ill befits thy state, 

And birth, that thou shouldst stand, while Lewis 
doth sit. 

Q. Mar. No, mighty king of France ; now Mar- 
garet 

Must strike her sail, and learn a while to serve, 
Where kings command. I was, I must confess, 
^Great Albion’s queen in former golden days : 

But now mischance hatli trod my title down, 

And with dishonour laid me on the ground, 

Where I must take like seat unto my fortune. 

And to my humble seat conform myself. 

K. Lew. Why, say, fair queen, whence springs 
this deej) despair ? 

Q. Mar. From such a cause as fills mine eyes 
with tears. 

And stops my tongue, while heart is drown’d in 
cares. 

K. IjCW. Whate’er it be, bq thou still like thyself, 
And sit thee by our side : yield not thy neck 

[jS(?at5 her by him. 

To fortune’s yoke, but let thy dauntless mind 
Still ride in triumph over all mischance. 

Be plain, queen Margaret, and tell thy grief ; 

It shall l>e eas’d, if France can yield relief. 

Q. Mar. Those gracious words revive my droop- 
ing thoughts. 

And give my tongue-tied sorrows leave to speak. 
Now, therefore, be it known to noble Lewis, — 
That Henry, sole possessor of my love. 

Is, of a king, become a banish’d man, 

And forc’d to live in Scotland a forlorn ; 

While proud ambitious Edward duke of York, 
Usurps the regal title, and the seat 
Of England’s true-anointed lawful king. 

This is the cause, that I, poor Margaret, — 

With tins my son, prince Edward, Henry’s 
heir, — 

Am come to crave thy just and lawful aid ; 

And, if thou fail us, all our hope is done ; 

Scotland hath will to help, but cannot help ; 

Our people and our peers are both misled 
Our treasure seiz’d, our soldiers put to flight, 

And, as thou seest, ourselves in heavy plight* 
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K. Lew, Renowned queen, with patience calm 
the storm, 

While we bethink a means to break it off. 

Q Mar. The more we stay, the stronger grows 
our foe. 

K. Lew. The more I stay, the more I’ll succour thee, 
Q. Mur, O, but impatience waiteth on true sorrow : 
And see, where comes the breeder of my sorrow. 

Enter Warwick, attended. 

K. Lew, What’s he, approacheth boldly to our 
presence ? 

Q. Mar, Our earl of Warwick, Edward’s greatest 
friend. 

K. Lew. Welcome, brave Warwick ! What brings 
thee to France ? 

[Descending from his slate. Queen Margaret 
rises, 

Q. Mar. Ay, now begins a second storm to rise ; 
For this is he, that moves both wind and tide. 

War. From worthy Edward, king of Albion, * 
My lord and sovereign, and thy vowed friend, 

I come, — in kindness, and unfeigned love, — 

First, to do greetings to thy royal person ; 

And, then, to crave a league of amity ; 

And, lastly, to contirm that amity 

With nuptial knot, if thou vouchsafe to grant 

That virtuous lady Bona, thy fair sister, 

To England's king in lawful marriage. 

<2. Mar, If that go forward, Henry’s hope is done. 
War, And, gracious madam, [To Bona.] in our 
king's behalf, 

I am commanded, with your leave and favour, 
Humbly to kiss your hand, and with iny tongue 
To tell the passion of my sovereign’s heart : 

Where fame, late entering at his heedful cars. 

Hath plac’d thy beauty’s image, and thy virtue. 

Q. Mar, King Lewis, — and lady Bona, — hear 
me speak, 

Before you answer Warwick. His demand 
Springs not from Edward’s well-meant honest love, 
But from deceit, bred by necessity ; 

For how can tyrants safely govern home, 

Unless abroad they purchase great alliance ? 

To prove him tyrant, this reason may suflice, — 
That Henry liveth still : but were he dead. 

Yet here prince Edward stands, king Henry’s son. 
Look therefore, Lewis, that by this league and mar- 
riage 

Thou draw not on thy danger and dishonour : 

For though usurpers sway the rule awhile, 

Yet heavens are just, and time suppresseth wrongs. 
War. Injurious Margaret. 

Prince, And why not queen ? 

War, Because thy father Henry did usurp ; 

And thou no more art prince, than she is queen. 

Orf, ThenWarwick disannuls great John of Gaunt, 
Which did subdue the greatest part of Spain ; 

And after John of Gaunt, Henry the Fourth, 
Whose wisdom was a mirror to the wisest ; 

And, after that wise prince, Henry the Fifth, 

Who by his prowess conquered all France : 

From Aese our Henry lineally descends. 

War, Oxford, how haps it, in this smootli discourse. 
You told not, how Henry the Sixth hath lost 
All that whi^ Henry the Fifth had gotten ? 
M^thinks, these peers of France should smile at that. 
But for the rest, You tell a pedigree 
Of threescore and two years ; a silly time 
To make prescription for a kingdom’s worth. 


Act III. 

Oj/, Why, Warwick, canst thou speak against thy 
liege. 

Whom thou obeyedst thirty and six years, 

And not bewray thy treason with a blush ? • 

ITar, Can Oxford, that did ever fence the right, 
Now buckler falsehood with a pedigree ? 

For shame, leave Henry, and call Edward king. 

Ojf. Call him my king, by whose injurious doom 
My elder brother, the lord Aubrey Vere, 

Was done to death ? and more than so my father, 
Even in the downfall of his mellow’d years, 

When nature brought him to the door of death ? 

No, Warwick, no ; while life upholds this arm, 
This arm upholds the house of Lancaster. 

War. And 1 the house of York. 

Jl. Lew. Queen Margaret, prince Edward, and 
Oxford, 

Vouchsiife, at our request, to stand aside. 

While I use further conference with Warwick, 

Q. Afar. Heaven grant that Warwick’s words 
bewitch him not ! 

[Retiring with the Prince and Oxford. 
A". Lew. Now, Warwick, tell me, even upon thy 
conscience. 

Is Edward your true king ? for I were loath, 

To link witli him that were not lawful chosen. 

War. Thereon I pawn my credit and mine honour. 
A". Lew. But is he gracious in the people’s eye? 
War. llie more, that Henry was unfortunate. 

A\ Lew. Then further, — all dissembling set aside, 
Tell me for truth the measure of his love 
Unto our sister Bona. 

War. Such it seems, 

As may beseem a monarch like himself. 

Myself have often heard him say, and swear, — 
That this his love was an etenyil plant ; 

Whereof the root was fix’d in virtue’s ground, 

Tile leaves and fruit maintain’d with beauty’s sun 
Exempt from envy, but not from disdain, 

Unless the lady Bona quit his pain. 

X. Lew, Now, sister, let us hear your firm resolve. 
Bona, Your grant, or your denial, shall be mine • 
Yet 1 confess, [To War.] that often ere this day, 
When I have heard your king’s desert recounted, 
Mine ear hath tempted judgment to desire. 

AT. Lew. Then, Warwick, thus, — Our sister shall 
be Edward’s ; 

And now fortliwith shall articles be drawn 
Touching the jointure that your king must make, 
Which with her dowry shall be counterpois’d : •— 
Draw near, queen Margaret ; and be a witness. 
That Bona shall be wife to the English king. 
Prince, To Edward, but not to the English king. 
Q. Alar. Deceitful Warwick ! it was thy device 
By this alliance to make void my suit ; 

Before tliy coming, Lewis was Henry’s friend. 

A". Lew. And still is friend to him and Margaret. 
But if your title to the crown be weak, — 

As may appear by Edward’s good success, — 

Then ’tis but reason, lliat I be releas’d 
From giving aid, which late I promised. 

Yet shall you have all kindness at my liand. 

That your estate requii'cs, and mine can yield* 

War. Henry now lives in Scotland, at his case ; 
Where having nothing, nothing he can lose. 

And as for you yourself, our quondam queen, — 
You have a father able to maintain you ; 

And better ’twere you troubled him tlian France. 
Q, Mar. Peace, impudent and shameless War- 
wick, peace ; 
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Proud setter-up and puller-down of kings ! 

1 will not hence, till with my talk and tears, 

Both full of truth, I make king Lewis behold 
I'liy sJy conveyance % and thy lord’s false love ; 

For botli of you are birds of self-same feather. 

[^A Horn sounded ivithhu 
K. Lew* Warwick, this is some post to us, or thee. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess, My lord ambassador, these letters are for you ; 
Sent from your brother, marquis Montague. 

These from our king unto your majesty. — 

And, madam, these for you ; from whom I know not. 
\To Makoakft. They oil read their Letters. 
Qjf. I like it well, that our fair queen and mistress 
Smiles at her news, while Warwick frowns at his. 
Prince, Nay, mark, how Lewis stamps as he were 
nettled ; 

I hope all’s for the best 

K, Lew. Warwick, what are thy news ? and yours, 
fair queen ? 

Q. Mar. Mine, such as fill my heart witli unhop’d 
joys. 

War, Mine, full of sorrow, and heart’s discontent. 
K, Lew. What ! lias your king married the lady 
Grey ? 

And now, to soothe your forgery and his. 

Sends me a paper to persuade me patience ? 

Is this the alliance that he seeks with France ? 

Dare he presume to scorn us in this manner ? 

Q. Mar. 1 told your majesty as much before : 
Uliis proveth Edward’s love, and Warwick’s honesty. 
War. King Lewis, I here protc-st, — in sight of 
heaven. 

And by the hope I have of heavenly bliss, — 

That I am clear froiu tliis misdeed of Edward’s ; 
No more my king, for he dishonours me ; 

Hut most himself, if he could see liis shame. — 

Did 1 forget, that by the house of York 
My fatlier came untimely to his death ? 

Did 1 let pass the abuse done to my niece ? 

Did I impale him with the regal crown ? 

Did 1 put Henry from his native right ; 

And am I guerdon’d ‘ at the last with shame? 
Shame on himself ! for my desert is honour. 

And to repair my honour lost for him, 

I here renounce him, and return to Henry ; 

My noble queen, let former grudges pa.ss, 

And henceforth I am thy true servitor ; 

I will revenge his wrong to lady Bona, 

And replant Henry in his former state. 

Q, Mar, Warwick, these words have turn’d ray 
hate to love ; 

And I forgive and quite forget old faults. 

And joy tliat thou becom’st king Henry’s friend. 

War, So much his friend, ay, his unfeigned friend, 
That, if king Lewis vouclisafe to furnish us 
With some few bands of chosen soldiers. 

I’ll undertake to land them on our coast. 

And force the tyrant from his seat by war. 

’Tis not liis new-made bride shall succour him : 
And as for Clarence, — as ray letters tell me, 

He’s very likely now to fall from him ; 

For matting more for wanton lust than lionoiu', 

Or than for strength or safety of our country. 

9 Juggling. • Rewarded. 


Bona. Dear brother, how shall Bona be reveng'd. 
But by thy help to this distressed queen ? 

Q. Mar. Renowned prince, how shall poor Henry 
live. 

Unless thou rescue him from foul despair ? 

Bona. My quarrel, and this English queen’s, are one. 
War. And mine, fair lady Bona, joins with yours. 
K. Lew. And mine, with hers, and thine, and 
Margaret’s. 

Therefore at Last, I firmly am resolv’d. 

You shall have aid. 

Q,. Mar. Let me give humble thanks for all at once. 
X, Lew. llien England’s messenger, return in 
post j 

And tell false Edward, thy supposed king, — 

That I^iowis of France is sending over maskers. 

To revel it with him and liis new bride ; 

Thou seest what’s past, go fear thy king withal. 
Bona. Tell him, In hope he’ll prove a widower 
shortly, 

I’ll wear the willow garland for his sake. 

Q. Mar. Tell him, JMy mourning weeds are laid 
aside, 

And I am ready to put annour on. 

War. Tell him from me, That he hath done me 
wrong ; 

And therefore I’ll uncrown him ere’t be long. 
There’s thy reward ; be gone. [Exit Mess. 

X. Lew. But, Warwick, thou. 

And Oxford, with five thousand men, 

Shall cross the seas, and bid false Edward battle : 
And, as occasion serves, this noble (pieen 
And prince shall follow with a fresh supply. 

Yet, ere thou go, but answer me one doubt ; — 
What pledge have wc of thy firm loyalty ? 

War. This shall assure my constant loyalty : — 
'Phat if our queen and this young prince agree, 

I’ll join mine eldest daughter, and my joy, 

To him forthwith in holy wedlock bands. 

Q. Mar. Yes, I agree, and thank you for your 
motion : — 

Son Edward, she is fair and virtuous. 

Therefore delay not, give thy hand to Warwick ; 
And, with thy hand, thy faith irrevocable. 

That only Warwick’s daughter shall be thine. 

Pnnre. Yes, I accept her, for she well deserves it ; 
And here to pledge my vow, I give my hand. 

[He gives his hand to Wahw^ick. 
JF. Lcw>. Wliy stay we now ? These soldiers shall 
be levied, 

And thou, lord Bourbon, our high admiral. 

Shall waft them over with our royal fleet. — 

I long, till Edward fall by war’s mischance, 

For mocking marriage with a dame of France. 

[Exeunt all hut Warwick. 
War. I came from Edward as ambassador, 

But I return his sworn and mortal foe : 

Matter of marriage was the charge he gave me, 

But dreadful war shall answer his demand. 

Had he none else to make a stale \ but me f 
Then none but I shall turn his jest to sorrow. 

I was the chief that rais’d him to the crown. 

And I’ll be chief to bring him down again ; 

Not that I pity Henry's misery, 

But seek revenge on Edward’s mockery. [Ea'tt, 
» Frighten. » A stalking-horse, a pretence. 
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SCENE I. “ London. ^ Room in the Palace. 

Enter Glostkr, Cla&ekce, Somerset, Montague, 
and others. 

Glo. Now tell me, brother Clarence, what think you 
Of this new marriage with the lady Grey ? 

Itlath not our brother made a worthy choice ? 

Clar. Alas, you know, ’tis far from hence to France; 
How could he stay till Warwick made return ? 
Som. My lords, forbear this talk ; here comes the 
king. 

Flourish. Enter King Edward, attended ; Lady 
Grey, as Queen ; Pembroke, Stafford, Hast- 
ings, and others. 

Glo. And his well chosen bride. 

Clar. 1 mind to tell him plainly what I think. 

K. Edw. Now, brother of Clarence, how like you 
our choice, 

That you stand pensive, as half malcontent ? 

Clar. As well as Lewis of I^Vance, or the carl of 
Warwick ; 

Which are so weak of courage, and in judgment, 
That they’ll take no olFence at our abuse. 

K. Edw. Suppose Iheytake offence without a cause, 
They are but Lewis and Warwick ; I am Edward, 
Your king and Warwick’s, and must have my will. 
Glo, And you sliall have your will, because our 
king : 

Yet hasty marriage seldom proveth well, 
if. Edw. Yea, brother Richard, are you offended 
too? 

Glo. Not I : 

No ; God forbid, that I should wdsh them sever’d 
Whom he hath join’d together ; ay, and ’twere pity. 
To sunder them that yoke so well together. 

JT. Edw. Setting your scorns, and your mislike, 
aside, 

Tell me some reason, why the lady Grey 
Should not become my wife, and England’s queen : — 
And you too, Somerset, and Montague, 

Speak freely what you think. 

Clar. Then this is my opinion, — that king Lewis 
Becomes your enemy, for mocking him 
About the marriage of the lady Bona. 

Glo, And Warwick, doing what you gave in charge. 
Is now dishonoured by this new marriage. 

JT. Edw. What, if both Lewis and Warwick be 
appeas’d, 

By such invention as I can devise ? 

Mmt. Yet to have join’d with France in such al- 
liance. 

Would more have strengthen’d this our common- 
wealth 

’Gainst foreign storms, than any home-bred marriage. 

Hast. Why, knows not Montague, that of itself 
England is safe, if true within itself? 

Mont. Yes ; but the safer, when Has back’d with 
France. 

Mast* *Ti$ better using France, than trusting 
France : 

us be back’d with heaven, and with the seas, 
ich God hath given for fence impregnable. 

And with their helps only defend ourselves ; 

In them, and in ourselves, our safety lies. 


Clar. For this one speech, lord Hastings well 
deserves 

To have the heir of the lord Ilungerford. 

E. Edw. Ay, what of that ? it was my will, and 
grant; 

And, for this once, my will shall stand for law. 

Glo. And yet, methinks, your grace hath not 
done well, 

To give the heir and daughter of lord Scales 
Unto the brother of your loving bride ; 

She better would have fitted me, or Clarence : 

But in your bride you bury brotherhood. 

Clar. Or else you would not have bestow’d the heir 
Of the lord Bonville on your new wife’s son, 

And leave your brothers to go speed elsewhere. 

E. Edw. Alas, poor Clarence ! is it for a wife, 
That thou art malcontent? 1 will provide thee. 

Clar. In choosing for yourself, you show’d your 
judgment ; 

Which being shallow, you shall give me leave 
To play the broker in mine own behalf ; 

And, to that end, I shortly mind to leave you. 

E. Edw. Leave me, or tarry, Edward will be king, 
And not be tied unto his brother’s wdll. 

Q. Eliz. My lords, before it pleas’d his majesty 
To raise my state to title of a queen, 

Do me but right, and you must all confess 
lliat I was not ignoble of descent, 

And meaner tlian myself have had like fortune. 

But as this title honours me and mine, 

So your dislikes, to whom I would be pleasing, 

Do cloud my joys with danger and with sorrows 
E. Edw. My love, forbear to fawn upon their 
frowns ; 

What danger, or what sorrow can befal thee, 

So long as Edward is thy constant friend, 

And their true sovereign, whom they must obey ? 
Nay, whom they shall obey, and love thee too. 
Unless they seek for hatred at my hands : 

Which if they do, yet will I keep thee safe. 

And they shall feel the vengeance of my wrath. 

Glo. 1 hear, yet say not much, but think the 
more. {^AsUle. 

Enter a Messenger, 

E. Edw. Now, messenger, what letters, or what 
news. 

From France? 

^fess. My sovereign liege, no letters; and few 
words, 

But such as 1 without your special pardon, 

Dare not relate. 

E. Edw. Go to, we pardon thee ; therefore, in 
brief, 

Tell me their words as near as thou canst guess them. 
What answer makes king Lewis unto our letters? 

Mess. At my depart these were his very words ; 
Go tell false Edward^ thy mpposed kingt — • 

That Lewis qf France is sending over maskers, 

Tq revel it with him and his now bride. 

E. Edw* Is Lewis so brave ? belike, he thinks 
me Henry. 

But what said lady Bona to my marriage ?^ 

Mess. These were her words, utter’d with mild 
disdain * 
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TeU iiimt in hope he*U prove a widower shortly^ 

Vll wear the wUlow garland for his sake. 

K. Edw. J blame not }icr» she could say little less; 
She hid the wrong. But what said Henry’s queen? 
For 1 have heard that she was there in place. 

Mess. Tell hinit quoth she, my mourning weeds 
are doney 

And I am ready to put armour on. 

K. Eduu Belike, she minds to play the Amazon. 
But what said Warwick to these injuries? 

Mess. He, more incens’d against your majesty 
Than all the rest, discharg’d me with these words ; 
TeU hint front wic, that he hath done me wrongs 
And thenforcy VU uncrown hiniy ere' t he Long. 

K* Edw. Ha ! durst the traitor breathe out so 
proud words? 

Well, I will arm me, being thus forewarn’d : 

They shall have wars, and pay for their presumption. 
But say, is Warwick fiiends with Margaret? 

Mess. Ay, gracious sovereign j they are so link’d 
in friendship, 

That young prince Edw'ard marries Warwick’s 
daughter. 

Clur. Belike, the elder; Clarence will have the 
younger. 

Now, brother king, farewell, and sit you fast, 

For I w'ill hence to Warwick’s* other daughter; 
That, though I want a kingdom, yet in marriage 
I may not prove inferior to yourself. — 

You, that love me and Warwick, follow me. 

[ExU Clarence, arid Somerset^//owjs. 
Glo. Not I : 

My thoughts aim at a further matter ; I 
Stay not for love of Edward, but the crown. [Aside. 
JC. Edw. Clarence and Somerset both gone to 
Warwick ! 

Yet am I arm’d against the worst can happen ; 

And haste is needful in this desperate case. — 
Pembroke, and Stafford, you in our behalf 
Go levy men, and make prepare for war ; 

They are already, or quickly will be landed ; 
Myself in person will straight follow you. 

[Exeunt Pembroke and Stafford. 
But, ere I go, Hastings, — and Montague, — 
Resolve my doubt. You twain, of all the rest. 

Are near to Warwick, by blood, and by alliance : 
Tell me, if you love Warwick more than me ? 

If it be so, then both depart to him : 

I rather wish you foes than hollow friends ; 

But if you mind to hold your true obedience. 

Give me assurance with some friendly vow, 

Tliat I may never have you in suspect. 

MofU. So God help Montague, as he proves 
true! 

Hast* And Hastings, as he favours Edward’s 
cause ! 

K. Edw* Now, brotlier Richard, will you stand 
by U8? 

Glo. Ay, in despite of all that shall withstand you. 
JC* Edw. Why so ; then am I sure of victory. 
Now therefore let us hence ; and lose no hour, 

Till we meet Warwick widi his foreign power. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE II. — A Plain in Warwickshire. 

Enter Warwick and Oxford, with French and 
other Forces. 

War. Trust me, my lord, all hitherto goes well ; 
The common people by numbers swarm to us. 


EnLr Clarence and Somerset. 

But, see, where Somerset and Clarence come j — 
Speak suddenly, my lords, arc we all friends ? 

Clar. Fear not that, my lord. 

War. Then, gentle Clarence, welcome unto War- 
wick ; 

And welcome, Somerset : — I hold it cowardice. 

To rest mistrustful where a noble heart 
Hath pawn’d an open hand in sign of Iww: j 
Else might I think, that Clarence, Edward’s brotlier, 
Were but a feigned friend to our proceedings : 

But welcome, Clarence; my daughter shall be thine. 
And now what rests, but, in night’s coverture, 

Thy brother being carelessly encamp’d. 

His soldiers lurking in the towns about. 

And but attended by a simple guard, 

We may surprize and take him at our pleasure? 
Our scouts have found the adventure very easy : 
That as Ulysses, and stout Diomede, 

With sleight and manhood stole to Rhesus’ tents. 
And brought from thence the Thracian fatal steeds; 
So wo, well cover’d with the night’s black mantle, 
At unawares may beat down Edward’s guard, 

And seize himself: I say not — slaughter him, 

For I intend but only to surprize him. — 

You, that will follow me to this attempt, 

Applaud the name of Henry, with your leailer. 

[They all cry Henry ! 
Why, then, let’s on our way in silent sort : 

For Warwick and his friends, God and saint George ! 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE III. ■— Edward’s Camp near Warwick. 

Enter certain Watchmen, to guard the King’s Tent. 

1 Watch. Come on, my masters, each man take 

lii.s stand ; 

The king by this, is set him down to sleep, 

2 Watch. What, will he not to bed ? 

1 Watch. Why, no : for he hath made a solemn 

vow 

Never to lie and take his natural rest. 

Till Warwick, or himself, be quite suppress’d. 

2 Watch. To-morrow then, belike, shall be the day, 
If Warwick be so near as mc^jn report, 

3 Watch. But say, I pray, what nobleman is that. 
That with the king here rcsteth in his tent ? 

1 Watch. ’Tis the lord Hastings, the king’s chief- 

est friend. 

3 Watch. 0,19 it so? But why commands the king. 
That his chief followers lodge in towns about him, 
While he himself keepeth in the cold field ? 

2 Watch. *Tis the more honour, because more 

dangerous. 

3 Watch. Ay; but give me worship and quietness, 
1 like it better than a dangerous honour. 

If Warwick knew in what estate he stands, 

’Tis to be doubted, he would waken him. 

1 Watch. Unless our halberds did shut up his 

passage. 

2 Watch. Ay ; wherefore else guard we his royal 

tent, 

But to defend his person from night-foes ? 

EnJer Warwick, Clarence, Oxford, Somerset, 
and Forces. 

War. Tliis is his tent; and see, where stand his 
guard. 

Courage, my masters ; honour now, or never ! 

But follow me, and Edward shall be ours. 
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1 IVfUch, Wlio goes there ? 
a Watch* Stay, or thou diest. 

[W A II WICK, and t/ie restt cry all — Warwick! 
Warwick ! and set upon the guard ; whojly, 
crying — Arm! Arm! Warwick, and the 
rest, following them. 

The Drum healings and Trumpets sounding, re-enter 
Warwick, arid the rest, bringing the King out in 
a Gown, sitting in a Chair ; Gj.oster and Hast- 
ings, 

Som* What are tliey that fly there? 

War* lllcliard, and Hastings : let tlicni go, here’s 
the duke. I 

K, Edw. The duke ; why, Warwick, when we 
])arted last. 

Thou call’dst me king. 

War, Ay, but the case is alter’d : 

When you disgrac’d me in my embassade. 

Then 1 degnided you from being king. 

And come now to create you duke of York. 

Alas! how should you govern any kingdom, 

That know not how to use ambassadors ; 

Nor how to bo contented wiyi one wife ; 

Nor how to use your brothers brotherly ; 

Nor how to stu<ly for tlic people’s welfare ; 

Nor how to shroud yourself from enemies ? 

A". Edw* Yea, brother of Clarence, art thou here 
too? 

Nay, then I see, tliat Edward needs must down. — 
Yet, Warwick, in despite of all mischance. 

Of thee thyself, and all thy complices, 

Edward will always boar himself as king ; 

Though fortune’s malice overthrow my state, 

My mind exceeds the compass of her wheel. 

War. Then, for his mind •*, be Edwartl England’s 
king : [ Takes off' his crown* 

But Henry now shall wear the English crown, 

And be true king indeed ; thou hut the shadow. •— 
My lord of Somerset, at my request, 

See that fortliwith duke Edward l)e convey’d 
Unto my brother, archbishop of York. 

When I have fought with Penibroke and his fellows, 
I’ll follow you, and tell what answer 
Lewis, and the lady Bona, send to him : 

Now, for a while, farewell, good duke of York, 

A'. Edw* What fates impose, that men must needs 
abide ; 

It boots not to resist both wind and tide. 

[Ej^it King Edward, led out ; Somerset 
with him. 

Orf* What now remains, my lords, for us to do, 
But march to London with our soldiers ? 

W %r. Ay, that’s the first thing that we have to do ; 
To free king Henry from imprisonment, 

And see him seated in the regal throne. [^Exeuni. 

SCENE IV. — London. A Room in the PeUace. 
Enter Queen Elizabeth and Rivers. 

Riv* Madam, what makes you in tliis sudden 
change? 

ft. Elk* Why, brotlier Rivers, are you yet to learn, 
What late misfortune is befall’n king Edward ? 

Riv* What, loss of some pitch’d battle against 
Warwick ? 

Q* Elk* No, but die loss of his own royal person. 
Riv- Then is my sovereign slain ? 

Q. Elk* Ay, almost slain, for he is taken prisoner ; 
Either betray’d by falsehood of his guard, 

* i. e. In bis mindi as far as his own mind goes. 


Or by hts foe surpriz’d at unawares : 

And, as I further have to understand, 

Is new commited to the bishop of York, 

Fell Warwick’s brother, and by that our foe. 

Riv. These news, I must confess, are full of grief ; 
Yet, gracious madam, bear it as you may ; 

Warwick may lose, that now hath won the day. 

Q* Eliz* Till then, fair hope must hinder Ule\ 
decay. 

And I the rather wean me from despair, 

For love of Edward’s offspring in my worn!) ; 

This is it that makes me bridle passion, 

And bear with mildness iny misfortune’s cross; 

Ay, ay, for this I draw in many a tear, 

And stop the rising of blood-sucking sighs, 

Lest with my sighs or tears I blast or drown 
King Edward’s fruit, true heir to the lingUsh crown. 
Riv* Blit, madam, where is Warwick then beconu ? 
Q* Eliz* 1 am informed, that he comes tou ards 
London, 

To set the crown once more on Henry’s head : 
Guess thou the rest ; king Edward’s friends must 
down. 

But to prevent the tyrant's violence, 

(For trust not him that hath once, broken faith,) 

I’ll hence forthwith unto tlio sanctuary, 

To save at least the heir of Edward’s right; 

There shall I rest secure from force, and fraud. 
Come therefore, let us fly, while we may fly ; 

If Warwick take us, we are sure to die. [^Exeunt* 

SCENE V. — A Park near Middleham Castle in 
Yorkshire. 

Enter Gloster, Hastings, Sir William Stanley, 
and others* 

Glo* Now, my lord Hastings, and sir William 
Stanley, 

Leave off to wonder why I drew you hither, 

Into this ehiefest thicket of the park. 

Thus stands the case : You know, our king, my 
brother, 

Is prisoner to the bishop here, at whose hands 
He hath good usage and great liberty ; 

And often, but attended with weak guard, 

Comes hunting this way to disport himself. 

I have advertis’d him by secret means, 

That if about this hour, he make this way, 

Under the colour of his usual game, 

He shall here find his friends, with horse and men, 
To set him free from his captivity. 

Enter Kino Edward, and a Huntsman. 
Hunt, This way, my lord ; for this way lies the 
game. 

K, Edw* Nay, tin's way, man ; see, w^here tlie 
huntsmen stand. — - 

Now, brother of Gloster, lord Hastings, and the rest, 
Stand you thus close, to steal the bishop’s deer ? 

Glo* Brother, the time and case requireth haste ; 
Your horse stands ready at the park corner. 

K. Edw. But whither shall we then ? 

Hast* To Lynn, my lord, and ship from thence 
to Flanders. 

Glo. Well guess’d, believe me; for that was my 
meaning. 

K, Edw* Stanley, I will requite thy forwardness. 
Glo* But wherefore stay we ? ’tis no time to talk. 
AT. Edw* Huntsman, what say’st thou ? wilt thou 
go along. 
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UunU Better do so, than tarry and !)e bang'd. 
Glo* Come then away ; let's have no more ado. 
JT. Edw* Bishop, farewell : shield thee from 

• Warwick’s frown ; 

And prav that I may repossess the crown. [ExeunU 

SCENE VI. — A Room in the Tower, 

Enter Kino Henry, Clarence, Warwick, So- 
merset, Young Richmond, Oxford, Monta- 
gue, Lieutenant of the Tower, and Attendants. 

K. Hen. Master lieutenant, now that God and 
friends 

Have shaken Edward from the regal scat ; 

And turn’d my captive state to liberty, 

My fear to liope, my sorrows unto joys ; 

At our enlargement what are thy due fees 
Eieut. Subjects may challenge notliing of their 
sovereigns ; 

But, if an humble prayer may prevail, 

I then crave pardon of your majesty. 

-AT. Hen. For what, lieutenant ? for well using me ? 
Nay, be thou sure, I’ll well requite thy kindness. 
For that it made my imprisonment a pleasure ; 

Ay, such a pleasure as incaged birds 
Conceive, when, after many moody thoughts, 

At last, by notes of household harmony. 

They quite forget their loss of liberty. — 

But, Warwick, after God, tliou set’st me free, 

And chiefly therefore I thank God and thee ; 

He was the author, tliou the instrument. 

Therefore, that 1 may conquer fortune’s spite, 

By living low where fortune cannot hurt me ; 

And that the people of this blessed land 

May not be punish’d with my thwarting stars ; 

Warwick, although my head still wear the crown, 

I here resign my government to thee. 

For thou art fortunate in all thy deeds. 

War. Your grace hath still been fam’d for vir- 
tuous ; 

And now may seem as wdse as virtuous, 

By spying and avoiding fortune’s malice. 

For few men rightly temper wdtli the stars ^ : 

Yet in this one thing let me blame your grace, 

For choosing me, when Clarence is in place. ® 

Clar. No, Warwick, thou art worthy of the sway. 
To whom the heavens, in thy nativity, 

Adjudg’d an olive branch, and laurel crown, 

As likely to be blest in peace, and war ; 

And therefore I yield thee my free consent. 

War. And I choose Clarence only for protector. 
JT. Hen* Warwick, and Clarence, give me both 
your hands ; 

Now join your hands, and witli your hands, your 
hearts, 

That no dissension liinder government : 

I make you both protectors of this land ; 

While I. myself will lead a private life, 

And in devotion spend my latter days. 

To sin’s rebuke, and my Creator’s praise. 

War, What answers Clarence to liis sovereign’s 
will? 

Clar, That he consents, if Warwick yield con- 
sent; 

For on thy fortune I repose myself. 

War, Why then, tliough loath, yet must I be 
content : 

We’ll yoke together, like a double shadow 

^ Few men conform their temper to their destiny. 

* Present 


To Henry’s body, and supply his place ; 

1 mean in bearing weight of government, 

While he enjoys tiie honour, and his ease. 

And; Clarence, now then it is more than needful, 
F'orthwith that Edward he pronounc’d a traitor. 
And all his lands and goods be confiscate. 

Clar. What else? and that succession be deter- 
min’d. 

War. Ay, therein Clarence shall not want his 
part, 

E. Hen. But, with the first of all your chief 
aflairs, 

Let me entreat, (for I command no more,) 

Tliat Margaret your queen, and my son Edward, 
Be sent for, to return from France with speed : 

For, till 1 see them here, by doubtful fear 
My joy of liberty is half eclips’d. 

Clar. It shall be done, iny sovereign, with all 
speed. 

A”. Hen. My lord of Somerset, wliat youth is 
that, 

Of whom you seem to have so tender care ? 

Soni. My liege, it is young Henry, earl of Rich- 
mond. 

E. Hen. C’omc hither, England’s hope : If secret 
powers, [Eai/s his hand on his head. 

Suggest but truth to my divining thoughts. 

This pretty lad 7 will prove our country’s bliss. 

II is looks are full of peaceful majesty ; 

His head by nature fram’d to wear a crown, 

Ilis Ii.'ind to wield a scepter ; and himself 
Likely, in time, to bless a regal throne. 

Make much of him, my lords ; for this is he. 

Must help you more than you arc hurt by me. 

Enter a Messenger. 

War. What news, my friend ? 

Mess. That Edward is escaped from your brother, 
And fled, as he hears .since, to Burgundy. 

War. Unsavoury news : But how made he 
escape ? 

Mess. He was convey’d by Richard duke of 
Gloster, 

And the lord Hastings, who p^ttended him 
In secret ambush on the forest side. 

And from the bishop’s huntsmen rescued him ; 

For hunting was his daily exercise. 

War. My brother was too careless of his charge. — 
But let us hence, my sovereign, to provide 
A salve for any sore that may betide. 

l^Exeunt Kino Henry, War., Clar., Lieut., 
and Attendants* 

Som* My lord, I like not of this flight of Ed- 
ward’s : 

For, doubtless, Burgundy will yield him help ; 
And we shall have more wars, before’t be long. 

As Henry’s late presaging prophecy 
Did glad my heart, with hope of tliis young Rich- 
mond ; ' 

So doth my heart misgive me, in these conflicts 
What may befall him, to his harm, and ours : 
Therefore, lord Oxford, to prevent the worst. 
Forthwith we’ll send him hence to Britany, 

IIU storms be past of civil enmity. 

Orf. Ay ; for, if Edward repossess the crown, 
*Tis like that Richmond with the rest shall down. 

Som. It shall be so ; he shall to Britany. • 

Come therefore, let’s about it speedily. [^ExeuiU* 

7 Afterward Henry VII. 
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SCENE VIL — Brf&re York. 

Enter King £dwabx>, Gloster, Hastings, and 
Forces^ 

K* Edw* Now, brother Richard, lord Hastings, 
and the rest ; 

Yet thus im fortune maketh us amends. 

And says — that once more I shall interchange 
My waned state for Henry’s regal crown. 

Well have we pass'd, and now repass’d the seas, 
And brought desired help from Burgundy ; 

What then remains, we being thus arriv’d 
From Havenspurg haven before the gates of York, 
But that we enter, as into our dukedom ? 

Glo. The gates made fast ! — Brother, I like not this ; 
For many men, that stumble at the threshold, 

Are well foretold — that danger lurks within. 

AT. Eilw Tush, man ! abodements must not now 
affright us ; 

By fair or foul means we must enter in, 

For hither will our friends repair to us. 

Hast, My liege. I’ll knock once more to summon 
them. 

Entevi on the trails, the Mayor of York, and his 
Brethren. 

May. My lords, we were forewarned of your 
coining, 

And shut the gates for safety of ourselves ; 

For now we owe allegiance unto Henry. 

K. Edw* But, master mayor, if Henry be your king. 
Yet Edward, at the least, is duke of York. 

May. True, my good lord j I know you for no less. 
JT. Eduf. Why, and I challenge nothing but my 
dukedom ; 

As being well content with that alone. 

Glo. But when the fox hath once got in his nose. 
He’ll soon Hndmeans to make the body follow. [Aside. 
Hast. Why, master mayor, why stand you in a 
doubt ? 

Open the gates, we are king Henry’s friends. 

May. Ay, say you so ? the gates shidl then be 
open’d. [Exeuntfrom above, 

do. A wise stout captain, and persuaded soon ! 
Hast, 'Fhe good old man would fain that all were 
well, 

So ’twere not ’long of him : but, being enter’d, 

I doubt not, I, but we shall soon persuade 
Both him and all his brothers unto reason. 

JRe-cn/er the Mayor ami two Aldermen, below, 

£* Edw. So, master mayor: tliese gates must not 
be shut. 

But in the night or in the time of war. 

What I fear not, man, but yield me up the keys ; 

[ Takes his keys. 

For Edward will defend the town and thee, 

And all those friends that deign to follow me. 

Drum. Enter Montgomery, and Forces, marching. 

Glo. Brother, tliis is sir John Montgomery, 

Our trusty friend, unless I be deceiv’d. 

E. Edw. Welcome, sir John! But why come 
you in arms ? 

Mont* To help king Edward in his time of storm, 
As every loyal subject ought to do. 

JT* Edw* Thanks, good Montgomery: But we 
now forget 

Our ritle to the crown ; and only claim 

Our dukedom, till Heaven please to send the rest. 


Act IV, 

Mont. Then fare you well, for I will hence again ; 
I came to serve a king and not a duke, 

Drummer, strike up, and let us march away. 

[A March begun. 
K. Edw. Nay, stay, sir John, a while ; and we’ll 
debate, 

By what safe means the crown may be recover’d. 

Mont. What, talk you of debating ? in few words, 
If you’ll not here proclaim yourself our king. 

I’ll leave you to your fortune ; and be gone, 

To keep them back that come to succour you : 

Why should we light, if you pretend no title ? 

Glo. Why, brother, wherefore stand you on nice 
points ? 

K. Edw. When we grow stronger, then we’ll make 
our claim : 

Till then, ’tls wisdom to conceal our meaning. 

Hast. Away with scrupulous wit! now arms 
must rule.' 

Glo. And fearless minds climb soonest unto 
crowns. 

Brother, we will proclaim you out of hand; 

'J'he bruit 8 thereof will bring you many friends. 

A". Edw. Then be it as you will ; for ’tis my right, 
And Henry but usurps the diadem. 

Mont. Ay, now rny sovereign speaketh like him- 
self ; 

And now will I be Edward’s champion. 

Hast. Sound, trumpet; Edward shall be here 
proclaim’d : — 

Come, fellow-soldier, make thou proclamation. 

[ Gives him a fmper. Flourish. 
Sold. [Beads.'] Edward the Fourth, by the grace 
of God, king of England and France, and lord of 
Ireland, &c. 

Mont. And whosoe’er gainsays king Edward's 
right, 

By this I challenge him to single light, 

[ Throws down his Gauntlet. 
All. Long live Edward the Fourth! 

K. Edw. Thanks, brave Montgomery ; and 
thanks unto you all. 

If fortune serve me. I’ll requite tins kindness. 

Now for this night, let’s harbour here in York : 
And, when tlic morning sun shall raise Ids car 
Above the border of this horizon. 

We’ll forward towards Warwick, and his mates ; 
For, well I wot that Henry is no soldier. — 

Ah, froward Clarence ! — how evil it beseems thee, 
To flatter Henry, and forsake thy brother ! 

Yet, as we may, we’ll meet both thee and Warwick. — 
Come on, brave soldiers ; doubt not of the day ; 
And, that once gotten, doubt not of large pay. 

{^Exeunt. 

SCENE VIII. — • London. A Room in the Palace. 

Enter King Henry, Warwick, Clarence, 
Montague, Exeter, and Oxford. 

War. What counsel, lords ? Edward from Belgia, 
With hasty Germans, and blunt Hollanders, 

Hath pass’d in safety through the narrow seas, 

And witli bis troops doth march amain to London; 
And many giddy people flock to him. 

Of. Let’s levy men, and beat him back again* 
Clar. A little Are is quickly trodden out ; 
Which, being suffer’d, rivers cannot quench. 

War. In Warwickshire 1 have true»hetnrted friends* 
Not mutinous in peace, yet bold in war ; 

8 Noise, report 8 Know. 
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Those will I muster up — and tliou, son Clarence, 
Shalt stir, in Suffolk, Norfolk, and in Kent, 

The knights and gentlemen to come with thee ; — 
I’hoi*, brother Montague, in Buckingham, 
Northampton, and in Leicestershire, shalt find 
Men well inclin’d to hear what thou cominand’st : — 
And thou, brave Oxford, wondrous well belov’d, 

In Oxfordshire shall muster up thy friends. — 

My sovereign, with the loving citizens, — 

Like to his island, girt in with the ocean, 

Sliall rest in London, till we come to him. — 

Fair lords, take leave, and stand not to reply. — 
Farewell, my sovereign. 

K. Ueti. Farewell, my Hector, and my Troy’s 
true hope. 

Cla. In sign of truth, I kiss your highness’ hand. 

K* Hen, Well-minded Clarence, be thou fortunate* 

Mont, Comfort, my lord ; — and so 1 take my 
leave. 

Oxf, And thus Hknry’.? hand,^ I seal 

my truth, and bid adieu. 

K, Hen, Sweet Oxford, and my loving IVlontague, 
And all at once, once more a happy farewell. 

War, Farewell, sweet lords ; let’s meet at Co- 
ventry. 

\^Exetint AVar., Clar., Oxf., and Mont. 

K, Hen. Here at the i»alace will I rest a while. 
Cousin of Exeter, what thinks your lordship? 
Methinks, the power that Edward hath in field, 
Should not be able to encounter mine. 

Exe, The doubt is, that he will seduce tlic rest. 

K, Hen. That’s not my fear, my meed ^ hath got 
me fame. 


AC 

SCENE I. — Coventry. 

Enter t vpnn the U'kit/s, Warwick, the Mayor of 
Coventry, two Messengers, and others. 

War. Where is the post^ that came from valiant 
Oxford ? 

How far hence is thy lord, mine honest fellow ? 

1 Mess. By this at Dunsmore, marching hither- 
ward. 

War, How far off is our brother Montague? 
Where is the post that came from Montague ? 

Mess. By this at Daintry, with a puissant troop. 

Enter Sir John Somerville. 

War, Say, Somerville, what says my loving son ? 
And, by the guess, how nigh is Clarence now ? 

Som, At Southam I did leave him with his forces. 
And do expect him here some two hours hence. 

'[Dnim heard. 

War, Then Clarence is at hand, I hear his drum. 
Som, It is not his my lord ; here Southam lies ; 
The drum your honour hears, marcheth from War- 
wick. 

War, Who should Uiat be? belike, unlook’d-for 
friends. 

Som, I'hey are at hand, and you shall quickly 
know. 

Drums, Enter Kino Edward, Glostbr, and 
Forces, fnarching. 

< K, Edw* Go, trumpet, to the walls, and sound a 
*parle. 


I have not stopp’tl mine ears to their demands, 

Nor posted off their suits with slow delays ; 

My pity hath been balm to heal their wounds. 

My mildness liath allay’d their swelling griefs, 

My mercy dry’d their water-flowing tears : 

I have not been desirous of their wealth, 

Nor much oppress’d them with great subsidies, 

Nor forward of revenge, though they much err’d ; 
Then why should they love Edward more than me ? 
No, Exeter, these graces challenge grace : 

And, when the lion fawns upon the lamb, 

The lamb will never ceasp to follow him. 

[Shout within, A Lancaster ! A I..ancaster ! 
Exe. Hark, hark, my lord ! what shouts are 
these ? 

Enter King Edward, Gloster, and Soldiers, 

K. Edw, Seize on the shaine-fac’d Henry, bear 
him hence, 

And once again proclaim us king of England. — 
You are tlie fount, that makes small brooks to flow ; 
Now stops thy spring; my sea shall suck them dry. 
And swell so much the higher by their ebb. — 
Hence with him to the Tower ; let him not speak. 

[ Exeunt some with King Henrv. 
And, lords, tow'ards Coventry bend we our course, 
Where peremptory Warwick now remains • 

'flic sun shines hot, and, if we use delay, 

Cold biting winter mars our hop’d-for hay. 

Clo. Away betimes, before his forces join. 

And take the great-grown traitor unawares ; 

Bra\e warriors, march amain towards Coventry. 

[Exeufjt, 


^ V. 

Glo. See, how the surly Warw ick mans the wall. 
IVar, O, unhid spite ! is sportful Edward come? 
Where slept our scouts, or how are they seduc’d, 
That we could hear no news of his repair ? 

E. Edw. Now, Warwick, wilt thou ope the city 
gates, 

Speak gentle words, and humbly bend thy knee ? — 
Call Edward — king, gnd at his hands beg mercy, 
And he shall pardon thee these outrages. 

War. Nay, rather wilt thou draw thy forces hence, 
Confess who set thee up and pluck’d thee down ? — 
Call Wtirwick — patron, and be penitent, 

And thou shalt still remain the duke of York. 

Glo, 1 thought, at least, he would have said 
the king ; 

Or did he make the jest against his w'ill ? 

War, Is not a dukedom, sir, a goodly gift? 

Glo. Ay, by my faith, for a poor earl to give ; 
I’ll do tliee service for so good a gift. 

War, ’Twas I, that gave the kingdom to thy 
brother. 

A". Edw, Why, then, *tis mine, if but by Warwick’s 
gift. 

War. Thou art no Atlas for so great a weight : 
And, weakling, Warwick takes his gift again ; 
.And Henry is my king, Warwick his subject. 

AT. Edw, But Warwick’s king is Edward’s pri- 
soner ; 

And gallant Warwick, do but answer this, — 
What is the body, when the head is off? 

Glo, Alas, that Warwick had no more forecast, 
But. whiles he thought to steal the single ten, 

M m 
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The king was slily 6nger*d from the deck ! ^ 

You left poor Henry at the bishop’s palace, 

And, ten to one, jou’ll meet him in the Tower. 

K. Edw- *Tis even so; yet you are Warwick still. 
67o. Come, Warwick, take the time, kneel down, 
kneel down : 

Nay, when ? strike now, or else the iron cools. 

War, I had rather chop this hand off at a blow, 
And with the other fling it at thy face, 

Than bear so low a sail, to strike to thee. 

K, Edw. Sail how thou canst, have wind and tide 
thy friend ; 

This hand, fast wound about thy coal-black hair, 
Shall, whiles the head is warm, and new cut off. 
Write in the dust this sentence with tliy blood, — 
Wind^c flanging Warwick now can change no more. 

Enter Oxford, with Drum and Colours. 

War. O cheerful colours ! sec where Oxfowl 
comes ! 

Oxf, Oxford, Oxford, for Lancaster! 

[Oxford and his Forces edter the City, 
Glo, The gates are open, let us enter too. 

K, Ediv. So other foes may set upon our backs : 
Stand wc in good array ; for they, no doubt. 

Will issue out again, and bid us battle . 

If not, the city, being but of small defence, 

We’ll quickly rouse the traitors in the same. 

War, O, welcome, Oxford ! for we want thy help. 

Enter Montagus, with Drum and Colours, 
Mont. Montague, Montague, for Ijancaster • 

and his Forces enter the City. 
Glo, Thou and thy brother both shall buy this 
treason 

Even with the dearest blood your bodies bear. 

JT. Edw. The harder match’d, the greater victory ; 
My mind presageth happy gain, and conquest. 

Enter Somerset, with Drum and Colours. 

Som. Somerset, Somerset, for Lancaster ! 

[He and his Forces enter the City. 
Glo. Two of thy name, both Dukes of Somerset, 
Have sold their lives unto the house of York ; 

And thou shalt be tl^^ third, if this sword holff 

Enter Clarence, with Drum and Colours. 

War. And lo, where George of Clarence sw eeps 
along, 

Of force enough to bid his brother battle ; 

With whom an upright zeal to right prevails, 

More than the nature of a brother’s love : — 

Come, Clarence, come ; thou wilt, if Warwick calls. 
Clar. Father of Warwick, know you what this 
means? [Taking the red Rose out of his Cap. 
Look here, I throw my infamy at thee ; 

I will not ruinate my father’s house. 

Who gave his blood to lime the stones together. 
And set up Lancaster. Why, trow’st thou, Warwick, 
That Clarence is so harsh, so blunt 3, unnatural. 

To bend the fatal instruments of war 
Against his brother, and his lawful king ? 

"Perhaps, thou wilt object my holy oath ; 

To keep that oath, were more impiety. 

I am so sorry for my trespass made, 

That to deserve well at my brother’s hands, 

I here proclaim myself thy mortal, foe ; 

With resolution, wheresoe’er I meet thw, 

(As I will meet thee, if thou stir abroad,) 

I ^ fbrmerb termed a deck of cards. 

^ JmtseRsibta 


Act V. 

To plague thee for thy foul misleading me. 

And so, proud-hearted Warwick, I defy thee. 

And to my brother turn my blushing cheeks. 
Pardon me, Edward, I will make amends ; • 

And, Richard, do not frown upon my faults, 

For I will henceforth be no more unconstant. 

E. Edw. Now welcome more, and ten times more 
bclov’d, 

Than if thou never hadst deserv’d our hate. 

Glo. Welcome, good Clare'nce; this is brother-like. 
War, O passing < traitor, pcijur’d, and unjust ! 
K. Edw. What, Warwick, wilt thou leave the 
town, and fight ? 

Or shall we beat the stones about thine ears ? 

War, Alas, I am not coop’d here for defence . 

I will away towards Barnet presently. 

And bid thee battle, Edward, if thou dar’st. 

E. Edw, Yes, Warwick, Edward dares, and leads, 
the way : — - 

Lords, to the field ; saint George, and victory. 

[March, Exeunt. 

SCENE II. — A Fitild (>f Battle near Barnet, 

Alarums and Excursions. Enter Kino Edward, 
bringing in Warwick wounded. 

E. Edw. So, lie thou there : die thou, and die our 
fear ; 

For Warwick w'as a bug ^ that fear’d <5 us all. — 
Now', Montague, sit fast ; I seek for thee. 

That Warwick’s bones may keep thine company, 

[Exit. 

War. Ah, who is nigh ? come to me friend, or foe, 
And tell me, w ho is victor, York, or Warwick ? 
Why ask I that ? my mangled body shows, 

My blood, my w'ant of strength, my sick heart shows, 
That I must yield my body to the earth, 

And, by my fall, the conquest to my foe. 

Thus yields the cedar to the axe’s edge, 

Whose arms gave shelter lo the princely eagle, 
Under whose shade the ramping lion slept ; 

Whose top-branch overpecr’d Jove’s spreading tree, 
And kept low shrubs from winter’s powerful w'ind. 
These eyes that now are'dimm’d with death’s black 
veil, 

Have been as piercing as the mid-day sun. 

To search the secret treasons of the w'orld ; 

The wrinkles in my brow^s, now fill’d with blood, 
Were liken’d oft to kingly sepulchres ; 

For who liv’d king, but 1 could dig his grave ? 
And wlio durst smile, when Warw'ick beni his brow ? 
Lo, now my glory smear’d in dust and blood ! 

My parks, my walks, my manors that I had, 

Even now forsake me ; and, of all my lands, 

Is nothing left me, but my body’s length ! 

Why, what is pomp, rule, reign, but earth and dust? 
And, live we how we can, yet die we must. 

Enter Oxford and Somerset. 

Som. Ah, Warwick, Warwick ! wert thou as wc are, 
We might recover all our loss again ! 

The queen from France hath brought R puissant 
power ; 

Even now w'e heard the news ; Ah, couldst thou fly ! 

ITor. Why, then I would not. fly. — Ah, Montague, 
If thou be there, sweet brotlier, take my luind. 
And with thy lips keep in my soul a while ! 

Thou lov’st me not ; for, brotlier, if thou didst, 
Thy tears would wash this cold congealed blood, 

* EniiAent, egregious. ^ Busfhear. 

6 Terrified, 
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I'hat glues my lips, and will not let me speak. 

Come quickly, Montague, or 1 am dead. 

Som* Ah, Warwick, Montagueliathbreath’dhislast; 
And*to the latest gasp, cried out for Warwick, 

And said — Commend me to my valiant brother. 
And more he would have said ; and more he s^^oke. 
Which sounded like a cannon in a vault. 

That might not be distinguish’d ; but at last, 

I well might hear deliver’d with a groan, •— 

O, farewell, Warwick ! 

ff^ar. Sweet rest to his soul ! — 

Fly, lords, and save yourselves : for Warwick bids 
You all farewell, to meet again in heaven. [Z>w»5. 
Orf* Away, away, to meet the queen’s great power. 

IJExeunty bearing off Warwick’^ Body, 

SC£N£ III. — Another Part of the Field. 

Flourish. Enter King Edward in triumph ; with 
Clarence, Gloster, and the rest. 

K. Edw. Tims far our fortune keeps an upward 
course. 

And we are grac’d w’ith wreaths of viclory. 

But in the midst of tliis bright-shining day, 

1 spy a black, suspicious, threat’ning cloud, 

That will encounter with our glorious sun, 

Ere he attain his easeful western bed : 

I mean, my lords, — those powers that the queen 
Hath rais’d in Gallia, have arriv’d our coast. 

And, as we hear, march on to fight with us. 

Clar. A little gale will soon disperse that cloud. 
And blow it to the source from whence it came : 
Thy very beams will dry those vapours up ; 

For every cloud engenders not a storm. 

Glo. The queen is valued thirty thousand strong. 
And Somerset, with Oxford, fled to her ; 

If she have time to breathe, l>c well assur’tl, 

Her faction will be full as strong as ours. 

E. Edw. AVe are advi^rtis’d by our loving friends, 
That they do hold their course towards Tewksbury ; 
We, having now the best at Barnet field, 

Will thitlier straight, for willingness rids way ; 

And, as we march, our strength w ill be augmented 
In every county as w'e go along, — 

Strike up the drum ; cry — Courage ! and away. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. — Plains near Tewksbury. 

March. Enter Queen Margaret, Prince Ed- 
ward, Somerset, Oxford, and Soldiers. 

Q. Mar. Great lords, wise men ne’er sit and wail 
their loss, 

But cheerly seek how to redress their harms. 

What though the mast be now blown over-board, 
llie cable broke, the holding anchor lost, 

And half our sailors swallow’d in the flood ? 

Yet lives our pilot still : Is’t meet that he 
Should leave the helm, and, like a fearful lad, 

Witli tearful eyes add water to the sea, 

And give more strength to that which hath too much ; 
Whiles, in his moan, the ship splits on the rock, 
^hich industry and courage might have sav’d ? 

Ah, what a shame ! ah, what a fault were this! 

Say, Warwick w-as our anchor j What of tliat ? 

And Montague our top-mast ; \Vlmt of him ? 

Our slaughter’d friends tlie tackles ; What of these ? 
Why, is not Oxford here another anchor ? 

And Somerset another goodly mast ; 

The friends of France our shrouds and tacklings ? 
And, though unskilful, why not Ned and I 


For once allow’d the skilful pilot’s charge ? 

We will not from the helm, to sit and weep ; 
Butkeep our course, though the rough wind say — no, 
From shelves and rocks that threaten us with wreck. 
As good to chide the waves as speak them fair. 

And what is Edward, but a ruthless sea ? 

What Clarence, but a quicksand of deceit ? 

And Richard, but a ragged fatal rock ? 

All these the enemies to our poor bark. 

Say, you can swim ; alas, ’tis but a while ; 

Tread on the sand ; why there you quickly sink ; 
Bestride the rock ; the tide will wash you off, 

Or else you famish, that’s a threefold death. 

This speak I, lords, to let you understand, 

In case some one of you would fly from us, 

That there’s no hop’d-for mercy with the brothers, 
More than with ruthless waves, with sands, and rocks. 
Why, courage, then ! what cannot be avoided, 
’IVere childish weakness to lament or fear. 

Prince. Methinks, a woman of this valiant spirit 
Should, if a coward heard her speak these words. 
Infuse his breast with magnanimity, 

And make him, naked, foil a man at arms, 

I speak not this as doubting any here : 

For, did I but suspect a fearful man. 

He should have leave to go away betimes ; 

Lest, in our need, he might infect another 
And make him of like spirit to himself. 

If any such be here, as heaven forbid ! 

Let him depart, before we need his help. 

Off. Women and children of so high a courage ! 
And warriors faint ! w'hy, ’twere perpetual shame.— 
O, brave young prince ! tliy famous grandfather 
Dotli live again in thee ; Long mayst thou live, 

To bear his image, and renew liis glories I 

Som. And he, that will not fight for such a hope, 
Go home to bed, and, like the owl by day. 

If he arise, be mock’d and wonder’d at. 

Q. Mar. TImnks, gentle Somerset ; — sw^eet Ox- 
ford, thanks. 

Prince. And take his thanks, that yet hath nothing 
else. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Prepare you, lords, fqr Edward is at hand, 
Ready to fight ; therefore be resolute. 

Off. I thought no less ; it is his policy, 

To haste thus fast, to find us unprovided. 

Sum,. But he’s deceiv’d, we are in readiness. 

Q. Mar. This cheers my heart, to see your for- 
wardness. 

Oif. Here pitch our battle, hence we will not 
budge. 

March. Enter, at a distance. King Edw^ard, 
Clarence, Glostek, and Forces. 

E. Edw. Brave followers, yonder stands the 
thorny wood. 

Which, l)y the heaven’s assistance, and your strength, 
Must by the roots be hewn up yet ere night. 

I need not add more fuel to your fire, 

For, well I wot 7 , y© blaze to burn them out ; 

Give signal to the fight, and to it, lords. 

Q. Mar. Lords, knights, and gentlemen, what t 
should say, 

My tears gainsay ; for every word I speak. 

Ye see, I drink tlie water of mine eyes. 

Tlierefore, no more but this : — Henry, your sove- 
reign, 

Is prisoner to the foe ; his state usurp’d, 

7 Know. 
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His realm a slaugliter-house, his subjects slain. 

His statutes cancelPd, aW his treasure spent ; 

And yonder is the wolf that makes this spoil. 

You tight in justice : then, in God’s name, lords, 
Be valiant, and give signal to the tight. 

[Exeufttf both Armies^ 
SCENE V. — Another Part cf the same. 
Alarums : Excursions .* and afterwards a RetreaJt. 
Then enter King Edward, Clarence, Gloster, 
and Forces; with Queen Margaret, Oxford, 
and Somerset, Prisoners^ 

IT* Edw. Now, here a period of tumultuous broils. 
Away with Oxford to Hammes’ castle ® straight : 
For Somerset, off with his guilty head. 

Go, bear them hence ; I will not hear them speak. 
Osf'. For my part, I’ll not trouble thee with words. 
Som. Nor I ; but stoop with patience to my fortune. 

[Exeunt Oxford and Somerset, guanied. 
Q. Mar* So part we sadly in this troublous world, 
To meet with joy in sweet Jerusalem. 

K* Edw* Is proclamation made, — that, who finds 
Edward, 

Shall have a high reward, and he his life ? 

Glo. It is : and, lo, where youthful Edward comes. 

Enter Soldiers, with Prince Edward. 

K* Edw* Bring forth the gallant, let us hear him 
speak ; 

What ! can so young a thorn begin to prick ? 
Edward, what satisfaction canst thou make. 

For bearing arms, for stirring up my subjects. 

And all the trouble tliou hast turn’d me to ? 

Prince. Speak like a subject, proud ambitious York ! 
Suppose that I am now my father’s mouth ; 

Resign thy chair, and, where I stand, kneel thou. 
Whilst 1 propose the self-same words to thee. 
Which, traitor, thou wouldst have me answer to. 

Q* Mar* Ah, that tliy father had been so resolv’d ! 
K* Edw* Peace, wilful boy, or I will charm your 
tongue. 

Clar. Untutor’d lad, thou art too malapert. 
Prince. I know my duty ; you are all undutiful ; 
Lascivious Edward, — and thou perjur’d George, — 
And thou rais-shapep Dick, — I tell ye all, 

I am your better, traitors as ye are ; — 

And thou usurp *st my father’s right and mine. 

E* Edw* Take that, the likeness of this railer here. 

[Stabs him. 

Glo* Sprawl'st thou ? take that, to end thy agony. 

[Glo. slabs him, 
Clar* And there’s for twitting me with peijury. 

[Clar. stabs him* 

Q* Mar* O, kill me too ! 

do* Marry, and shall. [Offers to kill her* 

K* Edw* Hold, Richard, hold, for we have done 
too much. 

Glo* Why should she live, to fill the world with 
words? 

K* Edw* What ! doth she swoon ? use means for 
her recovery. 

Glo* Clarence, excuse me to the king my brother : 
1’U hence to London on a serious matter : 

Ere ye come there, be sure to hear some news. 

Clar* What? what? 

do* The Tower, the Tower ! [Exit* 

Mon O, Ned, sweet Ned ! speak to thy motlier, 
boy! 

Canst tliou not speak ? -— O traitors ! murderers ! «— 
They, that stabb’d Caesar, shed no blood at all, 
a Acaatlein Pfeardy. 


Act V. 

Did not offend, nor were not worthy blame. 

If this foul deed were by, to equal it. 

Ho was a man : this, in respect, a child ; 

And men ne’er spend their fury on a child. • 
What’s worse than murderer, that I may name it ? 
No, no ; my licart will burst, an if I speak : — 

And I will speak, that so my heart may burst. 

Butchers and villains, bloody cannibals ! 

How sweet a plant have you untimely cropp’d ! 
You have no children, butchers ! if you had. 

The thought of them would have stirr’d up remorse • 
But, if you ever chance to have a child, 

Look in his youtli to have him so cut off, 

As, deathsmen ! you have rid this sweet young prince ! 
K. Edw* Away with her ; go bear her hence per- 
force. 

Q* Mar* Nay, never bear me hence, despatch me 
here ; 

Here sheath thy sword, I’ll pardon thee my death : 
What ! wilt thou not ? — then, Clarence, do it thou. 
Clar. By heaven, I will not do thee so much case. 
Q. Mar. Good Clarence, do j sweet Clarence, do 
thou do it. 

Clar. Didst thou not hear me swear, I would not 
do it ? 

Q. Mar. Ay, but thou uscst to forswear thyself ; 
’Twas sin before but now ’lis charity. 

What ! wilt thou not ? where is that devil’s butcher, 
Hard-favour’d Richard ? Richard, where art thou ? 
Thou art not here ; Murder is tiiy alms-deed ; 
Petitioners for blood thou ne’er put’st back. 

E* Edw. Away, I say j I charge yc bear her hence. 
Q. Mar. So come to you, and yours, as to this 
prince ! [Exit, led out forcibly. 

E. Edw* Where’s Richard gone ? 

Clar* I’o London all in post ; and, as I guess. 
To make a bloody supper in the Tower. 

E* Edw. He’s sudden, if a thing comes in his head. 
Now march we hence ; discharge the common sort 
With pay and thanks, and let’s away to London, 
And see our gentle queen how well she fares ; 

By this, I hope, she hath a son for me. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VI. — London. A Room in the Tower. 

King Henry is disconxnred sitting with a Rook in his 
Hand, the Lieutenant attending* Enter Gloster. 
Glo* Good day, my lord ! What, at your book so 
hard? 

E* Hen* Ay, my good lord : My lord, I should 
say rather ; 

*Tis sin to flatter, good was little better; 

Good Gloster, and good devil, were alike, 

And both preposterous ; therefore, not good lord. 
Glo* Sirrah, leave us to ourselves : we must confer. 

[ExU Lieutenant. 
E* Hen. So flies the reckless shepherd from the 
wolf ; 

So first the harmless sheep doth yield his fleece, 
And next his throat unto the butcher’s knife. — 
What scene of deaUi hath Roscius now to act ? 

Gh. Suspicion always haunts the guilty mind ; 
The thief doth fear each bush an officer. 

E. Hen. The bird, that hath been limed in a bush, 
With trembling wings misdoubteth * every bush ; 
And I, the hapless male to one sweet bird, 

Have now the fatal object in my eye, 

Where my poor young was lim*d, was caught, and 
kill’d. 

« She Alluae* to the desertion of Clarence. 

1 To ihisdoubt Is to suspect dftUfer, to filar. 
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Glo* Why, what a peevish fool was that of Crete, 
That taught his son the office of a fowl ? 

AndLyet, for all his wings, the fool was drown’d, 

K* Hen, I, Diedalus ; my poor boy, Icarus ; 

Thy father, Minos, that denied our course 
The sun, that sear’d the wdng.s of my sweet boy. 
Thy brotlier Edward ; and thyself, the sea. 

Whose envious gulf did swallow up his life. 

Ah, kill me with thy weapon, not with words ! 

My breast can betUT brook thy dagger’s point, 

Than can my ears that tragick history. — 

But wherefore dost thou come ? is’t for my life ^ 
Glo, Think’st thou, I am an executioner ? 

K, Hen, A persecutor, 1 am sure, thou art ; 

If murdering innocents be executing, 

Why, then thou art an executioner. 

GU), Thy son I kill’d, for his presumption. 

K, Hen, Hadst thou been kill’d, when first thou 
didst presume, 

Thou hadst not liv’d to kill a son of mine. 

And thus I prophesy, — that many a thousand, 
Which now mistrust no parcel of my fear ; 

And many an old man’s sigh, and many a widow’s. 
And many an orphan’s water-standing eye, — 

Men for ^eir sons’, wives for their husbands’ fate, 
And orphans for their parents’ timeless death, — 
Shall rue the hour that ever thou wast born. 

The owl shriek’d at thy birth, an evil sign ; 

The night-crow cried, aboding luckless time ; 

Dogs howl’d, and hideous tempests shook down trees ; 
The raven rook’d 3 her on the chimney’s top. 

And chattering pies in dismal discords sung. 

’fhy mother felt more than a mother’s pain, 

And yet brought forth less than a mother’s hope ; 
To wit, — an indigest defonned lump, 

Not like the fruit of such a goodly tree. 

Teeth hadst thou in thy head, when tliou wast born. 
To signify, thou cani’st to bite the world ; 

And, if the rest be true which I have heard. 

Thou cam’st — 

Glo, I’ll hear no more ; — Die, ijrophet, in tliy 
speech ; [Stabs kim. 

For this, amongst the rest, was 1 ordain’d. 

IT. Hen, Ay, and for much more slaughter after this. 

0 God ! forgive my sins, and pardon tliee ! [Dies, 
Glo. What, will the aspiring blood of Lancaster 

Sink in the ground? I tliought it would have 
mounted. 

See, how my sword weeps for the poor king’s death ! 

0, may such purple tears be always shed 

From those that wish the downfal of our house ! — 
If any spark of life be yet remaining, 

Down, down to hell ; and say — 1 sent thee thither, 

[iS'Iads hvn again, \ 

1, that have neither pity, love, nor fear. — 

Indeed, *tis true, that Henry told me of; 

As I have often heard my mother say, 

1 came into the world with my legs forward : 

Had I not reason, think ye, to make haste. 

And seek their ruin that usurp’d our right ? 

The midwife wonder’d ; and the women cried, 

0, Heaven Hess ust he is bom with teeth / 

And so I was; which plainly signified — 

That I should snarl, and bite, and play the dog. 
Then, since the heavens have Shap’d my body so, 

J-et hell make crook’d my mind to answer it. 

I have no brother, I am like no brother ; 

And this word — love, which greybeards call divine, 
Be resident in men Uke one another, 

* ChUdhh. 9 Ta rook signified to lod^ on any thing. 


And not in me ; 1 am myself alone 

Clarence, beware ; thou keep’st me from the light ; 
But I will sort * a pitchy day for thee ; 

For I will buz abroad such prophecies, 

That Edward shall be fearful of his life ; 

And then, to purge his fear. I’ll be thy death. 

King Henry, and the prince his son, are gone : 
Clarence, thy turn is next, and then the rest ; 
Counting myself but bad, till I be best. — 

I’ll throw thy body in another room, 

And triumph, Henry, in thy day of doom. [F.xit, 

SCENE VII. — Room in the PcJace. 

King Euward is discovered sitting on Ids Throne ; 
Queen Elizabeth wUh the infani Prince, Cla- 
rence, Gloster, Hastings, and others, near kim, 

K, Edw, Once more we sit inEngland’sroyal throne, 
Re-purchas’d with the blood of enemies. 

What valiant foe-men, like to autumn’s corn, 

Have we mow’d down, in tops of all their pride ? 
Throe dukes of Somerset, threefold renown’d 
For hai dy and undoubted champions ; 

Two Clifibrds, as the father and the son, 

And two Northuinberlands ; two braver men 
Ne’er spurr’d their coursers at the trumpet’s sound : 
With them, the two brave bears, Warwick and Mon- 
tague, 

That in their chains fetter’d the kingly lion. 

And made the forest tremble when they roar’d. 
Thus have we swept suspicion from our seat, 

And made our footstool of security. — 

Come hither, Bess, and let me kiss my boy ; — 
Young Ned, for thee, thine uncles, and myself, 
Have in our armours watch’d the winter’s night ; 
Went all a-foot in summer’s scalding heat, * 

That thou mightst repossess the crOwn in peace ; 
And of our labours thou slialt reap the gain. 

Glo. I’ll blast his harvest, if your head were laid. 
•For yet I am not look’d on in the world. 

Tins shoulder was ordain’d so thick, to heave ; 

And heave it .shall some weight, or break my back : — 
Work thou the way, — and tliou shalt execute. 

• [Aside* 

E, Edw, Clarence, and Gloster, love my lovely 
queen ; 

And kiss your princely nephew, brothers both, 

Clar, Hie duty, that I owe unto your majesty, 

I seal upon the lips of this sweet babe. 

K, Edw, Thanks, noble Clarence; worthy brother, 
thanks. 

Glo, And, that I love the tree from whence thou 
sprang’st, 

Witness tlie loving kiss I give the fruit -«-> 

K, Edw, Now am I seated as my soul delights, 
Having my country’s peace, and brothers’ loves. 
Clar, What will your grace have done with Mar- 
garet? 

Reignier, her father, to the king of France 
Hath pawn’d the Sicils and Jerusalem, 

And hither have they sent it for her ransome. 

K, Edw> Away with her, and waft her hence to 
France. 

And now what rests, but that we spend the lime 
With stately triumphs, mirthful comick shows, 

Such as tiefit the pleasures of the court? — 

Sound, drums and trumpets ! — farewell, sour annoy } 
For here, I hope, begins our lasting joy. [Exeunt, 
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ACT I. 


SCENE I. — London, A Street. 

Enter Gloster. 

Glo, Now is the winter of our discontent 
Made glorious summer by this sun of York ; 

And all the clouds, that lowY'd upon our house, 

In the deep bosom of the ocean buried. 

Now are our brows bound >vith victorious wreaths ; 
Our bruised arms hung up for monuments ; 

Our stern alarums chang’d to merry meetings, 

Our dreadful marches to delightful measures, 1 
Grim-visag’d war hath smooth’d his wrinkled front; 
And now, — instead of mounting barbed^ steeds, 
To fright the souls of fearful adversaries, — 

He capers nimbly in a lady’s chamber, 

To the lascivious pleasing of a lute. 

But 1, that am not sliap’d for sportive tricks, 
Nor made to court an amorous looking-glass ; 

1, that am rudely stamp'd, and want love’s m^csty, 

* Bancei. * Armed, 


To strut before a wanton ambling nymph ; 

I, tliat am curtail’d of this fair proportion, 
Cheated of feature by dissembling nature, 
Deform’d, unfinish’d, sent before my time 
Into this breathing world, scarce half made up, 
And that so lamely and unfashionable, 

That dogs bark at me, as I halt by them ; 

Why I, in this weak piping time of peace. 

Have no delight to pass away the time ; 

Unless to spy my shadow in the sun. 

And descant on mine own deformity ; 

And therefore, since I cannot prove a lover, 

To entertain these fair well-spoken days, — 

I am determined to prove a villain, 

And hate the idle pleasures of these days, **- 
Plots have I laid, inductions ^ dangerous, 

By drunken proi^ecies, libels, and dreams, 

To set my brother Clarence, end the king, 

In deadly hate the one against the other i 
3 rreparations for mischicfl 
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And, if king Edward be as true and just 
As 1 am subtle, false, and treacherous. 

This day should Clarence closely be mew’d up ; 
Abaut a prophecy, which says — that G 
Of Edward’s heirs the murderer shall be, 

Uive, thoughts, down to my soul ! here Clarence 
comes. 

Enter Clarence, guardedt and Brakenbuhy. 
Brother, good day : What means this armed guard 
'I'hat waits upon your grace ? 

Clar» Ills majesty. 

Tendering my person’s safety, hath appointed 
'rhis conduct to convey me to the Tower. 

Glo. Upon what cause ? 

Clar, Because my name is — George. 

Gloo Alack, my lord, that fault is none of yours; 

He should, for that, commit your godfathers : 

Belike his majesty hath some intent. 

That you shall be new christen’d in the Tower. 

But what’s the matter, Clarence ? may I know ? 

Ctar. Yea, Richard, when I know ; for 1 protest. 
As yet I do not ; But, as I can learn, 

He hearkens after prophecies, and dreams ; 

And from the cross-row jilucks the letter G, 

And says — a wizard told him, that by G 
His issue disinherited should be ; 

And, for my name of George begins with G, 

It follows in his thought that I am he : 

These as I learn, and such like toys as these, 

Have mov’d his highness to commit me now. 

Glo. Why,this itis,w'ben men are rul’d by women .* — 
’Tis not the king, that sends you to the Tower ; 

My lady Grey, his wife, Clarence, ’tis she, 

That tempers liira to this extremity. 

Was it not she, and that good man of worship, 
Antony Woodcville, her brotlier there, 

That made him send lord Hastings to the I’ower ; 
From whence this present day he is deliver’d ? 

We are not safe, Clarence, we aie not safe. 

Clar. By heaven, 1 think, there is no man sccura, 
But the queen’s kindred, and night- w alking heralds 
That trudge betwixt the king and mistress Shore. 
Heard you not what an humble suppliant 
I^ord Ilastings ^vas to her for Ids delivery ? 

Glo. Humbly complaining to her deity 
Got my lord chamberlain his liberty. 

I’ll tell you what, — I think, it is our way. 

If we will keep in favour with tlie king, 

To be her men, and wear her livery : 

The jealous o’er-worn widow, and herself 
Since that our brother dubb’d them gentlewomen, 
Are mighty gossips in this monarchy. 

Brak. I beseech your graces both to pardon me ; 
His majesty hath straitly given in charge. 

That no man shall have private conference, 

Of what degree soever with his brother. 

Glo» Even so ? an please your worship, Braken- 
bury, 

You may partake of any thing w^e say : 

We speak no treason, man ; — We say, the king 
Is wise, and virtuous ; and bis noble queen 
Well struck in years ; fair, and not jealous : 

We say,' that Shore’s wife hath a pretty foot, 

A cheny lip, 

A bonny eye, a passing pleasing tongue ; 

And the queen’s kindred axe made gentlefolks : 
How say you, sir ? can you deny all this ? 

WiUi tliis, my lord, myself have nought to do, 
* Tb^ queen and Shore. 


And 1 beseech your grace to pardon me ; and, witlial, 
Forbear your conference with the noble duke. 

Clar. We know thy charge, Brakenbury, and 
will obey. 

Glo. We are the queen’s abjects, and must obey. 
Brother, farewell : 1 will unto the king ; 

And whatsoever you will employ me in, — 

Were it, to call king Edward’s widow — sister, — 

I will perform it to enfranchise you. 

Mean time, this deep disgrace in brotherhood, 
Touches me deeper than you can imagine. 

C/ar. 1 know it pleaseth neither of us well. 

Glo. Well, your imprisonment shall not be long ; 
•I will deliver you, or else lie for you ; 

Mean time, have patience. 

C/ar. I must perforce ; farewell. 

[Exeunt Clarence, Brakenbury, and 
Guard. 

Glo. Go, tread the path that thou shalt ne’er return. 
Simple, plain Clarence ! — T do love thee so, 

Tliat I will shortly send thy soul to heaven. 

If heaven will take tlie present at our hands. 

But who comes here ? the new-deliver’d Hastings ? 

Enter Hastings, 

y Hast. Good time of day unto my gracious lord ! 

Glo. As much unto# my good lord chamberlain ! 
Well are you welcome to this open air. 

How hath your lordsliip br(K)k’d imprisonment ? 
Hast. With patience, noble lord, as prisoners 
must : 

But I shall live, my lord, to give them thanks, 
That were the cause of my imprisonment, 

Glo. No doubt, no doubt ; and so shall Clarence 
too ; 

For tliey, that w^ere your enemies, are his, 

And Iiave [jrcvail’d as much on him, as you. 

Hast. More pity that the eagle sliould be mew’d, 
While kites and buzzards prey at liberty. 

Glo. What news abroad ? 

Hast. No news so bad abroad, as this at home ; — 
The king is sickly, weak, and melancholy, 

And his physicians fear him mightily. 

Glo. Now, by saint Paul, this news is bad indeed. 
O, he hath kept an evil diet long. 

And over-much consum’d fus royal person ; 

’Tis very grievous to be tliought upon. 

What, is he in his bed ? 

Hast. He is. 

Glo. Go you before, and I will follow you* 

[Exit Hastings* 

He cannot live, I hope ; and must not die, 

Till George be pack’d with post-horse up to heaven. 
I’ll in, to urge his hatred more to Clarence, 

With lies well steel’d with weighty arguments ; 
And, if I fail not in my deep intent, 

Clarence hath not another day to live : 

Which done, Heaven take king Edward to hismercy, 
And leave the world for me to bustle in ! 

For then I’ll marry Warwick’s youngest daughter : 
What though 1 kill’d her husband, and her father? 
The readiest way to make the wench amends, 

Is — to become her husband, and her father ; 

The which will I ; not all so much for love, 

As for another secret close intent, 

By marrying her, which I must reach unto, 

But yet I run before my horse to market *. 

Clarence still breathes : Edwardstill lives, andreig^ns ; 
When they are gone, then must I count my gain#* 

[Mxih 
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SCENE II. — Anolher Street, 

£nter the Corpse ^Kino IIevtry the Sixth, borne in 
an open CoJ^n ; Gentlemen bearing Halberds, to 
guard it ; and Lady Ann* as Mourner, 

Anne, Set down, set down your lionourable load, — 
If honour may be shrouded in a hearse, •— 

Whilst 1 a while obsequiously ^ lament 
The untimely fall of virtuous Lancaster. — 

Poor key*cold figure of a holy king ! 

Pale ashes of the house of I.ancaster ! 
lliiou bloodless remnant of that royal blood 1 
Be it lawful that I invocate thy ghost. 

To hear the lamentations of poor Anne, 

Wife to thy Edward, to thy slaughter’d son, 

Stabb’d by the sel f>same hand that made these wounds ! 
Lo, in these windows, that let forth thy life, 

I pour the helpless balm of my poor eyes : — 

O, cursed be the hand that made these holes ! 
Cursed the heart, that had the heart to do it ! 

Cursed the blood, that let this blood from hence ! 
More direful hap betide that liated wretch. 

That makes us wretched by the death of thee. 

Than I can wish to adders, spiders, toads. 

Or any creeping venom ’d thing that lives ! 

If ever he have child, abortive be it, 

Prodigious, and untimely brought to light. 

Whose ugly and unnatural aspect 

May fright the hopeful mother at the view ; 

And that be heir to his unhappiness ! 

If ever he have wife, let her be made 
More miserable by the death of him, 

Than I am made by my young lord, and thee ' — 
Come, now, toward Chertsey with your holy load, 
Taken from Paul’s to be interred there ; 

And still, as you are weary of the weight, 

Rest you, whiles I lament king Henry’s corse. 

[7ViC Bearers lake up the Corpi^e, and advance. 

Elder Glostkr. 

Glo, Stay you that bear the corse, and set it down. 
Anne. What black magician conjures up this fiend, 
To stop devoted charitable deeds ? 

Glo, Villains, set down the corse; or, by saint Paul, 
I’ll make a corse of hini that disobeys. 

1 Gent. My lord, stand back, and let the coffin 
pass. 

Glo, Unmanner’d dog ; stand thou when I com- 
mand : 

Advance thy halberd higher than my breast. 

Or, by saint Paul, I’ll strike thee to my foot, 

And spurn upon tliee, beggar, for thy boldness. 

[2’/ie Bearers set down the Coffin, 
Anne. What, do you tremble ? are you all afraid ? 
Alas, I blame you not ; for you are mortal, 

And mortal eyes cannot endure the devil. — 
Avaunt, tliou dreadful minister of hell ! 

Thou hadst but power over his mortal body, 

Ilb soul thou canst not have ; therefore, begone. 
Glo, Sweet saint, for charity, be not so curst. 
Anne, Foul devil, for heaven’s sake, hence, and 
trouble us not ; 

For thou hast made the happy earth thy hell, 

FillM it with cursing cries, end deep exclaims. 

If thou delight to view tliy heinous deeds, 

Behold this pattern of thy butcheries : — 

O, gentlemen, see, see ! dead Henry’s wounds 
Open tlneir congeal’d moiitlis, and bleed afresh ! — 
Blush, blush, tl)ou lump of ffiul deformity ; 

* With becoming reverence for the dc«d. 


Act L 

For ’tis thy presence that exhales this blood 
From cold and empty veins, where no blood dwells ; 
Thy deed, inhuman and unnatural. 

Provokes tliis deluge most unnatural. — * 

O Thou, which this blood mad’st, revenge his death ! 
O earth, which this blood drink’st, revenge his death ! 
Either, Heaven, with lightning strike the murderer 
dead. 

Or, earth, gape oi»en wide, and eat him quick ; 

As thou dost swallow up tlds good king’s blood, 
Which his Iiell-govern’d arm hath butchered ! • 

Glo. Lady, you know no rules of charity. 

Which renders good for bad, blessings for curses. 
Anne, Villain, thou know’st no law of God nor 
man ; 

No beast so fierce, but knows some touch of pity. 
Glo. But I know' none, and therefore am no beast. 
Anne. O wonderful, when devils tell the truth ! 
Glo. More wonderful, when angels are so angry. — 
Vouchsiife, divine perfection of a woman, 

Of these supposed evils, to give me leave, 

By circumstance, but to acquit myself. 

Anne. Vouchsafe, diffus’d infection of a man, 
For tiiese known evils, but to give me leave, 

By circumstance, to curse thy cursed self. 

Glo. Fairer than tongue can name thee, let me 
have 

Some patient leisure to excuse myself. 

Anne, Fouler than heart can think thee, thou canst 
make 

No excuse current, but to hang thyself. 

Glo, By such despair, I should accuse myself, 
./fnne. A nd, by despairing, slialt thou stand excus’d ; 
For doing worthy vengeance on thyself, 

Tliat didst unworthy slaughter upon 011101 *$. 

Glo. Say, that I slew them not ? 

Atvne, Why, then, they are not dead ; 

But dead they are, and, devilish slave, by thee. 

Glo. 1 did not kill your husband. 

Bnne. Why, then he is alive. 

Glo. Nay, he is dead; and slain by Edward’s hand. 
A tine. In thy soul’s throat thou liest : queen 
IVIargaret saw 

Thy murd’rous faulchion smoking in his blood ; 
'file which thou once didst bend against her breast, 
But that tliy brothers beat aside the point. 

Glo. I was provoked by her sland’rous tongue. 
That laid their guilt upon my guiltless shoulders. 

Anne, Thou wast provoked by thy bloody mind, 
That never dreamt on aught but butcheries ; 

Didst thou not kill this king ? 

Glo. I grant yc. 

Arine. O, he was gentle, mild, and virtuous. 

Glo. The fitter for the Kingofheaventhathathhim. 
Anne. He is in heaven, where thou shalt never 
come. 

Glo. Let him thank me, that holp to send him 
thither ; 

For he was fitter for that place, than earth. 

Anne, And tliou unfit for any place but hell. 
Glo, Yes, one place else, if you will hear me 
name it. 

Anne, Some dungeon. 

Glo, Your bed-chamber. 

Anne, III rest betide tlie cliamber where thou best ! 
Glo, So will it, madam, till 1 He ivith you. 
Anne. I hope so. 

Glo, 1 know so. But, gentle lady A Atie» 
To leave this keen eTicouuter of our wits, 

And fail somewhat ihto a slower method j — <• 



KINO RICHARD III. 


537 


SCBHS II. 

Is not tlie causer of Uie timeless deaths 
Of these Plantagenets, Henry and Edward, 

As blameful a.s the executioner ? 
jifiiie. Thou wast the cause, and most accursed 
effect. 

Gla» Your beauty was the cause of that effect ; 
Your beauty which did haunt me in my sleep, 

To undertake the death of all tlie world. 

Anrve* If I tliought that, I tell thee, homicide, 
These nails should rend that beauty from my cheeks. 
Glo» These eyes could not endure that beauty’s 
wreck ; 

You should not blemish it, if I stood by ; 

As all the world is cheered by the sun, 

So I by that ; it is my day, my life. 

Anne* Black night o’er&hade thy day, and death 
thy life ! 

Glo» Curse not tliysclf, fair creature; thou art 
both. 

Anne. I would I were, to be reveng’d on thee. 
Glo. It is a quarrel most unnatural, 

To l>e reveng’d on him that loveth thee. 

Anne. It is a quarrel just and reasonable. 

To be reveng’d on him that kill’d my husband. 

Glo, He that bereft thee, lady, of thy husband, 
Did it to help thee to a better husband. 

Anne. His better doth not breathe upon the 
earth. 

Glo* He lives, that loves you better than he could. 
Anne. Name liim. 

Glo* Plaiitagenet. 

Anne. Why, that was he. 

Glo. The self-same name, but one of better nature. 
Anne. Where is he ? 

Glo* Here : \SJie spits at him.'\ Why 

dost thou spit at me ? 

Anm* ’Would it were mortal poison, for thy sake ! 
Glo. Never came poison from so sweet a place. 
Aime. Never hung poison on a fouler toad. 

Out of my sight ! thou dost infect mine eyes. 

Glo. Thine eyes, sweet lady, have infected mine. 
Anne* ’Would tliey were basilisks, to strike thee 
dead ! 

Glo. I would they were, that I might die at once ; 
For now they kill me witli a living death. 

Those eyes of tliine from mine have drawn salt tears, 
Sham’d their asp^ts with store of childish drops : 
These eyes, which never shed remorseful ® tear, — 
Nor when my father York and Edward wept. 

To hear the piteous moan that Rutland made, 
When black-fac’d Clifford shook his sword at him : 
Nor when thy warlike father, like a child. 

Told die sad story of my father’s death ; 

And twenty times made pause, to sob and weep. 
That all die standers-by had wet their cheeks, 
like trees bedash’d with rain : in that sad time, 

My manly eyes did scorn an humble tear ; 

And what these sorrows could not hence exhale, 
Tl»y beauty hath, and made Uiem blind with weeping. 
1 never su’d to friend, nor enemy ; 

My tongue could never learn sweet soothing word ; 
But now thy beauty is propos’d my fee. 

My proud heart sues, and prompts my tongue to 
speak. [She looks scornfuUp at him. 

Teach not thv Up such scorn ; for it was made 
For kissing, lady, not for such contempt. 

Jf thy revengeful heart cannot forgive, 

! here I Tend thee diis sharp-pointed sword ; 
Which if thou please to hide in this true breast, 

« Fitting. 


And let the soul forth that adoreth thee, 

I lay it naked to the deadly stroke, 

And humbly beg the death upon my knee. 

\^He lays his Breast open ; she offers at it idth 
his Sword. , 

Nay, do not pause ; for I did kill king Henry j — * 
But *twas thy beauty that provok’d me. 

Nay, now despatch ; *twas I that slabb’d young 
Edward ; — [She again qff’rs at his Breast. 
But *twas thy heavenly face that set me on. 

[iSAe U'ls fall the Sword. 
Take up the sword again, or take up me. 

Anne. Arise, dissembler : though I wish thy death, 
I will not be thy executioner. 

Glo. Then bid me kill myself, and I will do it. 
Anne* I have already, 

Glo* That was in thy rage : 

Speak it again, and, even with the word, 

This hand, which for thy love, did kill thy love, 
Shall, for thy love, kill a far truer love ; 

To both their deaths shalt thou be accessary. 

Anne. I would, I knew’ thy heart, 

Gh. *Tis figur’d in my tongue, 

Anne. I fear me, both are false. 

Glo. Then man was never true. 

Anne. Well, well, put up your sword. 

Glo. Say then, my peace is made. 

Anne, lliat shall you know hereafter. 

Glo. But shall I live in hope? 

Anne. All men, I hope, live so. 

Glo. Vouchsafe to wear this ring. 

Anne. To take, is not to give. 

[She puis on the Ring* 
Glo. Look, how this ring cncompasseth thy finger, 
Even so thy breast encloseth my poor heart ; 

W’’ear both of them, for both of them are thine. 

And if thy poor devoted servant may 
But beg one favour at thy gracious hand, 

Thou dost confirm his happiness for ever. 

Anne. Wliat is it ? 

Glo. That it may please you leave these sad de- 
signs 

To him that halli more cause to be a mourner, 

And presently repair to Crosby-place 7 : 

Where — after I have solemnly interr’d, 

At Chertsey monast’ry this noble king. 

And wet his grave with my repentant tears, — • 

I will w ith alT expedient duty see you. 

For divers unknown reasons, I beseech you, 

Grant me this boon. 

Aline. With all my heart ; and much it joys me too, 
To see you are become so penitent. — 

Tressel, and Berkley go along with me, 

Glo. Bid me farewell. 

Anne. *Tis more than you deserve ; 

But, since you teach me how to flatter you, 

Imagine I have said farewell already. 

[Ejpennt Lady Anne, Tressel, and Berkley. 
Glo* Take up the corse, sirs. 

Gent. Towards Chertsey, noble lord ? 

Glo* No, to Wliite Friars; there attend my 
coming. [Exeunt the rest, with the Corpse* 
Was ever woman in this humour woo’d? 

Was ever woman in tliis humour won? 

I’ll have her, — but I wdll not keep her long. 

What ! I, that kill’d her husband, and his father, 
To take her in her heart’s extremest hate ; 

With curses in her mouth, tears iti her eyes, 

The bleeding witness of her hatred by ; 

* 7 In fiUhopsgat<».stfcet, 
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With Heaven, her conscience, and these bars against 
me, 

And I no friends to back my suit withal, 

But the plain devil and dissembling looks, 

And yet to wliv her, — all the world to nothing ! 
Ha! 

Hath she forgot already that brave ]»rince, 

Edward, her lord, whom I some three montlis since, 
Stabb’d in ray angry mood at Tewksbury ? 

A sweeter and a lovelier gentleman, — 

Fram’d in the prodigality of nature. 

Young, valiant, wise, and, no doubt, right royal, — 
The spacious world cannot again aiford : 

And will she yet abase her eyes on me. 

That cropp’d the golden prime of this sweet prince, 
And made her widow to a woful bed ? 

On me, whose all not equals Edward’s moiety? 

On me, that halt, and am misshapen thus ? 

My dukedom to a heggerly denier s, 

I do mistake my person all this while : 

Upon my life, she finds, although I cannot, 

Myself to be a marvellous proper man. 

I’ll be at charges for a looking glass ; 

And entertain a score or two of tailors. 

To study fashions to adorn my body ; 

Since I am crept in favour with myself, 

I will maintain it with some little cost. 

But, first. I’ll turn yon’ fellow in his grave ; 

And then return lamenting to my love. — 

Shine out, fair sun, till I have bought a glass. 

That I may see my shadow as I pass. 

SCENE III. — A room m the Palace. 

Enter Queen Elizabeth, Lord Rivers, and 
Lord Grey. 

jRiv. Have patience, madam ; there’s no doubt, 
his majesty 

Will soon recover his accustom’d health. 

Grey. In that you brook it ill, it makes him 
worse : 

Therefore, for heaven’s sake, entertain good comfort, 
And cheer his grace with quick and merry words. 

Q,. Elix. If he were dead, what would betide of 
me ? ' 

Grey. No other harm but loss of such a lord. 

<2* Elk. The loss of such a lord includes all harms. 
Grey. The heavens have bless’d you with a 
goodly son. 

To be your comforter, when he is gone. 

Q. Elk. Ah, he is young ; and his minority 
Is put unto the trust of Richard Glostcr, 

A man that loves not me, nor none of you. 

Eiv. Is it concluded, he shall bo protector ? 

Q. Elk. It is determin’d, not concluded yet : 
But so it must be, if the king miscarry. 

Enter Buckingham and Stanley. 

Grey. Here come the lords of Buckingham and 
Stanley. 

Buck* Good time of day unto your royal grace ! 
Stan. Heaven make your majesty joyful as you 
have been ! 

Elk. The countess Richmond, good my lord 
of Stanley, 

To your good prayer will scarcely say — amen. 
Yet, Staidey, notwithstanding she’s your wife, 

And loves not me, be you, good lord, assur’d, 

1 hate not you for her proud arrogance. 

s A imall French coin. 


Stan. 1 do beseech you, either not believe 
The envious slanders of her false accusers ; 

Or, if she be accus’d on true report, 

Bear with her weakness, which, I tliink, proceeds 
From wayward sickness, and no grounded malice. 
Q. Elk. Saw you the king to-day, my lord of 
Stanley ? 

Sian. But now the duke of Buckingham, and I, 
Are come from visiting his majesty. 

Q. Elk. What likelihood of his amendment, 
lords ? 

Buck. Madam, good hope ; his grace speaks 
cheerfully. 

Q. Elk. God grant him health ! Did you confer 
with Irim ? 

Buck. Ay, madam, lie desires to make atonement 
Between the duke of Glosterand your brothers, 
And between them and my lord chamberlain ; 

And sent to warn them to his royal presence. 

Q Elk. Would all were well 1 — But that will 
never he ; — 

I fear, our happiness is at the height. 

Enter Gloster, Hastings, aiid Dorset. 

Glo. They do me wrong, and I will not endure 
it. — 

Wlio arc they, that complain unto the king, 

That I, forsooth, am stern, and love them not ? 

By holy Paul, they love his grace but lightly, 

That till his ears with such dissentioiis rumours. 
Because I cannot fiatter, and speak fair, 

Smile in men’s faces, smooth, deceive, and cog. 
Duck with French nods, and apish courtesy, 

I must be held a rancorous enemy. 

Cannot a plain man live, and think no harm, 

But thus his simple truth must be abus’d 
By silken, sly, insinuating Jacks ? 

Grey. To whom in all this presence speaks your 
grace ? 

Glo. To thee, that hast nor honesty, nor grace. 
When have I injur’d thee ? when done thee wrong ? 
Or thee ? — or thee ? — or any of your faction ? 

A plague upon you all 1 His royal grace, — 
Whom God preserve better than you would wish I — 
Cannot be fpiict scarce a breathing-while. 

But you must trouble him with rude complaints. 

Q. Elk. Brother of Gloster, ♦ you mistake the 
matter : 

The king, of his own royal disposition. 

And not provok’d by any suitor else ; 

Aiming, belike, at your interior hatred, 

Tliat ill your outward action shows itself, 

Against my children, brothers, and myself, 

Makes him to send ; that thereby he may gather 
The ground of your ill-will, and so remove it, 

Glo. I cannot tell ; — The world is grown so bad, 
That wrens may prey where eagles dare not perch. 
Since every Jack ^ became a gentleman. 

There’s many a gentle person made a Jack. 

Q. Elk. Come, come, we know your meaning, 

! brother Gloster ; 

You envy my advancement, and my friends ; 
Heaven grant, we never may have need of you ! 
Glo. Meantime, heaven grants that we have need 
of you ! 

Our brother is imprison’d by yemr means, 

Myself disgrac’d, and the nobility 
Held in contempt ; while great promotions 
Are daily given, to ennoble those 
B Low fellow. 
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That scasce, some two days since, were worth a 
noble. > 

Q* Eliz, By him that rais'd me to this careful 
height 

From that contented hap which I enjoy’d, 

I never did incense his majesty 

Against the duke of Clarence, but have been 

An earnest advocate to plead for him. 

My lord, you do me shameful injury, 

Falsely to draw me in tiiese vile suspects. 

Glo. You may deny tliat you were not the cause 
Of my lord Hastings’ late imprisonment. 

Jfiu. She may, my lord ; for — 

Glo* She may, lord Rivers ? — why, who knows 
not so ? 

She may do more, sir, than denying that : 

She may help you to many fair preferments ; 

And then deny her aiding hand therein. 

And lay those honours on your high desert. 

What may she not ? She may, — ay, marry may 
slie. — 

Eiv, What, marry, may she? 

Glo* What, marry, may she ? marry with a king, 
A bachelor, a handsome stripling too . 

I wis your grandam had a worser match. 

Q, Eliz* My lord of Gloster, 1 have too long borne 
Your blunt iipbraidings, and your bitter scoffs : 

By heaven, I will acquaint his majesty, 

Of those gross taunts 1 often have endur’d. 

1 had rather be a country servant-maid, 

'fhan a great queen wdth this condition — 

To be so ))aited, scorn’d, and stormed at : 

Small joy have 1 in being England’s queen. 

Enter Queen Maugaret, behind* 

Q. Mar* And lessen’d be that small, God, I be- 
seech thee ! 

Thy honour, state, and scat, is due to me. 

Glo* What ? threat you me with telling of the 
king ? 

Tell him, and spare not ; look, what I have said 
I will avouch, in presence of the king : 

I dare adventure to be sent to the Tower. 

’Tis time to speak, my pains are quite forgot. 

Q. Mar* Out, devil ! I remember them too well : 
Thou kill’dst ray husband Henry in tlie Tower, 
And Edward, my poor son, at Tewksbury. 

67o. Ere you were queen, ay, or your husband 
king, 

I was a pack-horse in his great affairs ; 

A weedcr-out of his proud adversaries, 

A liberal rewardcr of his friends ; 

To royalize his blood, I spilt mine own. 

Q. Mar* Ay, and much better blood than his, or 
thine, 

Glo* In all which time, you, and your husband 
Grey, 

Were factious for the house of Lancaster ? — 

And, Rivers, so were you : — Was not your hus- 
band 

In Margaret’s battle at Saint Alban’s slain? 

Let me put in your minds, if you forget. 

What you have been ere now, and what you are ; 
Withal, what 1 have been, and what 1 am. 

Q.* Mar* A murd’rous villain, and so still thou art 
Glo* Poor Clarence did forsake his father War- 
wick, 

Ay, and forswore himselft— -Which Jesu pardon ! — 
Q. Mar* Which God revenge I 
I A coin rated at 6s. 6d. 


Glo* To light on Edward’s party, for the crown j 
And, for his meed, poor lord, lie is mew’d up ; 

I would to heaven, my heart were flint like Ed- 
ward’s, 

Or Edward’s soft and pitiful, like mine ; 

I am too childiKh-foolish for this world. 

Q, Mar. Hie thee to hell for shame, and leave 
this world. 

Riv. My lord of Gloster, in those busy days, 
Which here you urge to prove us enemies. 

We follow’d then our lord, our lawful king ; 

So should we you, if you should be our king. 

Glo. If I should be ? — - 1 had rather be a pedlar. 
Far be it from my heart, the thought thereof! 

Q* Eliz, As little joy, my lord, as you suppose 
You should enjoy, were you tliii country’s king ; 

As little joy you may suppose in me, 

That I enjoy, being the queen thereof. 

Q. Mar* A little joy enjoys the queen thereof; 
For I am she, and altogether joyless. 

I can no longer hold me patient. — [/Idvancing* 
Hear me, you wrangling pirates, that fall out 
In sharing that which you have pill’d 3 from me ; 
Which of you trembles not, that looks on me : 

If not, that 1 being queen, you bow like subjects 
Yet that, by you depos’d, you quake like rebels? — 
Ah, gentle villain, do not turn away ! 

Glo* Foul wrinkled w'itch, what mak’st thou in 
my sight? 

Q. Mar* But repetition of what thou hast marr’d ; 
That will I make, before 1 let thee go. 

Glo* Wert thou not banished on pain of death ? 
Q* Mar* I was ; but 1 do find more pain in 
banishment, 

Tlian death can yield me here by my abode. 

A husband, and a son, thou ow’st to me, — 

And thou, a kingdom ; — all of you, allegiance : 
This sorrow that I have, by right is yours ; 

And all the pleasures you usurp are mine, 
i Glo* The curse my noble fatlier laid on thee. 
When thou didst crown his warlike brows with paper, 
And with thy scorns drew ’st rivers from his eyes ; 
And tlien, to dry them, gav’st the duke a clout, 
Steep’d in the faultless blood of pretty Rutland ; — 
His curses, then from bitterness of soul 
Denounc’d against thee, are all fall’n upon thee ; 
And God, not we, bath plagu’d thy bloody deed. 

Q, Eliz* So just is God, to right the innocent. 
JIast. O, *twas the foulest deed to slay that babe. 
And the most merciless, that e’er was heard of. 

Riv* Tyrants themselves wept when it was re- 
ported. 

I Dors* No man but prophesied revenge for it. 
Ruck. Northumberland, then present, wept to see it. 
Q* Mar* What I were you snarling all, before 1 
came. 

Ready to catch each other by the tliroat. 

And turn you all your hatred now on me ? 
i Did York’s dread curse prevail so much with heaven. 
That Henry’s death, my lovely Edward’s death, 
Their kingdom’s loss, my woful banishment, 

Could all but answer for that peevish brat? 

Can curses pierce the clouds, and enter heaven?— t 
Why, then give way, dull clouds, to my quick 
curses ! — 

Hiough not by war, by surfeit die your king. 

As ours by murder, to make him a king ! 

Edward, thy son, that now is prince of Wales, 

For Edward, my son, that was prince of Wales, 

» Pillaged 
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Die in liis youth, by like untimely violence ! 
Thyself a queen, for me that was a queen, 

Outlive thy glory like my wretched self! 
lA)iig mayst tltou live, to wail thy children's loss ; 
And see another, as 1 see thee now, 

Deck’d in thy rights, as thou art stall’d in mine ! 
l^ong die thy happy days before thy death ; 

And after many lengthen’d hours of grief, 

Die neither mother, wife, nor England’s queen ! — 
Rivers, — and Dorset, — you were standers by, — 
And so wast thou, lord Hastings, — when my son 
“Was stabb’d with bloody daggers ; God, I pray him, 
That none of you may live your natural age, 

But by some unlook’d accident cut off ! 

Glo* Have done thy charm, thou hateful wither’d 
hag. 

42. Mar. And leave out thee ? stay, dog, for thou 
shalt hear me. 

If heaven have any grievous plague in store, 
Exceeding those that I can wish upon thee, 

O, let tliem keep it, till thy sins be ripe, 

And then hurl down their indignation 
On thee, tl)C troubler of the poor world’s peace ! 

The worm of conscience still be-gnaw thy soul ! 

Thy friends suspect for traitors while thou liv’st. 
And take deep traitors for thy dearest friends ! 

No sleep close up that deadly eye of thine, 

Unless it be wliile some tormenting dream 
Affrights thee with a hell of ugly devils ! 

Thou elvish mark’d, abortive, rooting hog * 

Thou that wast seal'd in thy nativity 
The slave of nature, and the son of hell ! 

Thou rag of honour ! thou detested 

Glo. Margaret. 

Q. Mar. Richard ! 

Glo. Ila ? 

<2. Mar. I call thee not. 

Glo. I cry thee mercy then ; for I did think, 

Tliat thou hadst call’d me all these bitter names. 

Q. Mar. Why, so I did ; but look’d for no reply, 
O, let me make tlie period to my curse. 

Glo. ’Tis done by me j and ends in — Margaret. 
Q. Eli%. Thus have you breath’d your curse 
against yourself. 

42. ilfar. Poor painted queen, vain flourish of my 
fortune ! 

Why strew’st tliou sugar on that bottled spider 
Whose deadly web cnsnaretli thee about? 

Fool, fool I thou whet’st a knife to kill thyself. 

The day will come, that thou shalt wish for me 
To help thee curse this pois’nous hunch-back’d toad. 

Hast. False-boding woman, end thy frantick curse; 
Lest, to thy harm, thou move our patience. 

42- Mar. Foul shame upon you ! you have all 
mov’d mine. 

Rtv. Were you well serv’d, you would be taught 
your duty. - 

42* Mar, To serve me well, you all should do me 
duty, 

Teach me to be your queen, and you my subjects : 
0» serve me well, and teach yourselves tliat duty. 
Dots. Dispute not witli her, she is lunatick. 

42* Mar. Peace, master marquis, you are malapert ; 
Tour fire-new stamp of honour is scarce current » 
O, that your young nobility could judge. 

What ’twere to lose it and be miserable ! 

Dkcw that stand high, have many blasts to shake them; 
Audi if they fall, they dash themselves to pieces. 

* Alluding to Oloster’s form and venom. 

* He was just created marquis of Dorset 
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Glo. Good counsel, marry ; •— learn learn it, 
marquis. 

Dors, It touches you, my lord, as much as me. 
Glo. Ay, and much more ; But 1 was born so fiigh, 
Our aieryS buildeth in the cedar’s top, 

And dallies with the wind, and scorns the sun. 

Q. Mar. And turns the sun to shade ; — alas ! 
alas ! — 

Witness my son, now in the shade of death ; 

Whose bright out-shining beams thy cloudy wrath 
Hath in eternal darkness folded up. 

Your aiery buildeth in our jiiery’s nest : — 

O God, that seest it, do not suffer it ; 

As it was won with blood, lost be it so ! 

JSuck. Peace, peace, for shame, if not for charity, 
Q. Mar. Urge neither charity nor shame to me ; 
Uncharitably with me have you dealt, 

And shamefully by you my hopes are butcher’d. 

My charity is outrage, life my shame, — > 

And in my shame still live my sorrow’s rage ! 

Duck. Have done, have done, 

Q. Mar. O princely Buckingham, I kiss thy hand, 
In sign of league and amity with tliee : 

Now fair befall thee, and thy noble house I 
Thy garments are not spotted with our blood. 

Nor tliou within the compass of my curse. 

Buck. Nor no one here ; for curses never pass 
The lips of those that breathe them in the air. 

42. Mar. I’ll not believe but they ascend the sky. 

0 Buckingham, beware of yonder dog ; 

Look, when he fawns, he bites ; and, when he bites, 
His venom tooth will rankle to the death ; 

Have not to do with him, beware of him ; 

Sin, death, and hell have set their marks on him ; 
And all their ministers attend on him ; 

Glo. What doth she say, my lord of Buckingham ? 
Buck. Nothing that I respect, my gracious lord, 
Q. Mar. "What, dost thou scorn me for my gentle 
counsel ? 

And soothe the devil that I warn thee from? 

O, but remember this another day. 

When he shall split thy very heart with sorrow ; 
And say, poor Margaret w^as a prophetess. — 

Live each of you the subjects to his hate. 

And he to yours, and all of you to God’s ! 

Hast. My hair doth stand on end to hear her 
curses. 

Jiiv. And so doth mine ; 1 muse 7, why she’s at 
liberty. 

Glo. I cannot blame her, 

She hath had too much wrong, and I repent 
My part thereof, that I have done to her. 

Q. Eliz. I never did her any, to my knowledge. 
Glo* Yet you have all the vantage of her wrong. 

1 was too hot to do some body good. 

That Is too cold in thinking of it now. 

Marry, as for Clarence, he is well repaid ; 

He is frank’d up to fatting for his pains ; — 
Heaven pardon them that are the cause tliereof ! 

Riv. A virtuous and a christian-like conclusion, 
To pray for them that have done scath ^ to us. 

Glo. So do I ever, being well advis’d ; — 

For had I curs’d now, 1 h^ curs’d m^sdf. [As^* 

Enter Catesbt. 

Cates. Madam, his migesty doth call for you, 
And for your grace, — and you, my lu^le lordk 
Q. Eliz. Catesby, I coma ; Lords, wtllyou go 
with me ? 

^ Neat ^ Wonder. Put in a sty. > Ham 
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Biv* Madam, we will attend upon your grace. 

IJSxeunt all but Gloster. 
Glo* I do the wrong, and first begin to brawl. 
The* secret mischiefs that I set abroach, 

I lay unto the grievous charge of others. 

Clarence, — whom 1, indeed, have laid in dark- 
ness, — 

I do beweep to many simple gulls ; 

Namely, to Stanley, Hastings, Buckingham ; ! 

And tell them — ’tis the queen, and her allies, 

That stir the king against the duke my brother. 

Now they believe it ; and withal whet me 
To be reveng’d on Rivers, Vaughan, Grey : 

But then 1 sigh, and, with a piece of scripture, 

Tell them — that God bids us do good for evil : 

And thus I clothe my naked villainy 

With old odd ends, stol'n forth of holy writ , 

And seem a saint, when most I play the devil. 

Enter two Murderers. 

But soft, here come my executioners. — 

How now, my hardy, stout resolved mates? 

Are you now going to despatch this thing ? 

1 Muni. We are, my loid; and come to have 
the warrant. 

That we may be admitted where he is. 

67u. Well thought upon, I have it here about 
me ; [ Gives Ihe tVai'rant. 

When you have done, repair to Croshy-place. 

But, sirs, be sudden in the execution, 

Withal obdurate, do not hear him plead ; 

For Clarence is well spoken, and, perliaps. 

May move your htmrts to pity, if you mark him. 

1 Murd. Tut, tut, my lord, we will not stand to 
prate. 

We go to use our hands, and not our tongues. 
Talkers are no good doers ; be assur’d. 

Glo. Your eyes drop mill-stones, when fools* eyes 
drop tears ; 

I like you, lads ; — about your business straight ; 
Go, go, despatch. 

1 Murd. We will, my noble lord. \^ExeunU 
SCENE IV. — A Boofn in the Tower. 

Etiter Clarence and Brakenbuby. 

Brak. Why looks your grace so heavily to day ? 
Clar* O, I have pass’d a miserable night, 

So full of fearful dreams, of ugly sights, 

That as X am a Christian faithful man, 

1 would not spend another such a night, 

Tliough ’twere to buy a world of happy days ; 

So full of dismal terror was the time. 

Brak. What was your dream, my lord ? I pray 
you, tell me. 

Clar, Methought that I had broken from the 
Tower, 

And was embark’d to cross to Burgundy ; 

And, in ray company, my brother Gloster : 

Who from my cabin tempted me to walk 

Upon the liatclies; thence we look’d toward England, 

And cited up a thousand heavy times, 

During the wars of York and l^ancaster 
That bad befallen us. As we pac’d along 
Upon the giddy footing of the hatches, 

Methought, that Gloster stumbled ; and, in falling, 
Struck die, that thought to stay him, overboard, 
Into the tumbling billows of the main. 

O heaven ! metliought, what pain it was to drown ! 
What .difeadful noise of water in mine ears ! 


What sights of ugly death within mine eyes ! 
Methought, I saw a thousand fearful wrecks ; 

A thousand men, that fishes knaw'd upon ; 

Wedges of gold, great anchors, heaps of pearl. 
Inestimable stones, unvalu’d jewels, 

All scattered in the bottom of the sea. 

Some lay in dead men’s skulls ; and, in those holes 
Where eyes did once inhabit, there were crept 
(As ’t were in scorn of eyes) reflecting gems, 

That woo’d the sliiiiy bottom of the deep. 

And mock’d the dead bones that lay scatter’d by. 

Brak. Had you such leisure in the time of death, 
To gaze upon these secrets of the deep ? 

Clar. INIethoiight, I had ; and often did I strive 
To yield the ghost ; but still the envious flood 
Kept in my soul, and would not let it forth 
To seek the empty, vast, and wand’ring air ; 

But smother’d it within my panting bulk. 

Which almost burst to belch it in the sea. 

Brak. Avvak’d you not with this sore agony? 
Clar. O, no, my dream was lengthen’d after life ; 
O, then began the tempest to my soul ! 

I pass’d, methought, the melancholy flood, 

'With that grim ferryman wliich poets write of, 

Unto the kingdom of perpetual night. 

The first that there did greet my stranger soul, 

Was my great father-in-law, leiiowned Warwick, 
Who cry’d aloud — What scourge /or perjury 
Can this dark monarelu/ afford false Claiencef 
And so he vanish’d : Then came wand’ring by 
A .sliadow like an angel, with bright hair 
Dabbled in blood ; and he shriek’d out aloud, — 
Clarence is comCf — faheyfleetingy perjur'd Clarence ^ — 
That stabb'd me in the Jkld by Tewksbury ; — • 

Seize on hvuy furieSy take hun to your torments f 
With that, mcthouglit, a legion of foul fiends 
Environ’d me, and howled in mine ears 
Such hideous cries, that, with the very noise, 

I trembling w ak’d, and, for a season after, 

(’ould not believe but that I was in hell ; 

Such terrible impression made my dream. 

Brak. No marvel, lord, though it afl righted you ; 
I am afraid, methinks, to hear you tell it. 

Clar. O, Brakenbiiry, I have done these things*, — - 
That now give evidence ageinst my soul, — 

For Edward’s sake ; and, see, how he requites me ! — 

0 God ! if my deep prayers cannot a)i])easc tritN*, 
But thou wilt be aveng’d on my misdeeds. 

Yet execute thy wrath on me alone : 

O, spare my guiltless wife, and my poor children ! — 

1 pray thee, gentle keeper, stay by me ; 

My soul is heavy, and I fain would sleep. 

Brak. I wdll, my lord ; God give your grace goo 1 
rest ! •— 

[Clarence reposes himself on a Chair. 
Sorrow breaks seasons, and reposing hours. 

Makes the night morning, and the noon'tiile night, 
Princes have but their titles for their glories, 

An outward honour for an inward toil ; 

And, for unfelt Imaginations, 

They often feel a world of restless cares ; 

So that between their titles, and low name, 

There’s notliing differs but the outward tame. 

Enter the two Murderers. 

1 Murd* Ho ! who’s here ? 

Brak, What would’st thou, fellow? and how 
cam’st thou hither ? 

1 Murd, I would speak with Clarence, and I 
came hither on my legs. 
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Brak, What, so brief? 

2 Murd» O, sir, ’tis better to be brief than te- 
dious ; — 

Let him see our commission ; talk no more. 

{A Baper is delivered to Bhakeneurt, 
who reads it, 

Brah I am, in this, commanded to deliver 
The noble duke of Clarence to your hands : — 

I will not reason what is meant hereby, 

Because I will be guiltless of the meaning. 

Here are the keys ; — there sits the duke asleep : 

I’ll to the king ; and signify to him, 

That I thus have resign’d to you my charge. 

1 Mtird. You may, sir ; ’tis a point of wisdom : 

Fare you well. [Exit Brakenbury. 

2 Murd. What, shall we stab him as he sleeps? 

1 Murd, No j he’ll say, ’twas done cowardly, 
when he wakes. 

2 Murd. When he wakes ! why, fool, he shall 
never wake until the great judgment day. 

1 Murd, Why, then he’ll say, we stabb’d him 
sleeping. 

2 Murd. The urging of that word, judgment, 
hath bred a kind of remorse in me. 

1 Murd, What ? art thou ab-aid ? 

2 Murd. Not to kill him, having a warrant for it ; 
out to be damn’d for killing him, from the wliich 
no warrant can defend me. 

1 Murd. I thought, thou hadst been resolute. 

2 Murd. So I am, to let him live. 

1 Murd, I’ll back to the duke of Gloster, and 
tell him so. 

2 Murd. Nay, I pr’ythee, stay a little : I hope, ! 
this holy humour of mine will change ; it was wont 
to hold me but while one would tell twenty. 

1 Murd. How dost thpu feel thyself now ? 

2 Murd. ’Faith some certain dregs of conscience 
are yet within me. 

1 Murd. Remember our reward, when the deed’s 
done. 

2 Murd* Come, he dies ; I had forgot the reward. 

1 Murd. Where’s thy conscience now ? 

2 Murd. In the duke of Gloster’s purse. 

1 Murd. So when he opens his purse to give us 
our reward, thy conscience flies out. 

2 Murd. ’Tis no matter ; let it go ; there’s few, 
or none, will entertain it. 

1 Murd* What, if it come to thee again ? 

2 Murd. I’ll not meddle with it, it is a dangerous 
thing, it makes a man a coward ; a man cannot 
steal, but it accuseth him ; a man cannot swear, 
but it checks him. ’Tis a blushing shame-faced 
spirit, that mutinies in a man’s bosom ; it fills one 
full of obstacles : it made me once restore a purse 
of gold, that by chance I found ; it beggars any 
man that keeps it ; it is turned out of all towms and 
cities for a dangerous thing ; and every man, tliat 
means to live well, endeavours to trust to himself, 
and live without it. 

1 Murd. Zounds, it is even now at my elbow, 
persuading me not to kill the duke. 

^ 2 Murd. Take the devil in thy mind, and believe 
him not : be would insinuate widi thee, but to 
make tliee sigh. 

1 Murd. I am strong-fram’d, he cannot prevail 
with me. 

2 Murd* Spoke like a tall 9 fellow, that respects 
his reputation. Come, sliall we fall to work ? 

1 Murd, Take him over the costard • with the 
’ Brava i Head 


hilts of tliy sword, and then throw him into the 
malmsey-butt, in the next room. 

2 Murd. O excellent device ! and make a sop 
of him. * 

1 Murd. Soft ! he wakes. 

2 Murd. Strike. 

1 Murd. No, we’ll reason with him. 

Clar. Where art thou, keeper? give me a cup 
of wine. 

1 Murd. You shall have wine enough, my lord, 
anon. 

Clar. In God’s name, what art thou ? 

1 Murd. A man, as you are. 

Clar. But not, as 1 am, royal. 

1 Murd. Nor you, as we are, loyal. 

Clar. Thy voice is thunder, but thy looks are 
humble. 

1 Murd. My voice is now the king’s, my looks 
mine own. 

Clar. How darkly, and how deadly dost thou 
speak ! 

Your eyes do menace me : Why look you pale ? 
Who sent you hither ? Wherefore do you come ? 

Both Murd. To, to, to, 

Clar. To murder me ? 

Both Murd. Ay, ay. 

Clar. You scarcely have the hearts to tell me so, 
And therefore cannot have the hearts to do it. 
Wherein, my friends, have I oflended yon ? 

1 Murd. Oflended us you have not, but tlie king. 
Clar. I shall be reconcil’d to him again. 

2 Murd. Never, my lord ; therefore prepare to die. 
Clar. Arc you call’d forth from out aworld of men, 

To slay the innocent? What is my oflence? 

Where is the evidence that doth accuse me ? 

What lawful quest - have given their verdict up 
Unto the frowning judge? or who ])ronoimc’d 
Tlie bitter sentence of poor Clarence’ death ? 

Before I be convict by course of law, 

To threaten me with death is most unlawful. 

1 charge you, as you liope for ajiy goodness, 

By Christ’s dear blood shed for our grievous sins 
That you depart, and lay no hands on me ; 

The deed you undertake is damnable. 

\Murd. What we will do, we do upon command. 
2 Murd. And he, that hath commanded, isour king. 
Clar. Erroneous vassal ! the great King of kings 
Hath in the table of his law commanded. 

That thou shalt do no murder : Wilt thou then 
Spurn at His edict, and fulfil a man’s? 

Take heed ; fof he holds vengeance in his hand, 

To hurl upon their heads that break his law^ 

2 Murd. And that same vengeance doth he hurl 
on thee, 

For false forswearing, and for murder too ; 

Thou didst receive the sacrament, to fight 
In quarrel 3 of the house of Lancaster. 

1 Murd. And like a traitor to the name of God, 
Didst break that vow ; and, with thy treacherous 

blade, 

Unrip’dst the bowels of thy sovereign’s son. 

2 Murd* Whom thou w'ast sworn to cherish and 

defend. 

3 Murd* How canst thou urge God’s dreadful law 

to us, 

When thou hast broke it in such dear degree ? 

Clar. Alas ! for whose sake did I that ill deed ? 
For Edward, for my brother, for bis sake ; 

He sends you not to murder me for this ; 

» Inqucft, jury. 3 On the part 
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For in that sin he is as deep as I. 

If God will be avenged for the deed, 

O) know you, that he doth it publickly ; 

Take not tlie quarrel from his powerful arm ; 

He needs no indirect nor lawless course, 

To cut off those that have offended him. 

1 Murd» Wlio made thee tlien a bloody minister, 
When gallant-springing, brave Plantagenet, 

That princely novice, was struck dead by thee ? 
Clar, My brother’s love, the devil, and ray rage. 

1 Murd. Thy brother’s love, our duty, and thy 

fault, 

Provoke us hither now to slaughter thee. 

Clar, If you do love my brollier, hate not me ; 

I am his brother, and I love him well. 

If you are hir’d for meed S go back again, 

And I will send you to my brother Gloster ; 

Who shall reward you better for my life, 

'Hian Edward will for tidings of my death. 

2 Murd, You arc deceiv’d, your brother Gloster 

hates you. 

Clar, O, no ; he loves me, {uid he holds me dear : 
Go you to him from me. 

Both Murd. Ay, so we will. 

Clar, Tell him, when that our princely father York 
Bless’d his three sons with his victorious arm. 

And charg’d us from his soul to love each other, 

He little thought of this divided friendship : 

Bid Gloster think on this, and he will w^eep. 

\Murd. Ay, mill-stones ; as he lesson’d us to weep. 
Clar. O, do not slander him, for he is kind. 

1 Murd. Right, as snow in harvest. — Come, you 
deceive yourself ; 

’Tis he that sends us to destroy you here. 

Clar. It cannot be ; for he bewept my fortune. 
And hugg’d me in his arms, and sw ore, with sobs. 
That he would labour niy delivery. 

1 Murd. Why, 'So he doth, when he delivers you 
From this earth’s thraldom to the joys of heaven. 

2 Murd. Make peace with God, for you must die,‘ 

my lord. 

Clar. Hast thou Uiat holy feeling in thy soul, | 
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To counsel me to make my peace with God, 

And art thou yet to thy own soul so blind, 

That thou wilt war with God, by murd’ring me ? 
Ah, sirs, consider, he that set you on 
To do this deed, will hate you for the deed. 

2 Murd. What shall we do? 

CUir. Relent, and save your souls. 

1 Murd. Relent ! *tis cowardly, and womanisli* 
Clar. Not to relent, is beastly, savage, devilish. — 

Which of you, if you w'ere a prince’s son. 

Being pent * from liberty, as I am now, — 

If two such murderers as yourselves came to you, — 
Would not etitreat for life ? — 

My friend, I spy some pity in thy looks ; 

O, if thine eye be not a flatterer, 

Come thou on my side, and entreat for me, 

As you would beg, were you in my distress, 

A begging prince what beggar pities not? 

2 Murd. Look behind you, my lord. 

1 Murd. Take that, and that ; if all this will not 
do, [Stabs him. 

I’ll drown you in the malmsey-butt within. 

[Evil with the bodi/. 
2Mtird. A bloody deed, and desperately de- 
spatch’d ! 

How fain, like Pilate, w'oiild I wash my hands 
Of this most grievous guilty murder done ! 

Be-enter first Murderer. 

1 Murd. How' now ? what mean’s! thou, that thou 

hclp’sl me not ? 

By heaven, the duke shall know' how slack you have 
been. 

2 Murd. I would he knew, that I had sav’d his 

brother ! 

Take thou the fee, and tell liim what I say; 

For I repent me that the duke is slain, [Exit. 

1 Murd. So do not I : go, cow ard, as thou art, — 
Well, I’ll go hide the body in some hole, 

Till that the duke give order for his burial : 

And w'hen I have my meed, I will away; 

For this will out, and then I must not stay. [Exit, 
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SCENE I, — Room in the Valace. 

Enter Kino Edward (led in sick)t Queen Ei.iza- 
BETiT, Dorset, Rivers, Hastings, Buckingham, 
Grey, and others. 

JC, Edw. Wliy, so : — now have I done a good 
day’s work ; — 

You peers continue this united league : 

I every day expect an embassage 
From my Redeemer to redeem me hence ; 

And more in peace my soul shall part to heaven, 
Since I have made my friends at peace on earth. 
Rivers, and Hastings, take each other’s hand ; 
Dissemble not your hatred, swear your love. 

Rio. By heaven, my soul is purg’d from grudging 
hate ! 

And witli my hand I seal my true heart’s love. 
Hast* So thrive I, as I truly swear the like ! 

K. Edw. Take heed, you dally not before your 
^ Jting; 

Lest he, that is the supreme King of kings, 

Rewaril. 


Confound your hidden falsenood, and award 
Either of you to be the other’s end. 

Hast. So prosper I, as I swear perfect love ! 

Riv. And I, as I love Hastings with ray heart ! 
K. Edw. Madam, yourself are not exempt in this, <— 
Nor your son Dorset, — Buckingham, nor you ; — 
You have been factious one against the other. 

Wife, love lord Hastings, let him kiss your hand ; 
And what you do, do it unfeignedly. 

Q, Eliz. There, Hastings ; — 1 will never more 
remember 

Our former hatred ; So thrive I, and mine ! 

JC. Edw. Dorset, embrace him, — Hastings, love 
lord marquis. 

Dor. This interchange of love, I here protest, 
Upon my part shall be inviolable. 

Hast. And so swear I. [Embraces Dorset. 
JC. Edw. Now', princely Buckingham, seal thou 
this league. 

With thy embracements to my wife’s allies, 

And make me happy in your unity. 

* Shut up. 
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Buck* Whenever Buckingham dotli turn his hate 
Upon your grace, [To Uie Queen.] but with all 
duteous love 

Doth cherish you, and yours, Heaven punish me 
With hate in those where I expect most love ! 

When I have most need to employ a friend. 

And most assured that he is a friend, 

Deep, hollow, treacherous, and full of guile, 

Be he unto me ! this do I beg of heaven, 

When 1 am cold in love, to you or yours. 

[Embracing Rivers, 

K* Edw. A pleasing cordial, princely Bucking- 
ham, 

Is this thy \oW unto my sickly heart. 

There wanteth now our brother Gloster here. 

To make the blessed period of this peace. 

Buck. And, in good time, here comes the noble 
duke. 

Enter Glostek. 

Glo. Good morrow to my sovereign king, and 
queen ; 

And, princely peers, a happy time of day ! 

Jl. Edw. Happy, indeed, as we have spent the 
day : — 

Brother, we have done deeds of charity ; 

Made peace of enmity, fair love of hate, 

Between these swelling wrong-incensed peers. 

Glo. A blessed labour, my most sovereign liege. — 
Among this princely heap, if any here, 

By false intelligence, or wrong surmise. 

Hold me a foe ; 

If I unwittingly, or in my rage, 

Have aught committed that is hardly borne 
By any in this presence, I desire 
To reconcile me to his fiiendly peace : 

*Tis death to me, to be at enmity ; 

I hate it, and desire all good men’s love. — 

First, madam, I entreat true peace of you, 

Which I will purchase with my duteous service ; — 
Of you, my noble cousin Buckingham, 

If ever any grudge were lodg’d between us ; 

Of you, lord Rivers, — and lord Grey, of you. 

That all without desert have frown’d on me ; — 
Dukes, earls, lords, gentlemen ; indeed, of all. 

I do not know that Englishman alive, 

With whom my soul is any jot at odds, 

More than the infant that is burn to-night ; 

I thank my God for my humility. 

Q. EMz. A holy-day shall this he kept here- 
after : •— 

I would ^ to heaven all strifes were well com- 
pounded. — - 

My sovereign lord, I do beseech your highness 
To take our brother Clarence to your grace. 

Glo. Why, madam, have I otter’d love for this. 
To be so flouted in this royal presence ? 

Who knows not, that the gentle duke is dead? 

[They all start. 

You do him injury to scorn his corse. 

JT. Edw. Who knows not he is dead ! who knows 
he is ? 

Q. Elk, All-seeing heaven, what a v/orld is this! 
Buck. Look I so pale, lord Dorset as the rest? 
Dor. Ay, my good lord j and no man in the pre- 
sence, 

But his red colour hath forsook his cheeks. 

X. Edw. Is Clarence dead ? tlie order was re- 
vers’d. 

Glo. But he, poor man, by your first order died. 
And that a winged Mercury did bear $ 
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Some tardy cripple bore the countermand, 

That camc.tou lag to see him buried ; — 

Heaven grant, that some, less noble, and less loyal, 
Nearer in bloody thoughts, and not in blood, ♦ 
Deserve not worse than wretched Clarence did, 
And yet go current from suspicion ! 

Enter Stanley. 

Stan. A boon, my sovereign, for my service clone. 
K. Edw. I pr’ythee, peace; my soul is full of 
sorrow. 

Stan. I will not rise, unless your highness heanne. 
K. Edw. Then say at once, what is it thou re- 
quest’st. 

Slaiu ’I'he forfeit, sovereign, of my servant’s life; 
Who slew to-day a riotous gi*ntlcinan, 

Lately attendant on the duke of Norfolk. 

K. Edw. Have 1 a tongue to doom my brotlierh 
death. 

And shall that tongue give pardon to a slave ? 

My brother kill’d no man, his fault w^as thought, 
And yet his punishment was bitter death. 

Who sued to me for him ? who, in my wrath, 
Kneel’d at my feet, and hade me be advis’d ? 

Who spoke of brotherhood ? who spoke of love ? 
Who told mc‘, how the poor soul did forsake 
'riie mighty Warw ick, and did fight for me ? 

Who told me, in the field of Tewksbury, 

When Oxford had me down, lie rescued me, 

And said, Dear brother ^ live, and be a king ? 

Who told me, w'hen we both lay in the field, 

Frozen almost to death, how' he did lap me 
Even in his garments; and did give himself, 

All thin and naked, to the numb-cold night? 

All this from my remembrance brutish wrath 
Sinfully i^luck’d, and not a man of you 
Had so much grace to put it in my mind. 

But when your carters or your w aiting-vassals, 
Have done a drunken slaughter, and defac’d 
'rhe precious image of our dear Redeemer, 

You straight arc on your knees for pardon, pardon ; 
And I, unjustly too, must grant it you . — 

But for my brother, not a man would speak, — 

Nor I (ungracious) speak unto myself 

For him, poor soul. — The proudest of you all 

Have been beholden to him in his life ; 

Yet none of you would once plead for his life. — 

O God ! I fear thy justice will take hold 

On me, and you, and mine, anti yours, for this. — 

Come, Hastings, help me to my closet. O, 

Poor Clarence ! 

[Exeunt King, Queen, Hastings, Rivers, 
Dorset, and Grey. 

Glo. This is the fruit of rashness! — IMark’d.you 
not, 

How that the guilty kindred of the queen 
Look’d pale, when they did hear of Clarence’ death ? 
O ! they did urge it still unto the king ; 

Heaven will revenge it. Coifie, lords ; will you go, 
To comfort Edward with our company ? 

Buck, We wait upon your grace. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. — The same. 

Enter the Duchess of York, with a Son and 
Daughter of Clarence. 

Son. Good grandam, tell us, is our father dead ? 
Buch. No, boy. 

Baugh. Why do you so weep soft? and beat your 
br^st; 

And cry — 0 Clarence, my unhappy son / 
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Son* Why do you look on us, and shake your head, 
And call u» — orphans, wretches, cast-aways, 

If that our noble father be alive ? 

Ihich* My pretty cousins, you mistake me both. 

I do lament the sickness of the king, 

As loath to lose him, not your father’s death ; 

It were lost sorrow, to wail onetliat’s lost. 

Son. Then, grandam, you conclude that he is dead. 
The king my uncle is to blame for tliis. 

Duck* Peace, children, peace ! the king doth love 
you well; 

Incapable 6 and shallow innocents, 

You cannot guess who caus’d your father’s death. 

Son* Grandam, we can ; for my good uncle Glostcr 
Told me, the king, provok’d to’t by the queen, 
Devis’d impeachments to inii)rison him : 

And when my uncle told me so, he wept, 

And pitied me, and kindly kiss’d my cheek ; 

Bade me rely on him, as on my father, 

And he would love me dearly as his child. 

Duck* Ah, that deceit should steal such gentle 
shapes 

And with a virtuous visor hide deep vice ! 

He is my son, ay, and therein my shame. 

Yet from my breast he drew not this deceit. 

Son* Think you, my uncle did dissemble, gran- 
dam ? 

JDuch* Ay boy. 

fibn. I cannot think it. Hark! what noise is this? 

Enter Q,ueek Elizabeth, ( ii $ lracle ( Uy ; Riveks 
and Dorset, following her. 

Q* Eiiz* Ah! who shall hinder me to wail and 
weep? 

To chide my fortune, and torment myself? 

I’ll join with black despair against my soul, 

And to myself become an enemy. 

Duch. What means this scene of rude impatience? 
Q. Eliz. To make an act of tragick violence : — 
Edward, rny lord, tl»y son, our king, is dead. 

Why grow the branches, w lien the root is gone ? 
Why wither not the leaves, that w'ant their sap ? — 
If you will live, lament; if die, be brief; 

Tliat our swift-winged souls may catch the king’s; 
Or, like obedient subjects, follow him 
To his new kingdom of perpetual rest. 

Duch* Ah, so much interest have I in thy sorrow, 
As I had title in thy noble husband ! 

\,have bewept a worthy husband’s death. 

And liv’d by looking on his images ; 

But now two mirrors of his princely semblance 
Are crack’d in pieces by malignant death ; 

And I for comfort have but one false glass, 

That grieves me when I see my shame in him. 
Thou art a widow ; yet thou art a mother, 

And hast the comfort of thy children left thee ; 

But death hath snatch*d my husband from my ai*ms. 
And pluck’d two crutches from my feeble hands, 
Clarence and Edward. O, what cause have I, 
(Thine being but a moiety of my grief,) 

To over-go thy plaints, and drown thy cries I 
Son* Ah, aunt ! you wept not for our father’s 
death ; 

How can we aid you with our kindred tears ? 

Daugk* Our fatherless distress was left unraoan’d. 
Your widow-dolour likewise be unwept ! 

Q. Btk. Give me no help in lamentation, 

* am not barren to bring forth laments ; 

All Spring reduce their currents to mine eyes,, 

* Ignorant, 


Tliat I, being govern’d by the wal’ry moon, 

May send forth plenteous tears to drown the world ! 
All, for my husband, for my dear lord Edward ! 

Chil. Ah, for our father, I’or our dear lord Cla- 
rence ! 

Duch Alas, for both, both mine, Edward and 
Clarence ! 

Q. Eliz, What stay had I, but Edward ? and he’s 
gone. 

Chil. Wliat stay had we, but Clarence ? and he’s 
gone. 

Duck* What stays had I, but they ? and they are 
gone. 

Q. Eliz* Was never widow, had so dear a loss. 
Chtl. Were never orphans, had so dear a loss. 
Duch. Was never mother, had so dear a loss. 
Alas I I am the mother of these griefs ; 

Their woes arc parcell’d 7, mine are general. 

Sfic for an Edward weeps, and so do I ; 

1 for a Clarence weep, so doth not she ; 

These bal>cs for Clarence weej), and so do 1 : 

1 for an Edward weep, so do not they ; 

Alas ! you three, on me, threefold distress’d, 

Ponr all your tears ; 1 am your sorrow’s nurse, 

And I will pamjier it with lamentations. 

Dor* Comfort, dear mother ; God is much dh> 
pleas’d, 

That you take with unthankfulness Ids doing ; 

In common worldly things, ’tis called — ungrateful, 
With dull unwillingness to repay a debt, 

Which w'ltli a bounteous band w^as kindly lent ; 
Much more to be thus opposite with heaven, 

For it requires the royal debt it lent you. 

Etc* Madam, bethink you, like a careful mother, 
Of the young prince your son : send straight for him, 
I..et him be crown’d ; in him your comfort lives ; 
Drown desperate sorrow in dead Edward’s grave, 
And plant your joys in living Edward’s throne* 

Enter Oldster, Bitkingiiam, Stanley, Hastings, 
Kati'I.ikf, and others. 

Glo* Sister, have comfort : all of us have cause 
To wail the dimming of our shining star ; 

But none can cure their harms !iy wailing them. — 
Madam, my mother, I do cry you mercy, 

I did not sec your grace ; — Humbly on my knee 
I crave your blessing. 

Duch* God bless thee ; and put meekness in thy 
breast. 

Love, charity, obedience, and true duty ! 

Glo. Amen ; and make me die a good old man ! — 
Tliat is the butt-end of a mother’s blessing ; [ ^Idde, 

I marvel that her grace did leave it out. 

Buck. You cloudy princes, and heart-sorrowing 
peers, 

Tliat hear this mutual heavy load of moan, 

Now clieer each other in eadi otlier’s love : 

Tliough we have spent our harvest of this king, 

We are to reap tlie harvest of his son. 

The broken rancour of your high-swoln hearts. 

But lately splinted, knit, and join’d together. 

Must gently be preserv'd, cherish’d, and kept ; 

Me seemeth good, that, with some little train, 
Forthwith from Ludlow the young prince be fetch’d 
Hither to London, to be crown’d our king, 

Miv* Why with some little train, my lord of Buck- 
ingham ? 

Buck, Marry, my lord, lest by a multitudp, 

I The new-heal’d wound of malice should break out ; 
i r Divided 

Nn 
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Which would be so much the more dangerous, 

By how much the estate is green, and yet ungoveriVd : 
Where every horse bears Ids commanding rein, 

And may direct his course as please himself, 

As well the fear of liarm, as harm apparent, 

In my opinion, ought to be prevented. 

Glo* I hope, the king made peace with all of us ; 
And the compact is finn, and true, in me. 

Riv, And so in me ; and so, I think, in all : 

Yet, since it is but green, it should be put 
To no apparent likelihood of breach. 

Which, haply, by much company might ho urg'd : 
Therefore I say, with jioble Buckingham, 

That it is meet so few should fetch tJic prince. 

Hast, And so say I. 

Glo, Then be it so ; and go wo to determine 
Who they shall be that straight shall post to I/udlow'. 
Madam, — and you my mother, — will you go 
To give your censures 8 in this w'eighty business ? 

[Exeunt nil but Buckingham and GnosTKR. 
Ruck, My lord, whoever journeys to the prince, 
For heaven’s sake, let not us tw'o stay at home : 

For, by the way, I’ll sort occasion, 

As index 9 to the story we late talk’d of, 

To part* the queen’s proud kindred from the prince. 

Glo, My other self, my counsel’s consistory, 

My oracle, my prophet ! — My dear cousin, 

I, as a child, will go by thy direction. 

Towards Ludlow then, for we’ll not stay behind. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE 111, A Street, 

Enter two CitiEens, meeting, 

1 Cit, Good morrow, neighbour : Whither away 
so fast ? 

Q Cit. I promise you, I scarcely know,jnyself : 
Hear you the news abroad ? 

1 Cit. Yes ; flic king’s dead. 

2 Cit, 111 news, by’r lady ; seldom comes the better : 
1 fear, I fear, ’twill prove a giddy world. 

Enter another Citizen. 

1 Cit, Give you good morrow, sir. 

S Cit, Doth the news hold of good king Edward’s 

death ? 

2 Cit, Ay, sir, it is too true. 

3 Cit, Then, masters, look to see a troublous world. 

1 CU, No, no ; by God’s good grace, his hon shall 

reign. 

3 Cit, Woe to that land, that’s govern’d by a child ! 

2 Cit, In him tlicre is a hope of government ; 
That in this nonage council under him. 

And, in his full and ripen’d years, himself, 

No doubt, shall then, and till then, govern well. 

1 Cit, stood the state, when Henry the Sixth 
Was crown’d in Paris but at nine months old. 

3 Ci£, Stood the state so ? no, no, good friends, 

not so ; 

For then tliis land was famously enrich’d 
With politick grave counsel ; tlien the king 
Had virtuous uncles to protect his grace. 

1 Cit, Why, so hath this, both by his father and 
mother. 

3 at. Better it were they all came by his father ; 
Or, by his father, tliere were none at all : 

For emulation now, who shall be nearest, 

Will touch us all too near, if heaven prevent not. 
O, full of danger is the duke of Gloster ; 

« Ophiioni. » t\€. Preparatory. * Minority, 
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And the queen’s sons, and brothers, liaught and 
proud : 

And were they to be rul’d, and not to rule, 

This sickly land might solace as before. • 

1 Cit, Come, come, we fear the worst ; all will be 

w^ell. 

3 Cit. When clouds are seen, wise men put on 
' their cloaks ; 

When great leaves fall, then winter is at hand ; 
When the sun sets, who doth not look for night? 
Untimely stonns make men expect a dearth : 

All may he w ell ; but, if heaven sort it so, 

’'fis more than we deserve, or I expect. 

2 CU, I'ruly, the hearts of men are full of fear : 
You cannot reason ^ almost with a man 

That looks not heavily, and full of dread. 

3 Cit. Before the days of change, still is it so ; 
By a divine instinct, men’s minds mistrust 
Ensuing danger ; as, by proof, we see 

The water swell before a boist’rous storm. 

But leave it all to heaven. Whither away ? 

2 Cit. Marry, we were sent for to the justices. 

3 Cit. And so w^as 1 ; I’ll bear you company. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. — A Room in the Palace, 

Enter the Archbishop of York, the i/oung Duke op 
York, Queen Elizabeth, and the Duc’iiess op 
York. 

Arch. Last night, I heard, they lay at Stony- 
Stratford ; 

And at Northampton they do rest to-night : 
To-morrow, or next day, they will be here. 

Euch, I long with all my heart to see the prince ; 
I hope, he is much grown since last I saw him. 

Q. Eliz. But I hear no ; they say my son of York 
Hath almost overta’en him in his growth, 

York. Ay, mother, but I would not have it so. 
Evch. Why, iny young cousin? it is good to grow. 
York. Grandam, one night, as we did sit at supper, 
My uncle Rivers talk’d how I did grow 
More than my brother; Ai/, quoth my uncle Gloster, 
Small herbs have grace, great weeds do grow apace : 
And since, rnethinks, I w'ould not grow so fast, 
Because sweet flow'crs are slow, and weeds make 
haste. 

Euch. ’Good faith, ’good faith, the saying did not 
hold 

In him that did object the same to thee t 

He was the wretched’st thing, when he was youngi 

So long a growing, and so leisurely, 

Tliat, if his rule were true, he should be gracious. 
Arch. And so, no doubt, he is, my gracious madam. 
Euch. I hope, he is ; but yet let mothers doubt. 
York. Now, by my troth, if I had been remember’d, 
I could have given my uncle’s grace a flout, 

To touch his growth, nearer tlian he touch’d mine. 
Euch, How, my young York ? I pr’ythee, let me 
hear it. 

York, Marry, they say my uncle grew so fast, 
That he could gnaw a crust at two hours old ; 
’Twas full two years ere I could get a tooth. 
Grandam, this would have been a biting jest. ^ 
Euch, I pr’ytheo, pretty York, who told you this . 
York. Grandam, his nurse. 

Euch, His nurse? why, she was dead ere thou 
wast born* 

Turk, If’twerenotdie, Icaimottell'whottJJ®®' 
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Act IIL Scene I. 

Q. EHz* A parlous boy : Go to, you are too shrewd. 
Arch* Good madam, be not angry with the child. 
Q. Eliz* Pitchers have ears. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Arch* Here comes a messenger : 

What news ? 

Mess* Such news, my lord, 

As grieves me to unfold. 

Q. Eliz. How doth the prince ? 

Mc^s. Well, madam, and in health, 

Duch* What is thy news? 

Mess* Lord Rivers, and lord Grey, are sent to 
Pomfret, 

Witli them sir 'Thomas Vaughan, prisoners, 

Euch. Who hath committed them ? 

Mess* Tlie mighty dukes, 

Gloster and Buckingham. 

0,* EUz* For what offence? 

Mess. The sum of all I can, I have disclos’d ; 
Why, or for wliat, the nobles were committed, 

Is all unknown to me, my gracious lady. 

Q* Eliz* Ah me, I see the ruin of my Iiouse ! 

The tiger now liath seized the gentle hind ; 

Insulting tyranny begins to jut 

Upon the innocent and awless throne : — 


Welcome destruction, blood, and massacre ! 

I see, as in a map, the end of all. 

Euch* Accursed and unquiet wrangling days ! 
How many of you have mine eyes beheld? 

My husband lost his life to get the crown ; 

And often up and down my sons were tost. 

For me to joy and weep, their gain and loss : 

And being seated, and domestic broils 
Clean over-blown, themselves, the conquerors, 
Make war upon themselves ; brotlier to brother, 
Blood to blood, self ’gainst self : — O, preposterous 
And frantick courage, end thy w'icked sjdeen ! 

Or let me die, to look on dcatn no more ! 

Q. EUz* Come, come, my boy, we will to sanc- 
tuary. — 

Madam, farewell, 

Euch. Stay, T will go with you, 

Q.* EUz* You have no cause. 

Arch. My gracious lady, go, 

[TV) the Queen. 

And thither bear your treasure and your goods. 

For iny part, I’ll resign unto your grace 
The seal I keep ; And so betide me, 

As well I tender you, and all of yours ! 

Come, I’ll conduct you to the sanctuary. \_Exeunt, 


ACT III. 


SCKNE 1.— A Street. 


The Trumpets sound* Enter the I’rince op \Vales, 
Gloster, Buckingham, Cardinal Bourchier, and 
others. 


Buck. Welcome, sweet prince, to London, to 
your chamber. 

Glo, Welcome, dear cousin, my thoughts’ sove- 
reign : 

The weary way hath made you melancholy. 

Prince* No, uncle ; but our crosses on the way 
Have made it tedious, wearisome, and heavy : 

1 want more uncles here to welcome me. 

Glo. Sweet prince, the untainted virtue of your 
years 

Hath not yet div’d into the world’s deceit ; 

No more can you distinguish of a man, 

Than of his outward show ; which, heaven knows, 
Seldom, or never, jumpeth with the heart, 

"J’hose uncles, which you want, were dangerous j 
Your grace attended to their sugar’d words, 

Put look’d not on the poison of their hearts : 
Heaven keep you from them, and from such false 
friends ! 

Prince* Heaven keep me from false friends ! but 
they were none. 

Glo* My lord, the mayor of London comes to 
greet you. 


Enter the Lord Mayor, and his Train* 

Map* God bless your grace with health and 
happy days ! 

^nce, 1 thank you, good my lord, — and thank 
T * 1 . — [Exeunt Mayor, ^c* 

W * 1 ?^* iny mother, and my brother York, 
oiud long ere this have met us on the way ; 

• what it slug is Hastings, that he comes not 
** wl us, ivhether they will come, or no. 


Enter Hastings. 

Buck. And in good time, here comes the sweat- 
ing lord. 

Prince. Welcome, my lord ; What, will oui* mo- 
ther come ? 

Hast. On what occasion, heaven knows, not I, 
The queen your mother, and your brother York, 
Have taken sanctuary : The tender prince 
W^ould fain have come with me to meet your 
grace, 

But by bis mother was perforce withheld. 

Buck. Fye ! what an indirecj; and peevish course 
Is this of hers ? — Lord cardinal, w ill your grace 
Persuade the queen to send tlic duke of Yoik, 

Unto his princely brother presently? 

If slie deny, — lord Hastings, go with him. 

And from lier jealous arms pluck him perforce. 
Card. My lord of Buckingham, if my weak 
oratory 

Can from his motlier win the duke of York, 

Anon expect him here ; But if she be obdurate 
To mild entreaties, God in heaven forbid 
We sliould infringe the holy privilege 
Of blessed sanctuary ! not for all this land, 

Would I be guilty of so deep a sin. 

Buck. You arc too senseless-obstinate, my lord, 
Too ceremonious, and traditional : 

Weigh it but with the grossness of this ago. 

You break not sanctuary in seizing him. 

The benefit thereof is always granted 
To those whose dealings have deserv’d the place. 
And those who have the wit to claim the place : 
This prince hath neither claim’d it, nor deserv’d it. 
And tlierefore, in mine opinion, cannot have it : 
Then, taking him from thence, that is not there, 
You break no privilege nor charter there. 

Oft have I heard of sanctuary men ; 

But sanctuary children, ne’er till now. 

Nn 0 
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Card. My lord, you sliall o*er-rule iny mind for 
once. — 

Come on, lord Hastings, will you go with me ? 

Hast, I go, my lord. 

Prince. Good lords, make all the speedy haste you 
may. [PxeufU Cardinal and Hastings. 
Say, uncle Gloster, if our brother come, 

Where shall we sojourn till our coronation ? 

Glo. Where it seems best unto your royal self. 

If 1 may counsel you, some day or two, 

Your highness shall repose you at the Tower : 

Then where you please, and shall be thought most fit 
For your best health and recreation. 

Prince. I do not like the Tower, of any place : — 
Did Julius Ca*sar build that place, my lord? 

Glo. He did, my gracious lord, begin that place: 
Which, since, succeeding ages have re-edified. 

Prince. Is it upon record ? or else reported 
Successively from age to age he built it? 

Bvek. Upon record, my gracious lord. 

Prince. But say, my lord, it were not register’d; 
Methinks, the truth should live from age to age. 

As ’twere retail'd to all posterity. 

Even to the general all-ending day. 

Glo. So wise so young, they say, do ne’er live 
long. [^Asidc. 

Prince, Wliat say you, uncle ? 

Glo. 1 say, without chardeters, fame lives long. 
Thus like tlie formah vice, Iniquity, "1 r a - j, 

I moralize two meanings in one word. J L ' * ’ 1 

Prince. That Julius Ca;sar was a famous man ; 
With what his valour did enrich liis wit, 

His wit set dowm to make Ids valour live : 

Deatli makes no conquest of this conqueror ; 

For now he lives in fame, though not in life. — 
ril tell you what, my cousin Buckingham. 

Puck. What, my gracious lord ? 

Prince, An if 1 live until I be a man, 

I’ll win our ancient right in France again, 

Or die a soldier, as I liv’d a king. 

Glo. Short summers lightly have a forward 
spring. [Aside. 

Enter York, I^astings, and the Cardinal. 

Buck. Now, in good time, here comes the duke 
of York. 

Prince. Richard of York ! how fares our loving 
brother ? 

York. Well, my dread lord ; so must I call you 
now. 

Prince. Ay, brother ; to our grief, as it is yours; 
Too late ® he died, that might have kept that title, 
Which by his death hath lost much majesty. 

Glo. How fares our cousin, noble lord of York? 
York, I thank you, gentle uncle. O, my lord. 
You said, that idle weeds arc fast in growth : 

The prince, my brother, hath outgrown me far. 

Glo, He hath, my lord. 

York. And therefore is he idle? 

Gh. O, my fair cousin, I must not say so. 

York. Then is he more beholden to you, than 1. 
Glo. He may command me, as my sovereign ; 
But you have power in me as in a kinsman. 

York. I pray you, uncle, then, give me this dagger. 
Qlo. My d^ger, little cousin? witli all my heart. 
Pfinoe. A l^ggar, brother ? 

York. Of my kind uncle, that I know will give ; 
And being but a toy, whi<^ is no grief to give, 

^ Sensible Vice, the bufibcm in the old plays. 

» Commonly. « Lately. 
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Glo. A greater gift than that 1 11 give my cousin. 
York. A greater gift ! O, that’s the sword to it ? 
Glo. Ay, gentle cousin, were it light enough. 
York. O then, I see, you’ll part but with light ^fts ; 
In weightier things you’ll say a beggar nay. 

Glo. It is too weighty for your grace to wear, 
York. I weigh it lightly, were it heavier. 

Glo. Wliat, w'ould you have my weapon, little 
lord ? 

York I w'ould, that 1 might thank you as you 
call me. 

Glo. How ? 

York. Little. 

Prince. Mv lord of York will still be cross in 

talkT— 

Uncle, your grace know s how to bear with him. 
York. You mean, to bear me, not to bear WTth 
me : — 

Uncle, my brother mocks both you and me ; 
Because that 1 am little, like an ape, 

He thinks that you shouldbear me on yourshoulders. 

Buck. With wliat a sharp-provided wit he reasons! 
To mitigate the scorn lie gives his uncle, 

He prettily and aptly taunts himself : 

So cunning, and so young, is wonderful. 

Glo. My gracious lord, will’t please you pass 
along ? 

Myself, and my good cousin Buckingham, 

Will to your mother ; to entreat of her, 

To meet you at the Tow er, and w elcome you. 

York. What, will you go unto tlie Tower, my 
lord ? 

Prince. My lord protector needs will have it so. 
York. T shall not sleep in quiet at the Tower. 
Glo. Why, sir, what should you fear ? 

York. Marry, my uncle Clarence’ angry ghost ; 
My grandam told me, he was murder’d there. 
Prince. 1 fear no uncles dead. 

Glo. Nor none that live, I hope. 

Prince. An if they live, I hope, I need not fear. 
But come, my lord, and, with a heavy heart, 
Thinking on them, go I unto the Tower, 

[Exeunt Prince, York, Hastings, Cardinal, 
and Attendants. 

Buck. Think you, my lord, this little prating York 
Was not incensed 7 by his subtle mother, 

To taunt and scorn you thus opprobriously ? 

Glo. No doubt, do doubt ; O, ’tis a parlous boy; 
Bold, quick, ingenious, forward, capable® ; 

He’s all the mother’s, from the top to toe. 

Buck. Well, let tliem rest. — 

Come hither, gentle Catesby ; thou art sworn 
As deeply to effect what we intend, 

As closely to conceal what we impart : 

TIiou know’st our reasons urg’d upon the way ; •— 
What think ’st thou, is it not an easy matter 
To make William lord Hastings of our mind, 

For the instalment of this noble duke 
In the seat royal of this famous isle ? 

Cate. He for his father’s sake so loves the prince. 
That he will not be won to aught against him. 
Buck. What think’st thou then of Stanley? win 

not he? 

Cate. He will do all in all as Hastings doth. 
Buck. Well then, no more but this : Go, gentie 
Catesby. 

And, as it were far off, sound thou lord Hastings, 
How he doth stand affbeted to our purpose 5 
And summon him to-morrow to the Tower, 

7 Incited. ® InteBifcnt 
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To sit about the coronation. 

If thou dost find him tractable to us, 

Encourage him, and tell him all our reasons : 

If hfe be leaden, icy, cold, unwilling. 

Be thou so too ; and so break off the talk, 

•And give us notice of his inclination ; 

For we to-morrow hold divided 9 councils, 

Wherein thyself shalt highly be employ’d. 

tr/o. Commend me to lord William : tell him, 
Catesby, 

His ancient knot of dangerous adversaries 
To-morrow are let blood at I'om fret-castle ; 

And bid my friend for joy of this good news, 

Give mistress Shore one gentle kiss the more. 

Buck. Good (’atesby, go, effeclr this business 
soundly. 

Cate. My good lords both, with all the heed 
I can. 

Glo. Shall we hear from you, Catesby, ere we 
sleep ? 

Cate. You shall, my loitl. 

Glo. At Crosby-place, there shall von find u*; 

both. \Ejiil Catssbv. 

Buck. Now, my lord, what shall we do, if we 
perceive 

Lord Hastings will not yield to our coinplots? 

67o. Chop off his head, man : — somewhat we 
will do : — 

And, look, when I am king, claim thou of me 
'Hie earldom of Hereford, and all the movables 
Whereof the king my brother was possess’d. 

Buck. I’ll claim that promise .it your grace’s hand. 
Glo. And look to have it yielded with all kind- 
ness. 

Come, let us sup betimes ; that afterwards 
We may digest our complotsinsome form. ^Exeunt. 

SCENE II. — Before Lord Hastings’^ House. 
Enter a Messenger. 

Hess. My lord, my lord, — [A/JocAi/fg. 

Hast. [^WUIim.'\ Who knocks? 

Mess. One from lord Stanley. 

Hast. {WUhm.'\ What is’t o’clock ? 

Mess. Upon tlie stioke of four. 

Enter Hastings. 

Hast. Cannot thy master sleep the tedious nights? 
Mess. So it should seem by that I have to say. 
First he commends him to your noble lordship. 
Hast, And then, — 

Mess. And then he sends you w ord, he dreamt 
To-night the boar had rased off his helm ; 

Besides, he says, there are tw'o councils held ; 

And that may be determin’d at the one. 

Which may make you and him to rue at the other. 
Therefore he sends to know your lordship’s plea- 
sure, — 

If presently, you will take horse with him, 

And with all speed post with him toward the north, 
To shun the danger that bis soul divines. 

Hast. Go, fellow, go, return unto thy lord ; 

Bid him not fear the separated councils : 

His honour, and myself, are at the one ; 

And, at the other, is my good friend Catesby ; 
Where nothing can proceed, tliat toucheth us. 
Whereof I shall not liave intelligence. 

Tell him, his fears are shallow, wanting instance • : 
And for his dreams — I wonder, he’s so fond ^ 

> Separate. * Example. ® Weak. 


To trust the mockery of unquiet slumbers : 

To fly the boar, before the boar pursues, 

Were to incense the boar to follow us, 

And make pursuit, where he did mean no chase. 
Go, bid thy master rise and come to me ; 

And w^e will both together to the Tow'er, 

Where, he shall sec, the hoar 3 will use us kindly. 
Mess. I’ll go, my lord, and tell him what you say. 

[Edt. 

Enter Catksby. 

Cate. Many good morrows to my noble lord ! 
Hast. Good morrow, Catesby j you are early 
stirring : 

What news, what news, in this our tottering state? 

Cate. It is a reeling world, indeed, my lord ; 
And, I believe, will never stand upright. 

Till Richard wear the garland of the realm. 

Hast. How' ! w'ear the garland? dost thou mean 
the crown? 

Cate. Ay, rny good lord. 

Hast. I’ll have this crown of mine cut from my 
shoulders, 

Before I’ll see the crow’ii so foul misplac’d. 

But canst thou guess that l>e doth aim at it ? 

Cate. Ay, on my life; and hopes to find you forward 
Upon his party, for the gain thereof ; 

And, thereupon, he sends you this good new's, 

That, this same very day, your enemies. 

The kindred of the queen, must die at Pomfret. 

Hast. Indeed, 1 am no mourner for that news, 
Becan.se they have been still my adversaries ; 

But, that I’ll give my voice on Richard’s side, 

To l)ar my master’s heirs in tnie descent, 

G<kI knows, I will not do it, to the death. 

Cate. God keep your lordship in that gracious 
mind ! 

Hast. But I shall laugh at this a twelve-month 
hence, 

Tliat they, who brought me in my master’s hate, 

I live to look upon their tragedy. 

Well, Catesby, ere a fortnight make me older. 

I’ll send some packing, th.at yet think not on’t. 

Cate. ’I’is a vile thing to die, my gracious lord, 
When men are unprepar’d, apd look not for it. 

Hast. O monstrous, monstrous! and so falls it out 
Witli Rivers, Vaughan, Grey : and so ’twill do 
With some men else, who think themselves as safe 
As tliou, and I ; w ho, as thou know’st, are dear 
To princely Richard, and to Buckingham. 

Cate. The princes both make high account of you, — 
For they account his head upon the bridge. [Aside, 
Hast. I know', they do; and 1 have well deserv’d it! 

Enter Stanley. 

Come on, come on, where is your boar-spear, man ? 
Fear you the boar, and go so unprovided ? 

Sta 7 i. My lord, good morrow ; and good morrow, 
Catesby : 

You may jest on, but, by the holy rood 
I do not like these several councils, I. 

Hast, My lord, 1 hold my life as dear as yours ; 
And never, in my life, I do protest, 

Was it more precious to me than ’tis now : 

Think you, but that I know our state secure, 

I w'ould be so triumphant as I am ? 

Stan, The lords at Pomfret, when they rode from 
London, 

Were jocund, and suppos’d their states were sure, 

3 r. €. Glofttcr, who had a boar for his arms. ^ Cross. 
N n 3 
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And they, indeed, had no cause to mistrust ; 

But yet, you see, how soon tlie day o’er-cast. 

This sudden stab of rancour I misdoubt ; 

Pray Heaven, I say, I prove a needless coward ! 
What, shall we toward the Tower ? the day is spent. 
Hetst. Come, come, have with you. — Wot ^ you 
what, my lord ? 

To-day, the lords you talk of arc beheaded. 

Sian. They for their truth, might better w'car their 
heads, 

Than some, that have accusM them, w'car their hats. 
But come, my lord, let’s away. 

Enter a Pursuivant. 

Hast. Go on before, I’ll talk with this good fellow. 

[Exeunt Stanley awd (’atfsby. 
How now, sirrah, how goes the world with thee ? 
Purs. The better that your lordsliip please to ask. 
Hast. I tell thee, man, ’tis better w itli me now. 
Than when thou met’st me last where now' w e meet : 
Then was 1 going prisoner to the Tower, 

By the suggestion of the queen’s allies ; 

But now 1 tell thee, (keep it to thyself,) 

Tliis day those enemies are put to death, 

And 1 in better state than e’er I was. 

Purs. Heaven hold it, to your honour’s good 
content I 

Hast. Gramercy, fellow ; There, drink that for 
me. [Thrown^ him his Purse. 

Purs. 1 thank your honour. Pursuivant. 

Enter n Priest. 

Pr. Well met, my lord ; I am glad to see your 
honour. 

Hast. I thank thee, good sir John, witli all my 
heart. 

I am in your debt for your last exercise ; 

Come the next Sabbath, and I will content you. 

Enter Buckingham. 

Puck. What, talking with a priest, lord chamber- 
lain ? 

Your friends at Pomfret, they do need the priest ; 
Your honour hath no shriving ^ work in hand. 

Hast. ’Good faith, And when I met this holy man. 
The men you talk of came into my mind. 

What, go you toward the Tower? 

Puck. I do, my lord ; but long I cannot stay there: 
I shall return before your lordidiip tlience. 

Hast. Nay, like enough, for I stay dinner there. 
Puck. And supper too, although thou know’st it 
not. [Aside. 

Come, will you go ? 

HoAt. I’ll wait upon your lordship. [^Exeunt. 

SCENE HI. •— Pomfret. Pefore the Castle. 

Enter Ratcliff, mth a Guard, conducting Rivers, 
Gket, and Vaughan, to Execution. 

Pat. Come, bring forth the prisoners. 

Piv. Sir Richard Ratclif!' let me tell thee this, — 
To-day, shalt thou behold a subject die, 

For truth, for duty, and for loyalty. 

Grey. God keep the prince from all the pack of you ! 
Vaugh, You live, that shall cry woe for tliis here- 
after. 

Pat. Despatch ; the limit of your lives is out. 
Piv. O Pomfret, Pomfret ! O thou bloody prison, 
Fatal and ominous to noble peers ! 

Know, * Confes^iiion. 


Within the guilty closure of thy walls, 

Richard the Second here was hack'd to death : 

And, for more slander to thy dismal seat. 

We give thee up our guiltless blood to drink. * 
Grey. Now Margaret’s curse is fall’n upon our 
heads, 

When slie exclaim’d on Hastings, you, and I, 

For standing by when Richard stabb’d her son. 

Piv. Then curs’d she Hastings, curs’d she Buck- 
ingham, 

Then curs’d she Richard : — O, remember, God, 
To hear Iier prayers for them, as now for us ! 

And for my sister, and her princely sons, — 

Be satisfied, great God, with our true bloods, 
Which, as thou know’st, unjustly must be spilt ! 
Pat. Make haste, the hour of death is expiate. ^ 
Piv‘ Come, Grey, — come, Vaughan, — let us here 
embrace : 

Farewell, until we meet again in heaven. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. — London. A Poom in the Tower. 

Buckingham, Stanley, Hastings, the Bishop of 
Ely, Catksby, Lovel, aytd others, sitting at a 
Table : Ojjiccrs of the Council attending. 

Hast. Now, noble peers, the cause w'hy we are met 
Is — to determine of the coronation : 

In God’s name speak, when is the royal day ? 

Tluck. Aic all things ready for that royal time ? 
Stnn. They are ; and wants but nomination. 

Ely. To-morrow, then, I judge a hajipy day. 
JRwrL Who knows the lord protector’s mind herein ? 
Who is most inward » with the noble duke ? 

Ely. Your grace, we think, should soonest know 
his mind. 

Puck. Wc know each other’s faces ; for our hearts,— 
He knows no more of mine, than I of yours ; 

Nor 1, of liis, my lord, than you of mine : — 

Ijord Hastings, you and he are near in love. 

Jla.st. I thank his grace, 1 know ho loves me w'e1L 
But, for his purpose in the coronation, 

I have not sounded liiin, nor he deliver’d 
His gracious pleasure any way therein ; 

But you, my noble lord, may name the time ; 

And in the duke’s behalf I’ll give my voice. 

Which, I presume, he’ll take in gentle part. 

Enter Glosteb. 

Ely. In happy time, here comes the duke himself, 
Glo. My noble lords and cousins, all, good morrow; 
I liave been long a sleeper ; but, I trust, 

My absence doth neglect no great design, 

Which by my presence might have been concluded. 

Puck. Had you not come upon your cue, my lord, 
William lord Hastings had pronounc’d your part,— 
I mean, your voice, — for crowning of the king. 
Glo. Than my lord Hastings, no man might be 
bolder ; 

His lordship knows me well, and loves me well. — 
My lord of Ely, when I was last in Holborn, 

I saw good strawberries in your garden tliere ; 

I do beseech you, send for some of them. 

Ely. Marry, and will, my lord, with all my heart. 

[Exit Ely. 

Glo. Cousin of Buckingham, a word with you. 

[Takes him aside. 

Catesby hath sounded Hastings in our business ; 
And finds the testy gentleman so hot, 

Tliat he will lose his head, ere give consent, 

7 Expiated, completed » Intimate. 
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Scene IV. 

His master’s child, as worshipful ly he terms it, 

Shall lose the royalty of England’s tlirone. 

Buck, Withdraw yourself awhile. I’ll go with you. 

• [Exeunt Gloster and Buckingham. 

Stan, We have not yet setdown this day of tri umph. 
To-morrow, in my judgment, is too sudden ; 

For 1 myself am not so well provided, 

As else 1 would be were the day prolong’d. 

Re-enter Bishoi* op Ely. 

E/y. Where is my lord protector ? I liavc sent 
For these strawberries. 

Hast, Ilis grace looks cheerfully and smooth this 
morning ; 

There’s some conceit ^ or other likes him well. 

When he doth bid good morrow with such spirit. 

I think, tliere’s ne’er a man in Christendom, 

Can lesser hide his love, or hate, tlian he ; 

For by his face straight sliall ye know his heart. 

Stan. What of his heart perceive you in his face. 
By any likcliliood he show’d to-day ? 

Hast. Marry, that with no man here he is of- 
fended ; 

For, were he, he had shown it in his looks. 

lie-entcr Glostkr and Buckingiiam. 

Gin, 1 pray you all, tell me what they deserve. 
That do conspire my death with devilisli plots 
Of damned witchcraft ; and that have prevail’d 
Upon my body with their hellish charms ? 

Hast, The tender love I bear your grace, my lord, 
Makes me most forward in this noble presence 
To doom the offenders ; Whosoe’er they be, 

I say, my lord, they have deserved deatli. 

Glo, Then be your eyes the witness of their evil. 
Look how I am bewitch’d ; behold mine arm 
Is, like a blasted sapling, witlier’d up : 

And this is Edward’s wife, that monstrous witch, 
Consorted with tlmt harlot, strumpet Shore, 

That by their witchcraft thus have marked me. 

Hast, If they have done this deed, my noble 
lord, — 

Glo, If! thou protector of this wanton strumpet, 
Talk’st thou to me of ifs? — Thou art a traitor : — 
Ofl* with his head : — now, by saint I*aul I swear, 

I will not diuc until I see the same. — 

Lovel, and Catesby, look that it be done ; 

The rest tliat love me, rise, and follow* me. 

[Exeunt Council, with Gloster - and 
Buckingham. j 

Hast, Woe, woe, for England ! not a whit for me ; j 
For I, too fond, might have prevented this : 

Stanley did dream, the boar did rase his helm ; 

But 1 disdain’d it, and did scorn to fly, 

Three times to-day my foot-cloth horse did stumble. 
And startled, when he look’d upon the Tower, 

As loath to bear me to the slaughter-house. 

O, now I want the priest that spake to me : 

I now repent I told the pursuivant, 

As too triumphing, how mine enemies 
To-day at Pomfret bloodily were butcher’d, 

And I myself secure in grace and favour. 

O, Margaret, Margaret, now thy heavy curse 
Is lighted on poor Hastings’ wretched head. 

Cate, Despatch, my lord, the duke would be at 
dinner ; 

Make a short shrifl, he longs to see your head. 

Hast, O momentary grace of mortal men, 

Which we more bunt for than the grace of Heaven, 
9 Thought. 


Who builds his hope in air of your fair looks, 

Lives like a drunken sailor on a mast ; 

Ready, with every nod, to tumble down 
Into the fatal bowels of the deep. 

Lov, Come, come, despatch ; ’tis bootless to ex- 
claim. 

Hast, O, bloody Richard! — miserable England! 

I prophesy the fearful’st time to thee. 

That ever WTctched age hath look’d upon. — 

Come, lead me to the block, bear him my head ; 
They smile at me, who shortly shall be dead. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE V. — The Tower If^alls, 

Enter Gloster and Buckingham, in rusty Armour, 
marvellous Ul-favourd, 

Glo. Come, cousin, canst thou quake, and change 
thy colour ? 

IVIurder thy breath in middle of a word, — 

And tlien again begin, and stop again, 

As if thou w ert distraught, and mad with terror ? 

Buck, Tut, I can counterfeit the deep tragedian ; 
Speak, and look back, and pry on every side, 
Tremble iind start at wagging of a straw. 

Intending • deep suspicion ; ghastly looks 
Are at my service, like enforced smiles ; 

And both are ready in their offices, 

At any time, to grace my stratagems. 

But wffiat, is Catesby gone? 

Glo, He is; and, see, he brings the mayor along. 

Enter the Lord Mayor and Catesby, 

Buck, Let me alone to entertain him. — Lord 
mayor, 

Glo, Look to the draw-bridge there. 

Buck, Hark, hark ! a drum. 

Glo, Catesby, o’erlook the walls. 

Buck, Lord mayor, tlie reason w'c have sent for 
you, 

Glo. Look back, defend thee, here are enemies. 
Buck, Heaven and our innocence defend and 
guard us ! 

Enter Lovel a?id Ratcliff, untk Hastings’^ Head, 
Glo, Be patient, they are friends ; Ratclif!’, and 
Lovel, 

Lov, Here is the head of that ignoble traitor, 

The dangerous and unsuspected Hastings. 

Glo, So dear I lov’d the man, that I must weep. 
1 took him for the plainest harmless’t creature, 

That breath’d upon the earth a Christian ; 

Made him my book, wherein my soul recorded 
Tlic histoiy of all her secret thoughts : 

So smooth he daub’d his vice with show of virtue, 
'Ihat, his apparent open guilt omitted, — 

I mean, his eonversatioinvith Shore’s wife, — 

He liv’d from all attainder of suspect. 

Buck. Well, well, he was tlie covert’st shelter’d 
traitor 

That ever liv’d. — Look you, my lord mayor, 
Would you imagine, or almost believe, 

( Wer’t not, that by great preservation 
We live to tell it you,) the subtle traitor 
Tliis day had plotted in the council-house 
To murder me, and my good lord of Gloster ? 
May, What ! had he so ? 
do. What ! think you we arc Turks, or infidels? 
Or that we would, against the form of law, 

» Protending. 
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Proceed llius rashly in the villain’s death ; 

But that the extreme peril of the case, 

The peace of England, and our persons* safety, 
Enforc’d us to this execution ? 

May* Now, fair befall you ! he deserv’d his death ; 
And your good graces both have well proceeded, 
To warn false traitors from the like attempts. 

I never lookM for better at his hands, 

After he once fell in with mistress Shore. 

Buck, Yet had we not detennin’d he should die, 
Until your lordship came to see his end ; 

Which now the loving haste of those our friends. 
Somewhat against our meaning, hath prevented : 
Because, my lord, we would have had you heard 
The traitor speak, and timorously confess 
Tlie manner and the purpose of his treasons ; 

Tliat you might well have signified the same 
Unto the citizens, who, haply, may 
Misconstrue us in liiiii, and wail liis death. 

May* But, my good lord, your grace’s word shall 
serve. 

As well as I had seen, and heard him speak : 

And do not doubt, right noble princes both, 

But ril acquaint our duteous citizens 
With all your just proceedings in this case. 

Glo, And to that end we wisli’d your lordship here. 
To avoid the censures of the carju'ng world. 

Buck, But since you came too late of our intent, 
Yet witness what you hear we did intend ; 

And so, my good lord mayor, we bid farewell. 

{Exit Lord Mayor. 

Glo, Go after, after, cousin Buckingham. 

The mayor towards Guildhall hies him in all post : — 
There, at your mectest vantage of the time, 

Infer the bastardy of Edward’s children : 

Tell them, how Edward put to death a citizen. 

Only for saying — he would make his son 
Heir to the crown ; meaning, indeed, his house. 
Which, by the sign thereof, was termed so. 
Moreover, urge his hateful luxury, 

And restless appetite in change of lust ; 

Which stretch’d unto their servants, daughters, wives. 
Even where his raging eye, or savage heart, 
Without controul, listed to make his prey. 

Nay, for a need, thus^ar come near my person : — 
Tell them, when that my mother went wdth child 
Of that insatiate Edward, noble York, 

My princely father, then had wars in F ranee ; 

And, by just computation of the time. 

Found, that the issue was not his begot ; 

Which well appeared in his lineaments, 

Being nothing like the noble duke my father ; 

Yet touch this sparingly, as ’twere far off'; 

Because, my lord, you know, my mother lives. 

Buck, Doubt not, my lord j I’ll play the orator, 
As if the golden fee, for which I plead. 

Were for myself; and sot my lord, adieu. 

Glo* If you tlirive well, bring them to Baynard’s 
castle ; 

Where you shall find me well accompanied, 

With reverend fathers, and well-learned bishops. 

Buck, I go ; and, towards three or four o’clock, 
I^k for the news that the Guildhall affords. 

[ExU Buckingham, 
Gfo. Go, Lovel, with all speed to doctor Shaw, — 
Go thou [ To Cat, ] to friar Penker ; —bid them both 
Meet me, within this hour, at Baynard’s castle. 

[Exeunt Iajvel and CAXESay, 
Now will I in, to take some privy order 
To draw the brats of Clarence out of sight ; 


Act III. 

And to give notice, that no manner of person 
Have, any time, recourse unto the princes. 

SCENE VI. — 

Enter a Scrivener. 

Serw. Here is the indictment of the good lord 
Hastings ; 

Which in a set hand fairly is engross’d. 

That it may be to-day read o’er in Paul’s, 

And mark how well the sequel hangs together: 

Eleven hours I have spent to write it over, 

For yesternight by Catesby was it sent me ; 

The precedent^ was full as long a doing; 

And yet within these five hours Hastings liv’d, 
Untainted, unexamined, free, at liberty. 

Here’s a good world the while! — Who is so gross, 
'Hiat cannot see this palpable device? 

Yet w'ho so bold, but ^ys — he sees it not? 

Bad is the world ; and all w ill come to nought, 
When such bad dealing must be seen in thought, 

[ExU, 

SCENE VII. — Court of Baynard’s Castle, 

Enter Glo.ster and Buckingham, meeting. 

Glo, How now, how now? what say the citizens? 
Buck. The citizens are mum, say not a word. 
Glo, Touch’d you the bastardy of Edward’s chil- 
dren ? 

Buck. 1 did ; with his contract with lady Lucy, 
And his contract by deputy in France : 

The insatiate greediness of his desires, 

And his enforcement of the city wives ; 

His tyranny for trifles ; his own bastardy, — 

As being got, your father then in France ; 

And his resemblance, being not like the duke. 
Withal, I did infer your lineaments, — • 

Being tlie right idea of your father, 

Both in your form and nobleness of mind : 

I.iaid open all your victories in Scotland, 

Your discipline in war, wisdom in peace. 

Your bounty, virtue, fair humility ; 

Indeed, left nothing, fitting for your purpose. 
Untouch’d, or slightly handled, in discourse. 

And, when my oratory grew^ to an end, 

I bade them, that did love their country’s good, 

Cry — God save Bichardy England's royal king / 

Glo. And did they so? 

Buck. No, so Heaven help me, they spake not a 
word ; 

But like dumb statues, or breathless stones, 

Star’d on each other, and look’d deadly pale. 

Which when I saw I reprehended them ; 

And ask’d the mayor, what meant this wilful silence ; 
His answer was, — the people were not us’d 
To be spoke to, but by the recorder. 

Then he was urg’d to tell my tale again : 

Thus saifh the duke^ thus hath the duke inferred / 

But notliing spoke in warrant from himself. 

When he had done, some followers of mine own, 

At lower end o’the hall, hurl’d up their caps, 

And some ten voices cried, God save king liichard / 
And thus I took the vantage of those few, — 
Thankst gentle cUizenSt andfriendSi quoth I ; 

This general applause^ and cheeffut shouU 
Argues your and your love to Richard : 

And even here brake off and came away. 

Glo, What tongueless blocks weW they ; Would 
they not speak ? 

Will not the mayor tlien, and his brethen, come ? 

^ Original draft. 
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Buck, The mayor is here at hand : intend 3 some 
fear; 

Be not you spoke with, but by mighty suit : 

And look you, get a prayer-book in your hand, 

And stand between two churchmen, good my lord ; 
For on that ground I’ll make a holy descant ; 

And be not easily won to our requests. 

Glo, I go ; and if you plead as well for them, 

As I can say nay to thee for myself, 

No doubt we’ll bring it to a happy issue. 

Buck* Go, go, up to the leads ; the lord mayor 
knocks. Gloster. 

Enter the Lord Mayor, Aldermen’, and CUizens. 

Welcome, my lord ; I dance attendance here ; 

I think the duke will not be spoke withal. — 

Enter, from the Castle, Catesby. 

Now, Catesby ! what says your lord to my request ? 

Cate, lie doth entreat your grace, my noble lord. 
To visit him to-morrow, or next day : 

He is within, with two right reverend fathers, 
Divinely bent to meditation ; , 

And in no worldly suit would he mov’d, 

To draw him from his holy exercise. 

Buck. Return, good Catesby, to the gracious duke : 
Tell him, myself, llie mayor and aldermen, 

In deep designs, in matter of great moment. 

No less importing than our general good, 

Are come to have some conference with his grace. 
Cate. I’U signify so much unto liim straight. 

[Exit. 

Buck. Ah, ha, my lord, this prince is not an 
Edward ! 

He is not lolling on a wanton bed, 

But on his knees at meditation ; 

Not dallying with a brace of courtezans. 

But meditating with two deep divines ; 

Not sleeping, to engross his idle body, 

But praying, to enrich his watchful soul : 

Happy were England, would tliis virtuous prince 
Take on himself the sovereignty thereof : 

But, sure, I fear, we shall ne’er win him to it. 

May. Marry, Heaven forbid, his grace should say 
us nay ! 

Buck. I fear, he will ; Here Catesby comes 
again ; — 

Be^nter Catesby. 

Now, Catesby, what says his grace ? 

Cate. He wonders to what end you have assembled 
Such troops of citizens to come to him ; 

His grace not being warn’d thereof before. 

He fears, my lord, you mean no good to him. 

Buck. Sorry I am, my noble cousin should 
Suspect me, that I mean no good to him : 

By heaven, we come to him in perfect love ; 

And so once more return and tell his grace. 

[Exit Catesby. 

When holy and devout religious men 

Are at their beads, ’tis hard to draw them thence ; 

So sw'ect is zealous contemplation. 

Enter Gloster, in a Gallery above, between two 
Buhoys, Catesby returns. 

May. See, where his grace stands ’tween two 
clergymen ! 

Buck. Two props of virtue for a Christian prince, 
To stay him from the fall of vanity : 

’ Pretend. ■* Fatten. 


And, see, a book of prayer in his hand ; 

True ornaments to know a holy man. — • 

Famous Plantagenct, most gracious prince, 

I^nd favourable ear to our requests; 

And pardon us the interruption 

Of thy devotion, and right-christian zeal. 

Qlo. My lord, there needs no such apology ; 

I rather do beseech you pardon me, 

Who, earnest in the service of my God, 

Neglect tlic visitation of my friends. 

But, leaving this, what is your grace’s pleasure ? 
Buck, Even Uiat, 1 hope, which pleaseth Heaven 
above. 

And all good men of this ungovern’d isle. 

Glo. I do susf)ect, I have done some offence, 
That seems disgracioiis in the city’s eye ; 

And that you come to reprehend my ignorance. 
liuck. You have, my lord ; Would it might please 
your grace, 

On our entreaties to amend your fault ! 

Glo. Else wherefore breathe I in a Christian land? 
Buck. Know, then, it is your fault, that you resign 
The supreme seat, the throne majestical, 

The sceptcr’d office of your ancestors, 

Your state of fortune, and your due of birth. 

The lineal gloiy of your royal house. 

To the corruption of a blemish’d stock ; 

Whilst, in the mildness of your sleepy thoughts, 
(Which here we waken to our country’s good,) 

The noble isle doth want her proper limbs ; 

Her face defac’d with scars of infamy. 

Her royal stock graft with ignoble plants, 

And almost shoulder’d in the swallowing gulf 
Of dark forgetfulness and deep oblivion. 

Which to recure 6, we heartily solicit 
Your gracious self to take on you the charge 
And kingly government of this your land : 

Not as protector, steward, substitute, 

Or lowdy factor for another’s gain : 

But as successively, from blood to blood, 

Your right of birth, your einpery?, your own. 

For this, consorted with the citizens. 

Your very worshipful and loving friends, 

And by their vehement instigation, 

In this just suit come I to njove your grace. 

Glo* I cannot tell, if to depart in silence, 

Or bitterly to speak in your reproof. 

Best fitteth my degree, or your condition : 

If, not to answer, — you might haply think. 
Tongue-tied ambition, not replying, yielded 
To bear the golden yoke of sovereignty, 

Which fondly you would here impose on me ; 

If to reprove you for this suit of yours. 

So season’d with your faithful love to me. 

Then, on the other side, I check’d my friends. 
Therefore — to speak, and to avoid the first ; 

And, then in speaking, rtot to incur the last, — 
Definitively thus 1 answer you. 

Your love deserves my tlianks ; but my desert 
Unmcritable, slums your high request. 

First, if all obstacles were cut away, 

And that my path were even to the crown. 

As the ripe revenue and due of birth ; 

Yet so much is my poverty of spirit, 

So mighty, and so many my defects, 

That I would rather hide me from my greatness, — 
Being a bark to brook no mighty sea. 

Than in my greatness covet to be hid, 

And in the vapour of my glory smother’d. 

» Thrust into. « Recover. ? Empire 
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But, Heaven be thank’d, there is no need of me ; 
(And much I need ^ to help you, if need were ;) 
The royal tree hath left us royal fruit, 

Which mellow’d by the stealing hours of time, 

Will well become the seat of majesty, 

And make, no doubt, us happy by his reign. 

On him 1 lay what you would lay on me, 

The right and fortune of his happy stars, — 

Which, God defend, that I should wring from him ! 
Hack* My lord, this argues conscience in your 
grace ; 

But the respects tiiereof are nice !> and trivial. 

All circumstances well considered. 

It ou say, that Edward is your brother’s son ; 

So say we too, but not by Edward’s wife : 

For first he was contract to lady Lucy, 

Your mother lives a witness to his vow ; 

And afterwards by substitute betroth'd 
To Bona, sister to the king of France. 

These both put by, a poor petitioner, 

A carc-craz’d mother to a many sons, 

A beauty- waning and distressed widow, 

Even in the afternoon of her best days, 

Made prize and purchase of his wanton eye, 

Seduc’d the pitch and height of all his thoughts 
To base declension and loath’d bigamy : 

By her, in his unlawful bed, he got 

Tliis Edward, whom our manners call — the prince. 

More bitterly could I expostulate, 

Save that, for reverence to some alive, 

I give a sparing limit to my tongue ; 

Then, good my lord, take to your royal self 
Tliis proffer’d benefit of dignity : 

If not to bless us and the land withal, 

Yet to draw forth your noble ancestry 
From tlie corruption of abusing time, 

Unto a lineal true-derived course. 

Do, good my lord ; your citizens entreat you. 
Buck. Refuse not, mighty lord, this proffer’d love. 
Caie. O make them joyful, grant their lawful suit. 
Cr/o. Alas, why would you lieap those cares on me? 
I am unfit for state and majesty ; — 

I do beseech you, take it not amiss ; 

I cannot, nor I will not, yield to you. 

Buck. If you refuse,it, — as in love and zeal. 
Loath to depose the child, your brother’s son ; 
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As well we know your tenderness of heart, 

And gentle, kind, effeminate remorse 
Which we have noted in you to your kindred. 

And equally, indeed, to all estates, — • 

Yet know, whe’r you accept our suit or no, 

Your brother’s son shall never reign our king ; 

But we will plant some other in your throne, 

To the disgrace and downfall of your house. 

And, in this resolution, here we leave you ; 

Come, citizens, we will entreat ho more. 

[Kveimt Buckingham CUizens. 

Cate. Call them again, sweet prince, accept their 
suit ; 

If you deny tlicm, all the land will rue it. 

Glo. Will you enforce me to a world of cares ? 
Well, call them again ; I am not made of stone. 
But penetrable to your kind entreaties, 

[Eril Catesbv. 

Albeit against my conscience and my soul. — 
Re-enter Buckingham and the rest. 

Cousin of Buckingham, — and sage, grave men, — 
Since you will buckle fortune on my back, 

To bear her burden, whe’r 1 will, or no, 

I must have patience to endure the load ; 

But if black scandal, or foul-fac’d reproach, 

Attend the sequel of your imposition, 

Your mere enforcement shall acquittanee me 
From all the impure blots and stains thereof; 

For Heaven best knows, and you may partly see, 
How far 1 am from the desire of this. 

May. God bless your grace ! we see It, and will 
say it. 

Glo. In saying so, you shall but say the truth. 
Buck. Then I salute you with this royal title, — 
Long live king Richard, England’s wortiiy king ! 
All. A inert. 

Buck. To-morrowmay it please you to be crown'd? 
Glo. Even when you please, since you will ha\c 
it so. 

Buck. To-morrow then we will attend your grace; 
And so, most joyfully, we take our leave. 

Glo. Come, let us to our holv w^ork again : — 
[To the Bishops. 

Farew'ell, good cousin ; — farewell, gentle friends. 

[L’a’cwM^ 


ACT IV. 


SCENE 1. — Before the Tow'er. 

Enlepi on one sidCt Queen Elizabeth, Duchess op 
York, and Marquis op Dorset; on the other , 
Anne, Duchess of Gloster, leading Lady Marga- 
ret Plantagenet, Clarence’5 young Daughter. 

Duch. Who meets us here — my niece Plantagenet 
Led in the hand of her kind aunt of Gloster ? 

Now, for my life, she’s wandering to the Tower, 
On pure heart’s love, to greet the tender prince. — 
Daughter, well met. 

Anne. Heaven give your graces botli 

A happy and a joyful time of day ! 

Q. Eliz. As much to you, good sister ! Wliither 
away? 

Anne. No further than the Tower; and, as I guess, 
8 Want ability. » Minute. 


Ujion the like devotion as yourselves, 

To gratiilute the gentle princes tliere. 

Q. Eliz. Kind sister, thanks ; we’ll enter all to- 
gether ; 

Enter Brakenbury. 

And, in good time, here the lieutenant comes. — 
Master lieutenant, pray you, by your leave, 

How doth the prince, and my young son of York ? 

Brak. Right well, dear madam: By your patience, 
I may not suffer you to visit them ; 

The king hath strictly charg’d the contrary. 

Q,’ Eliz. The king ! who’s that ? 

Brak. I mean the lord protector. 

Q. Eliz. The Lord protect him from that kingly 
title ! 

Hath he set bounds between their love, and me ? 

I am their mother, who shall bar me from them ? 

‘ Pity. 
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Scene I. 

X>uch. I am tlieir father's mother, I will see them. 
Anne, Their aunt I am in law, in love their 
motlier ; 

Theft bring me to their sights ; I’ll bear thy blame, 
And take thy olHce from thee, on thy peril. 

JUrak, No, madam, no, 1 may not leave it so ; 

1 am bound by oath, and therefore pardon me, 

Brakenburv. 

Enter Stanley. 

Stan, Let me but meet you, ladies, one hour lienee. 
And I’ll salute your grace of York as mother. 

And reverend looker-on of two fair queens. 

Come, madam, you must straight to Westminster. 

[7’« the Duchess op Gloster. 
There to be crowned Richard’s royal queen. 

Q. Khz, All, cut my lace asunder ! 

That my pent heart may have some scope to beat. 
Or else I swoon witli this dead>killing news. 

Anne Desjnteful tidings ! O unpleasing new'S ! 
JJor. Be of good cheer : Mother, how fares your 
grace ? 

Q. Ehz, O Dorset, speak not to me, get thee gone. 
Death and destruction dog tliec at the heels ; 

Thy motliei’s name is ominous to children ; 

If thou wilt outstrip deatli, go cross the seas. 

And li\e witli Richmond, from the reach of hell. 
Go, hie thee, hie thee, from this slaughter-house. 
Lest thou increase the number of the dead ; 

And make me die the llirall of Margaret’s curse, — 
Nor motlier, \Nife, nor England’s counted queen. 
Sian. Full of wise care is this your counsel, 
madam : — 

'J ake all the swift advantage of the hours ; 

You shall have letters from me to my son 
In your behalf, to meet you on the way : 

Be not tu’en tardy by unwise delay. 

Ihich. O ill-dispersing w ind of misery ! — 

O my accursed womb, tlic bed of deatli ; 

A cockatrice hast thou hatcli’d to the world, 

Whose iinavoided eye is murderous ! 

Stan. Come, madam, come j I in all haste was 
sent. 

Anne. And I with all unwillingness will go. — 
O, would to heaven that the inclusive verge 
Of golden metal, that must round my brow. 

Were red-hot steel, to sear me to the brain ! 
Anointed let me be with deadly venom ; 

And die, ere men can say — Ged save the queen ! 

Q. Ehz, Go, go, poor soul, I envy not thy glory ; 
To feed my humour, wish thyself no harm. 

Aime, No ! why ? — When he, that is my husband 
now, 

Came to me, as 1 follow’d Henry’s corse ; 

When scarce the blood was well wash’d from his 
hands. 

Which issu’d from my other angel husband. 

And that dead saint which then I weeping follow’d ; 
O, when, I say, I look’d on Richard’s face, 

This was my wish, — Ee thoUf quoth I, accursed. 
Ear making me so young, so old a nidov) / 

And, when thou wed'st, let sorrow haunt thy bed; 
And be thy wife {Jf any be so mad) 

Jifore 7niscrable by the life of thee, 

Than thou hast made me by my dear lord^s death / 
Lo, ere I can repeat this curse again. 

Even in so short a space, my woman’s heart 
Grossly grew captive to his honey words, 

And prov’d the subject of mine own soul’s curse : 
Which ever since hath held mine eyes from rest ; 


For never yet one hour in his bed 
Did I enjoy the golden dew of sleep, 

But with his timorous dreams was still awak’ll. 
Besides, he hates me for my father Warwick ; 

And will, no doubt, shortly be rid of me. 

Q. Eliz. Poor heart, adieu ; 1 pity thy complaining. 
Anne. No more than with my soul I mourn for 
yours. 

Dor. Farewell, thou woful welcomer of glory ! 
Anne, Adieu, poor soul, that tak’st thy leave of it ! 
Duch, Go thou lo Richmond, and good fortune 
guide thee ! — [To Dorset. 

Go thou to Ricliard, and good angels tend thee ! — - 

[To Anne, 

Go thou to sanctuary, and good thoughts possess 
thee ! — [To Q. Elizabeth. 

I to my grave, wliere peace and rest lie witli me ! 
Eighty odd years of sorrow have I seen, 

And each hour’s joy wreck'd with a week of teen. 

Q. Eliz. Stay yet : look back, with me, unto the 
Tower. — 

Pity, you ancient stones, those tender babes, 

Whom envy hath immur’d within your walls ! 
Rough cradle for such little pretty ones ! 

Rude ragged nurse ! old sullen play-fellow 
For tender princes, use my babies wx*ll ! 

So foolish sorrow bids your stones farewell. [Exeunt* 

SCENE II. — A Room if State in the Palace, 

Flourish of Trumpets, Richard, as King, upon his 
Throne; Buckingham, Catesby, a Page, and 
others, 

K, Rich, Stand all apart. — Cousin of Bucking- 
ham, — 

Ruck, IVIy gracious sovereign. 

K. Rich, Give me thy hand. Thus high, by thy 
advice, 

And thy assistance, is king Richard seated : — 

But shall we wear these glories for a tlay ? 

Or shall they last, and we rejoice in them ? 

Buck, Still live they, and for ever let them last ! 
A". Rich, Ah, Buckingham, now do 1 play the 
touch 5, 

To try if thou be current gold, indeed : — 

Y’^oung Edward lives ; — Think now what I would 
speak. 

Buck. Say on, my loving lord. 

A" Rich. Why, Buckingham, I say, I would be king. 
Burk. Why, so you are, my thrice-renowned liege. 
A". Rich. Ha ! am I king ? ’Tis so : but Edward 
lives. 

Burk. True, noble prince. 

A". Rtch. O bitter consequence, 

That Edwardstill shouldlive, — true, noble prince ! — 
Cousin, thou wast not wont to be so dull : 

Shall I be plain ? I wish the bastards dead ; 

And I would have it suddenly perform’d. 

What say’st thou now? speak suddenly, be brief. 
Buck. Your grace may do your pleasure, 

A'. Rich, Tut, tut, thou art all ice, thy kindness 
freezes ; 

Say, have I thy consent, that they shall die ? 

Btick, Give me some breath, some little pause» 
dear lord, 

Before I positively sjieak in this : 

I will resolve your grace immediately, 

[Exit Buckingham. 
CaU, The king is angry ; see, he gnaws his lip. 

[Aside, 


9 Sorrow 


^ Touchstone. 
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Act IV. 


liich, I will converse with iron>witted fools, 
[DeJtcends from his Throne, 
And tinrespcctive^ boys : none are for me, 

That look into me with considerate eyes ; 
High-reaching Buckingham grows circumspect. 

Boy, 

Page, My lord. 

K, Rich, Know’sl thou not any, whom corrupting 
gold 

Would tempt unto a close exploit ^ of death ? 

Page. I know a discontented gentleman. 

Whose humble means match not his haughty mind : 
Gold were as good as twenty orators, 

And will, no doubt, tempt him to any thing. 

JC, Rich, What is his name ? 

Page, His name, my lord, is — Tyrrel. 

Jl, Rich. I partly know the man ; Go, call him 
hither, boy. [ExU Page. 

The deep-revolving witty ^ Buckingham 
No more shall be the neighbour to my counsels : 
Hath he so long held out with me untir’d, 

And stops he now for breath ? — well, f)e it so. — 

Enter Stanley. 

How now’, lord Stanley ? whnt’s the news ? 

Stan, Know-, my loving lord. 

The marquis Dorset, as I hear, is tied 
To Richmond, in the parts w here he abides. 

JT. Rich, Come hither, Catesby : rumour it abroad. 
That Anne, my wife, is very grievous sick ; 

I will take order for her keeping close. 

Inquire me out some mean-born gentleman, 

Whom I will marry straight to Clarence’s daughter: 
The boy is foolish, and I fear not him. — 

Look, how thou dream’st * — I say again, give out. 
That Anne my queen is sick, and like to die : 

About it ; for it stands me much upon 7, 

To stop all hopes, whose growth may datnage me. — • 

[Exit Catesby. 

I must be married to my brother’s daughter, 

Or else my kingdom stands on brittle glass ; 

Murder her brothers, and tlien marry licr ! 
Uncertain way of gain ! But I am in 
So far in blood, that sin will pluck on sin. 
Tear-falling pity dwells not in this eye. — 

Re-enter Page, with Tybbel. 

Is thy name Tyrrel ? 

Tyr, James Tyrrel, and your most obedient subject. 
K. Rich, Art thou, indeed ? 

Tyr, Prove me, my gracious lord. 

K, Rich, Dar’st thou resolve to kill a friend of 
mine ? 

Tyr, Please you ; but I had rather kill two ene- 
mies. 

K, Rich, Why, then tliou hast it ; two deep ene- 
mies I 

Foes to my rest, and my sweet sleep’s disturbers. 
Are they that I would have thee deal 8 upon ; 
Tyrrel, I mean those bastards in the Tower. 

Tyr, Let me have open means to come to them, 
And soon I’ll rid you from the fear of them. 

K, Rich, Thou sing’st sweet music. Hark, come 
hither, Tyrrel; 

Go, by this token : — Rise, and lend thine ear : 

[ Whispers, 

There is no more but so : — Say, it is done, 

And I will love thee, and prefer thee for it. 

Tyr, I will despatch it straight. 

* Inconsiderate. * Secret act e Cunning. 

7 It is of great consequence to my designs. ® Act 


Re-enter Buckingham. 

Buck, My lord, I have considered in my mind 
The late demand that you did sound me in. 

K, Rich, Well, let that rest. Dorset is fleci to 
Richmond. 

Buck. I hear the news, my lord. 

K, Rich. Stanley, he is your wife’s son : — Well, 
look to it. 

Buck, My lord, I claim the gift, my due by 
promise. 

For which your honour and your faith is pawn’d ; 
The earldom of Hereford, and the movables. 
Which you have promised 1 shall possess. 

Ji". Rich. Stanley, look to your wife ; if slic convey 
Letters to Richmond, you shall answer it. 

Buck. What says your highness to iny just re- 
quest ? 

A'. Rich, I do remember me, — Henry the sixth 
Did prophecy, that Richmond should be king. 
When Richmond was a little peevish 9 boy, 

A king ! — perhaps 

Buck. My lord, 

K. Rich. How chance, the prophet could not at 
that time. 

Have tohl me, I being by, that I should kill him ? 
Buck, My lord, your promise for the earldom, — 
JC, Rich. Richmond ! — When last I w’as at 
Exeter, 

The mayor in courtesy show’d me the castle, 

And call’d it — Rouge-mont: at which name, I 
started ; 

Because a bard of Ireland told me once, 

I should not live long after I saw Richmond. 

Bu(k. My lord, 

K. Rich, Ay, what’s o’clock ? 

Buck, 1 am thus bold 

To put your grace in mind of what you promis’d me. 
A\ Rich, Well, but what is’t o’clock? 

Buck. Upon the stroke 

Of ten. 

K. Rich. Well, let it strike. 

Buck, Why, let it strike ? 

A". Rich. Because tliat, like a Jack •, thou keep st 
the stroke 

Betwixt thy begging and my meditation. 

I am not in the giving vein to-day. 

Buck, Why, then resolve me whe’r you will, or no. 
K. Rich, Thou trouhlest me ; lam not in the vein. 

[Exeunt King Richard and Train. 
Buck. And is it thus? repays he my deep service 
With such contempt? made I him king for this? 
O, let me think on Hastings ; and begone 
To Brecknock % while my fearful head is on, [Eiit* 

SCENE III. ~ TAc same. 

Enter Tyrrel. 

Tyr. The tyrannous and bloody act is done ; 
The most arch deed of piteous massacre. 

That ever yet this land was guilty of, 

Dighton and Forrest, whom I did suborn 
To do this piece of ruthless butchery, 

Albeit they were ilesh’d villains, bloody dogs, 
Melting with tenderness and mild compassion, 
Wept like two children, in their death’s sad story. 
0 thus, quoth Dighton, lay the gentle babes, — 

» Foolish. 

1 A Jack of the clock-house is an image like those at St 
Dunstan’s church in Fleet-street, and was then a common 
appendage to clocks. 

3 His castle m Wales. 
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Scene IV. 

ThnSf thus, quoth Forrest, girdling one another, 
Within their alabaster innocent arms : 

7*heir tips were four red roses on a stalk. 

Which in their summer beauty kiss* d each other, 

A hook of prayers on their pilloxo lay. 

Which once, quoth Forrest, almost chang'd my jnind. 
But, 0, the devil — there the villain stopp’d ; 

When Dighton thus told on, — we smothered 
The most replenished sweet work of nature. 

That, from the pritne creation, e'er she fram'd. — 
Hence both are gone with conscience and remorse. 
They could not speak ; and so I left them both. 

To bear these tidings to the bloody king. 

Enter King Richard. 

And here he comes ; — all health, my sovereign lord ! 
K. Rich. Kind Tyrrel ! am I happy in tliy news? 
Tyr. If to have done the thing you gave in charge 
Beget your happiness, be happy then, 

For it is done. 

K. Rich. But didst thou see them dead ? 

Tyr. I did, my lord. 

K. Rich. And buried, gentle Tyrrel ? 

Tyr. The chaplain of the Tower hath buried 
them ; 

But where, to say the truth, I do not know. 

IT. Rich. Come to me, Tyrrel, soon, at after supper, 
When tlioii shalt tell the process of their death. 
Mean time, but think how 1 may do thee good. 
And be inhorittir of thy desire. 

Farewell, till then. 

7|j/r. I humbly take my leave. [Exit. 

K, Rkh. The son of Clarence have I penn’d up 
close ; 

His daughter meanly have I match’d in marriage ; 
The sons of Edward sleep in Abraham’s bosom, 
And Anne my wife hath bid the world good night. 
Now, for I know the Bretagne 3 Richmond aims 
At young Elizabeth, my brother’s daughter. 

And, by that knot, looks proudly on the crown. 

To her go I, a jolly thriving woer, 

Enter Catesby. 

Cate. My lord, — 

K, Rich. Good news, or bad, tliat thou com’st in 
so bluntly ? 

Cate, Bad new's, my lord: Morton** is fled to 
Richmond ; 

And Buckingham, back’d with the hardy Welshmen, 
Is in the field, and still his pow'cr increaseth.^ 

K. Rich. Ely with Richmond troubles me more 
near, 

Than Buckingham and his rash-levied strength. 
Come, I have learn’d, that fearful commenting 
Is leaden servitor to dull delay ; 

Delay leads impotent and snail-pac’d beggary ; 
Then fiery expedition be my wing, 

Jove’s Mercury, and herald for a king ! 

Go, muster men ; My counsel is my shield ; 

We must be brief, when traitors brave the field. 

[ExeutU. 

SCENE IV. — JBfore the Palace. 

Enter Queen Margaret. 

Q. Mar. So, now prosperity begins to mellow, 
And drop into tlie rotten moutii of death. 

Jlere in these con^nes slily have 1 lurk*d, 

^ The country in which Richmond had taken refuge. 

* Bishop of By. ® 


To watch the waning of mine enemies. 

A dire induction am I witness to, 

And will to France ; hoping the consequence 
Will prove as bitter, black, and tragical. 

With^aw thee, wretched Margaret ! who comes 
here ? 

Enter Queen Elizabeth and the Duchess ok 
York. 

Q. Eliz. Ah, my poor princes ! ah, my tender 
babes ! 

My unblown flowers, new-appearing sweets ! 

If yet your gentle souls fly in tlie air. 

And be not fix’d in doom perpetual, 

Hover about me with your airy wings, 

And hear your mother’s lamentation ! 

(1. Mar. Hover about her ; say, that right for right 
Hath dimm’d your infant morn to aged night. 

Duch. So many miseries have craz’d my voice, 
That my woc-wcaried tongue is still and mute, — 
Edward Piantageiiet, why art thou dead ? 

Q, Mar. Blaiitagenet doth quit Plantagcnet. 
Edward for Edward pays a dying debt. 

Duch. Dead life, blind sight, poor mortal-living 
ghost. 

Woe’s scene, world’s shame, grave’s due, by life 
usurp’d, 

Brief abstract and record of tedious days. 

Rest thy unrest on England’.s lawful earth, 

[Suting down. 

Unlawfully made dnink with innocent blood ! 

Q. Eliz. Ah, that thou wouldst as soon afford a 
grave, 

As thou canst yield a melancholy scat ; 

Then w ould I hide my bones, not rest them here ! 
Ah, who hath any cause to mourn, but we ? 

[Silting doivn by Iter. 

Q. Mar. If ancient sorrow be most reverent, 
Give mine the benefit of seniory 
And let my griefs frown on the upper hand. 

If sorrow can admit society, 

[Sitting down with them. 
Tell o’er your woes again by viewing mine ; — - 
I had an Edward, till a Richard kill’d him ; 

I had a husband, till a Kic|,iard kill’d him ; 

Thou hadst an Edward, till a Richard kill’d him ; 
Thou hadst a Richard, till a Richard kill’d him. 
Duch, I had a Richard too, and thou didst kill 
him ; 

I had a Rutland too, thou holp’st to kill him. 

Q. Mar. Thou liadst a Clarence too, and Richard 
kill’d him. 

From forth the kennel of thy w’omb hath crept 
A hell-hound, that doth hunt us all to death : 

That dog, that had his teeth before his eyes, 

To w'orry lambs, and lap their gentle blood ; 

That excellent grand tyrant of the earth, 

That reigns in galled eyes of weeping souls, 

Tliy womb let loose, to chase us to our graves. — 
O upright, just, and true-disposing God, 

How do 1 thank thee,* that tliis carnal cur 
Preys on the issue of his mother’s body, 

And makes her pew-fellow ^ with others’ moan ! 

Duch. O, Harry’s wife, triumph not in my woes ; 
Heaven witness with me, I have wept for thine. 

Q. Mar. Bear with me, I am hungry for revenge, 
And now I cloy me with beholding it. 

Thy Edward he is dead, that kill’d my Edw'anl ; 
Thy other Edward dead to quit my Edward ; 

6 Seniority. • Companion. 
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Young York he is but boot because both they 
Match not the high perfection of ray loss. 

Thy Clarence he is dead, that stabb’d my Edward; 
And tlie beholders of this tragick play, 

The adulterate Hastings, Rivers, Vaughan, Grey, 
Untimely sinotlier’d in their dusky graves. 

Richard yet lives, hell’s black intelligencer; 

Only reserv’d their factor to buy souls, 

And send them thither ; But at hand, at hand, 
Ensues his piteous and unpitied end : 

Earth gapes, hell burns, fiends roar, saints pray. 
To have liim suddeiily convey’d from hence ; — 
Cancel his bond of life, great God, I pray, 

That I may live to say, The dog is dead ! 

Q, EUz. O, thou didst prophesy the time would 
come, 

That I should wish for thee to help me curse 
That bottled spider, that foul bunch-back’d toad. 

Q. Mar. I chill’d thee then, vain flourish of my 
fortune ; 

I call’d thee then, poor shadow, painted queen ; 

The presentation of but wliat I was, 

The flattering index of a direful pageant, 

One heav’d a high, to be hurl’d down below : 

A inotlier only mock’d with two fair babes ; 

A dream of what thou wast ; a garish ^ flag, 

To be the aim of every dangerous shot ; 

A sign of dignity, a breath, a bubble ; 

A queen in jest, only to fill the scene. 

Where is thy husband now ? where be thy brothers ? 
Where be thy two sons ? wherein dost thou joy ? 
Who sues, and kneels, and says — God save the 
queen ? 

Where be the bending peers that flatter’d thee ? 
Where be the thronging troojis that follow’d tliee ? 
Decline all this, and see what now thou art. 

For happy wife, a most distressed widow ; 

For joyful mother, one that wails the name ; 

For one being sued to, one that humbly sues ; 

For queen, a very caitiff crown’d with care ; 

For one that scorn’d at me, now' scorn’d of me ; 
For one being fear’d of all, now fearing one ; 

For one commanding all, obey’d of none. 

Thus hath the course of justice wheel’d about, 

And left thee but a very prey to time ; 

Having no more but thought of what thou wert, 

To torture thee the more, being what tliou art. 
Thou didst usurp my place ; and dost thou not 
Usurp the just proportion of my sorrow ? 

Now thy proud neck bears half my burden’d yoke ; 
From which even here 1 slip my wearied head, 
And leave the burden of it all on thee. 

Farewell, York’s wife, — and queen of sad mis- 
chance, 

These English woes shall make me smile in France. 

Q. Eliz* O thou well skill’d in curses, stay a while. 
And teach me how to curse mine enemies ! 

Q, Mar. Forbear to sleep the night, and fast the 
day; 

Compare dead happiness with living woe ; 

Think that thy babes were fairer than they were, 
And he that slew them, fouler than he is : 
Bettering thy loss makes the bad-causer worse ; 
Revolving this will teach thee how to curse. 

Q.Eliz. My words are dull, O, quicken them 
with thine ! 

42. Mar. Tby wo# w'ill make them sharp, and 
pierce like mine. [Eiil Q. MARGAasT* 
Much. Why should calamity be full of words ? 

» Thrown Into the bargain. » Flaring. 


Act IV. 

Q. Elk. Windy attornies to their client woes, 
Airy succeeders of intestate joys, 

Poor breathing orators of miseries ! 

Let them have scope : tliough what they do iinjiart 
Help nothing else, yet do they ease the heart. 

Duck. If so, then be not tongue-ty’d ; go with me, 
And in tlie breath of bitter words let’s smother 
My cruel son, that tliy two sweet sons smother’d. 

\l)runi wilhiii. 

I hear liis drum, — be copious in exclaims. 


EtUer Ki>ra Richard, and his Train^ marching. 
K. Rich. Who intercepts me in ray expedition ? 
Much, O, she, that might have intercepted tliee, 
By strangling thee in her unhappy womb. 

From all the slaugliters, wretch, that thou hast done. 
Q. Elk. llid’st thou tliat forehead with a golden 
crown, 

Where should be branded, if that right were rig] it, 
The slaughter of the prince that ow’d > that crown, 
And the dire death of my poor sons and brothers ? 
Tell me, thou villain-slave, where are my children? 
Much. Thou toad, thou toad, where is thy brother 
Clarence ? 

And little Ned IMantagenct, his son ? 

Q.. Elk. Where is tlie gentle Rivers, Vaughan, 
Grey ? 

Much. Where is kind Hastings ? 

K. Rich. A flourish, trumpets ! — strike alarum, 
drums ! 

Let not the heavens hear these tell-tale women 
Rail on the Lord’s anointed ; Strike, I say. — 

[FYouris/t Alarums, 

Either be patient, and entreat me fair, 

Or witli the clamorous report of war 
Thus will I drown your exclamations. 

Much. Art thou my son? 

JC. Rich. Ay ; 1 thank heaven, my father, and 
yourself. 

Much. Tlien patiently hear my impatience. 

K. Rich. Madam, 1 have a touch of your con- 
dition -, 

That cannot brook the accent of reproof. 

Much. O, let me speak, 

K. Rich. Do, then ; but I’ll not hear. 

Much. I will be mild and gentle in iny vi ords. 
K, Rich. And brief, good motJier ; for I am in 
baste. 

Much. Art thou so hasty ? I have staid for thee, 
Heaven knows, in torment and in agony. 

K. Rich, And came I not at last to comfort you ? 
Much. No, by the holy rood ^ thou kiiow’st it well. 
Thou cam’st on earth to make the earth my hell. 

A grievous burden was thy birth to me ; 

Tetchy ^ and wayward was thy infancy ; 

Thy school-days, frightful, desperate, wild, and 
furious ; 

Thy prime of manhood, daring, bold, and venturous; 
Thy age confirm’d, proud, subtle, sly, and bloody. 
More mild, but yet more harmful, kind in hatred • 
What comfortable hour canst thou name, 

That ever grac’d me in thy company? 

K. Rich. ’Faith none, but Humphrey Hour, that 
call’d your grace 

To breakfast once, forth of my company. 

If 1 be so disgracious in your sight, 

Let me march on, and not offfend you, madam. 
Strike up the drum. 


* Owned. 
» Crow. 
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JDwcA. I pr’ythee, hear me speak. 

K. Rich* You speak too bitterly. 

JDuch* Hear me a word ; 

k'oril shall never speak to thee again. 

JT. Rich* So. 

Duck, Either thou wilt die, by God’s just ordi* 
nance, 

Ere from this war thou turn a conqueror ; 

Or I with grief and extreme age shall perish, 

And never look upon thy face again. 

Therefore, take with thee my most heavy curse ; 
Which, in the day of battle, tire thee more. 

Than all the cdmpletc armour that thou wcar’st ! 

My prayers on the adverse party fight ; 

And there the little souls of Edward’s children 
Whisper the spirits of thine enemies, { 

And promise tliem success and victory. 

Bloody thou art, bloody will be thy end j 
Shame serves thy life, and doth thy death attend. 

[Exit* 

Q* Elk* Though far more cause, yet much less 
spirit to curse 

Abides in me ; 1 say amen to her. [Going. 

E* Rich* Stay, madam, I must speak a word M’itii 
you. 

Q* EHz. I have no more sons of the royal blood, 
For thee to murder : for my daughters, Richard, — 
They shall be praying nuns, not w eeping queens ; 
And therefore level not to hit their lives. 

E* Rich* You have a daughter call’d — Elizabeth, 
Virtuous and fair, royal and gracious. 

Q* EHz* And must she die for this ? O, let her live, 
And I’ll corrupt her manners, stain her beauty ; 
Slander myself, as false to Edward’s bed ; 

Throw over her the veil of infamy : 

So she may live unscarr’d of bleeding slaughter, 

I will confess she was not Edward’s daughter. 

E* Rkh. Wrong not her birth, she is of royal blood. 
Q* Elk. To save her life, I’ll say — she is 
not so, 

E* Rich* Her life is safest only in her birth. 

Q. Elk* And only in that safety died her brothers. 
E, Rich. Lo, at their birtlis, good stars were 
opposite. 

Q* Elk. No, to tlieir lives bad friends were con- 
trary. 

E* Rick. All unavoided ^ is the doom of destiny. 
Q* Elk* True, when avoided grace makes destiny : 
My babes were destin’d to a fairer death. 

If gmee had bless’d dice with a fairer life, 

E, Rich* You speak, as if that I had slain my 
cousins, 

Q.Eliz. Cousins, indeed; and by their uncle cozen’d 
Of comfort, kingdom, kindred, freedom, life. 
Whose hands soever lanc’d their tender hearts, 

Thy head, all indirectly, gave direction ; 

No doubt the murderous knife was dull and blunt, 
Till it was whetted on thy stone-hard heart, 

To revel in the entrails of my lambs. 

But that still use of grief makes wild grief tame. 
My tongue should to thy ears not name my boys, 
Till that my nails were anchor’d in thine eyes ; 

And I, in such a desperate bay of death, 

Like a poor bark, of sails and tackling reft, 

Rush all to pieces on tliy rocky bosom. 

E* Rich* Madam, so thrive I in my enterprize, 
And dangerous success of bloody wars, 

As I intend more good to you and yours, 

Than ever you or yours by me were harm’d ! 

& Bnavoidabla ^ Constant, 
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Q* EHz* What good is cover’d with the face of 
heaven, 

To be discover’d, that can do me good ? 

E.Rich* The advancement of your children, gentle 
lady. 

Q. Elk. Up to some scaffold, there to lose their 
heads? 

E. Rich* No, to the dignity and height of fortune, 
The high imperial type of this earth’s glory. 

Q. Elk, Flatter my sorrows witli report of it ; 
Tell me, wliat state, what dignity, what honour, 
Canst thou demise 7 to any child of mine ? 

E* Rich* Even all I have ; ay, and myself and all, 
Will I withal endow a child of thine ; 

So in the Lethe of thy angry soul 

Thou drown the sad remembrance of those wrongs, 

Which thou Bupposcst, I have done to thee. 

Q* Elk* Be brief, lest that the process of thy 
kindness 

Last longer telling dian thy kindness’ date. 

Rich* Then know', that from my soul I love 
thy daughter. 

Q. Elk* My daughter's mother thinks it w'itli her 
soul. 

A". Rich* What do you think ? 

Q* Elk* That thou dost love my daughter from 
thy soul. 

So, from thy soul’s love, didst thou love her brothers, 
And, from my heart's love, I do thank thee for it, 
E‘. Rich. Be not so hasty to confound my meaning : 
I mean, that with my soul I love thy daughter, 
And do intend to make her queen of England. 

Q, EHz* Well then, who dost thou mean shall be 
her king ? 

E. Rich. Even he, that makes her queen : Who 
else should be? 

Q* EHz* What, thou ? 

E* Rich* Even so : What tliink you 

of it, madam ? 

Q. Elk. How canst thou woo her ? 

A”. Rich* That I would learn of you, 

As one being best acquainted with her humour. 

Q. Elk. And wilt thou learn of me ? 

E* Rick. Madam, with all my heart. 

Q* Elk* Send to her, by jhe man that slew her 
brothers, 

A pair of bleeding hearts ; thereon engrave, 
Edward, and York ; then, haply ®, will she weep ; 
Therefore present to Jicr, — as sometime Margaret 
Did to thy father, steep’d in Rutland’s blood, — 

A handkerchief ; which, say to her, did drain 
The purple sap from lier sweet brother’s body, 

And bid her wipe her weeping eyes withal. 

If this inducement move her not to love, 

Send her a letter of thy noble deeds ; 

[ Tell her, thou raad’st away her uncle Clarence, 
Her uncle Rivers ; ay, and for her sake, 

Mad’st quick conveyance with her good aunt Anne. 

E* Rkh* You mock me, madam ; this is not the w’ay 
To win your daughter. 

Q. Elk. There is no other way ; 

Unless thou couldst put on some other shape, 

And not be Richard that hath done all this. 

E* Rkh. Say, that I did all this for love of her ? 
Q. Elk* Nay, then indeed, she cannot choose but 
have thee. 

Having bought love with such a,, bloody spoil. 

AT. Rkh* Look, what is done cannot be now 
amended ; 

" Bequeath. ® Peihau#. 
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1\lGn sliall deal unadvisedly sometimes, 

Which after-hours give leisure to repent. 

If 1 did take the kingdom from your sons, 

To make amends, I’ll give it to your daughter. 

A grandam’s name is little less in love, 

Than is the doting title of a mother ! 

They are as children, but one step below. 

Your children were vexation to your youth. 

But mine shall be a comfort to your age. 

The loss you have, is but — a son being king. 

And, by that loss, your daughter is made queen. 

I cannot make you what amends I wouhl. 

Therefore accept such kindness as I can. 

Dorset, your son, that, with a fearful soul. 

Leads discontented steps in foreign soil, 

This fair alliance quickly shall call home 
To high promotions and great dignity : 

The king, that calls your beauteous daughter — wife, 
Familiarly shall call thy Dorset — bi other; 

Again shall you be mother to a king, 

And all the ruins of distressful times 
Repair’d with double riclies of content. 

What ! we have many goodly days to see : 

The liquid drops of tears tlial you have shed, 

Shall come again, transform’d to orient pearl ; 
Advantaging their loan, with interest 
Of ten-times double gain of happiness. 

Go then, my mother, to thy daughter go ; 

Make bold her bashful years with your experience : 
Prepare her ears to hear a wooer’s tale ; 

Put in her tender heart the aspiring tlame 
Of golden sovereignty ; acquaint the princess 
That, when this arm of mine hath chastised 
The petty rebel, dull-brain’d Buckingliam, 

Bound with triumphant garlands will I come, 

And lead thy daughter to a conqueror’s bed ! 

To v'hom T will retail my conquest won, 

And slie shall be sole vict’ress, Caesar’s Ca*sar. 

Q. Eliz. What were 1 best to say ? her fatlier’s 
brother 

Would be her lord? Or shall I say, her uncle? 

Or, he that slow her brothers and her uncles ? 
Under what title shall I woo for thee, 

That God, the law, my honour, and lier love. 

Can make seem pleasipg to her tender years ? 

K» Hick* Infer fairUngland’s peace by this alliance. 
Q. EUz* Which she shall purchase with still lasting 
war. 

A". jRic/i. Tell lier, the king, that may command, 
entreats. 

Q. That at her liands, which the king’s King 
forbids. 9 

AT. Rkh, Say, she shall be a high and mighty queen. 
Q. Eliz, To wail the title, as her mother doth. 

K* Rich, Say, I will love her everlastingly. 

Q. Eliz, But how long shall that title, ever, last? 
AT. Rich. Sweetly in force unto her fair life’s end. 
Q. Elis. But how long fairly shall her sweet life 
last? 

AT. Rich. As long as heaven, and nature,lengthcnsit. 
Q. Elis. As long as hell, and Richard, likes of it. 
AT. Rich. Say, I, her sovereign, am her subject low, 
Q. Eliz. But she, your subject, loathes such sove- 
reignty, 

A’l Rich. Be eloquent, in my behalf, to her. 

Q. Eliz. An honest tale speeds best, being plainly 
told. 

X, Rick. I’hen, in plain terms tell her my loving 
talc. 

9 in the Iievitical Law, chap, xviii. 14. 


Q. Eliz. Plain, and not honest, is too harsh a style. 
X. Rich. Your reasons are too shallow, and too 
quick. 

Q. Elis. O, no, my reasons are too deep* and 
dead ; — 

Too deep and dead, poor infants, in their graves. 

AZ Rich. Harp not on that string, madam, that is 
past. 

Q. Eliz. Harp on it still shall I, till heart-strings 
break. 

A'. Rich. Now, by my George, my garter and 
my crown, — 

Q. Elis. Profan’d, dishonour’d, and the third 
usurp’d. 

A'. Rich. I swear. 

Q. Eliz. By nothing ; for this is no oath. 

Thy George, profan’d, hath lost Ids holy honour; 
Thy garter, blemish’d, pawn’d his knightly virtue; 
Thy crown, usurp’d, disgrac’d his kingly glory : 

If something thou wouldst swear to be believ’d, 
Swear then by something that thou hast not wrong’d. 
AZ Rich. Now, by tlie world, — 

Q. Eliz. ’Tis full of thy foul wrongs. 

A'. Rich. My father’s death, — 

Q. Eliz. Thy life hath that dishonour’d. 

AZ Rich. Then, by myself, — 

Q. Eliz. Thyself is sclf-misus’d. 

AZ Rich. Why then, by God, — 

Q. Eliz. God’s wrong is most of all. 

If thou hadst fear’d to break an oath by him, 

The unity, the king thy broth|^nade, 

I lad not been broken, nor m^Wbther slain ; 

If thou hadst fear’d to break an oath by him, 

The imperial metal, circling now thy head, 

Had grac’d tlie tender temples of my child ; 

And both the princes had been breathing here, 
Which now, two tender bcd-fellows for dust, 

Thy broken faith hath made a prey for worms. 
What canst thou swear by now ? 

X. Rich. By the time to come. 

Q. Eliz. Tliat thou hast wrong’d in the time o’er- 
past ; 

For I myself have many tears to wash 
Hereafter time, for time past, wrong’d by thee. 

The children live, whose parents thou hast slauglilti ’d. 
Ungovern'd youth, to wail it in their age ; 

The parents live, whose children tliou hast butcher’d. 
Old barren plants, to wail it in their age : 

Swear not by time to come ; for that thou hast 
Misus’d, ere us’d, by times ill-us’d o’er-past. 

X. Rich. As I intend to prosper, and repent,^ 

So thrive I in my dangerous attempt ' 

Of hostile anns ! myself myself confound ! 

Heaven, and fortune, bar me happy hours ! 

Day yield me not thy light ; nor, night, thy rest ! 
Be opposite all planets of good luck 
To my proceeding, if, with pure heart’s love. 
Immaculate devotion, holy thoughts, 

1 tender not thy beauteous princely daughter ! 

In her consists my happiness, and thine ; 

Witliout her, follows to myself, and thee. 

Herself, the land, and many a Christian soul, 
Death, desolation, ruin, and decay : 

It cannot be avoided, but by this ; 

It will not be avoided, but by this. 

Therefore, dear mother, (I must call you so,) 

Be the attorney of my love to her. 

Plead what I will be, not what I have been ; 

Not my deserts, but what I will deserve : 

> 'J’hc ensigns of the Order of the Garter, 
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Urge the necessity and state of times, 

id be not peevish found in great designs. 

Q. FAiz, Shall I be tempted of the devil thus? 

Jf» Rkfu Ay, if the devil tempt thee to do good. 
Q, Eliz* Shall I forget myself to be myself? 

A'. Rich* Ay, if yourself ’s remembrance wrong 
yourself. 

Q. Eliz. Shall 1 go win my daughter to thy will ? 
K. Rich* And be a happy mother by the deed. 

Q,. Eliz* I go. — Write to me very shortly, 

And you sliall understand from me her mind. 

K> Rich* Hear her my true love's kiss, and so 
farewell. 

[Eissbig her. Exit Q. Elizabeth. 
Relenting fool, and shallow, changing — woman ! 
How now? what news? 

Enter Ratcliff; CATis.shYj<)lloiving. 

Rat* Most mighty sovereign, on the western coast 
Uideth a puissant navy ; to the shore 
Throng many doubtful hollow-hearted friends, 
Unann’d, and unresolv’d to beat them back . 

Tis thought that Richmond is their admiral ; 

And there they hull, expecting but the aid 
Of Buckingham, to welcome them ashore. 

Rich. Some light-foot friend post to the duke 
of Norfolk : — 

Ratcliff, thyself, — or Catesby; where is he? 

Cate. Here, my good lord, 

A". Rich* Cateshy, fly to the duke. 

Cate. I will, my lord, with all convenient haste. 
A". Rich. Ratcliff, come hither: Post to Salisbury ; 
When thou com’st thither,—. Dull unmindful villain, 

[To Catesbv. 

Why stay’st thou here, and go’st not to the duke? 
Cate. First, mighty liege, tell me your highness’ 
pleasure. 

What from your grace I shall deliver to him. 

K. Rich* O, true, good Catesby ; — Bid him levy 
straight 

The greatest strength and power he can make, 

And meet me suddenly at Salisbury. 

Cate. I go. [Exit. 

Rat, What, may it please you, shall I do at 
Salisbury ? 

A\ Rich, Why, what w ouldst thou do there, before 
I go ? 

Rat, Your highness told me, I should post before. 
Enter Stanley. 

A". Rich* My mind is chang’d. — Stanley, what 
news with you ? 

Stan* None good, my liege, to please you with 
the hearing ; 

Nor none so bad, but well may be reported. 

E* Rich. Heyday, a riddle ! neither good nor bad ! 
T hat need’st thou run so many miles about, 
When*thou mayst tell thy talc the nearest way? 
Once more, what news? 

Stan* Richmond is on the seas. 

E* Rich* There let him sink, and be'the seas on 
him ! 

White-liver’d runagate, what doth he there ? 

Stan* I know not, mighty sovereign, but by guess. 
E* Rich. Well, as you guess ? 

Stan. Stirr’d up by Dorset, Buckingham, and 
Morton, 

He makes for England, here to claim the crown. 
E* Rich* Is the chair empty? is the sword un- 
sway’d ? 

* Foolish. 


Is the king dead ? the empire unpossess’d ? 

What heir of York is there alive, but we? 

And who is England's king, but great York’s heir? 
Then, tell me, what makes he upon the seas ? 

Sta7i. Unless for that, my liege, I cannot guess. 
E* Rich. Unless/or that he comes to be your liege. 
You cannot guess wherefore the Welshman comes. 
Thou wilt revolt, and fly to him, I fear. 

Stan. No, mighty liege ; therefore mistrust me not. 
E. Rich. Where is thy pow'er then, to heat him 
back ? 

Where be thy tenants, and thy followers ? 

Are they not now upon the wx*stern shore, 
Safe-conducting the rebels from their ships? 

Sta7i. No, my good lord, my friends are in the 
north. 

E. Rich. Cold friends to me : wdiat do they in the 
north. 

When they should serve their sovereign in the west ? 
Stan. Tliey liave not been commanded, mighty 
king : 

Pleaseth your majesty to give me leave, 

I’ll muster up my friends ; and meet your grace, 
Where, and what time, your majesty shall please. 

E. Rich. Ay, ay, thou wouldst he one to join w'ith 
Richmond : 

I w'ill not trust you, sir. 

Stan. Most mighty sovereign, 

You have no cause to hold my friendship doubtful ; 
I never was, nor never will be false. 

K. Rich. Well, go, muster men. But, hear you, 
leave behind 

Your son, George Stanley ; look your heart be firm, 
Or else his head’s assurance is but frail. 

Stan. So deal with him, as I prove true to you. 

[Exit Stanley. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mas. My gracious sovereign, now in Dcvonsliire, 
As I by friends am well adv<?rtised, 

Sir Edwaicl Courteney, and the haughty prelate, 
Bishop of Exeter, his elder brother, 

With many more confederates, arc in anns. 

Enter another IVIessenger. 

2 Mess. In Kent, my liege, the Guildfords are in 

arms ; 

And every hour more competitors 3 

Flock to the rebels, and their power grows strong. 

Enter another Messenger. 

3 Mess. My lord, the array of great Bucking- 

ham — 

E. Rich. Out on ye, owls ! nothing but songs of 
death ? [He strikes him. 

There, take thou that, till thou bring better news. 

3 Mess. The news I have to tell your majesty, 

Is, — that, by sudden fioods and fall of waters, 
Buckingham’s army is dispers’d and scatter’d ; 

And he himself wander’d away alone. 

No man knows wliither. 

A" Rick* O, I cry you mercy ; 

There is my purse to cure that blow of thine. 

Hath any well-advised friend proclaim’d 
Reward to him that brings the traitor in ? 

3 Mess* Such proclamation hath been made, my 

liege. 

Enter another Messenger. 

4 Mess* Sir Thomas Lovel, and lord marquis 

Dorset, 

3 Associate 
Oo 
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*Tis said, my liege, in Yorkshire are in arms. 

But this good comfort bring 1 to your high- 
ness, — 

The Bretagne navy is dispers’d by tempests ; 
RitTimond, in Dorsetshire, sent out a ])oat 
Unto tlie shore, to ask tliose on the banks, < 

If they were his assistants, yea, or no ; 

Who answer’d him, they came from Buckingham 
Upon his party ; he, mistrusting them, 

Hois’d sail, and made his course again for Bre- 
tagne. 

JT. Rich» March on, march on, since we are up 
in arms ; 

If not to fight with foreign enemies, 

Yet to beat down these rebels here at home. 

EiUer Catesby. 

Cate, My liege, the duke of Buckingham is taken. 
That is tlie best news ; That the earl of Richmond 
Is with a mighty power landed at Milford, 

Is colder news, but yet they must be told. 

JC, likh. Away towards Salisbury ; while we reason 
here, 

A royal battle might be won and lost : — 

Some one take order, Buckingham be brought 
To Salisbury ; — the rest march on with me. 

\^ExeurU. 


Act V 

SCENE A Room in Lord Stanley’^ House, 

Enter Stanley, and Sir Christopher Urswick. 
Stan. Sir Christopher, tell Richmond this from 
me: — 

That, in the sty of this most bloody boar, 

My son George Stanley is frank’d 6 up in hold ; 

If I revolt, off goes young George’s head ; 

The fear of that witliholds my present aid. 

But, tell me, where is princely Richmond now ? 
Chris, At Pembroke, or at Ua’rford-west, in 
Wales. 

Stan. Wliat men of name resort to him ? 

Chris. Sir Walter Herbert, a renowned soldier ; 
Sir Gilbert Talbot, sir William Stanley ; 

Oxford, redoubted Pembroke, sir James Blunt, 
And Rice ap Thomas, with a valiant crew ; 

And many other of great fame and worth ; 

And towards London do they bend their course. 

If by the way they be not fought witlial. 

Sian. Well, hie thee to thy lord j commend me to 
him ; 

Tell him, tlie queen hath heartily consented 
He shall espouse Elizabeth her daughter. 

These letters will resolve him of my mind. 
Farewell. [Gives Papers to Sir Christopher. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT 


V. 


SCENE I. — Salisbury. An open Place. 

Enter the Sheriff, and Guardi with Buckingham, 
led to Execution. 

Suck. Will not king Richard let me speak wdth him? 
Sher. No, my good lord ; therefore be patient. 
Buck. Hastings, and Edward’s children, Rivers, 
Grey, 

Holy king Henry, and tliy fair son Edward, 
Vaughan, and all that have miscarried 
By underhand corrupted foul injustice ; 

If that your moody discontented souls 
Do through the clouds behold this present hour 

Even for revenge mock my destruction ! 

This is All-Soul's day, fellows, is it not? 

Sher. It is, my lord. 

Buck. Why, then All- Souls* day is my body’s 
doomsday. 

This is the day, which, in king Edward’s time, 

1 wish’d might fall on me, when I was found 
False to his children, or his wife’s allies ; 

This is the day, wherein 1 wish’d to fall 
By the false fiiith of him whom most I trusted ; 
This, this All-Souls’ day to my fearful soul, 

Is the determined respite of my wrongs. ^ 

That high All-seer which I dallied with, 

Hath turned my feigned prayer on my head. 

And given in earnest what I begg’d in jest. 

Thus doth he force the swords of wicked men 
To turn their own points on their masters’ bosoms ; 

Thus Margaret’s curse falls heavy on my neck, 

When Ac, quoth she, shall si>Ul thy heart with sorroiVt 
Remember Margaret was a prophetess. — 

Come, sirs, convey me to the block of shame ; 
Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame. 

[ExeufU Buckingham, ^c. 
< Injurious practices. 


SCENE II. — Plain 7iear Tam worth. 

Entet'i with I)ru7n amd Coloursi Richmond, Oxford, 
Sir James Blunt, I^ir Walter Herbert, and 
otherSf uith Forcesy marching. 

Rkhm. Fellows in arms, and my most loving 
friends. 

Bruis’d underneath the yoke of tyranny. 

Thus far into the bow'els of the land 
Have we march’d on without impediment ; 

And here receive w'c from our father Stanley 
Lines of fair comfort and encouragement. 

The wretched, bloody, and usurping boar, 

That spoil’d your summer fields, and fruitful vines, 
Lies now even in the center of this isle, 

Near to the town of Leicester, as we learn : 

From Tamworth thither, is but one day’s march. 

In God’s name, checrly on, courageous friends, 

To reap the harvest of peq>etual peace 
By this one bloody trial of sharp war. 

Oxf. Every man’s conscience is a thousand swords, 
To fight against that bloody homicide. 

Herb. I doubt not, but his friends will turn to us. 
Blunt. He hatli no friends, but who are friends 
for fear ; 

Which, in his dearest need, will fly from him. 
Rkhm, All for our vantage. Then, in God’s name, 
march. [Exeunt. 

SCENE III. — Bosworthi^ie/d. 

Enter King Richard, arid Forces; the Duke of 
Norfolk, Earl op Surrey, and others, 

K. Rkh. Here pitch our tents, even here in Bos- 
worth field, — 

My lord of Surrey, why look you so sad ? 

^ Chaplain to the counteM of Richmond. 

6 A frank Is a sty in which hogs arc fattened. 
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Snr. My heart is ten times lighter than my looks. K. Rich. Stir with tlie lark to-morrow, gentle 
K. Rick. My lord of Norfolk, Norfolk. 

Nor. Here, most gracious liege. Nor. I warrant you, my lord. [Erit. 

Rich. Norfolk, we must have knocks ; Ha ! JT. Rich. Ratcliff, 

must we not? Rat. My lord? 


Nor. We must both give and take, my loving lord. 
E. Rich. Up with my tent; Ilere will I lie 
to-night. 

[^Soldiers begin to set up the King*.s tent. 
But where, to-morrow?— Well, all’s one for that. — 
Who hath descried the number of the traitors ? 

Nor. Six or seven thousand is their utmost power. 
K. Rich. Why, our battalia trebles that account : 
Besides, the king’s name is a tower of strength, 
Which they upon the adverse faction want. 

Up with the tent. — Come, noble gentlemen. 

Let us survey the vantage of the ground ; — 

Call for some men of sound directions: — 

Let’s want no discipline, make no delay ; 

For, lords, to-morrow is a busy day. [Exeunt. 

Enter, on the other Sule of the Field, Richmonu, Sir 
William Branoox, Oxford, ami other Lords. 
Some of the Soldiers pitch Richmond’s Tent. 

Richm. The weary sun hath made a golden set, 
And, by tlie bright track of his fiery car, 

Gives token of a goodly day to-morrow. — 

Sir William Brandon, you shall bear my standard. — 
Give me some ink and paper in my tent ; — 

I’ll draw the form and model of our battle, j 

Limit each leader to his several charge, j 

And part in just proportion our small power. 

My lord of Oxford, — you, sir William Brandon. — | 
And you, sir Walter Herbert, stay with me ; 

The earl of Pembroke keeps his regiment ; — 

Good captain Blunt, bear my good night to him, 
And by the second hour in the morning 
Desire the earl to see me in my tent : — 

Yet one tiling more, good captain, do for me ; 
Where is lord Stanley quarter’d, do you know ? 

Blunt. Unless 1 have mista’en his colours much, 
(Which, well I am assur’d, I have not done,) 
llis regiment lies half a mile at least 
South from the mighty power of the king. 

Richm. If without peril it be possible. 

Sweet Blunt, make some good means to speak with 
him. 

And give him from me this most needful note. 

Blunt. Upon ray life, my lord. I’ll undertake it; 
And so, heaven give you quiet rest to night ! 

Richm. Good night, good captain Blunt. Come, 
gentlemen. 

Let us consult upon to-morrow’s business ; 

In to my tent, the air is raw and cold. 

[Thep withdraw into the Tent. 

Enter, to his Tentt King Richard, Norfolk, 
Ratcliff, and Catesby. 

JC. Rich. What is’t o’clock ? 

Cate, It’s supper time, my lord ; 

It’s nine o’clock. 

JC. Rich. I will not suj^ to-night. — 

Give me some ink and paper. — 

What, is my beaver easier tlian it was ? — 

And all my armour laid into my tent ? 

Cate. It is, ray liege ; and all things are in rea- 
diness. 

E. Rich. Good Norfolk, hie thee to thy charge ; 
Use careful watch, dioose trusty sentinels. 

Nor, I go, my lord. 


A”. Rich. Send out a pursuivant at arms 

To Stanley’s regiment ; bid him bring his power 
Before sun-rising, lest his son George fall 
Into the blind cave of eternal night. — 

Fill me a bowl of wine. — Give me a watch 7 ; — 

[To Catesby. 

Saddle white Surrey for the field to-morrow. — 
Look that my staves 8 be sound, and not too heavy. 
Ratcliff, — — 

Rat. My lord ? 

A". Rich. Saw’st thou the melancholy lord North- 
umberland ? 

Rat. Thomas the earl of Surrey, and himself. 
Much about cock -shut ^ time, from troop to troop 
Went through the army, cheering up the soldiers 
E. Rich. 1 am satisfied. Give me a bowl of wine : 
T have not that alacrity of spirit. 

Nor cheer of mind, that I was wont to have. — 

So, set it down. — Is ink and paper ready ? 

Rat. It is, iny lord. 

A'. Rich. Bid my guard watch; leave me. 

About the mid of night, come to my tent. 

And help to ann me. — Leave me, I say. 

[King Richard ictires into his 2'enl. Exeunt 
Ratcliff and Catesby. 

Richmond’s 2\*nt opens, and discovers him, and his 
OJJiccrs, ^c. 

Enter Stanley. 

Sian. Fortune and victoi 7 sit on thy helm ! 
Richfn. All comfort that the dark night can afford, 
Be to thy person, noble father-in-law ! 

Tell me, how fares our loving mother? 

Stan. I, by attorney, bless thee from thy mother, 
Who prays continually for Richmond’s good ; 

So much for that. — The silent hours steal on, 

And flaky darkness breaks w'itliin the east. 

In brief, for so the season bids us bo, 

Prepare thy battle early in tlje morning ; 

And put thy fortune to the arbitrement 
Of bloody strokes, and mortal-staring war. 

I, as I may, (that which I would, I cannot,) 

With best advantage will deceive the time, 

And aid thee in this doubtful shock of arms ; 

But on thy side I may not be too forward, 

Lest, being seen, thy brother tender George 
Be executed in his father’s sight. 

Farewell : The leisure and the fearful time 
Cuts off the ceremonious vows of love, 

And ample interchange of sweet discourse. 

Which so long-sunder’d friends should dw ell upon ; 
Heaven give us leisure for these friendly rites ! 
Once more, adieu ; — Be valiant, and speed well 
Richm. Good lords, conduct him to his regiment ; 
I’ll strive, with troubled thoughts, to take a nap ; 
Lest leaden slumber peise * me down to-morrow, 
When I should mount wiA wings of victory ; 

Once more, good night, kind lords and gentlemen. 

[Exeunt Lords, uMh Stanley. 
O Thou ! whose captain I account myself. 

Look on my forces with a gracious eye ; 

Put in their hands thy bruising irons of wrath, 
'riiat they may crush down witli a heavy fall 

7 A watch-light. » 

9 Twilight ‘ Weigh. 
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'Ilie usurping helmets of our adversaries ! 

Make us thy ministers of chastisement, 

That wc may praise tliee in Uiy victory ! 

To thee 1 do commend my watchful soul, 

Ere I let fall the windows of mine eyes ; 

Sleeping, and taking, O, defend me still ! [Steeps. 

The Ghost of Prince Edward, son to Henry the 
Sixth, rues between the two Tents. 

Ghost. Let me sit heavy on thy soul to-morrow ! 

[!Z’o Kino Richard. 
Think, how thou stab’dst me in my prime of youth 
At Tewksbury ; Despair, therefore, and die ! — 

Be cheerful, Richmond ; for the wronged souls 
Of butcher’d princes fight in thy behalf : 

King Henry’s issue, Richmond, comforts tliee. 

The Ghost ^ King Henry the Sixth rises. 

Ghost. When I was mortal, my anointed body 
[To King Richard. 

By thee was punched full of deadly holes: 

I'iiink on the 1 ower, and me ; Despair, and die ! 
Harry the Sixth bids thee despair and die. — 
Virtuous and holy, be thou conqueror ! 

[To Richmond. 

Harry, that prophesied thou shouldst be king, 

Doth comfort thee in thy sleep; Live, and flourifii ! 

The Ghost of Clarence rises. 

Ghost. Let me sit heavy on thy soul to-morrow ! 

. [To King Richard. 

I, that was wash’d to death with fulsome wine. 

Poor Clarence, by thy guile betray’d to death ! 
To-morrow in the battle think on mo, 

And fall thy edgeless sword ; Despair, and die ! — 
Thou offspring of the house of Lancaster, 

[T'o Richmond. 

The wronged heirs of York do pray for thee ; 

Good angels guard thy battle ! Live, and flourish ! 

The Ghosts of Rivers, Grey, and Vaughan, rise. 
Rio. Let me sit heavy on thy soul to-morrow, 

[To King Richard. 

Rivers, that died at Pqmfret ! Despair, and die ! 
Grei/. Think upon Grey, and let thy soul despair! 

[To King Richard. 
Vaugh. Think upon Vaughan ; and, with guilty 
fear, 

Let fall thy lance ! Despair, and die ! — 

[T'o King Richard. 
All. Awake ! and think, our wrongs in Richard’s 
bosom [To Richmond. 

Will conquer him ; — Awake, and win the day ! 

The Ghost of Hastings rises. 

Ghost. Bloody and guilty, guiltily awake ; 

[To King Richard. 
And in a bloody battle end thy days ! 

Think on lord Hastings ; and despair, and die ! — 
Q,uiet untroubled soul, awake, awake ! 

[To Richmond. 

Arm, fight, and conquer, for fair England’s sake ! 

The Ghosts <f the two young Princes rise. 

Ghosts- Dream on thy cousins smother’d in the 
Tower ; 

Let us be lead wiUiin tliy bosom, Richard, 

And weigh thee down to ruin, shame, and death ! 
Thy nephews’ souls bid thee despair, and die. — 


Act V, 

Sleep, Richmond, sleep in peace, and wake in joy , 
Good angels guard thee from the boar’s annoy ! 
Live, and beget a happy race of kings I ^ 

Edward’s unhappy sons do bid thee fiourish. 

7'he Ghost o/* Queen Anne rises. 

Ghost. Richard, tliy wife, that wretched Anne 
thy wife. 

That never slept a quiet hour with thee, 

Now fills thy sleep with perturbations : 

To-morrow in the battle think on me, 

And fall thy edgelcss sword ; Despair, and die ! — 
Thou, quiet soul, sleep thou a quiet sleep ; 

[7’o Richmond. 

Dream of success and happy victory ; 

Thy adversary’s wife doth pray for thee. 

'The Ghost Buckingham rises. 

Ghost. The first was I, that help’d tliee to the 
crown; ['To King Richard. 

The last was I, that felt thy tyranny : 

O, in the battle think on Buckingham, 

And die in terror of thy guiltiness ! 

Dream on, dream on, of liloody deeds and death ; 
Fainting, despair ; despairing, yield thy breath ! — 
1 died for hope, ere I could lend thee aid : 

['To Richmond. 

But cheer thy heart, and be thou not dismay’d : 
God, and good angels, fight on Richmond’s side ; 
And Richard falls in height of all his pride. 

Ghosts uctnw/i. King Richard 
out of his dream. 

K. Rich. Give me another horse, — bind up my 
wounds, — 

Have mercy, Jesu ! — Soft ; I did but dream. — 

0 coward conscience, how dost thou aflDict me ! - 
The lights !)urn blue. — • It is now deiirl midnight. 
Cold fearful drops stand on my trembling flesh. 
What do I fear ? myself? there’s none else by . 
Richard loves Richard ; tliat is, 1 am I. 

Is there a murderer here ? No ; — Yes ; I am: 
Then fly, — What, from myself? Great rea.son : 
Why? 

Lest I revenge. What ? Myself on myself? 

1 love myself. Wherefore ? for any good, 

That I myself have done unto myself? 

O, no : alas, 1 rather hate myself, 

For hateful deeds committed by myself. 

1 am a villain : Yet I lie, 1 am not. 

Fool, of thyself speak well : — Fool, do not flatter. 
My conscience hath a thousand several tongues, 
And every tongue brings in a several tale, 

And every tale condemns me for a villain. 

Peijury, perjury, in the high’st degree, 

Murder, stern murder, in the dir’st degree ; 

All several sins, all us’d in each degree, 

Throng to tlie bar, crying all, — Guilty 1 guilty ! 

I shall despair. — There is no creature loves me ; 
And, if I die, no soul will pity me : — 

Nay, wherefore should they ? since that I myself 
Find in myself no pity to myself. 

Methought, the souls of all that I had murder’d 
Came to my tent : and every one did threat 
To-morrow’s vengeance on tlie head of Richard. 

Enter Uatclifp. 

Rat. My lord, 

K. Rkh. Who’s tliere ? 

Rat. Ratcliff, my lord ; ’tis I. The early village 
cock 
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Hath twice done salutation to the morn ; | 

Your friends are up, and buckle on their armour. 

K* Rich* O, Hatcliii', I have dream’d a fearful 
dream ! 

What thinkesl thou ? will our friends prove all true? 
Rat* No doubt, my lord. 

Y. Rich* Ratcliff*, I fear, I fear, — 

Rat* Nay, good my lord, be not afraid of sha> 
dows. 

K* Rich, By the apostle Paul, shadows to-night 
Have struck more terror to the soul of Richard, 
That can the substance of ten thousand soldiers, 
Armed in proof, and led by sliallow' Richmond. 

It is not yet near day. Come, go with me ; 

Under our tents I’ll play the cavcs-droppcr, 

'fo hear, if any mean to shrink from me. 

[Exeunt King Riciiaiid mul Ratcliff. 

Rjchmonu wakes. Enter Oxford and others* 

Lords* Good morrow, Richmond. 

Rickm* ’Crymercy, lords, and watchful gentlemen. 
That you have ta’cn a tardy sluggard here. 

Lords. How have you slept, my lord ? 

Rickm, Tlie sweetest sleep, and fairest-boding 
dreams, 

'Phat ever enter’d in a drowsy head, 

Have I since your departure had, my lords. 
Methought, their souls, whose bodies Richard mur- 
der’d, 

Came to my tent, and cried — On I victory ' 

I promise you, my heart is very jocund 
In the remembrance of so fair a dream. 

How far into the morning is it, lords ? 

Lords. Upon the stroke of four. 

Richm* Why, then ’tis time to arm, and give di- 
rection. — [lie advances to the Troops* 
More than I have said, loving countrymen, 

The leisure and enforcement of the time 
Forbids to dwell on ; Yet remember this, — 

God, and our good cause, fight upon our side ; 

The prayers of holy saints, and wronged souls. 

Like high-rear’d bulwarks, stand before our faces ; 
Richard except, those, whom we fight against, 

Had rather have us win, than liim they follow. 

For what is he they follow ? truly, gentlemen, 

A bloody tyrant, and a homicide ; 

One rais’d in blood, and one in blood establish’d ; 
One that made means to come by what he hath, 
And slaughter’d those that were the means to lielp 
him ; 

A base foul stone, made precious by the foil 
Of England’s chair, where he is falsely set ; 

One tliat hath ever been God’s enemy : 

Then, if you fight against God’s enemy, 

God will vouchsafe to ward 2 you as his soldiers ; 

If you do sweat to put a tyrant down. 

You sleep in peace, the tyrant being slain ; 

If you do light against your country’s foes. 

Your country’s fat sliall pay your pains the hire ; 

If you do fight in safeguard of your wives, 

C'ur wives shall welcome home the conquerors ; 

If you do free your children from the sword, 

Your children’s children quit 5 it in your age. 

Then, in the name of God, and all these rights, 
Advance your standards, draw your willing swords : 
For me, the ransom of my bold attempt 
Shall be this cold corpse on the earth’s cold face ; 
But if I thrive, the gain of my attempt 
The least of you shidl share his part thereof. 

* Guard. ' s Requite. 


Sound, drums and trumpets, boldly and cheerfully ; 
God, and Saint George ! Richmond, and victory ! 

[Exeunt* 

Re-enter King Richard, Ratcliff, Attendants, and 
Forces* 

K* Rich. What said Northumberland, as touching 
Richmond ? 

Rat* That he was never trained up in arms. 

A". Rich* He said the truth : And what said Surrey 
then ? 

Rat* He smil’d and said, the better for our purpose. 
K* Rich* He was i’the right ; and so, indeed, it is. 

[Clock strikes* 

Tell the clock there. — Give me a calendar. — 
Wlio saw the sun to-day ? 

Rat. Not I, my lord. 

K* Rich, Then he disdains to shine ; for, by the 
book, 

He should have brav’d the east an hour ago : 

A black day will it be to somebody. — 

Ratcliff, 

Rat. My lord ? 

K. Rich* The sun will not be seen to-day ; 

The sky doth frown and lour upon our army. 

1 would, these dewy tears were fiom the ground. 
Not shine to-day ! W^hy, what is that to me, 

More than to Richmond ? for the self-same heaven, 
That frowns on me, looks sadly upon him. 

Enter Nokiolk. 

Nor. Arm, arm, my lord ; the foe vaunts in the 
field, 

K. Rich, ("ome, bustle, bustle ; — Caparison my 
horse ; 

Call up lord Stanley, bid him bring his power ; — 

1 will lead forth my soldiers to the plain, 

And thus my battle shall be order’d. 

My foreward shall bo drawn out all in length, 
Consisting equally of horse and foot ; 

Our archers shall be placed in the midst : 

Jolin duke of Norfolk, Thomas earl of Surrey, 
Sliali have the leading of this foot and horse. 

They thus directed, we ourself will follow 
In the main battle ; w hose ifuissanee on cither side 
Shall be well winged ; with our chiefest horse. 
This, and Saint George to boot ! — What think’st 
thou, Norfolk ? 

N(yr* A good direction, warlike sovereign, — 
This found 1 on my tent this morning. 

[Gii/ing a Scroll* 

K. Rich. Jocki/of Norfolk be not too hold, [Reads. 
For Dickon* thy master is bought and sold* 
A thing devised by the enemy. — 

Go, gentlemen, every man unto his charge : 

Let not our babbling dreams affright our souls ; 
Conscience is but a word that cowards use, 

Devis’d at first to keep the strong in awe ; 

Our strong arms be our conscience, swords our law. 
March on, join bravely, let us to’t pell-mell ; 

If not to heaven, then Iiand in hand to hell. — . 
What shall I say more than I have inferr’d ? 
Remember whom you are to cope withal ; — 

A sorts of vagabonds, rascals, and run-aways, 

A scum of Bretagnes, and base lackey peasants, 
Whom their o’er-cloyed country vomits forth 
To desperate ventures and assur’d destruction. 

You sleeping safe, they bring you to unrest ; 

You having hands, and bless’d with beauteous wives, 
^ The ancient familiarization of Richard. •• Company, 
O O 3 
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Tliey would restrain the one, disdain the otlier. 
And who doth lead them, but a paltry fellow. 

Long kept in Bretagne at our mother’s cost ? 

A milk-sop, one that never in his life 
Felt so much cold as over shoes in snow ? 

Let’s whip these stragglers o’er the seas again ; 
Lash hence tliese over- weening rags of France, 
These famish’d beggars, weary of their lives ; 

Who, but for dreaming on this fond exploit, 

For want of means, poor rats, had hang’d themselves: 
If we be conquer’d, let men conquer us, 

And not these bastard Bretagnes ; whom our fathers 
Have in their own land beaten, bob!)’d, and tliump’d, 
And, on record, left them the heirs of shame. 

Shall these enjoy our lands ? lie with our wives ? 
Ravish our daughters ? — Hark, I hear their drum. 

[JJrtim afar of. 

Fight, gentlemen of England ! fight, bold yeomen ! 
Draw, archers, draw your arrows to the head ! 

Spur your proud horses hard, and ride in blood ; 
Amaze the welkin with your broken staves ! 

Enter a Messenger. 

What says lord Stanley ? will he bring his power ? 
Mess. My lord, he doth deny to come. 

JT. Rich. Off instantly with his son George’s head. 
Nor. ISIy lord, the enemy is pass’d the marsh ; 
After tlie battle let George Stanley die. 

E. Rich. A thousand hearts are great within my 
bosom : 

Advance our standards, set upon our foes ; 

Our ancient word of courage, fair Saint George, 
Inspire us with the spleen of fiery dragons ! 

Upon them ! Victory sits on our helms. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. — Another Part cf the Field. 

Alarum : Excursions. Enter Norfolk, and Forces ; 
to him Catesbv. 

Cate. Rescue, my lord of Norfolk rescue, rescue ! 
The king enacts more wonders than a man, 

Daring an opposite to every danger ; 

His horse is slain, and all on foot he fights, 

Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death : 
Rescue, fair lord, or else the day is lost ! 

Alarum. Enter King Richard. 

K, Rich, A horse ! a horse ! my kingdom for a 
horse ! 

Cate. Withdraw, my lord, I’ll help you to a horse. 
K. Rich. Slave, 1 have set my life upon a cast. 
And 1 will stand the hazard of the die : 


1 think there be six Richmonds in the field ; 

Five have I slain to-day, instead of him : — . 

A horse ! a horse ! my kingdom for a horse ! 

[Extent. 

Alarums. Enter King Richard and Richmond ; 
and exeunt fighting. Retreat, and Flourish. Then 
enter Richmond, Stanley bearing the Crown, 
with divers other Lords, and Forces. 

Rich?n. God, and your arms, be prais’d, victorious 
friends ; 

The day is ours, the bloody dog is dead. 

Sian. Courageous Richmond, well hast thou acquit 
thee ! 

Lo, here, this long-usuiqied royalty, 

From the dead temples of this bloody wretch 
Have I pluck’d off, to grace thy brows withal ; 
Wear it, enjoy it, and make much of it. 

Rickm. Great God of heaven, say, amen, to all : — 
But, tell me first, is young George Stanley living ? 

Stan. He is, my lord, and safe in Leicester town, 
Whither, if it please you, we may now withdraw us. 
Richm. What men of name are slain on cither side? 
Stan. John duke of Norfolk, Walter lord Ferrers, 
Sir Robert Brackenbury, and sir William Brandon. 

Richm. Inter their bodies as becomes their births. 
Proclaim a pardon to the soldiers fled. 

That in submission will return to us ; 

And, then, as we have ta’en the sacrament, 

We will unite the white rose with the red : — 

Smile heaven upon this fair conjunction, 

That long hath frown’d upon their enmity ! — 
What traitor hears me, and says not — Amen? 
England hath long been mad, and scarr’d herself $ 
The brotlier blindly shed the brotlier’s blood, 

The father rashly slaughter’d his own son. 

Die son, compell’d, been butcher to the sire j 
All this divided York and X^ancaster, 

Divided, in their dire division. — 

O, now, let Richmond and Elizabeth, 

The true succeeders of each royal house, 

By heaven’s fair ordinance conjoin together ! 

And let their licirs, ( God, if thy will be so,) 

Enrich the time to come with smooth-fac’d peace. 
With smiling plenty, and fair prosperous days ! 
Abate the edge of traitors, gracious Lord, 

That would reduce these bloody days again, 

And make poor England weep in streams of blood ! 
Let them not live to taste this land’s increase, 

That would with treason wound this fair land’s peace ! 
Now civil wounds arc stopp’d, peace lives again ; 
That she may long live here, God say — Amen. 

[Exeunt. 
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PROLOGUE. 


I come no more to make you laugh ; things now, 
That bear a weighty and a serious brow, 

Sad, high, and working, full of state and woe, 

Such noble scenes as draw the eye to flow, 

We now present. Those that can pity, here 
May, if they think it well, let fall a tear ; 

The subject will deserve it. Such as give 
Their money out of hope they may believe, 

May here And truth too. Those, that come to see 
Only a show or two, and so agree, 

The play may pass ; if tliey be still and willing, 
ril undertake, may see away their shilling 
Richly in two short hours. Only they, 

That come to hear a merry, wanton play, 

A noise of targets ; or to see a fellow 

In a long motley coat, guarded * with yellow, 

* Laced. 


Will be deceiv’d ; for, gentle hearers, know, 

To rank our chosen truth with such a show 
As fool and fight is, beside forfeiting 
Our own brains, and tlie opinion that we bring, 
(To make that only true we now intend®,) 

Will leave us never an understanding friend. 
Therefore, for goodness' sake, and as you are known 
The first and happiest hearers of the town, 

Be Slid, as we would make ye : Think, ye see 
Tlie very persons of our noble story, 

As they were living ; think you see them great, 
And follow'd with the general throng, and sweat, 
Of thousand friends : then, in a moment, see 
How soon this mightiness meets misery ! 

And, if you can be merry then, I'll say, 

A man may weep upon his wedding day. 

® Pretend. 
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Act I. 


ACT 1. 


SCKNE I. — London, j4nte-chamber tn the 
Palace, 

Enter the Duke of Norfolk, at one Door ; at the \ 
other the Duke of Buckingham, and the Lord 
Abergavenny. 

Buck, Good morrow, and well met. How have 
you done, 

Since last wc saw in F ranee ? 

Nor, I thank your grace 

Healthful ; and ever since a fresh admirer 
Of what 1 saw there. 

Buck, An untimely ague 

Stay’d me a prisoner in my chamber, when 
Those suns of glory, those two lights of men *, 

Met in the vale of Arde. 

Nor, ’Twixt Guynes and Arde: 

I was then present, saw them stdutc on horseback ; 
Beheld them, wlien they lighted, how they clung 
In their embracement, as they grew together; 

Which had tliey, what four tJiron’d ones could have 
weigh’d 

Such a compounded one ^ 

Buck, All the whole time 

I was my chamber’s prisoner. 

Nor, Then you lost 

The, view of earthly glory . Men might say, 

Till this time, pomp was single ; but now married 
To one above itself. Each following day 
Became the next day’s master, till the last 
Made former wonders it’s : To-day, the French, 

All clinquant^, all in gold, like Iieatlien gods, 

Shone down the English . and, to-morrow, they 
Made Britain, India ; every man that stood, 

Show’d like a mine. . Their dwarfish pages were 
As cherubin, all gilt : the madams too, 

Not us’d to toil, did almost sweat to bear j 

The pride upon them, that their very labour I 

Was to tliem as a painting : now this mask 
Was cry’d incomparable ; and the ensuing night 
Made it a fool, and beggar. The tw'o kings, 

Equal in lustre, were now best, now worst, 

As presence did present them ; him in eye, 

Still him in praise : and, being present both, 

*Twas said, they saw but one ; and no discerner 
Durst wag his tongue in censure. 3 When these suns 
(For so they phrase them,) by their heralds chal- 
leng’d 

The noble spirits to arms, tliey did perform 
Beyond thought’s compass ; timt former fabulous 
story, 

Being now seen possible enough, got credit. 

That Bevis ^ was believ’d. 

Buck* O, you go far. 

Nor, As I belong to worship, and affect 
In honour honesty, the tract of every thing 
Would by a good discourscr lose some life, 

Which action’s self was tongue to. All was royal ; 
To the disposing of it nought rebell’d, 

Order gave each thing view ; the office did 
Distinctly his full function. 

Buck, Who did guide, 

I mean, who set the body and the limbs 
Of this great sport together, as you guess? 

* Henry VIII. and Francis I. king of France. 

« Glittering, shining. 3 In ophiion, which was most noble. 

* Su fievis, an old rohmnee. 


Nor, One, certes * that promises no element 6 
In such a business. 

Buck. I pray you, who, my lord? 

Nor. All this was order’d by the good discretion 
Of tlie right reverend cardinal of York, « 

Biwk. The devil speed him ! no man’s pie is free’d 
From his ambitious finger. What had he 
To do in these fierce vanities ? 1 wonder, 

'J'hat such a keech 7 can with his very bulk 
Take up the rays o’the beneficial sun. 

And keep it from the earth. 

Nor. Surely, sir, 

There’s in him stuff* that puts him to these ends : 
For, being not propp’d by ancestry, (whose grace 
Chalks successors Uieir way,) nor call’d upon 
For high feats done to the crown ; neither allied 
To eminent assistants, but, spider-like, 

Out of his self-drawing web, he gives us note, 

The force of his own merit makes his w ay ; 

A gift that heaven gives for him, which buys 
A place next to the king. 

jdher, I cannot tell 

What licaven hath given him, let some graver eye 
Pierce into that ; but I can see his pride 
Peep through each part of him : Whence has ho 
that ? 

If not from hell, the devil is a niggard ; 

Or has given all before, and he begins 
A new hell in himself. 

Buck. Why the devil, 

Upon this French gohig-out, took he ui)on him, 
Without the privity o’ the king, to appoint 
Who should attend on him ? lie makes up the file 
Of all the gentry ; for the most i)art such 
Too, whom as great a charge as little honour 
He meant to lay upon : and his own letter 
'ilie honourable board of council out. 

Must fetch him in tlie papers. 

Aber. I do know 

Kinsmen of mine, three at the least, that have 
By this .so sicken’d their estates, that never 
They shall abound as formerly. 

Buck, O, many 

Have broke their backs with laying manors on them 
For this great journey. What did this vanity, 

But minister communication of 
A most poor issue ? 

Nor, Grievingly I think 

The peace between the French and us not values 
The cost that did conclude it. 

Buck. Every man. 

After the hideous storm that follow’d, was 
A thing inspir’d : and, not consulting, broke 
Into a general prophecy, — That this tempest, 
Dashing tlie garment of this peace, aboded 
The sudden breach on’t. 

Nor, Which is budded out ; 

For France hath flaw’d the league, and hath attach’d 
Our merchants’ goods at Bourdeaux. 

Aber, Is it therefore 

The ambassador is silenc’d ? 

Nor. Marry, is’t. 

Aber, A proper title of a peace ; and purchas’d 
At a superfluous rate ! 

^ Certainly. ® Practice. Lunnpoffat 

^ Sets down in his letter without consulting the council. 
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Buch Why, all this business 

Our reverend cardinal carried, ^ 

Nor, *Like it, your grace, 

The state takes notice of the private difference 
Betwixt you and the cardinal. I advise you, 

(And take it from a heart that wishes towards you 
Honour and plenteous safety,) that you read 
The cardinal’s malice and his potency 
Together : to consider further, that 
What^his high hatred would effect, wants not 
A minister in his power : You know his nature, 
That he’s revengeful ; and I know, his sword 
Hath a sharp edge : it’s long, and, it may be said. 
It reaches far ; and where ’twill not extend. 

Thither he darts it. Bosom up my counsel. 

You’ll find it wholesome. Lo, where comes that rock, 
That I advise your shunning. 

Eriter Cardinal Wolsfy, {the Purse borne before 
him,) certain of the (hiarcl, and two Secretaries 
nith Papers, The Cardinal in his passa*^e Jixeih 
his eye on Buckingham, and Buckingham on him, 
hothfuU of disdain, 

Wol, The duke of Buckingham’s surveyor? ha? 
Where’s his examination ? 

1 Seer. Here, so please you. 

Wol, Is he in person ready ? 

1 Seer, Ay, please your grace. 

Well, we shall then know more ; and Buck- 
ingham 

Shall lessen this big look. 

[Exeunt WoLSEY, a?id Train. 
Buck, This butcher’s cur ‘ is venom-inouth’d, 
and I 

Have not the power to muzzle him : therefore test 
Not wake him in his slumber. A beggar’s book 
Out-worths a noble’s blood. 

North, What, are you chaf’d ? 

Ask heaven for temperance ; that’s the appliance 
only ; 

Which your disease requires. 

Buck, I read in his looks 

Matter against me ; and his eye revil’il 
Me, as his abject oliject : at this instant 
He bores me with some trick : He’s gone to the 
king; 

I’ll follow, and out-stare him. 

Nor, Stay, my lord, 

And let your reason with your choler question 
What *tis you go about : To climb steep hills 
Requires slow pace at first : A nger is like 
A full-hot horse; who being allow’d his way. 
Self-mettle tires him. Not a man in England 
Can advise mo like you ; be to yourself 
As you would to your friend. 

Bude, I’ll to the king, 

And from a mouth of honour quite cry down 
This Ipswich fellow’s insolence ; or proclaim. 
There’s difference in no persons. 

Nor. Be advis’d ; 

Heat not a furnace for your foe so hot 
Thai it do singe yourself : Wc may out-run, 

By violent swiftness, that which we run at, 

And lose by over-running. Know you not, 

The fire, that mounts the liquor till it run o’er, 

In seeming to augment it, wastes it? Be advis’d : 

I say again, there is no English soul 
More stronger to direct you than yourself ; 

* Conducted. \ Wolsey was the son of a Iwitchor. * .Stabs. 


If with the sap of reason you would (]ucncti, 

Or but allay, the fire of passion. 

Buck. Sir, 

I am thankful to you : and I’ll go along 
By your prescription : — but this top-proud fellow, 
(Whom from the flow of gall I name not, but 
From sincere motions,) by intelligence. 

And proofs as clear as founts in J61y, when 
We see each grain of gravel, I do know 
To be corrupt and treasonous 

AW. Say not, treasonous. 

Back. To the king I’ll say’t ; and make my vouch 
as strong 

As shore of rock. Attend. This holy fox, 

Or wolf, or both, (for he is equal ravenous, 

As lie is subtle ; and as prone to mischief, 

As able to perform it: his mind and place 
Infecting one another, yea, reciprocally,) 

Only to show his pomp as well in France 
As here at home, suggests the king our master 
To this last costly treaty, the interview, 

That swallow’d so much treasure, and like a glass 
Did break i* the rinsing. 

Nor, ’Faith, and so it did. 

Buck, Pray, give me favour, sir. This cunning 
cardinal 

The articles o’ the combination drew, 

As himself pleas’d ; and they were ratified, 

As he cried, Tims let be : to as much end, 

As give a crutch to the dead : But our count-cardinal 
Has done this, and ’tis well ; for worthy Wolsoy, 
Who cannot err, he did it. Now this follows, 
('W^hich, as I take it, is a kind of puppy 
To the old dam, treason,] — Charles the emperor, 
Under pretence to see the queen his aunt, 

(For *twas, indeed, his colour ; but he came 
To w'hispcr Wolscy,) here makes visitation : 

His fears were, that the inteiwiew, betwixt 
i England and h>ance, might, through their amity, 
Breed him some prejudice ; for from this league 
Peep’d arms that menac’d him : He privily 
Deals with our cardinal ; and, as I trow, — 

Which 1 do well ; for, I am sure, the emperor 
Paid ere he promis’d ; whereby his suit was granted. 
Ere it was ask’d; — but w'Aen the way was made, 
And pav’d with gold, the emperor thus desir’d ; 
That he would please to alter the king’s course 
And break the aforesaid peace. Let the king know, 
(As soon he shall by me,) that tlius the cardinal 
Does buy and sell his honour as he pleases. 

And for his own advantage. 

A’or. I am sorry 

To hear this of him ; and could wish, he were 
Something mistaken in’t. 

Buck. No, not a syllable ; 

I do pronounce him in that very shape. 

He siiall appear in proof. 

Enter Brandon ; a Sergeant at Arms before hm> 
and two or three of the Guard, * 

Bran. Your office, sergeant ; execute it. 

Serg. Sir, 

j My lord the duke of Buckingham, and earl 
Of Hereford, Stafford, and Northampton, I 
Arrest thee of high treason, in the name 
Of our most sovereign king. 

Buck. Lo you, my lord. 

The net has fall’n upon me ; I shall perish 
Under device and practice, “* 

3 Excites. ^ Unfair straUgem. 
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Bran* I am sorry 

To sec you ta’en from liberty, to look on 
The business present : *Tis bis highness* pleasure 
You shall to the Tower. 

Buck, It will help me nothing, 

To plead mine innocence ; for that dye is on me. 
Which makes my whitest part black. T’he will of 
heaven 

Be done in this and all things ! — I obey. — 

0 my lord Aberga’ny, fare you well. 

Bran, Nay, he must bear you company : — The 
king [2h Aberoavenny. 

Is pleas’d, you shall to the Tower, till you know 
How he determines further. 

Aher, As the duke said, 

The will of heaven be done, and the king’s pleasure 
By me obey’d. 

Bran, Here is a warrant from 

The king, to attach lord Montacute ; and the bodies 
Of the duke’s confessor, John de la Court, 

One Gill)ert Peck, his chancellor, — 

Buck, So, so ; 

These are the limbs of the plot : no more, I hope. 
Bran, A monk o’ the Chartreux, 

Buck, Of Nicholas Hopkins? 

Bran, He. 

Buck, My surveyor is false; the o’er-great cardinal 
Hath bhow’d him gold ; my life is spann’d already ; 

1 am the shadow of poor Buckingham ; 

Whose figure even this instant cloud puts on. 

By 4ark’ning my clear sun. — My lord, farewell. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE II. — The CouncU-chamher, 

Cornets, Enter King Henry, Cardinal Wolsfy, 
the Lords of the CowicUt Sir Thomas Lovell, 
Officer Sf and Attendants, The King enter Sf lean” 
ing on the Cardinal’^ Shoulder, 

K, Men, My life itself and the best heart of it. 
Thanks you for this great care : I stood i’ the level 
Of a full-charg’d confederacy, and give thanks 
To you that chok’d it. — Let be call’d before us 
That gentleman of Buckingham’s : in person 
I’ll hear him his confessions justify ; 

And point by point theVeasons of his master 
He shall again relate. 

The King tal^s his State, ^ The Lords of the Council 
take their several Places, The Cardinal hint” 
self under the King’^ Feetf on his right Side, 

A Noise unthinf crying. Room for the Queen. Enter 
the Queen, ushered by the Dukes of Norfolk and 
Suffolk : die kneels. The King riseth from his 
State, takes her up, kisses, and placeth her by him, 
Q, Kath, Nay, we must longer kneel ; I am a 
suitor. 

K, Men, Arise, and take place by us : — Half 
your suit 

Never name to us ; you have half our power : 

The other moiety, ere you ask, is given ; 

Repeat your will, and take it. 

Q. Kaih, Thank your majesty. 

That you would love yourself ; and in jthat love, 
Not unconsider’d leave your honour, nor 
The dignity of your office, is the point 
Of my petition. ^ 

K, Hen, Lady mine, proceed. 

Q, Kath, I am solicited, not by a few. 

And those of true condition, that your subjects 
s Chair of state, throne. 


Are in great grievance; there hath been commissions 
Sent down among them, which hath flaw’d the heart 
Of all their loyalties : — wherein, although, ^ 

My good lord cardinal, they vent reproaches 
Most bitterly on you, as putter-on 
Of tliese exactions, yet tlie king our master, 

(Whose honour heaven shield from soil !) even he 
escapes not 

Language unmannerly, yea, such. which breaks 
The sides of loyalty, and almost appears, ^ 

In loud rebellion. 

Nor, Not almost appears, 

It doth appear ; for, upon these taxations, 

The clotliiers all, not able to maintain 
The many to them ’longing, have put off 
The spinsters, carders, Rillers, weavers, who, 

Unfit for other life, compell’d by hunger 
And lack of otlicr means, in desperate manner 
Daring the event to the teeth, are all in uproar, 

And danger serves among them. 

K, Hen, Taxation ! 

Wlierein ? and what taxation ? — My lord cardinal, 
You that are blam’d for it alike witli us, 

Know you of this taxation ? 

Wot, Please you, sir, 

I know but of a single part, in aught 
Pertains to the state ; and front but in that file 
Where others tell steps with me. ® 

0,. Kath, No, my lord, 

You know no more than others : but you frame 
Things, that are known alike ; which are not whole- 
some 

To those which would not know them, and yet must 
Perforce bo their acquaintance. These exactions, 
Whereof my sovereign would have note, they are 
Most pestilent to the hearing ; and to bear Uiein, 
The back is sacrifice to the load. They say, 

They are devis’d by you ; or else you suffer 
Too hard an exclamation. 

K, Hen, Still exaction ! 

The nature of it ? In what kind, let’s know 
Is this exaction ? 

Q, Kath. I am much too venturous 

In tempting of your patience ; but am bolden’d 
Under your promis’d pardon. The subject’s grief 
Comes through commissions, which compel from each 
The sixth part of his substance, to be levied 
Without delay ; and the pretence for this 
Is nam’d, your wars in France : This makes bold 
mouths ; 

Tongues spit their duties out, and cold hearts freeze 
Allegiance in them ; tlieir curses now, 

Live where their prayers did ; and it’s come to pass, 

That tractable obedience is a slave 

To each incensed will. I would, your highness 

Would give it quick consideration, for 

There is no primer 7 business. 

K, Hen, By my life, 

This is against our pleasure. 

jrfo/. And for me, 

I have no farther gone in this, than by 
A single voice ; and that not pass’d me, but 
By learned approbation of the judges. ^ 

If I am traduc’d by tongues, which neither know 

My faculties, nor person, yet will be 

The chronicles of my doing,— let me say,' 

’Tis but the fate of place, and the rough brake ® 
Tliat virtue must go through* We must not stint 

<< 1 am only one among the other counsellors. 

7 More imp^irtant. Thicket of thorns. 
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Our necessary actions, in the fear 
To cope Q malicious censurers j which ever, 

As ravenous fishes, do a vessel follow 
Tliat is new trimm’d ; but benefit no furtlier 
Than vainly longing. What we oft do best, 

By sick interpreters, once > weak ones, is 

Not ours, or not allow’d 2 • what worst, as oft, 

Hitting a grosser quality, is cried up 

For our best act. If we shall stand still, 1 

In ffear our motion will be mock’d or carp’d at, | 

We should lake root here where we sit, or sit I 

State statues only, 

A". Hen» Things done well, 

And with a care, exempt themselves from fear ; 
Things done without example, in their issue 
A re to be fear’d. Have you a precedent 
Of this commission ? I believe, not any. 

We must not rend our subjects from our laws, 

And stick them in our will. Sixth part of each ? 

A trembling contribution ! Why, we take. 

From every tree, lop, bark, and part o’ the timber ; 
And tliough we leave it with a root, thus hack’d, 
The air will drink the saj). To every county, 
Where this is question’d, send our letters, with 
Free pardon to each man that has denied 
'J'he force of this commission : Pray, look to’t ; 

I put it to your care. 

JVol. A word with you. [To the Secretary* 

Let there be letters w'rit to every shire, 

Of the king’s grace and pardon. The griev’d 
commons 

Hardly conceive of me ; let it be nois’d, 

That tlirough our intercession, this revokement 
And pardon comes : I shall anon advise you 
Further in the proceeding. [^Exit Secretary, 

Enter Surveyor. 

Q. Kath, I am sorry that the duke of Buckingham 
Is run in your displeasure. 

K, Hen, It grieves many : 

The gentleman is leam’d, and a most rare sj^aker, 
To nature none more bound ; his training such. 
That he may furnish and instruct great teachers, 
And never seek for aid out of himself. 

Yet see 

When these so noble benefits sliall prove 
Not well dispos’d, the mind growing once corrupt, 
They turn to vicious forms, ten times more ugly 
Than ever they were fair. This man so complete. 
Who was enroll’d ’mongst wonders, and when we. 
Almost with ravish’d listening, could not find 
His hour of speech a minute ; he, my lady, 

Hath into monstrous habits put the graces 
That once were his, and is l>ecomc as black 
As if besmear’d in hell. Sit by us : you sliall hear 
(This was liis gentleman in trust,) of him 

Things to strike honour sad Bid him recount 

The fore-recited practices ; whereof 
We cannot feel too little, hear too much. 

Wol* Stand forth ; and with bold spirit relate what 
you, 

Most like a careful subject, have collected 
Out of tile duke of Buckingham. 

A' Hen* Speak freely. 

Surv* First, it was usual with him, every day 
It woqld infect his speech. That if the king 
Should without issue die, he’d carry it so 
To make the scepter his : These very words 
I have heard him utter to his son-in-law, 

9 Encounter. i Sometime. ^ Approved. 


Lord Aberga’ny ; to whom by oatli he menac’d 
Revenge upon the cardinal. 

Please your highness, note 
Tliis dangerous conception in this point. 

Not friended by his wish, to your high person 
His will is most malignant ; and it stretches 
Beyond you, to your friends. 

Q. Kath, My learn’d lord cardinal, 

Deliver all with charity. 

K. Hen. Speak on : 

How grounded he his title to the crown, 

Upon our fail ? to this point hast thou heard him 
At any time speak aught ? 

Surv. He was brought to this 

By a vain prophecy of Nicliolas Hopkins. 

A". Hen. What was that Hopkins? 

Svrv, Sir, a Chartreux friar, 

His confessor, w^ho fed him every minute 
With w'ords of sovereignty. 

A”. Hen, How know’st tliou this ? 

Surv. Not longbefore your highness sped to France, 
The duke being at the Rose \ within the parish 
Saint Lawrence Poultney, did of me demand 
What was the speech amongst the Londoners 
Concerning the French journey : I replied. 

Men fear’d, the French would prove perfidious. 

To the king’s danger. Presently the duke 
Said, *Twas the fear, indeed ; and that be doubted, 
’Twould prove the verity of certain words 
Spoke by a holy monk ; That ojlf says he. 

Hath sent to me, vnshing me to permit ^ 

John de la Court, my chaplain, a choke hour 
To hear from hwi a matter (f soine moment : 

Whom after under the co7ifession* s seal 
He solemnly had sworn, that what he spoke, 

My chaplain to no creature living, but 
To me, should utter, with demure conjidejice 
Tlmpausinglyensud, — Neither the king, nor his heirst 
( TeU you the duke) shall prosper : bid him strive 
2’o gain the love of the commonalty j the duke 
Shall govern England, 

Q. Kath. If I know you well. 

You were tlie duke’s surveyor, and lost your office 
On the complaint o’tlie tenants ; Take good heed, ^ 
You charge not in your spleen a noble person, 

And spoil your nobler soul ! I say, take heed ; 

Yes, heartily beseech you. 

K, Hen, Let him on ; — 

Go forward. 

Surv, On my soul. I’ll speak but truth. 

I told my lord the duke, by tlie devil’s illusions 
The monk might be deceiv’d ; and that ’twas dang’rous 
for him. 

To ruminate on this so far, until 

It forg’d him some design, which, being believ’d, 

It was much like to do : He answer’d. Tush ! 

It can do me no damage : adding further. 

That, had the king in his last sickness fail’d, 

The cardinal’s and sir Thomas Lovell’s heads 
Should have gone off. 

K, Hen, Ha! what, so rank? Ah, ha! 

There’s mischief in tliis man : — - Canst thou say 
further ? 

Surv. I can, my liege. 

K. Hen. Proceed. 

Surv. Being at Greenvrich, 

After your highness had reprov’d the duke 
About sir William Blomer, — 

K. Hen. I remember, 

3 Now Merchant Taylors* School. 
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Of such a time ; — Being my servant sworn, 

The duke retain’d him his. — But on ; What hence? 

Surv. Jf, quoth he, I for this had been commiitedt 
As to the Towevt 1 thoyght^ — / would have platfd 
The part my father meant to act upon 
The usurper Richard : who, being at Salisbury, 

Made suit to co?ne in his presence ; which if gra?ited. 
As he made semblance of his duty, tvould 
Have put his knife into him. 

A'i lien. A giant traitor ! 

irol. Now, madam, may his higliness live in 
freedom, 

And this man out of prison ? 

Q. Kath. Heaven mend all I 

JC. Hen. There’s something more would out of 
thee ; W^hat say’st? 

Surv. After — the duke his father, — with the 
knife, — 

He stretch’d him, and, with one hand on his dagger, 
Anotaer spread on his breast, mounting his eyes, 
He did discharge a horrible oath ; whose tenour 
Was, — Were he evil us’d, he would out-go 
His father, by as much as a performance 
Does an irresolute purpose. 

Jl. Hen. There’s his period, 

To sheath his knife in us. He is attach’d ; 

Call him to present trial i if he may 
Find mercy in the law, ’tis his ; if none, 

Let him not scek’t of us ; By day and night, 

He’s traitor to the height. ^l^xeunt. 

SCENE III. — A Room in the Palace. 

Enter the Lord Chamberlain, atid Lord Sands. 
Cham. Is it possible, the spells of France should 
juggle 

Men into sucli strange mysteries? 

Sands. New customs. 

Though they be never so ridiculous, 

Nay, let them be unmanly, yet are follow’d. 

Cham. As far as I sec, all the good our English 
Have got by the late voyage, if but merely 
A fit 4 or two o* the face ; but they are shrewd ones ; 
l<^or when tirey hold them, you would swear directly, 
Their very noses had been counsellors 
To Pepin, or Clotharius, they keep state so. 

Sands. They have all new legs, and lame ones ; 
one would take it. 

That never saw them pace before, the spavin, 

A springhalt ^ reign’d among them. 

Cham. Death ! my lord. 

Their clothes are after such a pagan cut too, 

That, sure, they have worn out Christendom. How 
now? 

What news, sir Thomas Lovell ? 

Enter Sir Thomas Lovell. 

Eov. ’Faith, my lord# 

I hear of none but the new proclamation 
That’s clapp’d upon the court-gate. 

Cham. What is’t for ? 

Lov. The reformation of our travcll’d gallants, 
That fill tlie court with quarrels, talk, and tailors. 
Qtwm* I am glad, ’ti$ there ; now I would pray 
our mon»eurs 

To think an English courtier may be wise, 

And never see the Louvre.^ 

Lwj. They must either 

^ Grimace. * Disease incident to horses. 

6 A palace at Paris. 


Act I. 

(For so run the conditions,) leave these remnants 
Of fool, and feather, tliat they got in France, 

With all their honourable points of ignorance, 
Pertaining thereunto, (as fights, and fireworks ; 
Abusing better men than they can be. 

Out of a foreign wisdom,) renouncing clean 
The faith they have in tennis, and tall stockings, 
Short blister’d breeches, and those types of travel, 
And understand again like honest men; 

Or pack to tlieir old playfellows ; there, I take it, 

They may, cum privUegio 7, wear away 

The lag end of their wildness, and he laugh’d at. 

Sands. ’Tis time to give tliem physick, their diseases 
Are grown so catching. 

Cham. What a loss our ladies 

Will have of these trim vanities ! 

L'w. Ay, marry. 

There will be woe indeed. 

Sands. I am glad, they’re going ; 

(For, sure, there’s no converting of them;) now 
An honest country lord, as I am, beaten 
A long time out of play, may bring his plain-song, 
And have an hour of hearing ; and, by’r-lady, 

Held current musick too. 

Cham. Well said, lord Sands; 

Your colt’s tooth is not cast yet. 

Sands. No, iny lord ; 

Nor shall not, while 1 have a stump. 

Cham. Sir Thomas, 

Whither were you a going ? 

Lov. To the cardinal’s ; 

Your lordship is a guest too. 

Chain. O, ’tis true : 

This night he makes a supper, and a great one, 

To many lords and ladies ; there w'ill be 
7’he beauty of this kingdom, I’ll assure you. 

Lov. That churchman hears a bounteous mind 
indeed, 

A hand as fruitful as the land that feeds us ; 

His dews fall every where. 

Cham. No doubt, he’s noble ; 

He had a black mouth, that said other of him. 
Sands. He may, my lord, he has wherewithal; in 
him, 

Sparing M'ould show a worse sin than ill doctrine : 
Men of his way should be most liberal, 

They are set here for examples. 

Cham. True, they are so ; 

But few now give so great ones. My barge stays ; 
Your lordship shall along : — Come, good sir Thomas, 
We shall be late else : which I would not he, 

For I was spoke to, with sir Henry Guildford, 
This night to be comptrollers. 

Sands. I am your lordship’s. 

. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. — The Presence-Chamber in York- 
Place. 

Hautboy $. A small Table under a State for the Car- 
dinal, a longer Table for the Guests. Enter at one 
Door Akne Bullen, and divers Lords, Ladies, 
and Gentlewomen^ as Guests s at another Door, 
enter Sir Henry Guildford. 

Guild. Ladies, a general welcome from his grace 
Salutes ye all : Tliis night he dedicates 
To fair content, and you : none here, he hopes> 

In all tliis noble bevy 8, hagf brought witli her 
One care abroad ; he would have all as merry 

? With authority. 8 Company 
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As iirst-gcKxl company, good wine, good welcome 

Can make good people. O, my lord, you are 

^ tardy ; 

Enter Lord Chamberlain, Lord Sands, and Sir 
Thomas Lovell, 

The very thought of this fair company 
Clapp'd wings to me. 

Cham, You are young, sir Harry Guildford. 
Sweet ladies, will it please you sit ? Sir Harry, 
Place you that side, I’ll take the charge of this : 

His grace is ent’ring. — Nay, you must not freeze ; 
Two women plac’d together makes cold weather : — 
My lord Sands, you are one will keep them waking ; 
Pray, sit between these ladies. 

Sands, By my faith, 

And thank your lordship. — By your leave, sweet 
ladies ; 

[iSieo^s himself between Anne Bullen and 
another Lady, 

If I chance to talk a little w'ild, forgive me ; 

I had it from ray father, 

uinne. Was he mad, sir ? 

Sands, O, verj' mad, exceeding mad, in love too: 
But he would bite none ; just as 1 do now, ' 

He would kiss you twenty witli a breath. 

[A'mes her. 

Cham, Well said, my lord. — 

So, now you are fairly seated : — Gentlemen, 
nie penance lies on you, if these fair ladies 
Pass away frowning. 

Sands, For my little cure, 

Let me alone. 

JIaulboys. Enter Cardinal Wolsey, attended; and 
takes his State, 

IFal. You are welcome, ray fair guests ; that 
noble lady, 

Or gentleman, that is not freely merry, 

Is not my friend ; This, to confirm my welcome ; 
And to you all good health. {Drinks. 

Sands, Your grace is noble ; — 

I^et me have such a bowl may hold iny thanks, 

And save me so much talking. 

Wol, My lord Sands, 

I am beholden to you : clieer your neighbours. — 
Ladies, you arc not merry ; — Gentlemen, 

Whose fault is this ? 

Sands, The red wine first must rise 

In their fair cheeks, ray lord ; then we shall have 
them 

Talk us to silence. 

Anne, You are a merry gamester, 

My lord Sands. 

Sands^ Yes, if I make my play. 9 

Here’s to your ladyship ; |ind pledge it, madam. 

{Drum and Trumjpets within : Chambers ' 
discharged, 

fFoi, What’s that? 

Cham, Look out there, some of you. 

{Exit a Servant, 

Wol* What warlike voice? 

And to what end is this ? — Nay, ladies, fear not ; 
By all tlie laws of war you are privileg’d. 

Bc-enter Servant, 

Cham, How now? whatis’t? 

Sero, A noble troop of strangers ; 

For so they seem : they have left their barge, and 
landed ; 

» Choose my game. ‘ Small cannon. 


And hither make, as great ambassadors 
From foreign princes. 

Wat. Good lord chamberlain. 

Go, give them welcome, you can speak the Frencli 
tongue ; 

And, pray, receive them nobly, and conduct them, 
Into our presence, where this heaven of beauty 
Shall shine at full upon them : — Some attend him. — 
[Exit Chamberlain, attended. All ariset 
and Tables removed* 

You have now a broken banquet : but we’ll mend it. 
A good digestion to you all : and, once more, 

I shower a welcome on you ; — Welcome all. 

liantboys. Enter the King, and twelve others, as 
Maskers, habited like. Shepherds, with sirteeu Torch- 
bearers ; ushered by the Lord C’hamberlain. They 
pass directly before the Cardinal, and gracefully 
salute him, 

A noble company ! what are their pleasures ? 

Cham, Because they speak no English, thus they 
pray’d 

To tell your grace : — That, having heard by fame 

Of this so noble and so fair assembly 

'Hiis night to meet here, they could do no less, 

Out of the great respect they bear to beauty, 

But leave their flocks ; and, under your fair conduct 
Crave leave to view these ladies, and entreat 
y\n hour of revels with them. 

Wol, Say, lord chamberlain, 

They have done my poor house grace ; for which I 
pay them 

A thousand thanks, and pray them take their pleasures. 

{Ladies chosen for the Dance, The King 
chooses Anne Bullen. 

A’'. Hen. The fairest hand 1 ever touched ! O, 
beauty, 

Till now I never knew thee. [Musiok, Dance* 

Wol. My lord, 

Ch am, Y our grace ? 

Wol. Pray tell them thus much from me : 

There should be one amongst them, by his person, 
More worthy this place than myself; to whom. 

If I but knew him, with my love and duty 
I would surrender it. * 

Cham* I will, my lord. 

[Cham, goes to the Company, and returns. 
Wot, What say they ? 

Cham, Such a one, they all confess. 

There is, indeed; which they would have your grace> 
Find out, and he will take it. 

Wol. Let me sec, then. — {Comes from his State* 
By all your good leaves, gentlemen ; — Here I’ll make 
My royal choice. 

AT. Hen, You have found him, cardinal : 

[ Unmasking, 

You hold a fair assembly ; you do well, lord ; 

You are a churchman, or, I’ll tell you, cardinal, 

1 should judge now unhappily. ® 

Wol, I am glad, 

Your grace is grown so pleasant* 

K, Hen, My lord chamberlain, 

Pr’ytbee, come hither ; What fair lady’s that ? 

Cham, An’t please your grace, sir Thomas BiiU 
I len's daughter, 

I The viscount Bochford, one of her highness’ women. 

I K, Hen, By heaven, she is a dainty one. — ^ 
Sweetheart, 

I I were unmannerly to take you out, 

I 2 MUchievously. 
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And not to kiss you. — A health, gentlemen, 

Let it go round, 

fFoi, Sir Thomas Lovell, is the banquet ready 
I’ the privy chamber ? 

Lov. Yes, my lord. 

IVoL Your grace, 

I fear with dancing is a little heated. 

JC. Hen* I fear too much. 

Wol* Tliere*s fresher air, my lord, 

In die next chamber. 


JST. Hen. Lead in your ladies, every one. — Sweet 
partner, 

I must not yet forsake you ; Let’s be merry : — 
Good my lord cardinal, I have half a dozen healths 
To drink to these fair ladies, and a measure 3 
To lead them once again ; and then let’s dream 
Who’s best in favour. — Let the musick knock it. 

[^Exeunti with Trumpets. 


ACT II. 


SCENE 1. — A Street. 

Enter two Genlleiiien, meeting. 

1 Gent, Whither away so fast ? 

2 Gent. O, — save you, sir. 

Even to the hall, to hear what shall become 

Of the great duke of Buckingham. 

1 Gent. I’ll save you 

That labour, sir. All’s now done, but the ceremony 
Of bringing back the prisoner. 

2 Gent. Were you there? 

1 Gent. Yes, indeed, was I. 

2 Gent. Pray speak, what has happen’d ? 

1 Gent. You may guess quickly what. 

2 Ge7U. Is he found guilty? 

I 'Gent. Yes, truly is he, and condemn’d upon it. 
2 Gent, I am sorry for’t. 

1 Gent. So arc a number more. 

2 Gent. But, pray, how pass’d it ? 

1 Gent. I’ll tell you in a little. The great duke 
Came to the bar ; where, to his accusiitions, 

He pleaded still not guilty, and alleg'd 
Many sharp reasons to defeat the law. 

The king’s attorney, on the contrary, 

Urg’d on the examinations, proofs, confessions^ 

Of divers witnesses ; which the duke desir’d 
To him brought, tded vocey to his face : 

At which appear’d against him, his surveyor ; 

Sir Gilbert Peck, his chancellor ; and John Court, 
Confessor to him ; with* that devil-monk, 

Hopkins, that made this mischief. 

2 Gent. That was he 

That fed liiin with his prophecies ? 

1 Geni. The same. 

All these accus’d him strongly ; which he fain 
Would have flung from him, but, indeed, he could 

not; 

And so his peers, upon this evidence 
Have found him guilty of liigh treason. Much 
He spoke, and learnedly, for life ; but all 
Was either pitied in him, or forgotten. 

2 Gent. After all this, how did he bear himself? 

1 Gent. When he was brought again to the bar, — 

to hear 

His knell rung out, his judgment, — he was stirr’d 
With such an agony, he sweat extremely, 

And something spoke in choler, ill and liasty ; 

But he fell to himself again, and sweetly. 

In all the rest show’d a most noble patience. 

2 GenU I do not think he fears death. 

1 Gent. Sure, he does not. 

He never was so womanish ; the cause 

He may a little grieve at. 

2 Gent. Certainlv, 

The cardinal is the end of this. 


1 Gent. ’Tis likely. 

By all conjectures : First, Kildare’s attainder, 

111011 deputy of Ireland ; who remov’d, 

Earl Surrey was sent tliithcr, and in haste too. 

Lest he should help his father. 

2 Gent, That trick of state 

Was a deep envious one. 

1 Gent. At bis return, 

No doubt, he will requite it. This is noted, 

And generally ; whoever the king favours. 

The cardinal instantly will find employment, 

And far enough from court too, 

2 Gent. All the commons 

Hate him perniciously, and, o’ my conscience. 
Wish him ten fathom deep : this duke as much 
They love, and dote on ; call him, bounteous Buck* 

ingham, 

The mirror of all courtesy ; — 

1 Gcjit. Stay there, sir, 

And see the noble ruin’d man you speak of 

Enter Buckingham from his Arraignment ^ Tip., 
staves before him, the Axe with the Edge towards 
him; Halberds on each Side : with him SikThomas 
Lovell, Sir Nicholas Vaux, Sir William 
Sands, and com^non People. 

2 Gent. Let’s stand close, and behold him. 

Buck. All good people, 

You that thus far have come to pity me. 

Hear what I say, and then go home and lose me. 

I liave this day receiv’d a traitor’s judgment, 

And by that name must die ; yet, heaven bear witness, 
And, if I have a conscience, let it sink me. 

Even as the axe falls, if I be not faithful ! 

The law I bear no malice for my death, 

It has done, upon the premises, but justice : 

But those that sought it, I could wish more Chris- 
tians : 

Be wdiat they will, I heartily forgive them : 

Yet let them look they glory not in mischief, 

Nor build their evils on tlie graves of great men ; 
For then my guiltless blood must cry against them. 
For further life in this world I ne’er hope. 

Nor will I sue, although the king have mercies 
More than 1 dare make faults. You few that lov’d 
me. 

And dare be bold to weep for Buckingham, 

His noble friends, and fellows, whom to leave 
Is only bitter to him, only dying. 

Go, with me, like good angels, to my end ; 

And, as the long divorce of steel falls on me, 

Make of your prayers one sweet sacrifice. 

And lift my soul to heaven. — Lead on, o’ God’s 
name. 


3 Dance. 
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Lov. 1 do beseech your grace) for charity. 

If ever any malice in your heart 

Were hid against me, now to forgive me frankly. 

jStLck* Sir Tiiomas Lovell, I as free forgive you, 
As I would be forgiven ; I forgive all ; 

There cannot be those numberless offences 
* Gainst me, I can*t take peace with : no black envy 
Shall make my grave. — Commend me to his grace; 
And, if he speak of Buckingham, pray, tell him. 
You met him half in heaven : my vows and prayers 
Yet are the king’s ; and, till my soul forsake me, 
Shall cry for blessings on him : May he live 
Longer than 1 have time to tell his years ! 

Ever belov’d, and loving, may his rule be ! 

And, when old time shall lead him to his end, 
Goodness and he fill up one monument ! 

I.ov* To tile water side I must conduct your grace ; 
Then give my charge up to sir Nicholas Vaux, 

Who undertakes you to your end. 

Vaux, Prepare there, 

The duke is coming : see, the barge be ready ; 

A nd fit it with such furniture, as suits 
The greatness of his person. 

Jiuck, Nay, sir Nicholas, 

Let it alone ; my state now will but mock me. 
When I came hither, 1 was lord high constable. 
And duke of Buckingham ; now, poor Edward 
Bohun : 

Yet I am richer than my base accusers, 

That never knew wliat truth meant ; 1 now seal it ; 
And with that blood will make them one day groan 
for’t. 

My noble father, Henry of Buckingham, 

Who first rais’d head against usurping Richard, 
Flying for succour to his servant Banister, 

Being distress’d, was by that wretch betray’d, 

And without trial fell ; God’s peace be with him ! 
Henry the Seventh succeeding, truly pitying 
My father’s loss, like a most royal prince, 

Restor’d me to my honours, and, out of ruins, 
Made my name once more noble. Now his son, 
Henry tlie Eighth, life, honour, name, and all 
That made me happy, at one stroke has taken 
For ever from the world. I had my trial, 

And, must needs say, u noble one ; w hich makes me 
A little happier than my wretched father : 

Yet thus far we arc one in fortunes : — Both 
Fell by our servants, by those men w^e lov’d most ; 
A most unnatural and faithless service ! 

Heaven has an end in all ; Yet, you that hear me, 
This from a dying man receive as certain : 

Where you are liberal of your loves, and counsels. 
Be sure, you be not loose ; for those you make friends, 
And give your hearts to, when they once perceive 
The least rub in your fortunes, fall away 
Like w'ater from ye, never found again 
But where tliey mean to sink ye. All good people, 
Pray for me ! I must now forsake yc ; the last hour 
Of my long wreary life is come upon me. 

Farewell : 

And when you would say something that is sad, 
Speak how 1 fell. — 1 have done ; and God forgive 
me ! [Exeunt Buckingham and Train* 

1 Gent. O, this is full of pity ! — Sir, it calls, 

I fear, too many curses on tlieir heads, 

That were the authors. 

2 Gent, If the duke be guiltless, 

’Tis full of woe : yet I can give you inkling 

Of an ensuing evil, if it fall, 

Greater tlian this. 


1 Gent, Good angels keep it from us I 

Where may it be ? you do not doubt my faitli, sir ? 

2 Gent. This secret is so weighty, ’twill require 
A strong faith to conceal it. 

1 Gent, Let me have it ; 

I do not talk much. 

2 Gent. I am confident ; 

You shall, sir : Did you not of late days hear 
A buzzing, of a separation 
Between the king and Katharine ? 

1 Gent, Yes, but it held not ; 

For when the king once heard it, out of anger 
He sent command to the lord mayor straight 

To stop the rumour, and allay those tongues 
That durst disperse it. 

2 Gent, But that slander, sir, 

Is found a truth now : for it grows again 
Fresher than e’er it was ; and held for certain. 

The king will venture at it. Either the cardinal, 
Or some about him near, have, out of malice 

I To the good queen, possess’d him with a scruple 
That will undo lier : To confirm this too, 

Cardinal Campeiiis is arriv’d, and lately ; 
j As all think, for this business. 

[ 1 Gent. ’Tis the cardinal ; 

And merely to revenge him on tlic emperor, 

For not bestowing on him, at his asking, 

The archbishoprick of Toledo, this is purpos’d. 

2 Gc 7 U. I think, you have hit the mark ; but is’t 
not cruel, 

That she should feel the smart of this ? The cardinal 
Will have his will, and she must fall. 

1 Gejit. ’Tis woful. 

Wc arc too open here to argue tliis ; 

Let’s think in private more. [Exeunt, 

SCENE II. — jln Ante-chamher in the Palace, 

Enter the Lord Chamberlain, reading a Letter, 
Cham. Mif lord, — The horses your lordship sent 
for, with all the care I had, I saw well chosen, ridden, 
and furnished. They u^re young, and handsome ; 
and of the best breed m the north. When they were 
ready to set out for London, a man if my lord cardie 
nal*s, by commission, and mdin power, took 'em from 
me; uiih this reason, — His master would be served 
before a sutyect, if not bfore the king ; which stopped 
our 7 nouths, sir, 

I fear, he will, indeed ; Well, let him have them ; 
He will have all, 1 tliink. 

Enter the Dukes of Norfolk and Suffolk. 
AV. Well met, my good 

Lord chamberlain. 

Cham, Good day to botli your graces. 

Suf. How is the king employ’d ? 

Cham, I left him private, 

Full of sad thoughts and troubles. 

Nor, What’s the cause ? 

Cham. It seems, the marriage with his brother's 
wife 

Has crept too near his conscience. 

Suf, No, his conscience 

Has crept too near another lady. 

Nw, ’Tis so 

This is the cardinal’s doing, the king-car^nal ; 
That blind priest, like the eldest son of fortune. 
Turns what he lists. The king will know him one day. 
Suf. Pray heaven, he do ! he’ll never know him* 
self else. 
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NiTT. I low holily he w'orks in all his business ! 
And w ith what zeal ! For now he has crack’d the 
league 

Between us and the emperor, the queen’s great 
nephew. 

lie dives into tlie king’s soul ; and there scatters 
Dangers, doubts, w'ringing of the conscience, 

Fears, and despairs, and all these for his marriage : 
And, out of all these to restore the king. 

He counsels o divorce : a loss of her, 

That, like a jewel, has hung twenty years 
About his neck, yet never lost her lustre ; 

Of her* that loves him witli that excellence 
That angels love good men with ; even of her 
That, when the greatest sboke ol* fortune falls. 

Will bless the king ; And is not tin's course pious ? 
Cham. Heaven keep me from such counsel ! ’I'is 
most true, 

These news are every where ; every tongue speaks 
them. 

And every true heart weeps for’t ; All, that dare 
Look into those afliiirs, see this main end, — 

The French king’s sister. Heaven will one day open 
The king’s eyes, that so long have slept upon 
This bold bad man. 

tivf. And free us from his slavery. 

Nor. We had need pray. 

And heartily, for our deliverance ; 

Or this imperious man wdll work us all 
From princes into pages : all men’s honours 
Lic4n one lump before him, to be fashion’d 
Into what pitch he please. 

Su/, For me, my lords, 

I love him not, nor fear him ; there’s my creed . 

As I am made without him, so I’ll stand, 

If the king please ; his curses and his blessings 
Touch me alike, they are breath 1 not believe in. 

I knew him, and 1 know him ; so I leave him 
To him, that made him proud, tlie pope. 

Nor. Let’s in ; 

And, with some other business, put the king 
From these sad thoughts, that work too much upon 
him : — 

My lord, you’ll bear us company ? 

Cham. * Excuse me ; 

The king hath sent me other- wlicre : besides, 

You'll find a most unfit time to disturb him : 

Health to your lordships. 

Nor, Thanks, my good lord chamberlain. 

[Exit Lord Chamberlain. 
Nokpolk opens a Folding-door. The King is dis- 
covered sitting and reading pensively, 

Suf. How sad lie looks ! sure, he is much afflicted. 
K. Hen. Who is there? ha? 

Nor. Tray heaven he be not angry. 

K. Hen. Who’s there, I say ? How dare you thrust 
yourselves 

Into my private meditations ? 

Who am I ? ha ? 

JVbr. A gracious king, that pardons all olfences 
Malice ne’er meant ; our breach of duty, this way, 
1$ business of estate ; in which, we come 
To know your royal pleasure. 

K, Hmu You are too bold ; 

Go to j I’ll make ye know your times of business ; 
Is this an hour for temporal affairs? ha? — 

Enter WoLsav and Campeius. 

Who’s there ? my good lord cardinal ? — O my 
Wolsey, 


The quiet of my wounded conscience, 

Thou art a cure fit for a king, — You’re welcome, 

[To Campeius. 

Most learned reverend sir, into our kingdom j 
Use us, and it : — My good lord, have great car 
I be not found a talker. [To Woi^sey. 

Wol. Sir, you cannot. 

J w'ould your grace would give us but an hour 
Of private conference. 

K, Hen. We are busy ; go. 

[To NoaroLK and Sumn.K. 
Nor. This priest has no pride in him ? " 

Suf. Not to speak of ; 

I would not be so sick though for his 

place : I , . 

But this cannot continue. ( 

Nor. If it do, 

I’ll venture one heave at him, 

Suf. I another. 

[Exeunt Norfolk and Suffolk, 
IVol. Your grace has given a precedent of wisdom 
Above all princes, in committing freely 
Your scruple to the voice of Christendom : 

Who can be angry now ? what envy reach you ? 

The Spaniard, tied by blood and favour to her, 
Must now confess, if they have any goodness. 

The trial just and noble. All the clerks, 

1 mean, the learned ones, in Christian kingdoms, 
Have their free voices ; Rome, the nurse of judgment, 
Invited by your noble self, hath sent 
One general tongue unto us, this good man. 

This just and learned priest, cardinal Campeius ; 
Whom, once more, I present unto your highness. 

F. Hen. And, once more, in mine arms, I bid him 
welcome, 

And thank the holy conclave for their loves ; 

They have sent me such a man I would have wish’d 
for. 

Cam. Your grace must needs deserve all strangers’ 
loves. 

You arc so noble : To your highness’ hand 
I tender my commission ; by whose virtue, 

(The court of Rome cominaniUng,') — you, my lord 
Cardinal of York, are join’d with me their servant. 
In the impartial judging of this business. 

A". Hen. Two equal men. The queen shall be 
acquainted 

Forthwith, for what you come : — Where’s Gardiner? 

Wol. I know your majesty has always lov’d her 
So dear in heart not to deny her that 
A woman of less place might ask by law. 

Scholars, allow’d freely to argue for her. 

K. Hen. Ay, and the best she shall have ; and my 
favour 

To him tliat does best ; God forbid else. Cardinal, 
Pr’ythee, call Gardiner to me, my new secretary ; 

I find him a fit fellow. [Exit Wolsev. 

Re-enter Wolsey, with Gardiner. 

Wol. Give me your hand ; much joy and favour 
to you ; 

You are tlie king’s now. 

Card. But to be commanded 

For ever by your grace, whose hand has rais’d me. 

[Aade. 

K. Hen. Come hither, Gardiner. 

[ Tltey comer$e ufmrt. 

Cam. My lord of York, was not one doctor 
In this man’s place before him ? 

* So sick as he is proud. 
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WoU Yes, he was. 

Cam* Was he not held a learned man ? 

Wcl* ^ Yes, surely. 

Cam* Believe me, there’s an ill opinion spread then 
Even of yourself, lord cardinal. 

Wol* ^ How ! of me ! 

Cam* They will not stick to say you envied him ; 
And, fearing he would rise, he was so virtuous, 
Kept him a foreign man ^ still ; which so griev’d liim, 
That he ran mad, and died. 

Wol* Heaven’s peace be with him ! 

That’s Christian care enough ; for living murmurers. 
There’s places of rebuke. He was a fool ; 

For he would needs be virtuous : That good fellow. 
If I command liim, follows my appointment ; 

I will have none so near else. Learn this, brother. 
We live not to be grip’d by meaner persons. 

K* Hen, Deliver tliis with modesty to the queen. 

[Exit Gardiner. 

The most convenient place that I can think of, 

For such receipt of learning, is Black- Friars ; 

There ye shall meet about this weighty business : — 
My Wolsey, see it furnish’d. — O my lord, 

Would it not grieve an able man, to leave 
So sweet a bedfellow ? But, conscience, conscience,-— 
O, ’tis a tender place, and 1 must leave her. 

[Exeunt* 

SCENE III. An Anle^chamber in the Queen’s 
Apartments* 


Enter Anme Bullkn, and an old Lady. 

Anne* Not for that neitlier ; — Here’s the pang 
that pinches : 

His liighness having liv’d so long with her : and she 
So good a lady, that no tongue could ever 
Pronounce dishonour of her, — by my life, 

Slie never knew harm-doing ; — O now, after 
So many courses of the sun enthron’d. 

Still growing in a majesty and pomp,— the wliich 
To leave is a thousand-fold more bitter, than 
*Tis sweet at first to acquire, — after this process, 
To give her the avaunt ! it is a pity 
Would move a monster. 

Old L* Hearts of most hard tcmpei 

Melt and lament for her. 

^nne* O ! much better, 

She ne’er had known pomp ,* though it be temporal. 
Yet, if that quarrel ®, fortune, do divorce 
It from the bearer, ’tis a sufferance, panging 
As soul and body severing. 

Old L. Alas, poor lady ! 

She’s a stranger now again. 

^nne* So much the more 

Must pity drop upon her. Verily, 

1 swear, *tis better to be lowly bom, 

And range with humble livers in content. 

Than to be perk’d up in a glistering grief, 

And wear a golden sorrow. 

Old L* Our content 

Is our best having. 7 

Anne* By my troth, I vow 

I would not be a queen. 

Old L* Beshrew me, but I would, 

And so would you, 

For all this spice of your hypocrisy : 

You, that have so fair parts of woman on you, 
Have too a woman’s heart ; which ever yet 
Anected eminence, wealth, sovereignty j 


• Out of the king*s presence. 
« QuarreHer. 


7 Possession. 


Which, to say sooth arc blessings : and which gifl^ 

(Saving your mincing) the capacity 

Of your soft cheveril 9 conscience would receive. 

If you might please to stretch it. 

Anne* Nay, good troth, — 

Old L* Yes, troth, and troth,— You would not 
be a queen ? 

Anne* No, not for all the riches under heaven. 
Old L* ’Tis strange, a three-pence bow’d ‘ would 
hire me, 

Old as I am, to queen it : But, I pray you, 

What think you of a duchess ? have you limbs 
To bear that load of title ? 

Anne. No, in truth. 

Old L* Then you are weakly made : Pluck off 
a little ; 

I would not be a young count in your way. 

Anne* How you do talk ! 

I swear again, I would not be a queen 
For all the world. 

Old L* In faith, for little England 

You’d venture an cmballing : I myself 
Would for Camarvonsliirc, although there ’long’d 
No more to the crown but that. Lo, who comes 
here? 

Enter the Lord Chamberlain. 

Cham* Good morrow, ladies. What wer’t worth 
to know 

The secret of your conference ? 

Anne. My good lord, 

Not your demand ; it values not your asking : 

Our mistress’ sorrows we were pitying. 

Cham* It w'as a gentle business, and becoming 
The action of good women : there is hope, 

All will be wdl. 

Anne* Now I pray heaven, amen ! 

Cham* You bear a gentle mind, and heavenly 
blessings 

Follow such creatures. That you may, fair lady, 
Perceive I speak sincerely, and high note’s 
Ta’en of your many virtues, the king’s majesty 
Commends his good opinion to you, and 
Does purpose honour to you no less flowing 
Than marchioness of Pembroke ; to which title 
A thousand pound a year, annual support, 

Out of his grace he adds. 

Anne* I do not know, 

What kind of my obedience I should tender ; 

More than ray all is notliing : nor my prayers 
Are not words duly hallow’d, nor my wishes 
More w'orth than empty vanities j yet prUyers, and 
wishes, 

Are all I can return. ’Beseech your lordship, 
Vouchsafe to speak my thanks, and my obedience. 
As from a blusliing handmaid, to his liighness ; 
Whose health, and royalty, I pray for. 

Cham* Lady, 

I shall not fail to approve the fair conceit 
The king hath of you. — I have perus’d her well ; 

[Aside* 

Beauty and honour in her are so mingled, 

That they liave caught tlie king : and who knows yet, 
But from this lady may proceed a gem, 

To lighten all this isle ? — I’ll to the king. 

And say, I spoke with you. 

Anne* My honour’d lord. 

[Exit Lord Chamberlain. 
Old L* Why, this it is ; see, see ! 

» Truth. 9 Kid-skin. ' Crook’d, * Oianloa 
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1 have been begging sixteen years in courts 
(Am yet a courtier beggarly,) nor could 
Come pat betwixt too early and too late, 

For any suit of pounds : and you, (O fate !) 

A very fresh-fish here, (fye, fye upon 

This compeird fortune !) have your mouth fill’d up, 

Before you open it. 

Amie* This is strange to me. 

Old L* How tastes it ? is it bitter ? forty pence, no. 
There was a lady once, ('tis an old story,) 

That would not be a queen, that would she not, 

For all the mud in Egypt : — Have you heard it? 
Anne* Come, you are pleasant. 

Old X. With your theme, I could 

O’ermount the lark. The marchioness of Pembroke ! 
A thousand pounds a year ! for pure respect ; 

No other obligation ; By my life, 

Tliat promises more tliousands : Honour’s ti-ain 
Is longer than his foreskirt. By this time, 

I know, your back will bear a duchess ; — Say, 

Are you not stronger than you were ? 

Anne. Good lady, 

Make yourself mirth witli your particular fancy. 

And leave me out on’t ’Would T had no being, 

If this salute my blood a jot ; it faints me, 

To think what follows. 

Hie queen is comfortless, and we forgetful 
In our long absence : Pray, do not deliver 
What here you have heard, to her. 

Old L. What do you think me ? 

{^Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. — ^ Hall in Black-Friars. 

Trumpets, Sennets % and Cornets. Enter two Vergers, 
with short sUoer Wands t next them, two Scribes in 
the habits of Doctors ; after them the Archbishop 
OP Canterbury, alone ; after him, the Bishops op 
IiXNCotN, Ely, Rochester, and Saint Asaph ; 
next them, with some small distance, follows a Gen- 
tleman bearing the Purse, with the great Seal, and 
a Cardinal's Hat ; then two Priests, bearing each a 
stiver Cross; then a Gentleman- Usher 
accompanied wUh a Sergeant at Arms bearing a 
silver Mace ; then two Gentlemen, bearing two great 
salver Pillars^; after < them, side by side, the two 
CardinalSf'WoLSEY and Campeius; two Noblemen 
with the Sword and Mace. Then enter the King 
itnd Queen, and their Trains. The Kino takes 
place under the Cloth of State ; the two Cardinals 
sit under him as Judges. The Queen takes place al 
some distance from the Kino. The Bishops p/dcc I 
themselves on each side the Court, in manner of a I 
Consistory; between them, the Scribes. The Lords 
sit next the Bishops. The Crier and the rest of 
the Attendants stand in convenient order about the 
Stage. 

W d. Whilst our commission from Rome is read 
Let silence be commanded. 

X. Hen. What’s the need ? 

It hath already publickly been read, 

And on all sides the authority allow’d ; 

You may then spare that time. 

W d. Be’t so ; — Proceed. 

Scribe. Say, Henry king of England, come into 
Uie court. 

Crier. Henry king of England, &c. 

X* Hen. Here. 

s Flourlth on comets. 

* iinfigni of dignity carried before cardinals. 


Act II. 

Scribe. Say, Katharine queen of England, come 
into court. 

Crier. Katharine queen of England, 

* • 

[The Queen makes no armver, rises out of Iter Chair, 

goes about the Court, comes to the King, and kneels 

of his feel ; then speaks. 

Q. Xath. Sir, I desire you do me right and justice ; 
And to bestow your pity on me ; for 
I am a most poor woman, and a stranger, 

Born out of your dominions ; having here 
No judge indifierent, nor no more assurance 
Of equal friendship and proceeding. Ala.s, sir, 

III what have I olfcnded you ? what cause 
Hath my behaviour given to your displeasure, 

That thus you should proceed to put me off, 

A nd take your good gracefrom me ? Heaven witness, 
1 have been to you a true and humble wife, 

At all times to ycur will conformable ; 

Ever in fear to kindle your dislike, 

Yea, subject to your countenance; glad, or sorry, 
As I saw it inclin’d. When was the hour, 

I ever contradicted your desire, 

Or made it not mine too ? Or which of your friends 
Have 1 not strove to love, although 1 knew 
He were mine enemy ? what friend of mine 
That had to him deriv’d your anger, did I 
Continue in my liking ? nay, gave notice 
He was from tlience discharg’d? Sir, call to mind 
lliat 1 have been your wife, in tliis obedience. 
Upward of twenty years, and have been blest 
With many children by you : If, in the course 
And process of this time, you can report, 

And prove it too, against mine honour aught, 

My bond to wedlock, or my love and duty, 

Against your sacred person, in God’s name, 

Turn me away ; and let the foul’st contempt 

Shut door upon me, and so give me up 

To the sharpest kind of justice. Please you, sir, 

'Die king, your father, was reputed for 

A prince most prudent, of an excellent 

And unmatch’d wit and judgment : Ferdinand, 

My father, king of Spain, was reckon’d one 
The wisest prince, that tliere had reign'd by many 
A year before : It is not to be question’d 
That tliey had gather’d a wise council to them 
Of every realm, that did debate this business, 

Who deem’d our mairriage lawful; Wherefore 
humbly 

Beseech you, sir, to spare me, till I may 
Be by my friends in Spain advis’d; wliose counsel 
I will implore : If not, i’ the name of Heaven, 
Your pleasure be fulfill’d ! 

Wol. You have here, lady, 

(And of your choice,) these reverend fathers; men 
Of singular integrity and learning, 

Yea, the elect of the land, who are assembled 
To plead your cause : It shall be therefore bootless \ 
That longer you desire the court ; as well 
For your own quiet, as to rectify 
What is unsettled in the king. 

Cam. His grace 

Hath spoken well and justly ; Theiefore, madam, 
It’s fit this royal session do proceed ; 

And that, without delay, their arguments 
Be now produc’d and heard. 

Q. Xath. Lord cardinal, — 

To you I speak. 

Wol. Your pleasure, madam? 

s Vseleu. 
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Q, Kath, Sir, 

I am about to weep ; but, thinking that 
We are a queen, (or long have dream’d so,) certain 
The daughter of a king, my drops of tears 
1*11 turn to sparks of tire. 

WoL Be patient yet. 

Q, Kath, I will, when you are humble; nay, before, 
Or God will punish me. I do believey 
Induc'd by potent circumstances, that 
You are mine enemy ; and make my challenge, 

You shall not be my judge : for it is you 
Have blown tliis coal betwixt my lord and me, — - 
Which heaven's dew quench! — Therefore, I say 
again, 

I utterly abhor, yea, from my soul, 

Refuse you for my judge ; whom, yet once more, 

1 hold my most malicious foe, and think not 
At all a friend to truth. 

W’oL I do profess 

You speak not like yourself ; who ever yet 
Have stood to charity, and display’d the effects 
Of disposition gentle, and of wisdom 
O'ertopping woman's power. Madam, you do me 
wrong: 

I have no spleen against you ; nor injustice 
For you or any ; how far I have proceeded, 

Or how far further sliall, is warranted 
By a commission from tiie consistory. 

Yea, the whole consistory of Rome. You charge me. 
That I have blown this coal : I do deny it : 

The king is present : if it be known to him, 

That I gainsay my deed, how may he wound. 

And wortliily, my falsehood ? yea, as much 
As you have done my trutli. But if he know 
That I am free of your report, he knows, 

I am not of your wrong. Therefore in him 
It lies, to cure me ; and tlic cure is, to 
Remove these thoughts from you : The which before 
His highness shall speak in, 1 do beseech 
You, gracious madam, to unthink your speaking, 
And to say so no more* 

Q. Kath* My lord, my lord, 

1 am a simple woman, much too weak 
To oppose your cunning. You arc meek, and 
humble-mouth'd ; 

You sign your place and calling, in full seeming, 
With meekness and humility : but your heart 
Is cromm'd with arrogancy, spleen, and pride. 

You have by fortune, and his highness' favours. 
Gone slightly o’er low steps ; and now are mounted 
Where powers are your retainers : and your words, 
Domesticks to you, serve your will, as’t please 
Yourself pronounce tlieir office. I must tell you, 
You tender more your person's honour, than 
Your high profession spiritual : That again 
I do refuse you for my judge ; and here, 

Before you ^1, appeal unto the pope, 

To bring my whole cause 'fore his holiness. 

And to be judg'd by him. 

[She curt*sies to the Kiko, and offers to depart* 

Cam* The queen is obstinate. 

Stubborn to justice, apt to accuse it, and 
Disdainful to be try’d by it ; *tis not well. 

She's going away. 

K* Hen* Call her again. 

Cfkr* Katharine, queen of England, come into 
the court. 

Guff* Madam, you are call'd back. 

Q,* Xatk, What need you note it? pray you, keep 
your way ; 


When you are call'd, return. — Now the liord help, 
They vex me past my patience ! —Pray you, pass on : 
I will not tarry ; no, nor ever more, 

Upon this business, my appearance make 
In any of their courts. 

[JSxeunt Queen, Gexffxtm, and her other 
Attendants* 

K* Hen* Go thy ways, Kate ; 

That man i' the world who shall report he has 
A better wife, let him not be trusted, 

For speaking false in that : Thou art, alone, 

(If thy rare qualities, sw'eet gentleness. 

Thy meekness saint>likc, wife-like government, — 
Obeying in commanding, — and thy parts 
Sovereign and pious else, could speak thee out,) 
The queen of earthly queens : — She is noble born ; 
And, like her true nobility, she lias 
Carried herself towards me. 

Wol* Most gracious sir. 

In humblest manner I require your highness, 

That it shall please you to declare in hearing 
Of all these ears, (for where I’m robb’d and bound, 
There must I be unloos'd ; although not there 
At once and fully satisfied,) whether ever I 
Did broach this business to your highness ; or 
Laid any scruple in your way, which might 
Induce you to the question on’t? or ever 
Have to you, — but with thanks to Heaven for such 
A royal lady, — spake one the least word, might 
Be to the prejudice of her present slate, 

Or touch of her good person ? 

K* Hen. My lord cardinal, 

I do excuse you, yea, upon mine honour, 

I free you from't. You are not to be taught 
That you have many enemies, that know not 
Why they are so, but, like to village curs, 

Bark when tlicir fellows do ; by some of these 
The queen is put in anger. You are excus'd ; 

But will you be more justified? you ever 
Have wish’d the sleeping of this business ; never 
Desir’d it to be stirr’d ; but oft have hinder’d ; oft 
The passages made 6 toward it : — on my honour, 

I speak my good lord cardinal to this point, 

And thus far clear him. Now, what mov’d me to’t, — 
I will be bold with time and your attention : — 
'rhen mark the inducement. Thus it came ; — give 
heed to’t. 

My conscience first receiv’d a tenderness, 

Scruple, and pain, on certain speeches utter'd 
By the bishop of Bayonne, tlien French ambassador ; 
Who had been hitlier sent on the debating 
A marriage, 'twixt the duke of Orleans and 
Our daughter Mary : I' the progress of this business 
Ere a determinate resolution, he 
(I mean the bishop) did require a respite ; 

Wherein he might the king his lord advMise 
Whether our daughter were legitimate. 

Respecting tliis our marriage with the dowager, 
Sometime our brother's wife. This respite shook 
The bosom of my conscience, enter'd me. 

Yea, with a splitting power, and made to tremble 
The region of my breast ; which forc’d such way, 
That many maz'd considerings did throng. 

And press'd in with this caution. First, methought, 
I stood not in the smile of heaven ; who had 
Commanded nature, that my lady’s womb, 

If it conceiv’d a male child by me, should 
Do no more offices of life to’t than 
The grave does to the dead : for her mole issue 
0 Closed, or fastened. 
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Or died where they were made, or shortly after 
This world had air*d them : Hence I took a thought 
This wa.s a judgment on me ; that my kingdom, 
Well worthy the best heir o* the world, should not 
Be gladded in’t by me ; Then follows, that 
I weigh’d the danger which my realms stood in 
By this my issue's fail ; and that gave to me 
Many a groaning throe. Thus hulling ^ in 
The wild sea of my conscience, 1 did steer 
Toward this remedy, whereupon we arc 
Now present here together ; tliat’s to say, 

I meant to rectify my conscience, — which 
I then did feel full sick, and yet not well, — 

By all the reverend fathers of the land. 

And doctors learn’d. First, I began in private 
With you, my lord of Lincoln ; you remember 
How under my oppression I did reek 
When I first mov’d you. 

Lin* Very well, my liege. 

K, Hen, I have spoke long ; be pleas’d yourself 
to say 

How far you satisfied me. 

Lin, So please your highness, 

The question did at first so stagger me, — 

Bearing a state of mighty moment in’t, 

And consequence of ^ead, — that I committed 
The daring’st counsel which I had, to doubt ; 

And did entreat your highness to this course, 

Which you are running here. 


Act in. 

K*Hen, I then mov’d you, 

My lord of Canterbury ; and got your leave 
To make tins present summons ; — Unsolicited „ 

I left no reverend person in this court ; 

But by particular consent proceeded. 

Under your hands and seals. Therefore, go on : 
For no dislike i’ the world against the person 
Of the good queen, but the sharp thorny points 
Of my alleged reasons, drive this forward : 

Prove but our marriage lawful, by my life. 

And kingly dignity, we are contented 
To wear our mort^ state to come, with her, 
Katharine our queen, before the primest creature 
That’s paragon’d ‘ o’ the world. 

Cam, So please your highness, 

The queen being absent, ’tis a needful fitness 
That we adjourn this court till further day : 

Mean while must be an earnest motion 
Made to the queen, to call back her appeal 
She intends unto his holiness. [ They rise to depart, 
K. Hen. I may perceive, [Aside, 

These cardinals trifle with me : I abhor 
This dilatory sloth, and tricks of Home. 

My learn’d and well-beloved servant, Cranracr, 
Pr’ythee return ! with thy approach, I know, 

My comfort comes along. Break up the court ; 

I say, set on. [Exeunt, in manner as they entered. 


ACT III. 


‘SCENE I. — Palace at Bridewell. A Room in 
the Queen’j Apartment, 

The Qoekn, and some of her Women at Work. 

Q, Kath, Take thy lute, wench : my soul grows 
sad with troubles ; 

Sing, and disperse them, if thou canst; leave 
working. 

SONG. 

Orpheus with his lute made trees, 

Anti the mountain-tops, that freeze. 

Bow themselves, when he did sing : 

To his musick, plants, and flowers. 

Ever sprung ; as sun, and showers. 

There had been a lasting spring. 

Every thing that heard him play, 

Even the billows of the sea, 

Hung their heads, and then lay by. 

In sweet musick is such art ; 

Killing care, and grief of heart. 

Fall asleep, or, hearing, die. 

Enter a Gentleman. 

Q, Kath* How now ? 

Gent, An’t please your grace, the two great car- 
dinals 

Wait in the presence. ^ 

Q. Kdth, Would they speak with me ? 

Gent* TheywiU’d me say so, madam. 

Q, Kath, Pray their graces 

To come near* [Eitit Gent.] What can be their 
business 

' Floating without guidance. * Waste, or wear away. 

a Presence chamber. 


With me, a poor weak woman, fall’n from favour ? 
I do not like their coming, now I think on’t. 

They should be good men ; their affairs as righteous : 
But all hoods make not monks. 

Enter Wolsey and Campeius. 

Wol, Peace to your highness ! 

Q. Kath, Your graces find me here part of a 
housewife ; 

I would be all, against the worst may happen. 
What arc your pleasures with me, reverend lords ? 
Wol, May it please you, noble madam, to with- 
draw 

Into your private chamber, we shall give you 
The full cause of our coming, 

Q, Kath, Speak it here ; 

There’s nothing I have done yet, o’ my conscience, 
Deserves a comer : ’Would, all other women 
Could speak this with as free a soul as 1 do ! 

My lords, 1 care net, (so much 1 am happy 
Above a number,) if my actions 
Were tried by evei^ tongue, every eye saw them, 
Envy and base opinion set against them, 

I know my life so even ; If your business 
Seek me out, and that way I am wife in, 

Out with it boldly ; Truth loves open dealing. 
Wol. Tanta est ergh te mentis integrUas, regina 
:serenissima, — 

Q, Kath, O, good my lord, no Latin ; 

I am not such a truant since my coming, 

I As not to know the language I have liv’d in : 

A strange ton^e makes my cause more strange, 
I suspicious ; 

1 Without cumparcs. 



SCiilNE 1 

Fray^ speak in English : here are some will tliank 
you. 

If you speak truth, for their poor mistress’ sake ; 
Bdlieve me, she has had much wrong : Lord cardinal. 
The willing’st sin I ever yet committed, 

May be absolv’d in Englisli. 

WoU Noble lady, 

1 am sorry, my integrity should breed, 

(And service to his majesty and you,) 

So deep suspicion, where all faith was meant. 

We come not by the way of accusation, 

To taint that honour every good tongue blesses ; 
Nor to betray you any way to sorrow ; 

You have too much, good lady ; but to know 
How you stand minded in the weighty diflcrence 
Between the king and you ; and to deliver, 
l^ike free and honest men, our just opinions. 

And comforts to your cause. 

Cam* Most honour'd madam. 

My lord of York, — out of his noble nature. 

Zeal and obedience he still bore your grace ; 
Forgetting, like a good man, your late censure 
Both of his truth and him, (which was too far,) •— 
Offers, as I do, in a sign of peace, 

Ilis service and his counsel. 

Q* Kalh* To betray me. {Aside* 

My lords, 1 thank you both for your good wills. 

Ye speak like honest men, (pray heaven ye prove so !) 
But how to make you suddenly an answer. 

In such a point of weight, so near mine honour, 
(More near my life, 1 fear,) with my weak wit. 
And to such men of gravity and learning, 

In truth, 1 know not. I was set at work 
Among my maids ; full little, Heaven knows, looking 
Either for such men, or such business. 

For her sake tliat I have been, (for 1 feel 
The last fit of my greatness,) good your graces. 

Let me have time, and counsel, for my cause ; 

Alas ! X am a wopian, friendless, hopeless. 

Wol* Madam, you wrong the king’s love with these 
fears; 

Your hopes and friends are infinite. 

Q* Kath* In England, 

But little for my profit : Can you think, lords, 
That any Englishman dare give me counsel ? 

Or be a known friend, ’gainst his highness* pleasure, 
(Though he be grown so desperate to be honest,) 
And live a subject ? Nay, forsootli, my friends. 
They that must weigh out « my afflictions. 

They that my trust must grow to, live not here ; 
They are, as all my odier comforts, far hence, 

In mine own country, lords. 

Cam* I would, your grace 

Would leave your griefs, and take my counsel. 

Q* jKath* How, sir? 

Cam* Put your main cause into the king’s pro- 
tection ; 

He’s loving, and most gracious ; ’twill be much 
Both for your honour better, and your cause ; 

For, if the trial of the law o’ertakc you. 

You’ll part away disgrac’d. 

W'ol* He tells you rightly. 

Q,*Kath* Ye tell me what ye wish for both, my ruin ; 
Is this your Christian counsel ? out upon ye ! 
Heaven is above all yet ; Uiere sits a Judge, 

That no king can corrupt. 

Cam* Your rage mistakes us. 

Q* JCath* llie more shame for ye ; holy men I 
thought ye, 
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Upon my soul, two reverend cardinal virtues : 

But cardinal sins, and hollow hearts, 1 fear ye ' 
Mend them for shame, my lords. Is tliis your com- 
fort? 

Tlie cordial that ye bring a wretched lady ? 

A woman lost among ye, laugh’d at, scorn’d ? 

I will not wish ye half my miseries, 

I have more charity : But say, I warn’d ye ; 

Take heed, for heaven’s sake, take heed, lest at once 
The burden of my sorrows fall upon ye. 

Wol* JVIadam, this is a mere distraction ; 

You turn the good we oiler into envy. 

Q, Kath, Yc turn me into nothing : Woe upon ye, 
And all such false professors ! Would ye have me 
(If you have any justice, any pity ; 

If ye be any thing but churchmen’s habits,) 

I’ut ray sick cause into his hands that hates me ? 
Alas ! he has banish’d me his bed already ; 

His love, too, long ago : I am old, my lords. 

And all the fellowship I hold now with him 
Is only my obedience. What can happen 
To me, above tliis wretchedness ? all your studies 
Make me a curse like this. 

Cam* Your fears are worse. 

Q. Kath. Have I liv’d tlius long — (let me speak 
myself, 

Since virtue finds no friends,) — a wife, a true one ? 
A woman (1 dare say, without vain-glory,) 

Never yet branded with suspicion ? 

Have I with all my full afiections 
Still met the king? lov’d him next heaven? obey’d 
him ? 

Been, out of fondness, superstitious to him ? 

Almost forgot my prayers to content him ? 

And am I thus rewarded ? ’tis not w^ell, lords. 
Bring me a constant #oman to her husband, 

One that ne’er dreara’d a joy beyond his pleasure ; 
j And to that woman, when die has done most. 

Yet w ill 1 add an honour, — a great patience. 

Wol. Madam, you wander from the good we aim at, 
Q, Kath. My lord, 1 dare not make myself so 
guilty. 

To give up willingly that noble title 
Your master wed me to ; nothing but death 
Shall e’er divorce my dignities. 

Wol. ’Pray, hear me. 

Q. A"ath* ’Would I had never trod this English 
earth, 

Or felt the flatteries that grow upon it ! 

Ye have angels’ faces, but Heaven knows your hearts. 
What will become of me now, wretched lady ? 

I am the most unhappy woman living. — 

Alas ! poor wenches, where are now your fortunes ? 

{To her Women* 

Shipwreck’d upon a kingdom, where no pity. 

No friends, no hope ; no kindred weep for me. 
Almost no grave allow’d me ; — Like the lily, 
Tliat once was mistress of the field, and flourish’d, 
I’ll bang my head and perish. 

Wol. If your grace 

Could but be brought to know, our ends are honest. 
You’d feel more comfort : why should we, good lady, 
Upon what cause, wrong you ? alas ! our places. 
The way of our profession is against it ; 

We are to cure such sorrows, not to sow them* 

For goodness’ sake, consider what you do ; 

How you may hurt yourself, ay, utterly ^ 

Grow from the king’s acijualntance, by this carriage. 
The hearts of princes kiss obedience, 

So much they love it ; but, to stubborn spirits, 
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Tliey swell, and grow as terrible as storms. 

1 know, you have a gentle, noble temper, 

A soul as even as a c^m : Pray, tlunk us 
Those we profess, peace-makers, friends, and servants. 
Cam. Madam, you’ll find it so. You wrong your 
virtues 

With these weak women’s fears. A noble spirit, 

As yours was put into you, ever casts 
Such doubts, as false coin, from it. The king loves 
you ; 

Beware you lose it not : For us, if you please 
To trust us in your business, we are ready 
To use our utmost studies in your service. 

Q. Kath* Do what ye will, my lords : And, pray, 
forgive me. 

If I liave us’d s myself unmannerly ; 

You know, I am a woman, lacking wit 
To make a seemly answer to such persons. 

Pray, do my service to his majesty : 

He has my heart yet ; and shall have my prayers. 
While I shall have my life. Come, reverend fathers, 
Bestow your counsels on me ; she now begs, 

That bttle thought, when she set footing here. 

She should have bought her dignities so dear. 

l^ExeutU. 

SCENE II. — AiUe^chamher to the King’s Apart- 
merit. 

Enter the Duke of Norfolk, the Duke of Suffolk, 
the Earl of Surrey, and the Lord Chamberlain. 

Nor, If you will now unite in your complaints. 
And force ^ them with a constancy, the cardinal 
Cannot stand under them : If you omit 
The offer of this time, I cannot promise. 

But that you shall sustain more new disgraces, 
With these you bear already. 

Sur. I am joyful 

To meet the least occasion, that may give me 
Remembrance of my father-in-law, the duke. 

To be reveng’d on him. 

Svf, Which of the peers 

Have uncontemn’d gone by him, or at least 
Strangely neglected ? when did he regard 
The stamp of nobleness in any person. 

Out of himself? « 

Cham, My lords, you speak your pleasures ; 
What he deserves of you and me, I know ; 

Wliat we can do to him, (though now the time 
Gives way to us,) I much fear. If you cannot 
Bar his access to the king, never attempt 
Any thing on him ; for he hatli a witchcraft 
Over the king in his tongue. 

Nor, O, fear him not ; 

His spell in that is out : the king hath found 
Matter against him, that for ever mars 
Tlie honey of his language. No, he’s settled, 

Not to come off, in his displeasure. 

Sur, Sir, 

1 should be glad to hear such news as this 
Once every hour. 

Nor, Believe it, this is true. 

In the divorce, his contrary proceedings 
Are all unfolded ; wherein he appears, 

As 1 could wish mine enemy. 

Sur, How came 

His practices to light ? 

Suf, Most strangely. 

Sur, O, how, how ? 

Suf, The cardinal’s letter to the pope miscarried, 
* Behaved * Enforce. 


Act IU. 

And came to the eye o’the king : wherein was read, 
How that the cardinal did entreat his holiness 
To stay the judgment o’the divorce ; For if 
It did take place, I do, quoth he, perceive * 
My king is tangled in affection to 
A creature of the queen*s, lady Anne JBuUen, 

Sur, Has the king this ? 

Suf. Believe it. 

Sur, Will this work ? 

Cham, The king in this perceives him how he 
coasts, 

And hedges, bis own way. But in this point 
All his tricks founder, and he brings his physick 
After his patient’s death : the king already 
Hath married tlie fair lady. 

Sur. ’Would he had ! 

Sif, May you be happy in your wish, my lord I 
For, I profess, you have it. 

Sur. Now all my joy 

Trace ^ tlie conjunction ! 

Suf My amen to’t ! 

Nor, All men’s. 

Suf There’s order given for her coronation : 
Marry, this is yet but young, and may be left 
To some ears unrecounted. — But, my lords, 

She is a gallant creature, and complete 
In mind and feature : I persuade me, from her 
Will fall some blessing to this land, wliich shall 
In it be memoriz’d.^ 

Sur. But, will the king 

Digest this letter of the cardinal’s? 

The Lord forbid ! 

Nor, Marry, amen ! 

Suf No, no ; 

There be more wasps that buz about his nose. 

Will make this sting the sooner. Cardinal Campeius 
Is stolen away to Rome ; hatli ta’en no leave ; 

Has left the cause o’tlie king unhandled ; and 
Is posted, as the agent of our cardinal, 

To second all his plot. 1 do assure you. 

The king cry’d, ha ! at this. 

Cham. Now, heaven incense him. 

And let him cry, ha, louder ! 

Nor, But, my lord. 

When returns Cranmer ? 

Suf He is return’d, in his opinions ; which 
Have satisfied the king for his divorce. 

Together with all famous colleges 
Almost in Christendom : shortly, I believe. 

His second marriage shall be publish’d, and 
Her coronation. Katharine no more 
Shall be call’d queen ; but princess-dowager. 

And widow to prince Arthur. 

Nor. This same Cranmer s 

A worthy fellow, and hath ta’en much pain 
In the king’s business. 

Suf He has; and we shall see him 

For it, an archbisliop. 

Nor, So I hear. 

Suf ’Tis 80. 

The cardinal — 

Enter Wolsey and Ceomwiil. 

Nor. Observe, observe, he’s moody. 

fTol. The packet, Cromwell, gave it you tlie king ? 
Crom. To his own hand, in his bed-chmober. 
fFol. Look’d he o’ the inside of the paper ? 

Crow. . Presently 

He cUd unseal tliem ; and the first he view’d, 

* i^ollow. ^ Made memorable. 
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Scene 11. 

He did it with a serious mind ; a heed 
Was in his countenance : You, he bade 
Attend him here this morning. 

Wj/. Is he ready 

To come abroad ? 

Crom* I think, by this he is. 

W^oL Leave me a while. — [Exit Cromwell. ) 
It shall be to the duchess of Alen^'on, 

The French king’s sister : he shall marry her. — 
Anne Bullen ! No ; I’ll no Anne Bullens for him : 
There is more in it than fair visage. — Bullen ! 

No, we’ll no Bullens. — Speedily I wish 
To hear from Rome. — llie marchioness of Pem- 
broke ! 

Nor, He’s discontented. 

Stjf. May be, he hears the king 

Does whet his anger to him. 

Sur, Sharp enough. 

Lord, for thy justice ! 

JVoL The late queen’s gentlewoman ; a knight’s 
daughter, 

To be her mistress’ mistress ! the queen’s queen ! — 
This candle burns not clear : *tis I must snuff it ; 
Then, out it goes. — What though I know her vir- 
tuous. 

And w'ell-deserving ? yet I know her for 
A spleeny Lutheran ; and not wholesome to 
Our cause, that she should lie i’ the bosom of 
Our hard-rul’d king. Again, there is sprung up 
An lieretick, an arch one, Cranmer ; one 
Hath crawl’d into the favour of the king, 

And is his oracle. 

Nor, He is vex’d at something. 

St^, I would, ’twerc something that would fret 
the string, 

The master-cord of his heart ! 

Enter the King, reading a Schedule ; and Lovell. 
Suf. . The king, the king. 

K. Hen. What piles of wealth hath he accumulated 
To his own portion ! and what expence by the hour 
Seems to flow from him 1 How, i’ the name of thrift. 
Does he rake this together? — Now, my lords ; 

Saw you the cardinal ? 

Nor. My lord, we have 

Stood here observing him : Some strange commotion 
Is in his brain : he bites his lip, and starts ; 

Stops on a sudden, looks upon the ground, 

Then, lays his Anger on his temple ; straight. 
Springs out into fast gait? * then, stops again. 
Strikes his breast hard ; and anon, he casts 
His eye against the moon : in most strange postures 
We have seen him set himself. 

A”. Hen. It may well be; 

There is a mutiny in his mind. This morning 
Papers of state he sent me to peruse, 

As I requir’d ; and wot 8 you, what I found 
Tliere ; on my conscience, put unwittingly ? 
Forsooth, an inventory, tlius importing, — 

The several parcels of his plate, his treasure. 

Rich stuffs and ornaments of household ; which 
I And at such proud rate, that it outspeaks 
Possession of a subject* 

Nor, It’s heaven’s will ; 

Some spirit put this paper in the packet. 

To bless your eye withal. 

if. Hen* If we did think 

His contemplation were above tlie earth. 

And Ax’d on spiritual object, he should still, 

7 Steps. » Know. 


Dwell in his m usings : but, I am afraid. 

His thinkings are below the moon, not worth 
His serious considering. 

[He takes his Seat, and whispers Lovell, 
who goes to WoLSEY. 

Wol. Heaven forgive me ! 

Ever God bless your highness ! 

JT. Hen. Good, my lord, 

You are full of heavenly stuff, and bear the in- 
ventory 

Of your best graces in your mind ; the which 
You were now running o’er ; you have scarce time 
To steal’ from spiritual leisure a brief span ; 

To keep your earthly audit ; Sure, in that 
1 deem you an ill husband ; and am glad 
To have you therein ray companion. 

Wol Sir, 

For holy offices I have a time ; a time 
To think upon the part of business, which 
1 bear i’ tlie state ; and nature does require 
Her times of preservation, which, perforce, 

I, her frail son, amongst my bretliren mortal. 

Must give my tendance to. 

A". Hen. You have said well. 

Wol And ever may your highness yoke together 
As I will lend you cause, my doing well 
With my w^ell saying ! 

JT. Hen. *Tis well said again : 

And ’tis a kind of good deed, to say well : 

And yet words are no deeds. My father lov’d you : 
He said, he did ; and with his deed did crown 
His word upon you. Since I had my office, 

I have kept you next my heart ; have not alone 
Employ’d you where high profits might come home, 
But par’d my present havings, to bestow 
My bounties upon you. 

Wol What should this mean ? 

Sur. Good heaven increase this business ! [Aside, 
K. Hen. Have I not made you 

Tlie prime man of the state ? I pray you, tell me, 
If what I now pronounce, you have found true : 
And, if you may confess it, say withal. 

If you are bound to us, or no. What say you ? 

Wol My sovereign, I confess, your royal graces. 
Shower’d on me daily, have been more, than could 
My studied purposes requite ; which went 
Beyond all man’s endeavours : — ray endeavours 
Have ever come too short of my desires. 

Yet, fil’d with my abilities : Mine own ends 
Have been mine so, that evermore they pointed 
To the good of your most sacred person, and 
The profit of tlie state. For your great graces 
Heap’d upon me, poor undeserver, I 
Can nothing render but allegiant thanks ; 

My prayers to heaven for you ; my loyalty. 

Which ever has, and ever shall be growing. 

Till death, that winter, kill it. 

//. Ken. Fwrly answer'd ; 

A loyal and obedient subject is 
Therein illustrated ; The honour of it 
Does pay the act of it ; as, i’tlie contrary, 

The foulness is the punishment. I presume, 

That, as my hand has open’d bounty to you. 

My heart dropp’d love, my power rain’d honour, 
more 

On you, than any ; so your hand, and heart. 

Your brain, and every function of your power. 
Should, notwithstanding that your bond of duty, 
As ’twere in love’s particular, be more 
To me, your friend, tlian any. 

Pp 4 



KING HENRY VIII. 


Act III. 


58i 

Wol, I Jo profess, 

That for your highness" good I ever labour'd 
More tliaii mine own ; tliat am, Itave, and will be. 
Though all the world should crack their duty to you, 
And throw it from their soul ; though perils did 
Abound, as thick as thought could make them, and 
Appear in forms more horrid ; yet my duty, 

As dotii a rock against the chiding flood, 

Should the approach of this wild river break, 

And stand unshaken yours. 

Ben^ *Tis nobly spoken : 

Take notice^ lords, he has a loyal breast. 

For you have seen him open’t. — Read o’er this ; 

[CUving him Papers* 

And, aRer, this ; and then to broaklast, with 
What appetite you have. 

[ Ei'U KiSQjfroumhigypon Cardinal Wolsey: 
the Nohfes throng after hinh sniUing, and 
whispering, 

Wol* What shouhl this mean ? 

Wliat sudden an^r’s tliis ? how have I reap’d it ? 
He parted frowning from me, as if ruin 
Leup’d from his eyes : So looks the chafed lion 
Upon the daring huntsman that has gall’d him ; 
Then makes him nothing. 1 must read this paper ; 
1 fear, tfie story of his anger. — ’Tis so ; 

This paper has undone me : •— ’Tis the account 
Of all that world of wealth I have drawn together 
For mine own ends ; indeed, to gain the popedom, 
And fee my friends in Rome. O negligence, 

Fit for a fool to fall by ! What cross devil 
Made me put this main secret in the packet 
1 sent the king? Is there no way to curcihis? 

No new device to beat this from his brains ? 

I know, ’twill stir him strongly ; yet I know 
A way, if it take right, in spite of fortune 
Will bring me off again. What’s this — To the Pope ? 
The letter, as 1 live, with all the business 
I writ to his holiness. Nay then, farewell ! 

1 have touch’d the highest point of all my greatness ; 
And, from that full meridian of iny glory, 

1 haste now to my setting ; I shall fall 
Like a bright exhalation in the evening, 

And no man see me more. 

lie^enter the Dukes of Norfolk and Suffolk, the 
£arl of Surrey, and the Lord Chamberlain. 

Nor* Hear the king’s pleasure, cardinal; who 
commands you 

To render up the great seal presently 
Into our hands ; and to confine yourself 
To Asher-House *, my lord of Winchester’s, 

Till you hear further from his highness. 

Wol* Stay, 

Where’s your commission, lords ? words cannot carry 
Authority so weighty. 

Suf* Who dare cross them ? 

Bearing the king's will from his mouth expressly ? 

Wol* Till I find more than will, or words, to do it, 
(I mean your malice,) know, officious lords, 

1 dare, and must deny it. Now 1 feel 
Of what coarse metal ye are moulded — envy 
How eagerly ye follow my disgraces. 

As if it fed ye ! and how sleek and wanton 
Ye appear in every thing may bring my ruin ! 
Follow your envious courses, men of malice ; 

You have Christian warrant for them, and, no doubt, 
In time will find their fit rewards. That seal, 

* Suher in Surrey, 


You ask with such a violence, the king, 

(Mine and your master,) with his own hiwd gave me : 
Bade me enjoy it, Mutli the place and honours, 
During my life ; and, to confirm his goodness, « 
Tied it by letters patents : Now, who’ll take it ? 
Sur, The king, that gave it. 

Wol* It must be himself then, 

Sur* Thou art a proud traitor, priest. 

Wol. ‘ Proud lord, thou liest ; 

Within these forty hours, Surrey durst better 
Have burnt that tongue, than said so. 

Sur* Thy ambition, 

Thou scarlet sin, robb’d this bewailing land 
Of noble Buckingham, my father-in-law : 

The lieads of all thy brother cardinals, 

(With thee, and all tliy best parts bound together,) 
Weigh’d not a hair of his. Plague of your policy ! 
You sent me deputy for Ireland ; 

Far from his succour, from tlie king, from all 
That might have mercy on the fault thou gav’st him ; 
Whilst your great goodness, out of holy pity, 
Absolv’d him with an axe. 

Wol. This, and all else 

This talking lord can lay upon my credit, 

I answ'er, is most false. The duke by law 
Found his deserts : how innocent I was 
From any private malice in his end, 

His noble jury and foul cause can witness. 

If I lov’d many words, lord, I should tell you, 

You have as little honesty as honour ; 

That I, in the way of loyalty and truth 
Toward the king, my ever royal master, 

Dare mate a sounder man than Surrey can be, 
And all that love his follies. 

Sur* By my soul, 

Your long coat, priest, protects you ; thou shouldst 
feel 

My sw'ord i’ the life-blood of thee else. — My lords. 
Can ye endure to hear this arrogance ? 

And from this fellow? If we live Urns tamely, 

To be thus jaded ^ by a piece of scarlet. 

Farewell nobility ; let his grace go forward, 

And dare us with his cap, like larks. ^ 

Wol* All goodness 

Is poison to thy stomach. 

Sur* Yes, that goodness 

Of gleaning all the land’s wealth into one. 

Into your own hands, cardinal, by extortion ; 

The goodness of your intercepted packets, 

You writ to the pope, against the king ; your goodness. 
Since you provoke me, shall be most notorious. — 
My lord of Norfolk, — as you are truly noble, 

As you respect the common good, the state 
Of our despis’d nobility, our issues. 

Who, if he live, will scarce be gentlemen, — 
Produce tlie grand sum of his sins, the articles 
Collected from liis life ; — I’ll startle you 
Worse than tlie sacring bell, lord carifinal. 

Wol How much, methinks, 1 could despise tills 
man, 

But tliat 1 am bound in charity against it\ 

.Nor. Those articles, my lord, are in the king’s 
hand: 

But, thus much, they are foul ones. 

Wol* So much fairer, 

And spotless, shall mine innocence arise, 

When the king knows iny truth. 

* Equal » Ridden down. 

* A cardinal's hat is scarlet, and the method of daring larks 
is by small mirrors on scarlet cloth. 
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Sur, This cannot save you : 

I thank my memory, I yet rememlier 
Some of these articles ; and out they shall. 

Notv, if y6u can blush, and cry guilty, cardinal, 
You’ll show a little honesty* 

JVoL Speak on, sir : 

I dare your w'orst objections : If I blush 
It is, to see a nobleman want manners. 

Sur, I’d rather want those, than my head. Have 
at you. 

First, that, without tlie king’s assent, or knowledge. 
You wrought to be a legate ; by which power 
You maim’d the jurisdiction of all bishops. 

Nor, Then, that, in all you writ to Home, or else 
To foreign princes, JUgo et Rex mens 
Was still inscrib’d ; in which you brought the king 
To be your servant. 

Suf, Then, that without the knowledge 

Either of king or council, when you went 
Ambassador to the emperor, you made bold 
To carry into Flanders the great seal. 

Sur, Item, you sent a large commission 
To Gregory de Cassalis, to conclude, 

Witliout the king’s will, or the state’s allowance, 

A league between his highness and Ferrara. 

Suf. That, out of mere ambition, you have caus’d 
Your holy hat to be stamp’d on the king’s coin. 

Sur. Then, that you have sent innumerable sub- 
stance, 

( Hy what means got, I leave to your own conscience,) 
To furnish Home, and to prepare the ways 
You have for dignities ; to the mere ^ undoing 
Of all the kingdom. Many more tiiere arc ; 
Which, since they are of you, and odious, 

I will not taint my mouth with. 

Cham. O my lord. 

Press not a falling man too far ; ’tis virtue : 

His faults lie open to the law.s ; let them, 

Not you, correct hjm. My heart weeps to see him 
So little of his great self. 

Sur* I forgive him, 

Suf. Lord cardinal, the king’sfurtlier pleasure is, — 
Because all those tilings, you have done of late 
By your power legatine within this kingdom, 

F^l into the compass of a praemunire — 

That therefore such a writ be sued against you ; 

To forfeit all your goods, lands, tenements, 

Chattels, and whatsoever, and to be 

Out of the king’s protection : — This is my charge. 

Nor. And so we’ll leave you to your meditations 
How to live better. For your stubborn answer, 
About the giving back the great seal to us, 

The king shall know it, and no doubt, shall thank 
you. 

So fare you well, my little good lord cardinal. 

[Exeunt aU but Wolsky. 
Wot. So farewell to the little good you bear me. 
Farewell, a long farewell, to all my greatness ! 

This is the state of man ; to-day he puts forth 
The tender leaves of hope, to-morrow blossoms. 
And bears his blushing honours thick upon him : 
The tliird day, comes a IVost, a killing frost ; 
And,— when he thinks, good easy man, full surely 
His greatness is a ripening,— nips liis root, 

And then he falls, as 1 do. 1 have ventur’d, 

Like little wanton boys that swim on bladders, 

This many summers in a sea of glory ; 

But far beyond my depth ; my high-blown pride 
At length broke under me ; and now has left me, 

» Absolute. « A writ incurring a penalty. 


Weary, and old with service, to the mercy 
Of a rude stream, that must for ever hide me. 

Vain pomp, and glory of this world, I hate ye ; 

I feel my heart new open’d : O, how wretched 
Is that poor man, that hangs on princes’ favours ! 
There is, betwixt that smile we would aspire to. 
That sweet aspect of princes, and their ruin. 

More pangs and fears than wars or women have ; 
And when he falls, he falls like Lucifer, 

Never to hope again. — 

Enter Cromwele, amazedly. 

Why, how now, Cromwell ? 
Crom. 1 have no power to speak, sir. 

Wol. What, amaz’d 

At my misfortunes ? can thy spirit wonder, 

A great man should decline ? Nay, an you weep, 

I am fallen indeed. 

Crom. .How does your grace? 

Wol. Why, well j 

Never so truly happy, my good Cromwell. 

I know myself now ; and I feel within me 
A peace above all earthly dignities, 

A still and (juiet conscience. The king has cur’d me, 
1 humbly thank his grace ; and from Uiese shoulders, 
These ruin’d pillar.s, out of pity, taken 
A load would sink a navy, too much honour ; 

O, ’tis a burden, Cromwell, *tis a burden, 

Too heavy for a man that hopes for heaven. 

Crom. I am glad, your grace has made that right 
use of it. 

Wol. I hope, I have : I am able now, methinks, 
(Out of a fortitude of soul I feel,) 

To endure more miseries, and greater far, 

Than my weak-hearted enemies dare oiler. 

What news abroad ? 

Crom. The heaviest and the worst, 

Is your displeasure with the king. 

Wol. God bless him ! 

Crom. The next is, tliat sir Thomas More is chosen 
Lord chancellor in your }>lace. 

Wol. That’s somewhat sudden : 

But he’s a learned man. May he continue 
Long in his highness’ favour, and do justice 
For truth’s sake, and Ins conscience \ that his bones, 
When he has run his course, *and sleeps in blessings, 
May have a tomb of orphan’s tears 7 wept on ’em ! 
What more ? 

Crom. ITiat Cranmer is return’d with welcome. 
Install’d lord archbishop of Canterbury. 

Wol. That’s news indeed. 

Crom. Last, that the lady Anne, 

Whom the king hath in secrecy long married, 

This day was view’d in open, as his queen, 

Going to chapel j and the voice is now 
Only about her coronation. 

Wol. lliere was the weight that pull’d me down. 
O Cromwell, 

The king has gone beyond me, all my glories 
In that one woman 1 have lost for ever : 

No sun shall ever usher fortli mine honours, 

Or gild again the noble troops that waited 
Uiion my smiles* Go, get tliee from me, Cromwell, 
1 am a poor fallen man, unw’orthy now 
To be tliy lord and master *. Seek the king j 
That sun, 1 pray, may never set ! I have told him 
What, and how true thou art : he will advance thee ; 
Some little memory of me will stir him 
(1 know his noble nature,) not to let 

7 The chancellor is the guardian of orphans. 
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Thy hopeful serrice perish too: Good Cromwell, 
Neglect him not ; make use 8 now, and provide 
For thine own future safety. 

Crom. O, my lord, 

Must I then leave you ? Must I needs forego 
So good, so noble, and so true a master ? 

Bear witness, all, that have not hearts of iron, 

With what a sorrow Cromwell leaves his lord. — 
The king shall have my service ; but my prayers 
For ever, and for ever, shall be yours. 

Wol, Cromwell, I did not think to shed a tear 
In all my miseries ; but thou hast forc’d me 
Out of thy honest truth to play the woman. 

XiCt’s dry our eyes : and thus far hear me, Cromwell ; 
And, — when I am forgotten, as I shall be ; 

And sleep in dull cold marble, where no mention 
Of me more must be lieard of, — say, I taught thee, 
Say, Wolsey, that once trod the ways of glory. 

And sounded all the depths and shoals of honour, — 
Found tlioe a way, out of his wreck, to rise in ; 

A sure and safe one, though thy master miss’d it. 
Mark but my fill, and that that ruin’d me. 
Cromwell, I charge thee, fling away ambition ; 


ACT 


SCENE I. — A Street in Westminster. 

Enter two Gentlemen, meeting, 

1 Gent* You are well met once again. 

2 Gent* And so arc you. 

1 Gent. You come to take your stand here, and 

behold 

The lady Anne pass from her coronation ? 

2 Gent* ’Tis all my business. At our last en- 

counter, 

The duke of Buckingham came from his trial. 

1 Gent* 'Tis very true: but that time offer’d sorrow; 
This general joy, 

2 *Tis well ; the citizens, 

I am sure, have shown at full their royal minds ; 

As, let them have theii rights, they are ever forward 
In celebration of this day with shows. 

Pageants, and sights of honour. 

1 Gmt* Never greater, 

Nor, I’ll assure you, better taken, sir. 

2 Gent* May 1 be bold to ask what that contains. 
That paper in your hand ? 

1 Gent* Yes ; *tis the list 

Of tliose that claim their offlccs this day. 

By custom of the coronation. 

The duke of Suffolk is the first, and claims 
To be high steward ; next, the duke of Norfolk, 

He to be earl marshal ; you may read the rest. 

2 Geni* I thank you, sir ; had I not known those 

customs, 

1 should have been beholden to your paper. 

But, I beseech you, what becomes of Katharine, 
The princess-dowager ? how goes her business ? 

] Geta* That I can tell you too. The arch- 
bishop 

Of Canterbury, accompanied with other 
learned and reverend fathers of liis order, i 

Held a late court at Dunstoble, six miles off 
From Ampthill, where the princess lay ; to which 
She oft was cited by them, but appear’d not ; 

® Interest. 


Act IV, 

By that sin fell die angels ; how can man then. 
The image of Ids Maker, hope to win by’t ? 

XiOve thyself last ; cherish those hearts that hate thee ; 
Corruption wins not more than honesty. ' * 

Still in thy right hand carry gentle peace. 

To silence envious tongues. Be just, and fear not ; 
Let all the ends thou aim’st at, be thy country's, 
Thy God’s, and truth’s ; then if thou falfst, O Crom- 
well, 

Thou fall’st a blessed martyr. Serve the king , 
And, — Pr’ythee lead me in ; 

Tliere take an inventory of all I have, 

To the last penny : ’tis the king’s : my robe, 

And my integrity to heaven, is all 
I dare now call mine own. O Cromwell, Cromwell, 
Had I but serv’d my God with half the zeal 
1 serv’d my king, he would not in mine age 
Have left me naked to mine enemies. 

Crom* Good sir, have patience. 

Wol* So 1 have. Farewell, 

The hopes of court ! my hopes in he^iven do dwell. 

[Exeunt* 


IV. 


Andy to be short, for not appearance, and 
'fhe king’s late scruple, by the main assent 
Of all these learned men slie was divorc’d. 

And the late marriage made of none effect : 

Since which, she was removed to Kimbolton, 
Where she remains now, sick, 

2 Gent* Alas, good lady ! — 

[ Trumpets. 

The trumpets sound: stand close, the queen is 
coming. 

THE ORDER OF THE PROCESSION. 

A lively flourish of Trumpets} then enter, 

1. Two Judges. 

2. Lord Chancellor, with the purse and mace bfore 

him, 

3. Choristers singing. [Musick. 

4. Mayor of London, hearing the mace* Then Garter, 

in his coat of arms, and, on his head, a gUt 
copper crown* 

5* Marquis Dorset, bearing a scepter of gold, on his 
head a demi-coronal of gold* With him, the 
Earl of Surrey, bearing the rod <f silver, 
with the dove, crowned with an earVs coronet* 
Collars of SS. 

6. Duke of Sufolk, in his robe of estate, his coronet 

on his head, bearing a long whUe wand, as 
high steward* With him thi Duke of Nor-* 
folk, wUh the rod of marshedship, a coronet 
on his head. Colhtrs of SS* 

7. A canopy home by four f the Cinque-porta ; under 

U, the Queen in her robes in her hair, richly 
adorned with pearl, crowned. On each sale 
of her, the Bidiopa of London and Win- 
chester* 

8. The old Dvehesa of Nonfldk, in a coronal of gold, 

wrought with flowers, bearing the Qtteen*s 
train* 

9. Certain Ladies or Countesses, with plain circles of 

gold without flowets. 
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2 Cent* A royal train, believe me, — These I | 
know ; — 

Who*s that, that bears the scepter? 

1 Gent* Marquis Dorset : 

And that the earl of Surrey, witli the rod. 

2 Gent* A bold brave gentleman: And that 

should be 

The duke of Suffolk. 

1 Gent, *Tis the same ; high-stew'ard. 

2 Gent. And that my lord of Norfolk ? 

1 Gent. Yes, 

2 Gent. Heaven bless thee ! 

[Looking on the Queen. 

Thou hast the sweetest face I ever look'd on. — 

Sir, as I have a soul, she is an angel ; 

Our king has all the Indies in his anns, 

1 cannot blame his conscience. 

1 Gent* They, that bear 

Tlie cloth of honour over her, are four barons 
Of tlie Cinque-ports. 

2 Gent* Those men are happy ; and so are all, 

are near her. 

I take it, she that carries up the train, 

Is that old noble lady, duchess of Norfolk. 

1 Gent* It is ; and all the rest arc countesses. 

2 Gent* Their coronets say so. These arc stars 

indeed. 

[Exit Procession, with a great flourish of 
Trumpets* I 

Enter a Third Gentleman. 

Heaven save you, sir ! where have you been broiling? 

3 Gent* Among the crowd i’ the abbey j where a 

finger 

Could not be wedg’d in more ; and 1 am stifled 
With the mere rankness of their joy. 

2 Gent. You saw 

The ceremony ? 

S Gent* That I did. 

1 Gent* How was it ? 

3 Gent* Well worth the seeing, 

2 Gent* Good sir, speak it to us. 

3 Gent. As well as I am able. The rich stream 
Of lords, and ladies, having brought the queen 
To a prepar’d place in the choir, fell ofl' 

A distance from her ; while her grace sat down 
To rest a while, some half an hour, or so, 

In a rich chair of state, opposing freely 
The beauty of her person to the people. 

Believe me, sir, she is the goodliest woman 
That ever sat by man : which when the people 
Had the full view of, such a noise arose 
As the shrouds make at sea in a stiff' tempest, 

As loud, and to as many tunes : hats, cloaks, 
(Doublets, 1 think,) flew up ; and had tlieir faces 
Been lose, this day they had been lost. Sucli joy 
I never saw before* No man living 
Could say, This is my wife, there ; all were woven 
So strangely in one piece. 

2 Gent* But, ’pray, what follow’d ? 

3 Gent* At length her grace rose, imd with modest 

paces 

Came to the altar ; where she kneel’d, and, saint-like. 
Cast her fair eyes to heaven, and pray’d devoutly. 
Then rose again, and bow’d her to the people : 
When by the archbishop of Canterbury 
She had all the royal makings of a queen ; 

As holy oil, Edward Confessor’s crown, 

Hie rod, and bird of peace, and all such emblems 
Laid nobly on her : which perform’d, the choir, 


With all the choicest musick of the kingdom, 
Together sung Te Deum* So she parted. 

And with tlie same full state pac’d back again * 
To York-place, where the feast is held. 

1 Gent* Sir, you 

Must no more call it York-place, that is past : 

For, since the cardinal fell, that title’s lost ; 

’Tis now the king’s, and cdl’d — Whitehall. 

3 Gent* 1 know it ; 

But ’tis so lately alter’d, that the old name 
Is fresh about me. 

2 Gent. What two reverend bishops 

Were those that went on each side of the queen? 

3 Gent* Stokesly and Gardiner; tlie one, of Win- 

chester, 

(Newly preferr’d from the king’s secretary,) 

The other, London. 

2 Gent. He of Winchester 

Is held no great good lover of the archbishop’s, 

The virtuous Cranmer. 

3 Geiit. All the land knows that : 

However, yet there’s no great breach ; when it comes, 
Cranmer will find a friend will not shrink from him. 

2 Gent* Who may that be, I pray you ? 

3 Gent. Thomas Cromwell ; 

A man in much esteem with the king, and truly 
A worthy friend. — The king 

Has made him master o’the jewel-house, 

And one, already, of the privy-council. 

2 Gent* He will deserve more. 

3 Gent* Yes, without all doubt. 

Come, gentlemen, ye shall go my way, which 

Is to the court, and there ye shall be my guests ; 
Something I can command. As 1 walk thither, 

I’ll tell ye more. 

Itoth* You may command us, sir. [Exeunt, 

SCENE II. — Kimbolton. 

E9Uer Katharine, Dowager, sick ; led between 
Griffith and Fatiknce, 

Gnf, How does your grace? 

Kath, O, Griffith, sick to death : 

My legs, like loaden branches, bow to the earth, 
Willing to leave their burden : Reach a chair j «— 
So, — now metliinks, I feel a little ease. 

Didst thou not tell me, Griffith, as thou led’st me, 
That the great child of honour, cardinal Wolsey, 
Was dead ? 

Onf. Yes, madam ; but I tliink, your grace. 

Out of the pain you suffer’d, gave no ear to’t, 

Kath* Pr’ythee, good Griffith, tell me how he died : 
If well, he stepp’d before me, happily 9, 

For my example. 

Grif. Well, the voice goes, madam : 

For after the stout earl Nortliumberland 
Arrested him at York, and brought him forward 
(As a man sorely tainted,) to his answer, 

He fell sick suddenly, and grew so ill 
He could not sit his mule. 

Kath* Alas ! poor man ! 

Grif* At last, with easy roads, he came to Leicester, 
Lodg’d in the abbey ; where the reverend abbot, 
With all his convent, honourably receiv’d him ; 

To whom he gave these words, — 0, father abbot, 
An old man, broken with the storms of Me, 

Is come to lay his weary bones among ye ; 

Give him a Utile eatih for charity / ^ 

So went to bed : where eagerly his sickness 
I 9 Haply. 
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'Pursu’d him still ; and three nights after this, 

About the hour of eight, ( which he himself 
Foretold should be his last,) full of repentance, 
Continual meditations, tears, and sorrows, 

He gave his honours to the world again, 

His blessed part to heaven, and slept in peace. 

JCath . So may he rest ; liis faults lie gently on him ! 
Yet tlius far, Griffith, give me leave to speak him. 
And yet with charity, — He was a man 
Of an unbounded stomach, ever ranking 
Himself with princes ; one that by suggestion 
Ty’d all the kingdom : simony was fair play ; 

His own opinion was his law ; 1’ the presence ‘ 

He would say untruths ; and be ever double 
Both in his words and meaning : He was never. 
But where he meant to ruin, pitiful : 

His promises were, as he then w'as, mighty ; 

But his performance, as he is now, nothing. 

Noble madam, 

Men’s evil manners live in brass ; their virtues 
We write in water. May it please your highness 
To hear me speak his good now ? 

JUTcUh, Yes, good Griffith ; 

I were malicious else. 

Grif, This cardinal, 

Though from an humble stock, undoubtedly 
Was fashion’d to much honour. From his cradle, 
He was a scholar, and a ripe and good one ; 
Exceeding wise, fair spoken, and persuading : 
Lofty, and sour, to them that lov’d him not ; 

But, to those men that sought him, sweet as summer. 
And though he were unsatisfied in getting, 

(Which was a sin,) yet in bestowing, madam, 

He was most princely : Ever witness for him 
Those twins of learning, that he raised in you, 
Ipswich, and Oxford ! one^ of which fell with him. 
Unwilling to outlive the good that did it ; 

The other, though unfini^’d, yet so famous, 

So excellent in art, and still so rising, 

That Christendom shall ever speak his virtue. 

His overthrow heap'd happiness upon him ; 

For then, and not till then, he felt himself, 

And found the blessedness of being little : 

And, to add greater honours to his age 
Than man could give him, he died, fearing God. 

JKcUh* After my deatfi I wish no other herald, 

No other speaker of my living actions. 

To keep mine honour from corruption, 

But such an honest chronicler as Griffith. 

Whom 1 most hated living, thou hast made me, 
With thy religious truth, and modesty, 

Now in his ashes honour : Peace be with him ! — 
Patience, be near me still ; and set me lower : 

I have not long to trouble thee. — Good Griffith, 
Cause the musicians play me that sad note 
I nam’d my knell, whilst I sit meditating 
On that celestial harmony I go to. 

Sad and solemn Mtisick, 

Gt^, She is asleep : Good wench, let’s ut down 
quiet, 

For fear we wake her ; — Softly, gentle Patience. 

The Ptsim* Enter, solemnly tripling me ajler an- 
other, m Personages, clad in white rohes, wearing 
on their heads garlands of bays and golden mards 
on their faces : branches <f bays or palm in their 
hande- They first congee unto her, then dance; 
and, at certain changes, the first two hold a si>are 
garland over her he^t at which, the other four 
» Of the king. * Ipswich 


make reverend courCnes ; then the two that held the 
garland, deliver the same to the other next two, who 
observe the same order in their changes, and holding 
the garland over her head : which done, they deliber 
the same garland to the last ttvo, who likewise ob^ 
serve the same order: at which, {as it were by 
inspirtUion,) she makes in her sleep signs if rejoicing, 
and holdeth up her hands to heaven: and so m 
their dancing they vanish, carrying the garland 
wUh them. The musick continues. 

Kath. Spirits of peace, where are ye ? Arc ye all 
gone? 

And leave me here in wretchedness behind ye ? 

Grf. Madam, we are here. 

Kath. It is not you I call for ; 

Saw ye none enter, since I slept ? 

Grif. None, madam. 

Kath. No? Saw you not, even now, a blessed troop 
Invite me to a banquet ; whose bright faces 
Cast thousand beams upon me, like the sun ? 

They promis’d me eternal happiness ; 

And brought me garlands, Griffith, wliich I feel 
I am not worthy yet to wear : 1 shall, 

Assuredly. 

Grif. 1 am most joyful, madam, such good dreams 
Possess your fancy. 

Kath. Bid the musick leave. 

They are harsh and heavy to me. [Musick ceases. 

Pat. Do you note, 

How much her grace is alter’d on the siidtlen ? 

How long her face is drawn ? How pale she looks, 
And of an earthy cold ? Mark you her eyes ? 

Grif. She is going, wench j pray, pray. 

Pat. Heaven comfort her ! 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. A n’t like your grace, — 

Kidh. You are a saucy fellow : 

j Deserve we no more reverence ? ‘ 
j Grif. You are to blame, 

Knowing, she will not lose her wonted greatness, 
To use so rude behaviour : go to, kneel. 

Mess. I humbly do entreat your highness’ pardon: 
My haste made me unmannerly ; There is staying 
A gentleman, sent from the king, to see you. 

Kath. Admit him entrance, Griffith: But this 
fellow 

Let me ne’er see again. 

[Exeunt Griffith and Messenger. 

Re-enter Griffith, wUh Capucius. 

If my sight fail not, 

You should be lord ambassador from the emperor, 
My royal nephew, and your name Capucius. 

Cap. Madam, tlie same, your servant 
Kath. O, my lord> 

The times, and titles, now are alter’d strangely 
With me, since first you knew me. But, I pray you, 
What is your pleasure with me? 

Cap. Noble lady, 

Hrst, mine ov^ service to your grace ; the next, 
The king’s request that I would visit you ; 

Who grieves much for your weakness, and by me 
Sends you his princely commendations, 

And heartily entreats you take good comfort 
Kath. O my good lord, that comfort comes too 
late^ 

’Tis like a pardon after execution : 

That gentle physick, given in time, had cur’d me l 
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But now I am past all comforts here, but prayers. 
How does his highness ? 

Cap, Madam, in good health. 

Kath, So may he ever do ! and ever flourish, 
When I shall dwell witfi worms, and my poor name 
Banish’d the kingdom ! — Patience, is that letter, 

I caus’d you write, yet sent away ? 

Bat. No, madam. 

[Giving it to Katharine. 
ICath. Sir, I most humbly pray you to deliver 
This to my lord the king. 

Cap. Most willing, madam. 

Kath. In which I have commended to his goodness 
The model of our chaste loves, his young daugh- 
ter 3 ; — 

The dews of heaven fall thick in blessings on her ! — 
Beseeching him, to give her virtuous breeding ; 
(She is young, and of a noble modest nature ; 

1 hope, she will deserve well ;) and a little 
To love her for her mother’s sake, that lov’d him, 
Heaven knows how dearly. My next poor petition 
Is, that his noble grace would have some pity 
Upon my wretched women, that so long 
Have follow’d both my fortune.s faithfully ; 

Of which there is not one, I dare avow, 

(And now I should not lie,) but will deserve 
For virtue, and true beauty of the soul, 

For honesty, and decent carriage, 

A right good husband, let him be a noble ; 


And, sure, those men are happy that shall have them. 
The last is, for my men : — they are tlie poorest, 
But poverty could never draw them from me ; — 
That they may have their wages duly paid them, 
And something over to remember me by ; 

If heaven had pleas’d to have given me longer life. 
And able means, wc had not parted thus. 

These are the whole contents : — And, good my 
lord, 

By that you love the dearest in this world. 

As you wish Christian peace to souls departed. 
Stand these poor people’s friend, and urge the king 
To do me this last right. 

Cap. By heaven, I will ; 

Or let me lose the fashion of a man ! 

Kath. 1 thank you, honest lord. Kemember me 
In all humility unto his highness : 

Say, his long trouble now is passing 
Out of this w'orld : tell him, in death I bless’d him, 
For so I will. — Mine eyes grow dim. — Farewell, 
My lord. — Griffith, farewell. — Nay, Patience, 
You must not leave me yet. I must to bed ; 

Call in more women. — When I am dead, good w'ench, 
Let me be us’d with honour ; strew me over 
With maiden flowers, that all the world may know 
I was a chaste wife to my grave : embalm me. 
Then lay me forth : altlioiigh unqueen’d, yet like 
A queen, and daughter to a king, inter me. 

I can no more. — - [Exeunt, leading Katharine. 


ACT V. 


SCENE I. •— .(f GaUerp in the Palace. | 

Enter Gardiner, Bishop oj Winchester, a Page | 
with a Torch before him, met by Sir Thomas 
Lovell. 

Gar. It’s one o’clock, boy, is’t not? 

Boy. It liath struck. 

Gar. These should be hours for necessities. 

Not for delights ; times to repair our nature 
With comforting repose, and not for us 
To waste these times. — - Good hour of night, sir 
Thomas ! 

Whither so late ? 

Lov. Came you from the king, my lord ? 

Gar. I did, sir Thomas; and left him atprimero^ 
Witli the duke of Suffolk. 

Lov. I must to him too. 

Before he go to bed. I’ll take my leave. 

Gar. Not yet, sir Thomas Lovell. What’s the 
matter ? 

It seems, you are in haste : an if there be 
No great offence belongs to’t, give your friend 
Some touch of your late business : Affairs, that walk 
As, they say, spirits do,) at midnight, have 
n them a wilder nature, than the business 
That seeks despatch by day. 

Lov. My lord, I love you ; 

And durst commend a secret to your car 
Much weightier than this work. The queen’s in 
labour, 

They say, in great extremity ; and fear’d, 

She’ll with the labour end. 

Gar. The fruit, she goes with, 

1 ]^y for heartily ; that it may find 
Good time, and live : but for the stock, sir Thomas, 
1 wish it grubb’d up now. 

3 Afterwards queen Mary. * A game at cards. 


Lov, Methinks, I could 

Cry the amen ; and yet my conscience says 
She’s a good creature, and, sweet lady, docs 
Deserve our better wishes. 

Gar. But, sir, sir, 

Hear me, sir Thomas : you are a gentleman 
Of mine own way ; I know you wise, religious ; 
And, let me tell you, it will ne’er be well, — 

’Twill not, sir Thomas Lovell, take’t of me, 

Till Cranmer, Cromwell, her two hands, and she, 
Sleep in their graves. 

Lov. Now, sir, you speak of two 

The most remark’d i’tlie kingdom. As for Crom- 
well, — 

Beside that of the jewel-house, he’s made master 
O’thc rolls, and the king’s secretary ; furtlicr, sir. 
Stands in the gap and trade of more preferments. 
With which the time will load him : Tlie archbishop 
Is the king’s liand, and tongue; And who dare speak 
One syllable against him? 

Gar, Yes, yes, sir Thomas, 

There are that dare ; and I myself have ventur’d 
To speak my mind of him : and, indeed, this day, 
Sir, (1 may tell it you,) I think, 1 have 
Incens’d 3 the lords o’the council, that he is 
(For so I know he is, they know he is,) 

A most arch heretick, a pestilence 
That does infect the land : with which they moved, 
Have broken with ^ the king ; who hath so far 
Given ear to our complaint, (of his great grace 
And princely care ; foreseeing those fell mischiefs, 
Our reasons laid before him,) he hath commanded, 
To-morrow morning to the council-board 
He be convented, 7 He’s a rank weed, sir Thomas, 
I And we must root him out. From your affairs 
1 hinder you too long : good night, sir Thomas. 

[ ^ Sot on. * Told their minds to. 7 Summoned. 
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Zov* Many good nights, my lord ; 1 rest yonr 
servant. [ZlJieunt Gardiner ond Page, 

As Lovell u going outt enter the Kino and the 
Duke of Suffolk. 

Hen, Charles, I will play no more to>night ; 
My mind’s not on’t, you are too hard for me. 

Suf, I did never win of you before. 

JT. Hen, But little, Charles ; 

Nor shall not, when my fancy’s on my play. — 
Now, Lovell, from the queen what is the news ? 

Lov, 1 could not personally deliver to her 
What you commanded me, but by her woman 
I sent your message ; who return’d her thanks 
In the greatest humbleness, and desir’d your highness 
Most heartily to pray for her, 

jT. Hen, What say’st thou ? ha ! 

To pray for her ? what, is she crying out ? 

Imv, So said her woman ; and that her sufferance 
made 

Almost each pang a death, 
if. Hen, Alas, good lady ! 

Suf. God safely quit her of her burden, and 
With gentle travail, to the gladding of 
Your highness with an heir ! 

AT. Hen, ’Tis midnight, Charles, 

Pr’ythee, to bed ; and in thy prayers remember 
The estate of my poor queen. Leave me alone ; 
For I must think of that, which company 
Will not be friendly to. 

Suf. I wish your highness 

A qiuet night, and my good mistress will 
Remember in my prayers. 

JT. Hen, Charles, good night. 

[Exit Suffolk. 
Enter Sir Anthony Denny. 

Well, sir, what follows? 

Den, Sir, I have brought my lord the archbishop, 
As you commanded me. 

X, Hen, Ila ! Canterbury ? 

Den, Ay, my good lord. 

JT. Hen, ’Tis true : Where is he, Denny ? 
Den, He attends your highness* pleasure. 

X, Hen, , luring him to us. 

Denny. 

Lov, This is about that which the bishop spake ; 

I am happily come hitlier. [Aside, 

Re-enter Denny, with Cranmer. 

JT. Hen, Avoid the gallery. 

[Lovell seems to stay, 
Ha ! — I have said. — Be gone. 

What— [Exeunt Lovell and Denny. 

Cran, I am fearful : — Wherefore frowns he thus ? 
Tis his aspect of terror. All’s not well. 

X, Hen, How now, my lord? You do desire to 
know 

Wherefore I sent for you. 

Cran, It is my duty, 

To attend your highness’ pleasure. 

X, Hen, Pray you, arise, 

My good and gracious lord of Canterbury. 

Come, you and I must walk a turn together ; 

1 have news to tell you : Come, come, give me your 
hand. 

Ah, my good lord, I grieve at what I speak, 

Ai]4 sorry to repeat what follows ; 

1 have, and most unwillingly^ of late 
Heard many grievous, I do say, my lord, 


Grievous complaints of you ; wliich, being consider’d, 
Have mov’d us and our council, that you shall 
This morning come before us ; where, I know, 

You cannot with such freedom purge yourself, * 

But that, till further trial, in those charges 
Which will require your answer, you must take 
Your patience to you, and be well contented 
To make your house our Tower ; You a brother of 
us 8, 

It fits we thus proceed, or else no witness 
Would come against you. 

Cran, I humbly thank your highness ; 

And am right glad to catch this good occasion 
Most throughly to be winnow’d, where my chaff* 
And corn shall fiy asunder : for, 1 know, 

There’s none stands under more calumnious tongues, 
Than I myself, poor man. 

X, Hen. Stand up, good Canterbury; 

Tliy truth, and thy integrity, is rooted 
In us, thy friend : Give me thy liand, stand up ; 
Pr’ythee, let’s walk. Now, by my holy~dame, 
What manner of man arc you ? My lord, 1 look’d 
You would have given me your petition, that 
I should have ta’en some pains to bring together 
Yourself and your accusers ; and to have heard you 
Without indurance, further. 

Cran, Most dread liege, 

The good I stand on is my trutli, and honesty ; 

If they shall fail, I, with mine enemies, 

Will triumph o’er my person ; which 1 weigh not, 
Being of those virtues vacant. I fear nothing 
What can be said against me. 

X. Hen, Know you not how 

Your state stands i’the world, witli the whole world ? 
Your enemies 

Are many, and not small ; their practices 
Must bear the same proportion : and not ever 
The justice and the truth o’the question carries 
The due o’the verdict with it : Jtt what ease 
Might corrupt minds procure knaves as corrupt 
To swear against you? such things have been done. 
You are potently oppos’d ; and with a malice 
Of as great size. Ween ^ you of better treatment, 

I mean in perjur’d witness, than your Master, 
Whose minister you are, whiles here he liv’d 
Upon this naughty earth ? Go to, go to ; 

You take a precipice for no leap of danger, 

And woo your own destruction. 

Cran, God, and your majesty, 

Protect mine innocence, or I fell into 
The trap is laid for me ! 

X, Hen, Be of good cheer ; 

They shall no more prevail, than we give way to. 
Keep comfort to you ; and this morning see 
You do appear before tliem : if they shall chance, 
In charging you with matters, to commit you, 

The best persuasions to the contrary 
Fail not to use, and with what vehemency 
The occasion shall instruct you : if entreaties 
Will render you no remedy, this ring 
Deliver them, and your appeal to us 
There make before them* — Look, the good man 
weeps! 

He’s honest, on mihe honour, 
r swear, he is true-hearted ; and a soul 
None better in my kingdom. — Get you gone, 

And do as I have bid you. — C ranher.] He 
has strangled 
His language in his tears. 

0 One of the eounoil * Tbinfc. 
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Enter an old Lady. 

Gent, [JTzfAm.] Comeback; What mean vou? 
Ledy, I’ll not come back : the tidings tliat I -ring 
Will make my boldness manners. — Now good 
angels 

Fly o*er thy royal head, and shade thy person 
Under their blessed wings ! 

K, Hen, Now, by thy looks 

1 guess thy message. Is the queen deliver’d ? 

Say, ay ; and of a boy. 

Lady, Ay, ay, my liege ; 

And of a lovely boy : The God of heaven 
Both now and ever bless her ! — *tis a girl, 
Promises boys hereafter. Sir, your queen 
Desires your visitation, and to be 
Acquainted with this Stranger ; *tis us like you 
As cherry is to cherry. 

JL Hen, Lovell, — 

Enter Lovell. 

Lov, Sir. 

JC, Hen, Give her an hundred marks. I’ll to the 

queen. [Exit King. 

Lady. An hundred marks ! by this light, 1*11 
have more. 

An ordinary groom is for such payment. 

I will have more, or scold it out of him. 

Said I for this, the girl is like to him ? 

I will have more, or else unsay’t ; and now 
While it is hot, Pll put it to the issue. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. — Lobby before the Council^ Chamber, 

Enter Cranher ; Servants, Door-Keeper, ^c. 
attending* 

Cran, I hope, 1 am not too late ; and yet the gen- 
tleman. 

That was sent to me from the council, pray’d me 
To make great hastf. All fast ? what means this? 
— Hoa! 

Who waits tliere ? — Sure you know me? 

JD, Keep, Yes, my lord ; 

But yet I cannot help you. 

Cran* Why ? 

V, Keep, Your grace must wait till you be call’d 
for. 

Enter Doctor Butts, 

Cran, So, 

Butts, Tliis is a piece of malice, I am glad 
I came this way so happily ; The king 
Shall understand it presently. [ExU Butts. 

Cran, [Aside,^ ’Tis Butts, 

The king’s physician : As he past along, 

How earnestly he cast his eyes upon me ! 

Pray heaven, he sound not my disgrace ! For certain. 
This is of purpose lay’d, by some that hate me, 

( God turn titeir hearts ! I never sought their malice,) 
To quench mine honour : they would shame to make 
me 

Wait else at door ; a fellow-counsellor. 

Among boys, grooms, and lackeys. But their 
pleasures 

Must be fulfill’d, and 1 attend witli patience. 

Enter, ai d Window cdtove, the Kino and Butts. 

Butts, I’ll show your grace the strangest sight, — 
JT. Hen, What’s that. Butts? 

Butts, I think your highness saw this many a day. 


K, Hen. Body o’ me, where is it ? 

Biats, There, my lord ; 

The high promotion of his grace of Canterbury ; 
Who holds his state at door, ’mongst pursuivants, 
Pages, and foot-boys. 

K. Hen, Ila ! ’Tis he, indeed ; 

Is this the honour they do one another ? 

’Tis well, there’s one above them yet. I had thought, 
They had parted so much honesty amongst them, 
(At least, good manners,) as not thus to sutler 
A man of his place, and so near our favour. 

To dance attendance on their lordships* pleasures. 
And at the door too, like a post with packets. 

By holy Mary, Butts, there’s knavery ; 

Let them alone, and draw tlie curtain close ; 

We shall hear more anon. — [JSxcufU, 

The Council-Chamber, 

Enter the Lord Chancellor, the Duke of Suffolk, 
Earl OF Suiirev, Lord Chamberlain, Gari)Inf.r, 
and Cromwell. The Chancellor places himselj 
at the upper end of the Table, on the lift hand ; a 
Seat being left void above him, as for the Archbi- 
shop OF Cantebburv. The rest seat themselves in 
order on each side. Cromwell at the lower end, 
as Secretary. 

Chan, Speak to the business, master secretary ; 
Why are we met in council ? 

Crom.. Please your honours, 

IKc chief cause concerns his grace of Canterbury. 
Gar, Has he had knowledge of it ? 

Crom* Yes. 

Nor. Who waits there ? 

D. Keep, Without, my noble lords ? 

Gar, Yes. 

D, Keep, My lord archbishop , 

And has done half an hour, to know your pleasures 
Chaji. Let him come in. 

D. Keep, Your grace may enter now. 

[Cranmf.r a]>}>roache$ the Council-Table, 
Chan, My good lord archbishop, I am very sorry 
To sit here at this present, and behold 
That chair stand empty : But we all arc men, 

In our own natures frail ; out of whicli frailty, 

And want of wisdom, you, that best should teach us. 
Have misdemean’d yourself, and not a little, 
Tow'ard the king first, tlien his laws, in filling 
The whole realm, by your teaching, and your chap 
lains, 

(For so we are inform’d,) witli new opinions. 
Divers and dangerous, which are heresies, 

And, not reform’d, may prove pernicious. 

Gar, Which reformation must be sudden too, 
My noble lords : for those that tame wild horses. 
Pace them not in their hands to make them gentle ; 
But stop their mouths with stubborn bits, and spur 
tliem, 

Till they obey tlie manage. If we suffer 
(Out of our easiness and childish pity 
To one man’s honour) this contagious sickness. 
Farewell, all physick : And what follows then ? 
Commotions, uproars, with a general taint 
Of the whole state : as, of late days, our neighbours, 
The upper Germany, can dearly witness. 

Yet freely pitied in our memories. 

Cran, My good lords, hitherto, in all the progress 
Both of my life and ofiice, I have labour’d. 

And with no little study, that my teaching. 

And the strong course of my authority, 
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Might go one way, and safely ; and the end 
Was ever, to do well ; nor is tliere living 
(I speak it with a single heart, my lords,) 

A man, that more detests, more stirs against, 

Both in his private conscience, and his place. 
Defacers of a public peace, than I do. 

*Pray heaven, the king may never find a heart 
With less allegiance in it ! Men, that make 
Envy, and crooked malice, nourisliment. 

Dare bite the best. I do beseech your lordships, 
lliat, in this case of justice, my accusers. 

Be what they will, may stand forth face to face, 
And freely urge against me. 

Suf. Nay, my lord, 

That cannot be ; you are a counsellor, 

And, by that virtue, no man dare accuse you. 

Gar, My lord, because we have business of more 
moment, 

We will be short with you. ’Tis his highness’ 
pleasure, , 

And our consent, for better trial of you, 

From hence you be committed to the Tower ; 
Where, being but a private man again, 

You shall know many dare accu.se you boldly. 

More tlian, I fear, you are provided for. 

Cran, Ah, my good lord of Winchester, I thank 

you* 

You are always my good friend ; if your will pass, 
I shall both find your lordship judge and juror. 
You arc so merciful ; I sec your end, 

’Xis my undoing : Love, and meekness, lord. 
Become a churchman better than ambition ; 

Win straying souls with modesty again. 

Cast none away. That I shall clear myself, 

Lay all the weight ye can upon my patience, 

I make as little doubt, as you do conscience, 

In doing daily wrongs. I could say more, 

But reverence to your calling makes me modest. 

Gar. My lord, my lord, you are a sectary, 

That’s the plain truth ; your painted gloss discovers, 
To men that understand you, words and weakness. 

Crom, My lord of Winchester, you are a little. 
By your good favour, too sharp ; men so noble, 
However faulty, yet should find respect 
For what^they have been ; ’tis a cruelty, 

To load a ihlling man. 

Gar. Good master secretary, 

I cry your honour mercy ; you may, worst 
Of all this table, say so. 

Crom, Why, my lord ? 

Gar, Do not I know you for a favourer 
Of this new sect? ye are not sound. 

Crom, Not sound ? 

Gar. Not sound, I say. 

Crom, ’Would you were half so honest! 

Men’s prayers tlien would seek you, not their fears. 
Gar, 1 shall remember this bold language. 

Crom, Do. 

Remember your bold life too. 

Cftan, This is too much ; 

Forbear, for shame, my lords. 

Gar. I have done. 

Crom* And I, 

Chan. Then tlius for you, my lord, — It stands 
agreed, 

1 take it, by all voices, that forthwith 
You be convey’d to the Tower a prisoner ; 

There to remain, till the king’s further pleasure 
Be known unto us : Are you all agreed, lords? 
AH. We arc* 


Cran. Is there no other w'ay of mercy, 

But I must needs to the Tower, my lords ? 

Gar, What other 

Would you expect? You are strangely troublesome! 
Let some o’the guard be ready tlierc. 

Enter Guard, 

Cran, For me? 

Must I go like a traitor thither ? 

Gar, Receive him, 

And see him safe i’the Tower. 

Cran. Staj^ gt>od my lords, 

1 have a little yet to say. Look there, my lords ; 
By virtue of that ring, I take my cause 
Out of the gripes of cruel men, and give it 
To a mo.st noble judge, the king my master. 

Cham. This is the king’s ring. 

Sur. * ’Tis no counterfeit. 

Suf, ’Tis the right ring, by heaven : I told ye all, 
When we first put this dangerous stone a rolling, 
’Twould fall upon ourselves. 

Nor. Do you think, my lords, 

The king w'ill suffer but the little finger 
Of this man to be vex’d ? 

Cham. ’Tis now too certain : 

How much more is his life in value witli him ? 
’Would I were fairly out on’t. 

Crom. My mind gave me. 

In seeking tales, and informations, 

Against this man, (whose honesty the devil 
And his discijiles only envy at,) 

Ye blew the fire that burns ye : Now have at ye. 

Enter King, frowning on them; takes his Seat, 
Gar, Dread sovereign, how much are we bound 
to heaven 

In daily thanks, that gave us such a prince ; 

Not only good and wise, but most religious : 

One that, in all obedience, maizes the church 
The chief aim of his honour ; and, to strengthen 
That holy duty, out of dear respect, 

His royal self in judgment comes to hear 
The cause betwixt her and this great offender. 

A”. Hen, You were ever good at sudden commend- 
ations, 

Bishop) of Winchester. But know, I come not 
To hear such fiattcry now, and in my presence ; 
Tliey are too thin and base to hide offences. 

To me you cannot reach, you play the spaniel, 

And think with wagging of your tongue to win me ; 
But, whatsoe’er thou tak’st me for, 1 am sure, 
Thou hast a cruel nature, and a bloody. — 

Good man, [ To Cranmkr.] sit down. Now let me 
see the proudest 

He, that dares most, but wag his finger at thee : 

By all that’s holy, he had better starve, 

Than but once think this place becomes thee not. 
Sur. May it please your grace, — 

IT, Hen. No, sir, it does not pk^ase me. 

I bad thought. I had had men of some under- 
standing 

And wisdom, of my council ; but I find none. 

Was it discretion, lords, to let this man, 

’Ibis good man, (few of you deserve that title,) 
This honest man, wait like a lousy footboy 
At chamber door? and one as great as you are ? 
Why, what a shame was this ? Did my commission 
Bid ye so far forget yourselves ? I gave ye 
Power as he was a counsellor to try him, 

Not as a groom : There’s some of ye» I see. 



Scene III. 

More out of malice than integrity, 

Would try him to the utmost, had yc mean ; 

Which ye shall never have, while 1 live. 

Chan. ^ Thus far, 

My most dread sovereign, may it like your grace 
To let my tongue excuse all. What was purpos’d 
Concerning his imprisonment, was rather 
(If there Ihj faith in men) meant for liLs trial. 

And fair purgation to tlie world, than malice ; 

I am sure, in me. 

K. lien. Well, well, my lords, respect him ; 
Take him, and use him well, he’s worthy of it. | 
I will say thus much for him, If a prince 
May be beholden to a subject,, I 
Am, for his love and service, so to him. 

Make me no more ado, but all embrace him ; 

Be friends, for shame, my lords, — My lord of Can- 
terbury, 

I have a suit wliich jou must not deny me ; 

That is, a fair young maid that yet wants baptism. 
You must be godlatlier, and answer for her. 

Cmn. The greatest monarcli now' alive may glory 
In such an honour; How may I deserve it. 

That am a poor and humble subject to you ? 

A’i Hen. Come, come, my lord, you’d spare your 
spoons’ ; you shall have 

Two noble partners with you ; the old duchess of 
Norfolk, 

And lady marquis Dorset ; Will these please you ? 
Once more, my lord of Winchester, I charge you. 
Embrace, and love tliis man. 

Gar. With a true heart, 

And brother-lovc, I do it. 

Crnn. And let heaven 

Witness, how dear I hold this confirmation. 

K, Hen. Good man, those joyful tears show thy 
true heart. 

The common voice, I see, is verified 
Of thee, which sayft thus, Ho my lord of Canterbury 
A shrewd tunit and he is your friend for ever. — 
Come, lords, we trifle time away ; I long 
To have this young one made a Christian. 

As I have made ye one, lords, one remain ; 

So I grow stronger, you more honour gain. 

[^Exeunt. 

SCENE III. — r/ic Palace Yard. 

Noise and Tumult within. Enter Porter and his 
Man. 

Port. You’ll leave your noise anon, ye rascals ; 
Do you take the court for Paris-garden * ? ye rude 
slaves, leave your gaping. 3 

{Within.‘\ Good master porter, I belong to the 
larder. 

Port. Belong to tlie gallows, and be hanged, you 
rogue : Is this the place to roar in ? — Fetch me a 
dozen crab* tree staves, and strong ones ; tliesc are 
but switches to them. — I’ll scratch your heads ; 
You must be seeing christenings ? Do you look for 
ale and cake here, you rude rascals? 

Man. Pray, sir, be patient ; ’tis as much impossible 
(Unless we sweep them from the door with cannons,) 
To scatter them, as *tis to make them sleep 
On May-day morning ; which will never be ; 

We may as well pusli against Paul’s, as stir them. 
Port, How got they in, and be hang’d ? 

’ It was an ancient custom for sponsors to present spoons to 
theli^.oMldrett 

* Ine bear |^en on the Bank-side. * Roaring. 
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Man. Alas, I know n(’t; How gets the tide in? 
As much as one sound cudgel of four foot 
(You sec the poor remainder) could distribute, 

I made no spare, sir. 

Port. You did nothing, sir, 

' Man. I am not Samson, nor sir Guy, nor Col- 
brand to mow tliem down before me . but, if I 
spared any, tliat had a head to hit, either young 
or old, he or she, let me never hope to see a chine 
again. 

Do you hear, master porter? 

Pori. I shall be with you presently, good master 
puppy. — Keep the door close, sirrah. 

Man. What would you have me do? 

Port. What should you do, hut knock them down 
by the dozens ? Is this Mooi fields to muster in ? 

Man. There is a fellow somewhat near the door, 
he should be a brazier by his face, for, o’ my con- 
science, twenty of the dog-days now reign in’a 
nose ; all that stand about him are under the line, 
they need no other penance : That fire-drake did I 
hit three times on the head, and tiiree times was 
his nose discharged against me; he stands there, 
like a mortar-i)icce, to blow us. There was a 
haberdasher’s wife of small wit near him, that railed 
upon me till her pink’d porringer ^ fell off her head, 
for kindling such a combustion in the stale. I 
miss’d the meteor 6 once, and hit that woman, wha 
cried out clubs ! when I might see from far some 
1 forty trunehcoiicers draw to her succour, which were 
the hope of the Strand, where she was quartered. 
They fell on ; 1 made good my place ; at length 
they came to the broomstalf with me, I defied them 
still ; when suddenly a file of boys behind them, 
loose shot, delivered such a showier of pebbles, that 
I was fain to draw mine honour in, and let them 
win the work ; The devil was amongst them, 1 think, 
suzely. 

Port. These arc the youths that thunder at a 
play-house, and fight for bitten apples ; that no 
audience, but the Tribulation of Tower-bill, or the 
limbs of Liinehouse, their dear brothers, are able to 
endure. I have some of them in I.imbo Palruvt'^, 
and there they are like to dance these three days ; 
besides tlie running banquet of tw'o beadles that 
is to come. 

Enter the Lord Chamberlain. 

Cham. Mercy o’ me, w'bat a multitude are here ! 
I’liey grow still too, from all parts they are coming, 
As if we kept a fair here ! Where are these porters, 
lliese lazy knaves ? — . Ye have made a fine hand, 
fellows. 

There’s a trim rabble let in ; Are all these 
Your faithful friends o’ the suburbs? We shall have 
Great store of room, no doubt, left for the ladies, 
When they pass back from the christening. 

Port. An’t please your honour, 

We are but men ; and what so many may do, 

Not being torn a pieces, we have done : 

An army cannot rule them. 

Cham. As I live, 

If the king blame me for’t. I’ll lay ye all 
By the heels, and suddenly ; and on your heads 
Clap round fines, for neglect : You arc lazy knaves; 
And here ye lie baiting of bumbards 9, when 

^ Guy of Warwick, nor Colbrand the Danish giant. 

* ipink'd cap. * I'he braaier. 

t Place of confinement. ^ A dessert of whii>|)ing; 

9 Black leather vessels to hold beer. 
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Ye should do service. Hark, the trumpets sound ; 
They are come already from the christening ; 

(jo, break among the press, and find a way out 
To let the tipoop pass fairly ; or 1*11 find 
A Marshalsea, shall hold you play these two months. 
Port. Make way there for tlie princess. 

Man* You great fellow, stand close up, or I’ll 
make your head ache. 

Pori, You i* the camblet, get up o’ the rail ; 1*11 
pick* you o’er the pales else. [£xeunU 

SCENE IV. — The Palace. ^ 

Enter Ti'umpets^ soxindinrr ; then two Aldermen, 
Lord Mayor, Garter, Cranmkh, Duke or Nor- 
folk, with his MarhaVs Staffs Duke of Suffolk, 
two Noblemen hearing great standing Bowls for 
the Christening Gifts; then four Noblemen, bear^ 
ing a Canopy f under which the Duchess of Nor- 
folk, Godmother i hearing the Child richly habited in 
a Mantle^ ^c. Train hortw by a Lady ; then follows 
the Makchioxfss of Dorset, the other Godmother, 
and Ladies. The Trooj) pass once about the Stage, 
ami Garter speaks. 

Gart. Heaven, from thy endless goodness, send 
prosperous life, long, and ever happy, to the high 
and mighty princess of England, Elizabeth. 

Flourish. Enter Kikg, and Train. 

Crnn. [Fneeling.] And to your royal grace, and 
the good queen, 

My noble piirtners, and myself, thus pray ; — 

All comfort, joy, in this most gracious lady. 
Heaven ever laid up to make parents happy, 

May hourly fall upon ye ! 

JT. Hen, Tliank you, good lord archbishop ; 
What is her name ? 

Cran. Elizabeth. 

E, Hen. Stand up, lord. — 

[The King kisses the Child. 
With this kiss take my blessing : God protect thee ! 
Into whose hands I give thy life. 

Cran, Amen: 

JT. Hen. My noble gossips, ye have been too 
prodigal ; . 

I tliank ye heartily j so shall this lady, 

When she has so much English. 

Cran. Let me speak, sir, 

For heaven now bids me ; and the words I utter 
Let none think flattery, for they’ll find tliem truth. 
This royal infant, (Heaven still move about her !) 
Though in her cradle, yet now promises 
Upon this land a thousand thousand blessings, 
Which time shall bring to ripeness : She shall be 
(But few now living can behold that goodness,) 

A pattern to all princes living with her, 

And all that shall succeed : Sheba was never 
More covetous of wisdom, and fair virtue, 
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Than tills pure soul shall be: all princely giaces, 
That mould up such a mighty piece as this is, 

With all the virtues that attend the good, ^ 
Shall still be doubled on her : truth shall nurse her, 
Holy and heavenly thoughts still counsel lier : 

She shall be lov’d, and fear’d ; Her own shall bless 
her : 

Her foes shake like a field of beaten corn, 

And hang their heads with sorrow: Good grows 
with her : 

In her days, every man shall eat in safety 
Under his own vine, what he plants; and sing 
The merry songs of peace to all his neighbours. 
God shall be truly known ; and those about her 
From her sliall read tlio perfect ways of honour, 
And by those claim their greatness, not by blood. 
[Nor s shall this peace sleep with her : But as when 
The bird of wonder dies, the maiden phoenix, 

Her ashes new create another heir, 

As great in admiration as herself; 

So shall she leave her blessedness to one, 

(When heavesn shall call her from this cloud of 
darkness,) 

Who, from the sacred ashes of her honour, 

Sliall star-like rise, as great in fame as she was, 
And so stand fix’d : Peace, plenty, love, truth, terror, 
That were the servants to this chosen infant. 

Shall then be his, and like a vine grow to him ; 
W’herever the bright sun of heaven shall shine, 

His honour and the greatness of his name 
Shall be, and make new nations : He shall flourish, 
And, like a mountain cedar, reach his branches 
To all the plains about liim : — Our children’s 
children 

Shall see this, and bless heaven, 

A*. Hen, Thou speakest wonders.] 

Cran. She shall be, to the happiness of England, 
An aged princess ; many days shall see her, 

And yet no day without a deedno crown it. 

’W’^ould I had known no more ! but she must die, 
She must, the saints must have her ; yet a virgin, 

A most unspotted lily shall she pass 

To the ground, and all the world shall mourn her. 

JC. Hen. O lord archbishop. 

Thou bast made roe now a man ; never, before 
This happy child, did I get any thing : 

This oracle of comfort has so pleas’d me, 

That, when I am in heaven, I shall desire 
To see what this child does, and prsdse my Maker. — 
I thank ye all : — To you, my good lord mayor, 
And your good brethren, I am much beholden ; 

I have received much honour by your presence, 
And yc shall find me thankful. Lead the way, lords ; 
Ye must all see the queen, and she must thank ye, 
She will be sick else. This day, no man think 
He has business at his house ; for all shall stay : 
This little one shall make it holiday. [Exeunt. 


EPILOGUE. 


’Tis ten to one, this play can never please 
All that are here : Some come to take their ease, 
And sleep an act or two ; but those, we fear, 

We have frighted with our trumpets ; so, ’tis clear, 
They’ll say, *tis naught ; others, to hear the city 
Abus’d extremely, and to cry, •^thafs witty/ 
Which we have not done neither ; that, I fear, 

AU the expected good we are like to hear 
t ^ At Greenwich. 


For this play at this time, is only in 
The merciful construction of good women ; 

For such a one we show’d them ; If they smile. 
And say, ’twill do, I know, within a wlule 
AU the best men arc ours ; for, ’tis ill hap, 

If they hold, when their ladies bid them dap. 

^ This and the following seventeen lines were probdUy 
written by B. Jonson, after the aceession of king James. 
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TROILUS AND CBESSIDA 


PERSONS REPRESENTED. 


Priam, King of Troy. 

H ECTOR, ^ 

Tkoilus, 

Paris, > his Sons, 

Deiphobus, 

tiELENUS, 

wtoE, J Trojan Commands. 

('aechas, a Trojan Priesty talcing part with the Greeks. 
I’andarus, Uncle to Cressida. 

Aoamemnon, the Grecian General. 

Men KLAUS, his Brother. 

Achilles, 

Ajax, 

Ulysses, 


Grecian Commanders. 


Nestor, “I 

Diomedes, I Grecian Commanders. 

Patroclus, J 

Thersites, a deformed and scurrilous Grecian. 
Alexander, Servant to Cressida. 

Servant to Troilus ; Servant to Paris; Servant to 
Diomedes. 

Helen, iri/e to Menelaus. 

Andromache, Wife to Hector. 

Cassandra, Daughter to Priam, a Prophetess. 
Cressida, Daughter to Calchas. 

Trojan and Greek SoldierSy and Attendants, 


SCENEy Troy, and the Grecian Camp before it. 


PROLOGUE. 


In Troy there lies the scene. From isles of Greece 
The princes orgulous \ their high blood chafd. 
Have to the port of Athens sent their ships, 
Fraught with the ministers and instruments 
Of cruel war ; Sixty, and nine, that wore 
Their crownets regal, from tlie Athenian bay 
Put forth toward Phrygia ; and their vow' is made, 
To ransack Troy ; within whose strong immures 
The ravish’d Helen, Menelaus’ queen, 

With wanton Paris sleeps ; and that’s the quan-el. 
To Tenedos they come ; 

And tlie deep-drawing barks do there disgorge 
Their warlike fraughtage ^ * Now on Dar^n plains 
The fresh and yet unbruised Greeks do pitch 
Their brave pavilions ; Priam’s six-gated city, 
Dardan, and Tymbria, Ilias, Chelas, Trojan, 


And Antenorides, with massy staples, 

And corresponsive and fulfilling bolts, 

Speer * up the sons of Troy. 

Now, expectation, tickling skittish spirits. 

On one and other side, Trojan and Greek 
Sets all on hazard ; — And hither am I come 
A prologue arm’d, — but not in confidence 
Of autlior’s pen, or actor’s voice ; but suited 
In like conditions as our argument, •— 

To tell you, fair beholders, tliat our play 
Leaps o’er the vaunt & and firstlings of those broilsi 
’Ginning in tlie middle ; starting thence aM^ay 
To what may be digested in a play. 

Like, or find fault ; do as your pleasures are ; 

Now good, or bad, ’tis but the chance of war. 


ACT I. 


SCENE 1. — Troy. 21 fore Priam’s Palace. 

Enter T&oxi,us armedt (tnd Pandarus. 
Tro, Call here my varlet I’ll unarm again : 
Why sljould I war without the walls of Troy, 

‘ disiWuM ^Freight 3 Servant 


That find such cruel battle here within ? 

Each Trojan, that is master of his heart, 

Let him to field ; Troilus, alas ! hath none.' 

Ptm. Will this geer ^ ne’er be mended ? 

Tro. The Greeks are strong, and skilful to tlieir 
strength, 

^ Shht ' Avaunt, what went befera • JJahit. 
Q<1 9 
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Fierce to their skill, and to their fierceness valiant ; 

But I am weaker than a 

Tamer than sleep, fonder^ than ignorance ; 

And skill-less as unpractised infancy. 

Pan- Well, 1 have told you enough of tliis ; for 
niy part, IMI not meddle nor make no further. He, 
that will have a cake out of the wheat, must tarry 
the grinding 

2Vo. Have I not tarried ? 

Pan. Ay, the grinding ; but you must tarry tlic 
bolting. 

Tro. Have I not tarried ? 

Pan. Ay, the bolting ; but you must tarry the 
leavening, 

Tro- Still have I tarried. 

Pan- Ay, to the leavening ; but here’s yet in the 
word — hereafter, the kneading, the making of the 
cake, the heating of the oven, and the baking ; nay, 
you must stay the cooling too, or you may chance to 
burn your lips. 

Tro- Patience herself, what goddess e’er she be. 
Doth lesser blench « at sufferance than I do. 

At Priam’s royal table do I sit ; 

And when fair Cressid comes into my thoughts, — 

So, traitor ! — wlien she comes ! When is she 

thence ? 

Pan. Well, she look’d yesternight fairer than ever 
I saw her look, or any woman else. 

Tro- I was about to tell thee, — When my heart, 
As wedged with a sigh, would rive 9 in twain ; 

Lest Hector or my father should perceive me, 

I have (as when the sun doth light a storm,) 

Bury’d thi s sigh in w rinkle of a smile : 

But sorrow, that is couch’d in seeming gladness. 

Is like that mirth fate turns to sudden sadness. 

Pan. An her hair were not somewhat darker than 
Helen’s, (well, go to,) there were no more com- 
parison between the women, — But, for my part, 
she is my kinswoman ; I would not, as they term it, 
praise her, — But I would somebody had heard her 
talk yesterday, as I did. I will not dispraise your 
sister Cassandra’s wit ; but — 

2Vo. O Pandarus ! I tell thee, Pandarus, — 
When I do tell thee, there my hopes lie drown’d. 
Reply not in how many fathoms deep 
They lie indrench’d. I tell thee, I am mad 
In Cressid’s love ; Thou answer’st, She is fair ; 
Pour’st in the open ulcer of my heart 
Her eyes, her hair, her clicek, her gait, her voice j 
Handiest in thy discourse, O, that her hand. 

In whose comparison all whites are ink, 

Writing their own reproach ; to whose soft seizure 
Tlie cygnet’s down is harsh, and spirit of sense 
Hard as the palm of ploughman ! This thou tell ’st me, 
As true thou tell’st me, when 1 say, I love her j 
But, saying thus, instead of oil and balm, 

Thou lay’st in every gash that love hath given me 
The knife that made it. 

Pan, I speak no more than truth. 

Tro, Thou dost not speak so much. 

Pan- ’Faith, I’ll not meddle in’t. Let her be as 
die is ; if she be fair, *tis the better for her ; an she 
be not, she has the mends in her own hands. 

Tro- Good Pandarus ! how now, Pandarus ? 

Pa 7 i, I have had my labour for my travel ; ill- 
thought on of her, and ill-thought on of you ; gone 
between andbetween, but small thanks for my labour. 

Tro- What, art thou angry, Pandarus? what, with 

me? 

t Weaker. « Shrink. » Split 
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Pan. Because she is kin to me, tliereforc, she’s 
not so fliir as Helen : an she were not kin to me, 
she would lie as fair on Friday, as Helen is on SKin- 
day. But what care I ? I care not, an slie were a 
black-a-moor ; ’tis all one to me. 

Tro. Say I, she is not fair ? 

Pan. I do not care whether you do or no. She’s 
a fool to stay behind her father ; let her to the 
Greeks ; and so I’ll tell her the next time I see her : 
For my part. I’ll meddle nor make no more in the 
matter. 

Tro. Pandarus, — 

Pan. Not I. 

Tro. Sweet Pandarus, — 

Pan. Pray you, speak no more to me ; I will 
leave all as 1 found it, and there an end. 

[Exit Pandarus. An Alarum* 
Tro. Peace, you ungracious clamours ! peace, 
rude sounds I 

Fools on both sides ! Helen must needs he fair, 
'When with your blood you daily paint her thus. 

I cannot figlit upon this argument ; 

It is too starv’d a subject for my sword. 

But, I’andarus — O gods, how do you plague me ! 
I cannot come to Cressid, but by Pandar ; 

And he’s as tetchy to be woo’d to woo, 

As she is stubborn-chaste against all suit. 

Tell me, Apollo, for thy Daphne’s love, 

What Cressid is, what Pandar, and what we ? 

Her bed is India ; there she lies, a pearl : 

Between our Ilium, and where she resides, 

Let it be call’d the wild and wandering flood ; 
Ourself, the merchant; and this sailing Pandar, 
Our doubtful hope, our convoy, and our bark. 

Alarum. Enter .^Eneas. 

JEne- How now, prince Troilus ? wherefore not 
a-field ? 

2Vo. Because not there ; Tliis woman’s answer 
sorts ', 

For womanish it is to be from thence. 

What news, iEneas, from the field to-day? 

AS^tic. That Paris is returned home, and hurt. 

2Vo. By whom ? 

jEjie. By Menclaus. 

Tro. Let him bleed. 

[Alarum- 

jEne, Hark ! what good sport is out of town to- 
day ! 

Tro. Better at home, if would I mighty were may . — 
But, to the sport abroad ; — Are you bound thither? 
^ne- In all swift haste. 

Tro- Come, go we then together. 

[ExemU- 

SCENE U-^AStreet- 

lEnter Cuessida and Alexandeii. 

Cres- WTio were those went by ? 

Alex, Queen Hecuba, and Helen. 

Cres* And whither go they ? 

Alex, Up to the eastern tower, 

Whose height commands as subject all the vale, 

To see the battle. Hector, whose patience 
Is, as a virtue, fix’d, to-day was mov’d : 

He chid Andromache, and struck his armourer ; 
And, like as there were husbandry in war, 

Before the sun rose, he was harness’d light, 

* Suits. 
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And to the field goes he ; where every flower, | 
Did, as a prophet, weep what it foresaw 
In Hector’s wrath. 

Cres, What was his cause of anger ? 

Alex* The noise goes, this ; There is among tlie 
Greeks 

A lord of Trojan blood, nephew to Hector ; 

They call him Ajax, 

Cres* Good ; and what of him ? 

Alex* They say he is a very man per se % 

And stands alone. 

Cres* So do all men ; unless they are drunk, sick, 
or have no legs. 

Alex. This man, lady, hath robbed many beasts 
of their particular additions ^ ; lie is as valiant as the 
lion, churlish as the bear, slow as the elephant : a 
man into whom nature hath so crowded humours, 
that his valour is crushed into'^ I'nlly, his folly sauced 
with discretion : there is no man hath a virtue that 
he hath not a glimpse of ; nor any man an attaint, 
but he carries some stain of it : he is melancholy 
without cause, and merry against the liair ^ ; lie hath 
the joints of every thing ; but every thing so out of 
joint, tliat he is a gouty Briareus, many bands and 
no use j or purblind Argus, all eyes and no sight. 

Cres. But how should this man, that makes me 
smile, make Hector angry ? 

Jle.v* They say, he yesterday coped Hector in 
the battle, and struck him dow n ; the disdain and 
shame whereof hath ever since kept Hector fasting 
and waking. 

Enter Pandarus. 

Cres. Who comes here ? 

Alex* Madam, your uncle Pandarus. 

Cres* Hector *s*a gallant man. 

Alex, As may be in the world, lady. 

Pan, What’s that? what’s that? 

Cres. Good morrow, uncle Pandarus. 

Pan. Good morrow, cousin Cressid ; what do 
you talk of? — Good morrow, Alexander. — How 
do you, cousin ? When were you at Ilium? 

Cres* This morning, uncle. 

Pan, What were you talking of when I came? 
Was Hector armed, and gone, ere ye came to Ilium ? 
Helen was not up, was she ? 

Cres* Hector was gone ; but Helen was not up. 

Pan. E’en so ; Hector was stirring early. 

Cres. That were we talking of, and of his anger. 

Pan. Was he angry ? 

Cres. So he says, here. 

Pan. True, he was so ; I know the cause too ; 
he’ll lay about him to-day, I can tell them that ; and 
there is Troilus wdll not come far behind him j let 
them take heed of Troilus ; I can tell them that too. 

Cres, What, is he angry, too ? 

Pan, Who, Troilus ? Troilus is the better man 
of the two. • 

Cres. O, Jupiter ! there’s no comparison. 

Pan. What, not between Troilus and Hector? 
Ho you know a man, if you see him ? 

Cres* Ay, if ever I saw him before, and knew him. 

Pan, Well, I say, Troilus is Troilus, 

Cres, Then you say as I say ; for J am sure he is 
not Hector. 

Pan. No, nor Hector is not Troilus, in some 
degrees. 

Cres. *Tts just to each of them ; he is himself. 

3 Characters. 

> Grain. 


Pan* Himself? Alas, poor Troilus ! I would he 
were, — 

Cres. So he is. 

Pan. — ’Condition I had gone barefoot to India. 

Cres. He is not Hector. 

Pan* Himself? no, he’s not himself. — ’Would 
*a were himself ! Well, tlie gods are above ; Time 
must friend, or end : Well, Troilus, well, — I would 
my heart were in her body ! — No, Hector is not a 
better man than Troilus. 

Cres. Excuse me. 

Pan* He is elder. 

Cres. Pardon me, pardon me. 

Pan. The other’s not come to’t ; you sjiall tell me 
another tale, wlien the other’s come to’t. Hector 
shall not have his wit this year. 

Cres. He shall not need it, if he have his owu. 

Pan. Nor his qualities ; — 

Cres. No matter. 

Pan. Nor his beauty. 

Cres* ’Twould not become him, his own’s 
better. 

Pan. You have no judgment, niece : Helen her 
self swore the other day, that Troilus, for a brown 
favour, (for so ’tis, I must confess,) — Not brown 
neither. 

Cres* No, but brown. 

Pan. ’Faitli, to say truth, brown and not brown. 

Cres. To say the truth, true and not true. 

Pan. She prais’d his complexion above Paris. 

Cres* Why, Paris Jiath colour enough. 

Pan. So he has. 

Cres. Then Troilus should have too much : if she 
praised him above, his complexion is higher than 
his ; he having colour enough, and the other higher, 
is too flaming a praise for a good complexion. 1 
had as lief Ilelen’s golden tongue had commended 
Troilus for a copper nose. 

Pan. I swear to you, I think Helen loves him 
better than Paris. 

Cres. Then she’s a merry Greek, indeed. 

Pan. Nay, I am sure she docs. She came to 
him the other day into a compassed window, — 
and, you know, he has not piv>t three or four hairs 
on his chin. 

Cres. Indeed, a tapster’s arithmetick may soon 
bring his particulars therein to a total. 

Pan. Why, he is very young ; and yet will he, 
within three pound, lift as much as his brother Hector. 

Cres. Is he so young a man, and so old a lifter ? 7 

Pan, But, to prove to you tliat Helen loves him ; 
— she came, and puts me her white hand to his 
cloven cliin, — 

Cres. Juno liave mercy ! — How came it cloven ? 

Pan. Why, you know, ’tis dimpled ; I think, his 
smiling becomes liim better tlian any man in all 
Phrygia. 

Cres. Of he smiles valiantly. 

Pan. Does he not ? 

Cres* O yes, an ’twere a cloud in autumn. 

Pafi. Why, go to then : — But to prove to you 
that Helen loves Troilus, — 

Cres. Troilus vrill stand to the proof, if you’ll 
prove It so. 

Pan. Troilus ? why he esteems her no more than 
I esteem an addle egg. 

Cres, If you love an addle egg as well as you love 
an idle liead, you would eat chickens i’the shell. 

Pan. I cannot choose but laugh, to think how she 
Bow • TIuef. 

Q q 3 
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tickled his chin ; — Indeed) she has a marvellous 
white hand, I must needs confess. 

Cres, Without the rack. 

Pan. And she takes upon her to si)y a white liair 
on his chin. 

Ores. Alas, poor chin ! many a wart is richer. 

Pan. But, there was such laughing j — Queen 
Hecuba laughed) that her eyes ran o'er. 

Ores. With mill-stones. 8 

Pan. And Cassandra laughed. 

Cres. But there was a more temperate fire under 
the pot of her eyes ; — Did her eyes run o’er too ? 

Pan. And Hector laughed. 

Cres. At what was all this laughing ? 

Pan. Marry, at the white hair that Helen spied 
on Troilus* chin. 

CVes. An’t had been a green hair, I should have 
laughed too. 

Pan. They laughed not so much at the hair as at 
his pretty answer. 

Cres. W'hat was his answer ? 

Pafi. Quoth she, Here’s but one andjifty hairs on 
your chiny and one of them is white. 

Cres. This is her question. 

Pan. That’s true ; make no question of that. One 
and jifiy hairsy quoth he, and one white : That white 
hair is my father y and all the rest are his sons. Ju- 
piter! quoth she, which of these hairs is Paris my 
husband 9 The forked oncy quoth he ; pluck it out, 
and give it him. But, there was such laughing ! 
and Helen so blushed, and Paris so chafed, and all 
tlie rest so laughed, that it passed. 9 

Cres. So let it now j for it has been a great while 
going by. 

Pan. Well, cousin, I told you a thing yesterday ; 
think on't. 

Cres. So I do. 

Pan. I’ll be sworn, ’tls true ; he will weep you 
an *twere a man born in April. I 

Cres. And I’ll spring up in his tears, an ’tw'ere a 
nettle against May. Retreat sounded. 

Pan. Hark, they are coming from the field ; Shall 
we stand up here, and sec them, as they pass toward 
Ilium ? good niece, ^o ; sweet niece Cressida, 

Cres. At your pleasure. 

Pan. Here, here, here’s an excellent place ; here 
we may see most bravely : I’ll tell you them all by 
their names, as they pass by; but mark Troilus 
above the rest. 

JEneas over the Stage. 

Cres. Speak not so loud. 

Pan. That’s iEneas ; Is not that a brave man ? 
he’s one of the flowers of Troy, I can tell you : But 
mark Troilus ; you shall see anon. 

Cres. Who’s that ? 

AmiLVOR. passes over. 

Pan. That’s Antenor ; he has a shrewd wit, I 
can tell you ; and he’s a man good enough : he’s 
one o’the soundest judgments in Troy, whosoever, 
and a proper man of person ; — Wlien comes Troi- 
luft ? •— I’ll show you Troilus anon ; if he see me, 
you shall see liim nod at me. 

Cres* Will he give you the nod ? • 

Paji* You shall see. 

Cres. If be do, the rich shall have more. 

* A proverbial saying.-* 

® Went beyond bounds. 

^ A term In the game at cards called noddy. 


HxcToa passes over. 

Pan. That’s Hector, that, that, look you,jthat; 
There’s a fellow I — Go thy way, Hector ; — There’s 
a brave man, niece. — O brave, Hector ! — Look, 
how he looks I there’s a countenance : Is’t not a 
brave man ? 

Cres. Oy a brave man ! 

Pan. Is *a not ? It does a man’s heart good. — 
Look you what hacks are on his helmet ? look you 
yonder, do you see ? look you there ! There’s no 
jesting : there’s laying on ; tak’t off who will, as 
they say : tliere be hacks ! 

Ci'cs. Be those with swords ? 

Paris passes over. 

Pan. Swords? anything, he cares not; an tlie 
devil come to him, it’s all one : — Yonder comes 
Paris, yonder comes Paris ; look ye yonder, niece ; 
Is’t not a gallant man, too, is’t not? — Why, this is 
brave now. — Who said, he came hurt home to-day? 
he’s not hurt ; why this will do Helen’s heart good 
now. Ha! would I could see Troilus now ! — you 
shall see Troilus anon. 

Cres. Who’s that ? 

Helen us passes over. 

Pan. That’s Helenus, — I marvel, where Troilus 
is : — That’s Helenus ; — I think he went not forth 
to-day ; — That’s Helenus. 

Cres. Can Helenus fight, uncle ? 

Pan. Helenus ? no ; — yes, he’ll fight indifferent 
well : — 1 marvel, where Troilus is • — Hark ; do 
you not hear the people cry, Troilus ? — Helenus is 
a priest. 

Cres. What sneaking fellow comes yonder ? 

Troilus passes over. 

Pan. Where? yonder? that’s Deiphobus; ‘Tis 
Troilus ! there’s a man, niece ! — Hem ! — Brave 
Troilus ! the prince of chivalry ! 

Cres. Peace, for shame, peace ! 

Pan. Mark him ; note him ; — O brave Troilus ! 

— look well upon him, niece ; look you, how his 
sM'ord is bloodied, and his helm more hack’d than 
Hector’s ; And how he looks, and how he goes ! 

— O admirable youtli ! he ne’er saw three and 
twenty. Go thy way, Troilus, go thy way ; had I 
a .sister were a grace, or a daughter a goddess, he 
should take his choice. O admirable man ! Paris ? 

— Paris is dirt to him ; and, I warrant, Helen, to 
change, would give an eye to boot. 

Forces pass over the Stage. 

Cres. Here come more. 

Pan. Asses, fools, dolts ! chaff and bran* chaff 
and bran ; porridge afler moat ! I could live and die 
i’the eyes of Troilus. Ne’er look, ne’er look ; the 
eagles gone ; crows and daws, crows and daws ! 
1 had rather be such a man as 'Troilus, than Aga- 
memnon and all Greece. 

Cres. There is among the Greeks, Acliilles; a 
better man thah Troilus. 

Pan. Achilles? a drayman, a porter, a very camel* 

Cres. Well, well. 

Pan. Well, well ? — Why, have you any discre- 
tion ? have you any eyes ? Do you know wliat a 
man is? Is not birth, beauty, good shape, discourse, 
manhood, learning, gentleness, virtue, youth, liberal- 
ity, and such like, the spk’ie and salt that season a 
man? 
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Cres. Ay, a minced man : and then to be baked 
with no date in the pye, — for then the man's date 
is out. 

Enter TaoiLu.s’ Boy. 

Boy. Sir, my lord would instantly speak with you. 
Fan. Where? 

Boy. At your owm house ; there he unarms him. 
Fan. Good boy, tell him I come : [Exit Boy.] 

I doubt he be hurt. — Fare ye well, good niece. 
Cres. Adieu, uncle. 

Fan. I’ll be with you, niece, by and by. 

Ores. To bring, uncle, 

Pan. Ay, a token from Troilus. 

Cres. By the same token — you are a pimp. 

[Exit Panda K us. 

Words, vows, griefs, tears, and love’s full sacrifice, 
He offers in another’s enterprizc : 

But more in Troilus t}ious;uid fold I see 
Than in the glass of Bandar’s prai.se may be : 

Yet hold 1 off. 

That she belov’d knows nought, that knows not 
this, — 

Men prize the thing ungain’d more tlian it is : 

That she was never yet that ever knew 
Love got so sweet, as when desire did sue : 
Therefore this maxim out of love I teach, — 
Achievement is command ; ungain’d, beseech : 

Then though my heart’s content firm love doth bear. 
Nothing of that shall from mine eyes appear. [ Exit. 

SCENE III.— The Grecian Camp. Before 
Agamemnon’s Tent. 

Trumpets. Enter Agamemnon, Nkstor, Ulysses, 
Menelaus, and others. 

A "am. Princes, 

W oat grief hath set the jaundice on your cheeks ? 
The ample iiroposition, that hope makes 
In all designs begun on earth below. 

Fails in the promis’d largeness ; checks and disasters 
Grow in the veins of actions highest rear’d ; 

As knots, by the conflux of meeting sap, 

Infect the sound pine, and divert his grain 
Tortive and errant 3 from his course of growth. 
Nor, princes, is it matter new to us. 

That we come short of our suppose so far. 

That, after seven years’ siege, yet IVoy walls stand; 
Sitli < every action that hath gone before, 

Whereof we have record, trial did draw 
Bias and thw'art, not answering the aim. 

And that unbodied figure of the thought 
That gav’t surmised shape. Why then, you princes. 
Do you with cheeks abash’d behold our works ; 
And think them shames, which are, indeed, nought 
else 

But the protractive trials of great Jove, 

To find persistive constancy in men ? • 

The fineness of wliich metal is not found 
In fortune’s love ; for them, the bold and coward, 
The wise and fool, the artist and unread, 

The hard and soff, seem all aflOin’d ^ and kin : 

But, in the wind and tempest of her frown, 
Distinction, with a broad and powerful fan, 

Bufiinff at all, winnows the light away ; 

And wnat haUi mass, or matter, by itself 
Lies, rich in virtue, and unmingled. 

® 0ate» wertan ingredient In ancient paatry of almost every 
kind. 3 Twisted and rambling. 

^ Ittaee. ^ Joined by affinity. 


Nest. With due observance of thy godlike seat, 
Great Agamemnon, Nestor shall apply 
Thy latest words. In the reproof of chance, 

Lies the true proof of men : The sea being smooth. 
How many shallow bauble boats dare sail 
Upon her patient breast, making their way 
With those of nobler bulk. 

But let the ruffian Boreas once enrage 
The gentle Thetis, and, anon, behold 
I’lie strong-ribb’d bark through liquid mountains cut, 
Bounding between the two moist elements. 

Like Perseus’ horse : Where’s then the saucy boat. 
Whose w^eak untimber’d sides but even now 
Co-rival’d greatness ? either to harbour fled, 

Or made a toast for Neptune. Even so 
Doth valour’s show^, and valour’s worth, divide. 

In storms of fortune : For, in her ray and bright- 
ness. 

The herd hath more annoyance by the brize®, 

Tiian by the tiger : but when the splitting wind 
Makes flexible the knees of knotted oaks. 

And flies fled under shade, why, then, tlie thing of 
courage, 

As rous’d with rage, with rage doth sympathize. 
And, with an accent tun’d the self-same key, 
Beturns to chidiug fortune. 

Ulyss. Agamemnon, — 

Thou great commander, nerve and bone of Greece, 
Heart of our numbers, soul and only spirit, 

In whom the tempers and the minds of all 
Should be shut up, — hear what Ulysses speaks. 
Besides the applause and approbation, 

The which, — most mighty for thy place and 
sway, — [To Agamemnon. 

And thou most reverend for thy stretch’d-out life, — 

[To NE.sToa. 

I give to both your speeches, — which w'ere such. 
As Agamemnon and the hand of Greece 
Should hold up high in brass ; and such again, 

As venerable Nestor, batch’d in silver. 

Should with a bond of air (strong as the axle-tree 
On which heaven rides,) knit all the Greekish ears 
To his experienc’d tongue, — yet let it please 
both, — 

Thou great, — and wise, — ^lo hear Ulysses speak. 
Agam. Speak, prince of Ithaca ; and be’t of less 
expect 7 

That matter needless, of importless burden, 

Divide thy lips ; than we are confident, 

When rank Tliersites opes liis mastiff jaw^s, 

Wc shall hear musick, wit, and oracle. 

Ulyss. Troy, yet upon his basis, had been down, 
And the great Hector’s sword had lack’d a master. 
But for these instances. 

The specialty of rule 8 hath been neglected : 

And, look, how many Grecian tents do stand 
Hollow upon this plain, so many hollow factious. 
When that the general is not like the hive. 

To whom the foragers shall all repair, 

Wliat honey is expected ? Degree being vizarded^^. 
The unworthiest shows as fairly in the mask. 

The heavens themselves, the planets, and this center, 
Observe degree, priority, and place, 

Insisture >, course, proportion, season, fonn. 

Office, and custom, in all line of order ; 

And fficrefore is the glorious planet, Sol, 

In noble eminence cntliron’d and spher’d 
Amidst the other ; wdiosc med’cinable eye 

6 The gad-fly that stings cattla 7 Expectation. 

8 Bights ef authority. ^ Masked. ^ Constancy. 

Qq 4 
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Corrects the ill aspects of planets evil, 

And posts, like the commandment of a king, 

Sans® check, to good and bad: But when the planets, 
In evil mixture, to disorder wander, 

Wlrnt plagues, and wrhat portents? what mutiny ? 

What raging of the sea ? shaking of eartli ? 

Commotion in the winds? frights, changes, horrors, 

Divert and crack, rend and deracinate s 

The unity and married calm of states 

Quite from their fixture ? O, when degree is shak'd. 

Which is the ladder of all high designs, 

The enterprizc is sick ? How could communities. 
Degrees in schools, and brotherhoods in cities, 
Peaceful cornm<!^rce from dividahle shores, 

The primogenitive and due of birth, 

Prerogative of age, crowns, ‘scepters, laurels, 

But by degree, stand in authentick place? 

Take but degree away, untune that string. 

And, hark, what discord follows! each tiling meets 
In mere ^ oppugnancy : The bounded waters 
Should lift their bosoms higher than the shores, 
And make a sop of all this solid globe : 

Strength should be lord of imbecility, 

And the rude son shall strike his father dead : 

Force should be right ; or, rather, right and wrong, 
(Between whose endless jar justice resides,) 

Should lose their names, and so should justice too. 
Then every tiling includes itself in powder, 

Power into will, will into appetite j 
And appetite, an universal wolf, 

So doubly seconded with will and power 
Must make perforce an universal prey, 

And, last, eat up himself. Great Agamemnon, 
Tins chaos, when degree is suffocate, 

Follows the choking. 

And this neglection of degree it is, 

That by a pace goes backward, with a purpose 
It hath to climb. The general’s disdain’d 
By him one step below ; he, by the next ; 

That next by him beneath : so every step, 
Fxampled by the first pace that is sick 
Of his superior, grows to an envious fever 
Of pale and bloodless emulation : 

And ’tis this fever tliat keeps IVoy on foot, 

Not her own sinews, ^fo end a talc of length, 
Troy in our weakness stands, not in her strength. 

Nest. Most wisely hath Ulysses here discover’d 
The fever w'hcroof all our power is sick. 

Jga7n, The nature of the sickness found, Ulysses, 
What is the remedy ? 

Ulyss. The great Achilles, — whom ojiinion crowns 
The sinew and the forehand of our host, — 

Having his ear full of his airy fame, 

Grows dainty of his worth, and in his tent 
Lies mocking our designs : With him, Patroclus, 
Upon a lazy bed the live-long day 
Breaks scurril jests 

And with ridiculous and awkward action 
(Which, slanderer, he imitation calls,) 

He pageants c us. Sometime, great Agamemnon, 
Thy topless 7 deputation he puts on ; 

And, like b. strutting player, — whose conceit 
IJes in his hamstring, and doth think it rich 
To hear the wooden dialogue and sound 
*Twixt his stretch’d footing and tlic scaffoldage^ 
Such to*be*pitied and o’er-wrested 9 seeming 
He acts thy greatness in : and when he spe^s, 

8 Without. ® Force up by the roota 

* Divided. * Absolute. 

^ In inodmrn language, takes meffl f Supreme. 

* Stage. ’ Beyond tlic truth. 


’Tis like a chime a mending ; with terms unsquar’d, 
Which, from tlie tongue of roaring Typhon dropp’d, 
Would seem hyperboles. At this fusty stud’, i 
The large Achilles, on his press’d bed lolling, 

From his deep chest laughs out a loud applause ; 
Cries — Excellent ! 'tis Agamemnon . 

Now plaij me Nestor j — kemt and stroke th^ beard. 
As, he being drest to some oration. 

That’s done ; — as near as the extremest ends 
Of parallels; as like as Vulcan and his wife: 

Yet good Achilles still cries, Excellent / 

* 2’m Nestor right ! Now piny him me, Patroclus, 
Arming to answer in a night alarm. 

And then, forsooth, the faint defects of age 
Must be the scene of mirth ; to cough and spit. 
And with a palsy-fumbling on his gorget, 

Shake in and out the rivet: — and at this sport, 

Sir Valour dies ; cries, 0! — enough, Patroclus j — . 
Or give me ribs ^ steel / I shall split all 
In pleasure of my sjdeen. And in this fatdiion. 

All our abilities, gifts, natures, shapes, 

Severals and generals of grace exact. 

Achievements, plots, orders, preventions. 
Excitements to the field, or speech for truce. 
Success, or loss, what is, or is not, serves 
As stuff for these two to make paradoxes. 

Nest, And in the imitation of these twain 
(Vhom, as Ulysses says, opinion crowns 
With an imperial voice,) many are infect, 

Ajax is grow n self-will’d; and bears his head 
In such a rein, in full as proud a place 
As broad Achilles : keeps his tent like him ; 

Makes factious feasts ; rails on our state of war, 
Bold as an oracle : and sets Thersites 
( A slave, whose gall coins slanders like a mint,) 

To match us in comparisons with dirt ; 

To w'caken and discredit our exposure, * 

How rank soever rounded in with danger. 

Vlyss. They tax our policy, and call it cow'ardice ; 
Count wisdom as no member of llic w ar ; 
b'orestall prescience, and esteem no act 
But that of hand : the still and mental parts, — 
'I’hat do contrive how many hands shall strike. 
When fitness calls them on ; and know, by measure 
Of their observant toil, the enemies’ w'eight, — 
Why, this hath not a finger’s dignity : 

They call Uiis — bed- work, mappery, closet- war : 
So that the ram, that batters down the wall, 

For the great swing and sudeness of his poize. 

They place before his hand that made the engine . 
Or those, that with the fineness of their souls 
By reason guide his execution. 

Nest, Let this be granted, and Achilles* horse 
Makes many Thetis* sons. [ Trumpets sounded, 

Agam, What trumpet ? look, Menelaus. 

Enter ^Ekeas. 

Men. From Troy. 

Agam, What would you ’fore our tent ? 

JEne, Is Uiis 

Great Agamemnon’s tent, I pray? 

Agam, Even this. 

jEne, May one that is a herald, and a prince, 

Do a fair message to his kingly ears ? 

Agam, Witli surety stronger than Achilles* am 
’Fore all the GreekiJi heads, which with one voice 
Call Agamemnon head and general. 

A^ne, Fair leave and large security. How may 
A stranger to those most imperial looks , , 
Know them from eyes of other moitaU ? 
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Jgam* How ? 

JSne» Ay; 

1 a»k, that I might waken reverence, 

And bid the cheek he ready with a blush 
Modest as morning when she coldly eyes 
I'lie youthful Phaibus : 

Which is that god in office, guiding men ? 

Which is the high and mighty Agamemnon ? 

Jgam. This Trojan scorns us; or the men of 
Troy 

Arc ceremonious courtiers. 

JEne* Courtiers as free, as debonair, unarm’d. 

As bending angels ; that’s their fame in peace : 

But when they would seem soldiers, they have galls. 
Good arms, strong joints, true swords ; and, Jove’s 
accord, 

Nothing so full of heart. But peace, ^ncas, 
Peace, Trojan ; lay thy finger on thy lips ! 

The worthiness of praise disdains his worth. 

If that the prais’d himself bring the praise forth : 
But what the repining enemy commends, | 

That breath fame follows ; that praise, sole pure, 
transcends. 

Agam* Sir, you of Troy, call you yourself Aineas? 
AEnc* Ay, Greek, that is my name. | 

Aganu What’s your affair, I firay you ? 

JEne. Sir, pardon ; ’tis for Agamemnon’s ears. 
Agam> He hears nought privately, that comes 
from Troy. 

AHne, Nor I from Troy come not to whisper him : 

I bring a trumpet to awake his ear : 

'J'o set his sense on the attentive bent, 

And then to speak. 

Agnm. Speak frankly, as the wind ; 

It is not Agamemnon’s sleeping hour; 

'^Tliat thou shall know, Trojan, he is awake. 

He tells thee so himself. 

JEne, Trumpet, blow loud, 

Send thy brass voice througli all these la/y tents; — 
And every Greek of mettle, let him know, 

What Troy means fairly, shall be spoke aloud. 

[^Trurnpet sounds. 

We have, great Agamemnon, here in Troy 
A prince called Hector, (Priam is his father,) 

Who in this dull and long-continued truce 
Is rusty grown ; he bade me take a trumpet. 

And to this purpose speak. Kings, princes, lords! 
If there bo one, among the fair’st of Greece, 

That holds his honour higher than his ease ; 

That seeks his praise more than he fears his peril ; 
That knows his valour, and knows not his fear ; 
That loves his mistress more tlian in confession. 
(With truant vows to her own lips he loves,) 

And dare avow her beauty and her worth. 

In other arms than hers, — to him this challenge. 
Hector, in view of Trojans and of Greeks, 

Shall make it good, or do his best to do it. 

He hatli a lady, wiser, fairer, truer, 

Than ever Greek did compass in his arms ; 

And will to-morrow with his trumpet call, 

Mid-w'ay between your tents and walls of Troy, 

To rouse a Grecian that is true in love : 

If any come, Hector shall honour him ; 

If none, he’ll say in Troy, when he retires, 

The Grecian dames are sun-bum*d, and not worth 
The splinter of a lance. Even so much. 

Agam. This shall be told our lovers, lord .Eneas; | 
If none of them have soul in such a kind, 

We left them all at home ; But we are soldiers ; 
And may titat soldier a mere recreant prove, 


That means not, hath not, or is not in love ! 

If then one is, or hatli, or means to be. 

That one meets Hector ; if none else, 1 am he. 

Nest, Tell him of Nestor, one that was a man 
When Hector’s grandsire suck’d : he is old now ; 
But, if there be not in our Grecian host 
One noble man, that hath one spark of fire 
To answer for his love, Tell him from me, — 

I’ll hide my silver beard in a gold beaver, 

And in my vantbrace ' put this wither’d brawn ; 
And, meeting him, will tell him, ITiat my lady 
Was fairer than his grandarne, and as chaste 
As may be in the world : His youth in Hood, 

I’ll prove this truth with my three drops of blood. 
ARne, Now heaven forbid such scarcity of youth! 
Ulyss. Amen. 

Aganu Pair lord Eneas, let me touch your hand ; 
To our pavilion shall I lead you, sir. 

Achilles shall have word of this intent; 

So shall eacli lord of Greece, from tent to tent : 
Yourself shall feast with us before you go, 

And find the welcome of a noble foe. 

\_Exevytt all but Ulysses and Nestor. 

Ulyss. Nestor, 

Nest. What says Ulysses ? 

Ulyss. 1 have a young conception in my brain. 
Be you my time to bring it to some shape. 

Nest. What is’t? 

Ulyss. This ’tis : 

Blunt wedges rive hard knots : The seeded pride 

'i’hat hath to this maturity blown up 

111 rank Achilles, must or now be cropp’d. 

Or, shedding, breed a nursery of like evil, 

'I’o overbulk us all. 

Nest. Well, and how ? 

Ulyss. This challenge that the gallant Hector 
sends, 

However it is spread in general name, 

Relates in purpose only to Achilles. 

Nest. The purpose is perspicuous even as sub- 
stance, 

Whose grossness little characters sum up ; 

And, in the publication, make no strain. 

But that Achilles, were his btain as barren 
As banks of Libya, — though, Apollo knows, 

’Tis dry enough, — will wiffi great speed of judg- 
ment. 

Ay, with celerity, find Hector’s purpose 
Pointing on him. 

Ulyss. And wake him to the answer, think you ? 
Nest. Yes, 

It is most meet : Whom may you else oppose, 

That can from Hector bring tliose honours off. 

If not Achilles ? Tho^ugh’t be a sportful combat. 
Yet in the trial much opinion dwells ; 

For here the Trojans taste our dear’st repute 
With their fin’st palate : And trust to me, Ulysses, 
Our imputation sliall be oddly pois’d 
In this wild action : for the success. 

Although particular, shall give a scantling^ 

Of good or bad unto tlie general ; 

And in such indexes, although small points 
To their subsequent volumes, there is seen 
The baby figure of the giant mass 
Of things to come at large. It is suppos’d. 

He, that meets Hector, issues from our choice : 
And choice, being mutual act of all our souls, 
Makes merit her election ; and doth boil, 

As ’twere from forth us all, a man distill’d 
» An armour for the arm, * Si*c, measure. 
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Out of her virtues ; Who miscarrying, 

What heart receives from hence a conquering part, 
To steel a strong opinion to themselves ? 

Which entertain’d, limbs are his instruments, 

In no less working, than are swords and bows 
Directive by the limbs. 

ITlyss, Give pardon to my speech ; — 

Therefore ’tis meet, Achilles meet not Hector. 

Let us, like merchants, show our foulest wares, 
And think, perchance, they’ll sell ; if not. 

The lustre of the better shall exceed, 

By showing the worst first. Do not consent, 

That ever Ilector and Achilles meet ; 

For both our honour and our shame, in this, 

Are dogg’d with two strange followers. 

NeU, 1 see them not with my old eyes; what 
are they? 

XJJyss. What glory our Achilles shares from 
Ilector, 

Were he not proud, wc all should share with him; 
But he already is too insolent ; 

And we were better parch in Africk sun, 

Than in the pride and salt scorn of his eyes, 


Act II. 

Should he ’scape Hector (liir ; If he were foil’d, 
Why, then we did our main opinion ^ crush 
In taint of our best man. No, make a lottery; 
And, by device, let blockish Ajax draw 
The sort® to fight with Hector : Among ourselves, 
Give him allowance for the better man, 

For that will physick the great Myrmidon, 

Who broils in loud applause ; and make him fall 
His crest, that prouder than blue Iris bends. 

If the dull brainless Ajax come safe off. 

We’ll dress him up in voices ; If he fail, 

Yet go we under our opinion ^ still 

That we have better men. But, hit or miss, 

Our project’s life this shape of sense assumes,— 
Ajax, employ’d, plucks down Achilles’ plumes. 
Nest. Ulysses, 

Now I begin to relish thy advice ; 

And 1 will give a taste of it forthwdtli 
'Jo Agamemnon : go we to him straight. 

Two curs shall tame each other; Pride alone 
IVlust taire 8 the mastiffs on, as ’twere their bone. 

\^ExeuiU. 
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\CT II. 


SCENE I. — Another Part of the Grecian Camp. ' 
Enter Ajax and Tiieivsites. 

Ajax. Thersites, learn me the proclamation. 

Ther. Thou art proclaimed a fool, 1 think. 

Ajax, I say, the proclamation, — 

2'her, Thou grumblest and railest every hour on 
Achilles; and thou art as full of envy at his grc.at-. 
ness, as Cerberus is at Proserpina’s beauty, ay, that 
thou barkest at him. 

Ajax. Mistress Thersites ! 

Ther. Thou shouldcst strike him. 

Ajax. Cobloaf ! 

Ther. He would pun ^ thee into shivers with his 
fist, as a sailor break»: a biscuit., 

Ajax. You cur ! [^Beating him. 

Ther. Do, do. 

Ajax. Tliou stool for a witch ! 

Aer. Ay, do, do ; thou sodden-witted lord ! thou 
hast no more brain than I have in mine elbows ; an 
assinego * may tutor thee : Thou scurvy valiant ass ! 
thou art here put to thrash Trojans ; and thou art 
bought and sold among those of any wit, like a 
Barbarian slave. If thou use to beat me, 1 will 
begin at thy heel, and tell what thou art by indies, 
thou thing of no bowels, thou ! 

Ajax. You dog ! 

Ther. You scurvy lord ! 

Ajax. You, cur ! \^Beating hinu 

Ther. Mars his idiot I do, rudeness ; do, camel, 

do, do. 

Enter Achilles and Patroclus. 

Ac/iU. Why, how now, Ajax ? wherefore do you 
thus? 

How now, Thersites? what’s tlie matter, man? 

Ther, You see him there, do you? 

Achil. Ay ; what’s the matter ? 

TAer. Nay, look upon him. 

Achil. So I do; What’s the matter? 

8 Found. < Ais, a cant term for a foolish fellow. 


2'her, Nay, but regard liim well. 

Achil. Well, why I do so. 

Ther. But yet you look not well upon him ; for 
whosoever you take him to be, he is Ajax. 

Achil. 1 know that, fool. 

2'hcr. Ay, but that fool knows not himself. 

Ajax. Therefore I beat thee. 

2'her. I.o, lo, lo, lo, what modicums of wit he 
utters ! his evasions liave cars, thus long. I have 
bobbed his brain, more than he has beat my bones : 
This lord, Achilles, Ajax, — who wears his wit in 
his belly, instead of his head, — I’ll tell you what 
I say of him. 

Achil. What? 

2'her. I say this, Ajax 

Achil. Nay, good Ajax. 

[Ajax offers to strike hiiUy Achilles 
interjmses, 

Ther. Has not so much wit — 

Achil. Nay, I must hold you. 

2'her. As will stop the eye of Helen’s needle, for 
whom he comes to fight. 

Achil. Peace, fool ! 

2'her. I would have peace and quietness, but the 
fool will not : he there ; that he ; look you tliere. 

Ajax. O thou cur ! I shall 

Achil. Will you set your wit to a fool’s? 

liter. No, I warrant you ; for a fool’s will 
shame it. 

Pair. Good words, Thersites. 

Achil. Wliat’s the quarrel ? 

Ajax, I bade the vile owl, go, learn me the tenor 
of the proclamation, and he rails upon me. 

Ther, I serve tiiee not. 

Ajax, Well, go to, go to. 

Ther. I serve here voluntary. 

Achil, Your last service was sufferance, ’twas not 
voluntary ; no man is beaten voluntary ; Ajax was 
here the voluntary, and you as under an impress. 

0 Estimation of character. t Lot 

' Character. • Provoka 
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Ther, Even so? — a great deal of your wit too 
lies in your sinews, or else there be liars, Hector 
shfdl have a great catch, if he knock out either of 
your brains ; ’a were as good crack a fusty nut witli 
no kernel. 

Achil* What, with me too, Thersites ? 

Ther, There’s Ulysses, and old Nestor, whose 
wit was mouldy, ere your grandsires had nails on 
their toes, — yoke you like draught oxen, and make 
you plough up the wars. 

Achil. What, what? 

Tker, Yes, good sooth ; to, Achilles ! to, Ajax ! 
to ! 

Ajax, I shall cut out your tongue. 

7'ker, ’Tis no matter; 1 shall speak as much as 
thou, afterwards. 

Pair, No more words, Thersites ; peace. 

Ther, I will hold my peace when Achilles’ bracli® 
bids me, shall 1 ? 

Achil, There's for you, Patroclus. 

Ther, I will see you hanged, like clotpoles, ere 
I come any more to your tents ; 1 will keep where 
there is wdt stirring, and leave the faction of fools. 

Pa>tr. A good riddance. 

Achil. Marry, this, sir, is proclaimed tlirough all 
our host : 

That Hector, by the first hour of the sun, 

Will, with a trumpet, ’twixt our tents and Troy, 
To-morrow morning call some knight to arms, i 
That hath a stomach ; and such a one, that dare ! 
Maintain — I know' not what ; ’tis trash ; Faiew cll. 
Ajax, Farewell. Who shall answer him? 

Achil. 1 know not, it is put to lottery ; otherwise. 
He knew his man. 

Ajeex. O, meaning you : — I’ll go learn more of it. 

\^Exeunt, 

SCENE II. — Troy. A Eoom in Priam’.s Palace, 

Enter Phiam, Hfctor, Troilus, Paris, and 
Helenus. 

Pri. After so many hours, lives, speeches, spent, 
Thus once again says Nestor from the Greeks ; 
Deliver Helen, and all damage else — 

As honour, loss of time, travel, expence. 

Wounds, friends, and what else dear that is consum'd 
In hot digestion if this coi'niorant war, — 

Shall be struck of : — Hector, what say you to’t ? 
Hect, Though no man lesser fears the Greeks 
than I, 

As far as toucheth my particular, yet, 

Dread Priam, 

There is no lady of more softer bow'els, 

More spungy to suck in the sense of fear. 

More ready to cry out — Who knows what follows 9 
Than Hector is ; 'The wound of peace is surety. 
Surety secure ; but modest doubt is call’d 
The beacon of the wise, the tent that searches 
To the bottom of the worst. Let Helen go : 

Since the first sword was drawn about this question, 
Every tithe soul, ’mongst many thousand dismes 
Hath been as dear as Helen ; I mean of ours ; 

If we have lost so many tenths of ours, 

To guard a thing not ours ; not worth to us, 

Had it our name, the value of one ten j 
What merit’s in that r^son, which denies 
The yielding of her up ? 

Tro, Fye, fye, my brother ! 

* Bitch, hound. i Tentlis. 


Weigh you the worth and honour of a king, 

So great as our dread father, in a scale 
Of common ounces ^ will you with counters sum 
The past-proportioL his infinite? 

And buckle-in a waist most fiithomless, 

With spans and inches so diminutive 
As fears and reasons ? fye, for godly shame ! 

Hel, No marvel, though you bite so sharp at 
reasons, 

You are so empty of them. Should not our father 
Bear die great sway of his afiairs with reasons, 
Because your speed) hath none, that tells him so ? 
Tro. You are for dreams and slumbers, brother 
priest, 

Y^ou fur your gloves with reason. Here are your 
reasons : 

You know', an enemy intends you harm ; 

You know', a sword employ’d is perilous, 

And reason Hies the object of all harm ; 

Who marvels theji, when Helenus beholds 
A Grecian and his sword, if he do set 
The very wings of reason to his heels ; 

And fly like chidden Mercury from Jove, 

Or like a star disorb’d ? — Nay, if we talk of reason. 
Let’s shut our gates and sleep : Manliood and honour 
Should have hare hearts, would they but fat their 
thoughts 

With this cramm’d reason : reason and respect ® 
Make livers pale, and lustihood deject. 

Hect, Brotiier, she is not worth what slie doth cost 
The holding. 

I'ro, What is aught, but as ’tis valued ? 

Hect. But value dwells not in particular will ; 

It holds his estimate and dignity 
As well wherein ’tis precious of itself 
As in the prizer : ’tis mad idolatry. 

To make the service greater than the god ; 

And the will dotes, that is attributive 
To w hat infectiously itself affects, 

Without some image of the afi’ected merit. 

I'ro. 1 take to-day a wife, and my election 
Is led on in the conduct of my will : 

I My will enkindled by mine eyes and ears, 

I Two traded pilots ’twixt thy datigerous shores 
Of will and judgment : How' may I avoid, 
j Although my will distaste what it elected, 

[ The wife 1 chose ? there can be no evasion 
j To blench 3 from this, and to stand firm by honour i 
We turn not back the silks upon tlie merchant, 
Wlien wc have soil’d them ; nor ilie remainder viands 
We do not throw' in unrcspcctive sieve. 

Because we now are full. It was thought meet, 
Paris should do some vengeance on the Greeks; 
Your breath with full consent bellied his sails ; 

'J’hc seas and winds (old wranglers) took a truce, 
And did him service : he touch’d the ports desir’d ; 
And, for an old aunt 4, whom the Greeks held captive, 
He brought a Grecian qneen, ^^hose youth and 
fresliness 

Wrinkles Apollo’s, and makes pale the morning. 
Wliy keep w’e her ? the Grecians keep our aunt : 

Is she worth keeping ? why, she is a pearl, 

Whose price hath launch’d above a tliousand ships, 
And turn’d crown’d kings to merchants. 

If you’ll avouch, *twas wisdom Paris went, 

(As you must needs, for you all cry’d — Go, go,) 

If you’ll confess, he brought home^^ioble prize, 

(As you must needs, for you all clapp’d your band^ 

* Caution. » Shrink, or fly ofT 

* Priam’s sister, Ilcsiorie. 
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And cry’d— /nejftmoMs/) why do you now 
The issue of your proper wisdoms rate ; 

And do a deed that fortune never did, 

Beggar the estimation which you priz’d 
Richer than sea or land ? O theft most base ; 

That we have stolen what we do fear to keep ! 

But, thieves unworthy of a thing so stolen, 

That in tlieir country did them that disgrace, 

We fear to warrant in our native place ! 

Cos* [rWiin.] Cry, Trojans, cry ! 

Pn. What noise? what shriek is tliis? 

JVo. ’Tis our mad sister, I do know her voice. 
Cos. [Within*] Cry, Trojans! 

J/ect, It is Cassandra, 

Enter Cassandra, raving* 

Cas* Cry, Trojans, cry ! lend me ten thousand eyes, 
And I will fill them witli prophetick tears. 

Jlect. Pejice, sister, peace. 

Cas. Virgins and boys, mid-age, and wrinkled 
elders, 

Soft infancy, tliat nothing canst but cry, 

Add to iny clamours I let us pay betimes 
A moiety of that mass of moan to come. 

Cry, Trojans, cry ! practise your eyes with tears ! 
Troy must not be, nor goodly llion stand ; 

Our fire-brand brother, Paris, burns us all. 

Cry, Trojans, cry ! a Helen and a woe : 

Cry, cry I Troy burns, or else let Helen go. [Exit. 
.Hect* Now, youthful Troilus, do not tliese high 
strains 

Of divination in our sister work 

Some touches of remorse ? or is your blootl 

So madly hot, that no discourse of reason, 

Nor fear of bad success in a bad cause. 

Can qualify the same ? 

Tro. Why, brother Hector, 

We may not think the justness of each act 
Such and no other than event doth form it 
Nor once deject the courage of our minds. 

Because Cassandra’s mad j her brain-sick raptures 
Cannot distaste ^ the goodness of a quarrel. 

Which hath our several honours all engag’d 
To make it gracious. 'For my private part, 

I am no more touch’d than all Priam’s sons ; 

And Jove forbid, there should be done amongst us 
Such things as might offend the weakest spleen 
To fight for and maintain ! 

Par. Else might the world convince ® of levity 
As well my undertakings as your counsels ; 

But I attest the gods, your full consent 
Gave wings to my propension, and cut off 
All fears attending on so dire a project. 

For what, alas, can these my single arms ? 

What propugnation 7 is in one man’s valour 
To stand tlie push and enmity of those 
This quarrel wquld excite ? Yet, I protest, 

Were 1 alone to "pass the difficulties, 

And had as ample power as 1 have will, 

Paris should ne’er retract what he hath done, 

Nor faint in the pursuit. 

Pri. Paris, you speak 

!Bike one besotted on your sweet delights : 

You have the honey still, but these the gall ; 

So to be valiant, is no praise at all. 

Par, Sir, I propose not merely to myself 
The pleasures S^h a beauty brings with it ; 

> Corrupt, change to a worse state. Convict. 

7 Defence. 


But 1 would have the soil of her fair rape 
Wip’d off, in honourable keeping her. 

What treason were it to the ransack’d queen, ^ *' 
Disgrace to your great worths, and shame to me. 
Now to deliver her possession up, 

On terms of base compulsion ? Can it be, 

That so degenerate a strain as this. 

Should once set footing in your generous bosoms? 
There’s not the meanest spirit on our party, 
Witliout a heart to dare, or sword to draw. 

When Helen is defended ; nor none so noble, 
Whose life were ill bestow’d, or death unfam’d, 
Where Helen is the subject ; then, I say, 

Well may we figlit for her, whom, we know well, 
The world’s large spaces cannot parallel. 

Hect. Paris, and Troilus, you have both said well : 
And on the cause and question now in hand 
Have gloz’d 8, — but superficially ; not much 
Unlike young men, whom Aristotle thought 
Unfit to hear moral philosophy : 

The reasons, you allege, do more conduce 
To the hot passion of distemper’d blood, 

Than to make up a free determination 
’Twixt right and wrong ; For pleasure, and revenge, 
Have ears for ever deaf unto the voice 
Of any true decision. Nature craves, 

All dues be render’d to tlieir owners ; Now 
What nearer debt in all humanity, 

Than wife is to the husband ? if this law 
Of nature be corrut'ted through affection j 
And that great minds, of 9 partial indulgence 
To their benumbed wills, resist the same ; 

There is a law in each wcll-order’d nation. 

To curb those raging appetites that are 
Most disobedient and refractory. 

If Helen then be wife to Sparta’s king, — 

As it is known she is, — tliese moral laws 
Of nature*, and of nations, speak ?loud 
To have her back retum’tl : Thus to persist 
In doing wrong, extenuates not wrong, 

But makes it much more heavy. Hector’s opinion 
Is this, in way of truth ; yet rie’ertheless, 

My spritely brethren, I propend * to you 
In resolution to keep Helen still ; 

For ’tis a cause tliat hath no mean dcpendance 
Upon our joint and sevc*ral dignities. 

Tro. Why, there you touch’d the life of our design; 
Were it not glory that we more affected. 

Than the performance of our heaving spleens, 

I would not wish a drop of Trojan blood 
Spent more in her defence. But, worthy Hector, 
She is a theme of honour and renown ; 

A spur to valiant and magnanimous deeds ; 

Whose present courage may beat down our foes. 
And fame, in time to come, canonize us : 

For, I presume, brave Hector would not lose 
So rich advantage of a promis’d glory, 

As smiles upon the forehead of this action, 

For the wide world’s revenue. 

Jffect. I am yours, 

You valiant offspring of great Priamus. ^ 

I have a roisting 9 challenge sent amongst 
The dull and factious nobles of the Greeks, 

1 Will strike amazement to their drowsy spirits i 
I I was adv^tis’d, their great general riept, 

Whilst emulations in the armv crept ; 

This, I presume, will wake him. [Exeum^ 

s cmntnented. « Through. 

1 TticUue. * Blustering. 

»Envy. , 
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SCENE III. — 77ief Grecian CttWj). Before 
Achilles* Tent* 

Enter Ther sites. 

Ther, How, now, Thcrsites? what, lost in the 
labyrinth of tliy fury? Shall the elephant Ajax 
carry it thus ? he beats me, and I rail at him ; O 
worthy satisfaction ! ’would, it were otherwise ; that 
I could beat him, whilst he railed at me : I’ll learn 
to conjure and raise devils, but 1*11 see some Issue 
of my spiteful execrations. Then there’s Acliilles, 
— a rare engineer. If Troy be not taken, till these 
two undermine it, the walls will stand till they fall 
of tliemsclves. O thou great thunder>durter of 
Olympus, forget that thou art Jove the king of 
gods; and, Mercury, lose all the serpentine craft 
of thy Cadu causes if ye take not that little little 
less-than-little wit from them that they have ! which 
short>armed ignorance itself knows is so abundant 
scarce, it will not in circumvention deliver a tly 
from a spider, without drawing their massy irons, 
and cutting the web. After this, the vengeance on 
the whole camp ! What, ho ! my lord Achilles ! 

Enter Patroclus. 

Pair. Who’s there ? Thcrsites ? Good Thcrsites, 
come in and rail. 

2Vier. If 1 could have remembered a gilt coun- 
terfeit, thou wouldest not have slipped out of iny 
contemplation : but it is no matter ; Thyself upon 
thyself! 'riie common curse of mankind, folly and 
ignorance, be thine in great revenue ! heaven bless 
thee from a tutor, and discipline come not near 
thee I T.rCt thy blood be thy dire<;tion till thy 
death ! then if she, that lays thee out, says thou 
art a fair corse. I’ll bo sworn and sworn upou’t, she 
never shrouded any but lazars. * Amen. — Where’s 
Achilles ? 

Fatr, What, art tliou devout? wast tliou in 
prayer ? 

Ther, Ay ; The heavens hear me ! 

Enter Achilles. 

jlchil. Who’s there ? 

Pair, Thersites, my lord. 

AM, Where, where? — Art thou come? Wliy, 
my cheese, my digestion, why hast thou not served 
thyself in to my table so many meals ? Come ; 
what’s Agamemnon? 

Ther, Thy commander, Achilles ; — Then tell 
me, Patroclus, what’s Achilles ? 

Patr, Thy lord, Thersites ; Then tell me, I pray 
thee, what’s thyself? 

TTher, Thy knower, Patroclus; Then tell me, 
Patroclus, what art thou ? 

l^atr* Thou mayst tell, that knowest. 

AchU, O, tell, tell. 

Ther, I’ll decline the whole question. Agamem- 
non commands Achilles ; Achilles is my lord ; I am 
Patroclus’ knower ; and Patroclus is a fool 

Pair, You rascal I 

Ther, Peace, fool ; I have not done. 

AchU, He is a privileged roan. — Proceed, Ther- 
sites. ^ 

Ther, Agamemnon is a fool ; Achilles is a fool ; 
Thersites is a fool ; and, as aforesaid, Patroclus is 
a fool, 

AchU* Derive tins; come. 

< The wandof MetCiiry, which if wreathed with serpents. 

B Leprous p^fona 


Ther. Agamemnon is a fool to offer to command 
Achilles ; Achilles is a fool to be commanded of 
Agamemnon ; Thersites is a fool to serve such a 
fool ; and Patroclus is a fool positive. 

Pair, Why am I a fool ? 

7'her, Make that demand of the prover. — It suf- 
fices me, thou art. Look you, who comes lierc ? 

Enter Agamemnon, Ulysses, Nestor, Diomedes, 
and Ajax. 

AchU, Patroclus, I’ll speak with nobody : — 
Come in witli me, Thcrsites. [EtU, 

Ther, Here is such patchery, such juggling, and 
such knavery ! [jK'arY. 

Agam. Where is Achilles ? 

Patr, Within Ids tent ; but ill-dispos’d, my lord. 

Agam. Let it be known to him, that we are here. 
He shent® our messengers ; and we lay by 
Our appertainments ' visiting of him : 

Let him be told so ; lest, perchance, be think 
We dare not move the question of our place, 

Or know not what we are. 

Pair, I shall say so to him. [Exit, 

We saw lum at the opening of his tent ; 
lie is not sick. 

Ajax. Yes, lion-sick, sick of jiroud heart: you 
may call it melancholy, if you will favour the man ; 
but, by my head, *tis pride : Hut why, why ? let 
him show us a cause. — A word, my lord. 

[7\ikes Aoamemnon aside. 

Nest, What moves Ajax thus to bay at him ? 

Uli/ss. Achilles Imth inveigled his fool from him. 

Nest, Who? Thersites? 

ZTii/ss, He. 

A^est. Tlien will Ajax lack matter, if he have lost 
his argument. 8 

Uh/ss, No ; you sec, lie is his argument, that has 
his argument ; Achilles, 

Nest. All the belter ; their fraction is more our 
wish, than their faction : But it was a strong com- 
posure, a fool could disunite. 

Uli/ss, The amity that wisdom knits not, folly may 
easily untie. Here comes Patroclus. 

Ee-enter Pat*roclcjs. 

Nest. No Achilles with him. 

Ulyss. The elephant hath joints, but none for 
courtesy ; his legs arc legs for necessity, not for 
flexure. 

Patr. Achilles bids me say — he is much sorry. 
If any thing more than your sport and pleasure 
Did move your greatness, and this noble state, 

To call upon him ; he hopes, it is no other, 

But, for your health and your digestion sake. 

An after-dinner’s breath, 9 

Agam, Hear you, Patroclus ; — 

We are too well acquainted with these answers : 

But his evasion, wing’d thus swift with scorn, 
Cannot outfly our apprehensions. 

Much attribute he hath ; and much the reason 
Why we ascribe it to him ; yet all his virtues, — 
Not virtuously on his own part beheld, — 

Do, in our eyes, begin to lose their gloss ; 

Yea, like fair fruit in an unwholesome dish. 

Are like to rot untasted. Go and tell him, 

We come to speak with him : And you shall not sin. 
If you do say we think him over-proud. 

And under-honest ; in self-assumption greater, 

« Rebuked, rated. I Appendage of rank or dignity. 

s Subject. * Exercise. 
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Than in the note of judgment ; and wortliter than 
himself 

Here tend > the savage strangeness he puts on ; 
Disguise the holy strength of their command, 

And underwrite in an observing kind 
His humorous predominance ; yea, watch 
His pettish lunes 9, his ebbs, his flows, as if 
The passage and whole carriage of this action 
Rode on his tide. Go, tell him diis ; and add. 
That, if he overhold his price so much, 

We*ll none of him ; but let him like an engine 
Not portable, lie under this report — 

Bring action hither, this cannot go to war ; 

A stirring dwarf we do allowance give 
Before a sleeping giant ; — Tell him so. 

Fair* I shall ; and bring his answer presently. 

[Exit* 

Agnm. In second voice we’ll not be satisfied, 

We come to speak with him. — Ulysses, enter. 

Ulysses. 

Ajax. What is he more tlian another ? 

Agnm. No more than what he thinks he is. 

Ajax. Is he so much? Do you not think, he thinks 
himself a better man than lam? 

Again. No question. 

Ajax. Will you subscribe his thought, and say — 
he is ? 

Agam, No, noble Ajax ; you are as strong, as 
valiant, as wise, no less noble, much more gentle, 
and altogether more tractable. 

xijax* Why should a man be proud ? How doth, 
pride grow ? I know not what pride is. 

Agam. Your mind’s the clearer, Ajax, and your 
virtues the fairer. He that is proud, eats up him- 
self: pride is liis own glass, his own trumpet, his ; 
own chronicle ; and whatever praises itself but in j 
the deed, devours the deed in the praise. 

Ajax. I do hate a proud man, as I hate the en- 
gendering of toads. 

A^esi* And yet he loves himself: Is it not i 
strange ? [Aside. 

Re-enter Ulysses. 

Ulyss. Achilles will not to the field to-morrow, 

Agam. What’s Ins excuse ? 

Ulyss. He doth rely on none ; 

But carries on the stream of his dispose, 

Without observance or respect of any, 

In will peculiar and in self-admission. 

Agam. Why will he not, upon our fair request, 
Untent his person, and share the air with us ? 

Ulyss. Things small as nothing, for request’s sake 
only, 

He makes important ; Possess’d he is with greatness ; 
And speaks not to himself, but with a pride 
'That quarrels at self-breath : imagin’d worth 
Holds in his blood such swoln and hot discourse, 
That, ’twixt his mental and his active parts, 
Kingdom’d Achilles in commotion rages, 

And batters down himself ; What should I say ? 

He is so plaguy proud) diat the death-tokens of it 
Cry — No recovery* 

Agam. Let Ajax go to him. — 

Dear lord, go you and greet him in his tent: 

said) he holds you well ; and will be led. 

At your request a httle from himself. 

Ufyss. O Agamemnon) let it not be so 1 
We’ll eonsecrate the steps (hat Ajax makes 

» Attend. • fltibacribe, obey. 

’ Fiti of lunaey. * Approbation 


When they go from Achilles : 3hall the proud lord. 
That bastes his arrogance with his own seam ^ ; 

And never suffers matter of the world • 

Enter his thoughts, — save such as do revolve 
And ruminate himself, — shall he be worshipp’d 
Of that we hold an idol more than he ? 

No, this tlirice worthy and right valiant lord 
Must not so stale his palm, nobly acquir’d ; 

Nor, by my will, assiibjugate his merit, 

As amply titled as Achilles is. 

By going to Achilles : 

That were to enlard his fat-already pride ; 

And add more coals to Cancer, when he burns 
With entertaining great Hyperion. 

This lord go to him ! Jupiter forbid; 

And say in thunder — Achilles^ go to him. 

Nest. O, this is well ; he rubs the vein of him. 

[Aside, 

Dio. And how' his silence drinks up this ap- 
plause ! [Aside. 

Ajax. If I go to him, with my arm’d fist I’ll pash ^ 
him 

Over the face. 


Agam. O, no, you shall not go. 

Ajax. An he be proud with me, I’ll pheeze? his 
pride ; 

Let me go to him. 

Ulyss. Not for the W'orth that hangs upon our 
quarrel. 

A paltry, insolent fellow,— 

Nest. How he describes 

Himself! [Aside* 

Ajax, Can he not be sociable ? 

Ulyss. Th e rav en 

C'hides blacknes.s. ^^^'^Aside* 

Ajax^ — — - j let his humours blood. 

Agam. He’ll be physician, that should be the 
patient. [Aside. 

Ajax. An all men 
Were o'my mind, — 

Ulyss. Wit would be out of fashion. 

[Aside. 

Ajax. He should not bear it so, 

He should eat sw^ords first : Shall pride carry it? 
Nest. An ’twould, you’d carry half. [Aside. 

Ulyss. He’d have ten shares. 

[Aside. 

Ajax. I’ll knead him, I will make him supple;— 
Nest. He’s not yet thorough warm : forces him 
with praises: 

Pour in, pour in ; his ambition is dry, [Aside* 

U lyss. My lor^ you feed too much on this disUke. 

[To Aoamemkok* 

Nest* O noble general, do not do so. 

Dio* You must prepare to fight without Achilles. 
Ulyss. Why, ’tis this naming of him does him harm. 
Here is a man — But ’tis before his face ; 

1 will be silent. 


Nest. Wherefore should you so ? 

He is not emulous as Achilles is. 

Ulyss* Know the whole world) he is as valiant. 
Ajax. A vile dog, that shdl palter i thus with us ! 
1 would, he were a Trojait ! 

Nest. What a Wee 

Were it in Ajax now— — 

Ulyts* If he were proud I 

IHo. Or covetous of praise? 

Ulyss, AjT) or surly bqme ? 


» stuir. 
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Or strange, or sclf'-afTectcd ? 

Ulyss. Thank the heavens, lord, thou art of sweet 
p composure ; 

Praise him that got thee, she that gave thee suck : 
Fam’d be thy tutor, and thy parts of liature 
Thrice-fam’d, beyond all erudition ; 

But he that disciplin’d thy arms to fight, 

Let Mars divide eternity in twain, 

And give him half: and, for thy vigour. 
Bull-bearing Milo his addition • yield 
To sinewy Ajax. I will not praise thy wisdom, 
Which, like a bouni% a pale, a shore, confines 
Thy spacious and dilated parts : Here’s Nestor, — 
Instructed by the antiquary times, 

He must, he is, he cannot but be wise ; — 

But pardon, father Nestor, were your days 


As green as Ajax, and your brain so tempered. 

You should not have the eminence of him, 

But be as Ajax. 

Shall I call you father ? 

Nest, Ay, my good son. 

I>io, Be rul’d by him, lord Ajax. 

Ulyss, There is no tarrying here; the hart Achilles 
Keeps thicket. Please it our great general 
To call together all his state of war ; 

Fresh kings are come to Troy ; To-morrow, 

We must with all our main of power stand fast ; 

And here’s a lord, — come knights from east to w'est, 
And cull their dower, Ajax shall cope the best. 

Agam, Go we to council. Let Achilles sleep : 
Light boats sail swift, though greater hulks draw IV 
—deep. ' I 


ACT III. 


SCENE I. — Troy. A Room m Priam ’5 Palace, 
Enter Pandarus and a Servant. 

Pan. Friend ! you ! pray you, a word : Do not 
you follow the young lord Paris ? 

Serv, Ay, sir, when he goes before me. 

Pan, You do depend upon him, I mean ? 

Serv, Sir, I do depend upon that lord. 

Pan, You do depend upon a noble gentleman ; 
You know me, do you not? 

Serv. ’Faith, sir, superficially. 

Pan, Friend, know me better; I am the lord 
Pandarus. 

Serv, I hope, I shall know your honour better. 

[Musick wilhin. 

Pan. Honour apd lordship are my titles : — 
What musick is this ? 

Serv. I do but partly know, sir; it is musick in 
parts. 

Pan. Know you the musicians ? 

Serv. Wholly, sir. 

Pem, Who play they to? 

Serv. To the hearers, sir. 

Pan, At w hose pleasure, friend ? 

Serv. At mine, sir, and theirs that love musick. 

Pan, Command, I mean, friend. 

Serv, Who shall I command, sir? 

Pan, Friend, we understand not one another ; 1 
am too courtly, and thou art too cunning : At 
whose request do these men play? 

Ser'v, That’s to’t, indeed, sir ; Marry, sir, at the 
request of Paris my lord, who is tlicre in person ; 
with him the mortal Venus, the heart-blood of 
beauty, love’s invisible soul, — 

Pan, Who, my cousin Cressida? 

Sen>* No, sir, Helen; Could you not find out 
that by her attributes ? 

Pan, It should seem, fellow, that tliou hast not 
seen the lady Cressida. I come to speak with Paris 
from the prince Troilus : I will make a compli- 
mental assault upon him, for my business seeths. ^ 

Serv. Sodden business ! there’s a stewed phrase, 
indeed! 

Mnter Faxis and Hilsn, attended. 

Pan, Pidr bo to you, my loi'd, and to all this fair 
company! fbk do&OSi in all fair measure, fairly 
* TtUea * Boundary. ^ Boils. 


i guide them ; especially to you, fair queen ! fair 
thoughts be your fair pillow ! 

Helen, Dear lord, you arc full of fair word.s. 

Pan. You speak your fair pleasure, sweet queen. 
— Fair prince, here is good broken musick. 

Par, You have broke it, cousin : and, by my 
life, you shall make it whole again ; you sliall piece 
it out with a piece of your performance : — - Nell, 
he is full of harmony. 

Pan. IVuly, lady, no. 

Helen, O, sir, — 

Pan, Uude, in sooth ; in good sooth, very rude. 

Par, Well said, my lord ! well, you say so in 
fits. * 

Pan. I have business to my lord, dear queen : — • 
My lord, will you vouchsafe me a word ? 

Helen. Nay, this shall not hedge us out ; we’ll 
hear you sing certainly. 

Pan. Well, sweet queen, you are pleasant with 
me. — But (marry) thus, my lord, — My dear lord, 
and most esteemed friend, your brother Troilus, — 

Helen, My lord Pandarus honey sweet lord, •— 

Pan. Go to, sweet queen, go to : — commends 
himself most affectionately to you. 

Helen, You shall not bob us out of our melody ; 
If you do, our melancholy upon your head ! 

Pun, Sweet queen, sweet queen ; that’s a sweet 
queen, i’faitb. 

Helen. And to make a sweet lady sad, is a sour 
offence. 

Pan. Nay, that shall not serve your turn ; that 
shall it not, in truth, la. Nay, I care not for such 
words ; no, no. — And, my lord, he desires you, 
that, if the king call for him at supper, you will 
make his excuse. 

Helen. My lord Pandarus, — 

Pan. What says my sweet queen,— my very very 
sweet queen ? 

Par. What exploit’s in hand? where sups he to- 
night ? 

Helen, Nay, but my lord, — — 

Pan, What says my sweet queen ? — My cousiii 
will fall out with you. You must not know where 
he sups. 

Par, I’ll lay my life, with my disposer Cressida. 

Pan, No, no, no such matter, you are wide®; 
come, your disposer is sick. 

> Parti of a song. ® Wide of vour mark. 
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l^r. Well, I’ll make excuse. 

Pan, Ay, good my Jord. Why should you say 
- Cressida ? no, your jxoor disposer’s sick. 

Par. T spy. 

Pan, You spy ! what do you spy ? Come, give 
me an instrument. — Now, sweet queen. 

Helen, Why, this is kindly done. 

Pan, My niece is horribly in love with a thing 
you have, sweet queen. 

Helen, She shall have it, my lord, if it be not my 
lord Paris. 

Pan, He ! no, she’ll none of him. — Come, come, 
I’ll hear no more of this ; I’ll sing you a song now. 

Helen, Ay, ay, ])r’ythee now. By my troth, 
sweet lord, thou hast a fine forehead. 

Pan, Ay, you may, you may. 

Helen, Let thy song he love : this love wdll undo 
us all, O, Cupid, Cupid, Cupid ! 

Pan, Love ! ay, that it shall, i’faith. 

Par. Ay, good now, love, love, nothing but love. 
Pan, In good troth, it begins so : 

Lme-, lovey nothing hut lovCf still more t 
Far, oh, love's bow 
Shoots buck awl doe : 

The shaft confounds, 

Not that it wounds, 

But tickles still the sore. 

These lovers cry — Oh f ok ! they die ! 

Yet that which seems the wound to kUl, 

Doth turn oh / oh / to ha I ha ! he ! 

So dying love lives still ; 

Oh I oh! a while, but ha / ha / ka ! 

Oh I oh ! groam out for ha ! ha / ha / 

Hey ho! 

Helen, In love, i’faith, to the very tip of the nose. 
Pan, Sweet lord, who’s a-field to-day ? 

Par, Hector, Deiphobus, Helenus, Ajitenor, and 
all the gallantry of Troy : I would fain have armed 
to-night, but my Nell would not have it so. How 
chance my brother Troilus went not? 

Helen. He hangs ^the lip at something; — you 
know all, lord Pandarus. 

Pan, Not I, honey sweet queen. — I long to hear 
how they sped to-day. — You’ll remember your 
brother’s excuse ? 

Par, To a hair. 

Pan, Farewell, sweet queen, 

Helen. Commend me to your niece. 

Pan, I will, sweet queen. [ExU, 

[A Retreat sounded. 
Par* They are come from field : let us to Priam’s 
hall, 

To greet the warriors. Sweet Helen, I must woo 
you 

To help unarm our Hector : his stubborn buckles. 
With these your white enchanting fingers touch’d. 
Shall more obey, than to the edge of steel, 

Or force of Greekish sinews : you shall do more 
Than all the island kings, disarm great Hector. 
Helen, ’Twill make us proud to be his servant, 
Paris ; 

Yea, what he shall receive of us in duty, 

Give us more palm in beauty than we liave ; 

Yea, overshines ourself. 

P«tr« Sweet, above thought I love tliee. 

[Exeunt, 


SCENE 11. — Pandarus’ Orchard, 

Enter Pandarus and a Servant, meeting, * 

Pan, How now ? where’s tliy master ? at my 
cousin Cressida’s? 

Serv, No, sir ; he stays for you to conduct him 
thither. 

Enter Troilus. 

Pan. O, here he comes. — How now, how now? 

Tro. Sirrah, walk off. [Exit Servant, 

Pan, Have you seen my cousin ? 

Tro. No, Pandarus : I stalk about her door, 
Like a strange soul upon the Stygian banks 
Staying for waftage. O, be thou my Charon, 

And give me swift transportance. Pandarus, 

From Cupid’s shoulder ])luck his painted wings. 
And fly with me to Cressid ! 

Pan, Walk here i’the orchard, I’ll bring her 
straight. [JS^.riV Pandarus. 

Tro, I am giddy ; expectation whirls me round. 
The imaginary relish is so sweet 
That it enchants my sense ; and I do fear 
That I shall lose distinction in my joys ; 

As doth a battle, when they charge on heaps 
The enemy flying. 

Re-eiUer Pandarus. 

Pan, She’s making her ready, she’ll come straight; 
you must be witty now. She does so blush, I’ll 
fetch her. It is the prettiest villain : — she fetches 
her breath as short as a new-ta’en sparrow. 

[Exit Pandarus. 

Tro. Even such a passion doth em!)race my 
bosom ; 

My heart beats thicker than a feverous pulse ; 

And all my pow^ers do their bestowing lose, 

Like vassalage at unawares encpunt’ring 
The eye of majesty. 

Enter Pandarus and Cressida. 

Pan, Come, come, what need you blush? shame’s 
a baby. — Here she is now : swear the oatlis now to 
her, that you have sworn to me. — What, are you 
gone again ? you must be watched ere you be made 
tame, must you ? Come your ways, come your 
ways ; an you draw backward, we’ll put you i* the 
fills. 7 — Why do you not speak to her ? 

Tro, You have bereft me of all words, lady. 

Pan* Words pay no debts. Come in, come in ; 
go get a fire. [Exit Pandarus. 

Ores, Will you walk in, my lord ? 

Tro, O Cressida, how often liave 1 wished me 
thus? 

Ores, Wished, my lord ?— The gods grant I — O 
my lord I 

TVo. What should they grant? what makes this 
pretty abruption ? What too curious dreg espies 
my sweet lady in the fountain of our love ? 

Ores. More dregs than water, if my fears have 
eyes, 

Tro, Fears never see truly. 

Ores. Blind fear, that seeing reason leads, finds 
safer footing than blind reason stumbling without 
fear ; To fear the worst, oft cures the worst. 

Tro, O, let my lady appr^end no fe^ ; In all 
Cupid’s pageant ^ere Is presented no mo^eri 

Ores. Nor nothing monstrous neither ? 

7 Shafts of s carriage. 
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Tto* Nothing, but our undertakings : wlieu we 
vow to weep seas, live in fire, eat rocks, tame tigers : 
thinking it harder for our mistress to devise im- 
position enough, than for us to undergo any difficulty 
imposed. This is the monstruosity in love, lady. 

Crcs* They that have the voice of lions, and the 
act of hares, are they not monsters? 

Tro* Are there sucli ? such are not we : Praise 
us as we are tasted, allow us as we prove ; our head 
shall go bare, till merit crown it: no peifectiou in 
reversion shall have a praise in present ; we will 
not name desert, before liis birth ; and, being born, 
his addition 8 shall be humble. Few words to fair 
faith ; Troilus shall be such to Cressid, as what envy 
can say worst, shall be a mock for his truth ; and 
what truth can speak truest, not truer than Troilus ? 

Cres* Will you w'alk in, my lord ? 

lie-mter Pandarus. 

Pan, What, blushing still ? 

Cres, Well, uncle, what folly I commit, I dedi- 
cate to you. 

Pan, I thank you for that ; be true to my lord : 
if he flinch, chide me for it. 

7Vo, You know' now your hostages ; your uncle’s 
word, and my firm faith. 

Paji. Nay, I’ll give my word for her loo ; our 
kindred, though they be long ere they are wooed, 
they are constant, being won . they are burs, 1 can 
tell you ; they’ll stick where they are thrown. 

Cres, Boldness comes to me now, and brings me 
heart : — 

Prince Troilus, I have lov’d you night and day 
For many weary months. 

Tro, Why was my Cressid then so hard to win ? 

Cres. Hard to seem w on ; but I w as w on, my lord. 
With tlic first glance that ever — Pardon me ; — 

If I confess much, you will play the tyrant. 

I love you now ; biil not, till now, so imicli 
But I might master it : — in faith, 1 lie ; 

My thoughts were like unbrhlled children, grown 
Too headstrong for their mother ; See, w e fools ! 
Why have 1 blabb’d? w hp s hall be true to us, 
When we are so un:?ecretJo 
But, iliough I lov’d you well, I w oo’d you not ; 
And yet, good faith, I wdsli’d myself a man j 
Or that we women had men’s privilege 
Of speaking first. Sweet, bid me hold my tongue j 
For, in this rapture, I shall surely speak 
The thing I shall repent. Sec, see your silence, 
Cunning in dumbness, from my weakness draws 
My very soul of counsel : Stop my mouth. 

Tro, And shall, albeit sw eet music issues thence. 

Pan. Pretty, i’ faith. 

CV«. My lord, I do beseech you, pardon me ; 
*Twas not my purpose, thus to beg a kiss : 

I am ashamed ; O heavens ! what have I done? — 
For this time will 1 take my leave, my lord, 

Tro, Your leave, sweet Cressid ? 

Cres, Pray you, content you. 

Tro, What offends you, lady ? 

Cres, Sir, mine own company. 

Tro, You cannot shun 

Yourself. 

Cres, Let me go and try : 

I have a kind of self reddes with you ; 

But an unkind self, that itself will leave, 

To he another’s fool* I would be gone : 

Where is my wit? I know not what I speak. 

® Titlea 


2’ro. Well know they what they speak, that speak 
so wisely. 

Cres. Perchance, my lord, i show more craft than 
love ; 

And fell so roundly to a large confession. 

To angle for your thoughts ; But you are wise ; 

Or else you love not ; for to be wise aud 
Exceeds man’s might; that' thetrlliS with gods above. 

Tro. 0, that’T thought il ’cotTid be in a' woiiiahV^ 
(As, if it can, 1 will presume in you,) 

To feed for aye 9 her lamp and flames of love; 

To keep her constancy in plight and youth, 
Outliving beauty’s outward, with a mind 
ITiat doth renew swifter than blood decays ; 

Or, that persuasion could but thus convince me, — 
That my integrity and truth to you 
Might be affronted * with the match and weight 
Of such a winnow’d purity in love ; 

How were 1 then uplifted ! but, alas, 

I am as true as tnitli’s simplicity. 

And simpler than the infancy of truth. 

Cres. In that I’ll war with you. 

Tro. O virtuous fight, 

When right with right wars who shall be most right ! 
True swains in love shall, in the w'orld to come, 
Approve their truths by Troilus ; when their rhymes, 
Full of })rotcst, of oath, and big compaie 
Want similes, truth til’d with iteration, — 

As true as steel, as plantage to the moon. 

As sun to day, as tiulle to her mate, 

As iron to adamant, as earth to the center,— 

Yet, after all comparisons of truth. 

As tmth’s authentick author to be cited, 

As tiuc as Troilus shall crown up 3 the verse. 

And sanctify the numbers. 

Cres. Prophet may you bo I 

If I be false, or sw er^’e a hair from truth, 

When time is old and hath forgot itself, 

When waterdrops have worn the stones of Troy, 
And blind oblivion swallow’d cities up, 

And mighty states characterless are grated 
To dusty nothing ; yet let memory, 

From false to false, among false maids in love. 
Upbraid my falsehood! whe* they have said — as 
false 

As air, as water, wind, or sandy earth. 

As fox to lamb, as wolf to heifer’s calf, 

Pard to the hind, or stepdnme to her son ; 

Yea, let them say, to stick the heart of falsehood, 

As false as Cressid. 

Pan. Go to, a bargain made : seal it, seal it ; 
I’ll be the w itness. — Here I hold your hand ; here, 
my cousin’s. If ever you prove false one to anotlier, 
since I have taken such pains to bring you together, 
let {ill pitiful goers-between be called to the world’s 
end after my name, call them all — Panclars ; let all 
inconstant men be Troiluses, all false women Cressids, 
and all brokers-between Pandars ! say, amen. 

2 Vo. Amen. 

Cres. Amen. 

Pan. Amen.' 

SCENE III. — The Grecian Camp. 

Enter Agamemnon, Ulysses, Diomedks. Ivestor, 
Ajax, Menelaus, and Calchas. 

Cal, Now, princes, for the service I have done you, 
The advantage of the time prompts me aloud • 

To call for recompense. Appear it to your mind, 

» 1 Met with and equalled, 

a Compariiott. * Conclude. 
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That, through the sight I bear in things, to Jove 
I have abandon'd Troy, left my possession, 

Incurr'd a traitor’s name ; expos'd myself, 

From certain and possess’d conveniences, 

To doubtful fortunes, s^quest’ring from me all 
That time, acquaintance, custom, and condition. 
Made tame and most familiar to my nature ; 

And here, to do you service, am become 
As new into the world, strange, unacquainted : 

T do beseech you, as in way of taste. 

To give me now a little benefit, 

Out of those many register’d in promise. 

Which, you say, live to come in my behalf. 

Agam. What wouldst thou of us, Trojan ? make 
demand. 

Cal. You have a Trojan prisoner call’d Antenor, 
Yesterday took ; Troy holds him very dear, 

Oft have you (often have you thanks therefore,) 
Desir’d my Cressid in right great exchange, 

Whom Troy liath still denied: Hut this Antenor, 

I know, is such a wrest in their affairs, 

That their negotiations all must slack. 

Wanting his manage ; and tliey will almost 
Give us a prince of blood, a son of Priam, 

In change of him : let him be sent, great princes, 
And he shall buy my daughter ; and her presence 
Shall quite strike off* all service 1 have done, • 

In most accepted pain. 

Agam. Let Diomedes bear him. 

And bring us Cressid hither ; Calchas shall have 
What he requests of us. — Good Diomed, 

Furnish you fairly for this interchange : 

Withal, bring word — if Hector will to-morrow 
Be answer’d in his challenge : Ajax is ready. 

Dio. This shall I underUikc j and 'tis a burden 
Which I am proud to bear. 

[Exeunt Diomedes and Cadchas. 

Enter Achilles and Patroclus, btfore their Tent. 

XJlyss. Achilles stands, i’thc entrance of his tent : — 
Please it our general to pass strangely * by him, 

As if he were forgot ; and, princes all, 

Lay negligent and loose regard upon him : 

I will come last : ’Tis like, he’ll question me, 

Why such unplausive eyes are bent, why turn’d on 
him : 

If so, I have derision med’cinable, 

To use between your strangeness and his pride. 
Which his own will shall have desire to drink ; 

It may do good ; pride hath no other glass 
To show itself, but pride ; for supple knees 
Feed arrogance, and are the proud man’s fees. 

Agam. We’ll execute your purpose, and put on 
A form of strangeness as we pass along ; — 

So do each lord ; and either greet him not, 

Or else disdainfully, wliich shall shake him more 
Than if not look’d on. I will lead the way. 

AchU. What, comes the general to speak witli me? 
You know my mind, I’ll fight no more ’gainst Troy. 

Agam. What says Achilles? would he aught with 
us? 

Nest* Would you, my lord, aught with Uie general? 

AchU. No. 

Nea. Nothing, my lord. 

Agam. The better. 

[Ejeeunt Agamemnon and Nbstoh. 

Achd* Good day, good day. 

Men, How do you ? bow do you ? 

[ExU Menelaus. 

< Like a stranger. , 


Act III. 

Achil. What, does the cuckold scorn me ? 

Ajax. How now, Patroclus? 

Achil. Good morrow, Ajax. 

4jax, Ha ? 

AchU. Good morrow. 

Ajax. Ay, and good next day too. 

[Exit Ajax. 

AchU. What mean tliese fellows? Know they not 
Achilles ? 

Pair. They pass by strangely : they were us’d to 
bend. 

To send their smiles before them to Achilles : 

To come as humbly, as they us’d to creep 
To holy altars. 

AchU. What, am T poor of late ? 

*Tis certain, greatness, once fall’n out with fortune, 
Must fall out with men too : What the declin’d is, 
He sliall as soon read in the eyes of others, 

As feel in liis own fall : for men, like butterflies. 
Show not their mealy wings but to the summer ; 

being simply mau» . f 

Ilatli any honour; but honour for those honours 
That are withbiilE Tiim, as place, riches, favour. 
Prizes of accident as oft as merit : 

Whicli when they fall, as being slippery standers, 
The love that lean’d on them as slippery too, 

Do one pluck down another, and together 
Die in the fill. But ’tis not so with me : 

Fortune and I are friends ; I do enjoy * 

At ample point all that I did possess, 

Save these men’s looks ; who do, methinks, find out 
Something not worth in me such rich beholding 
As they have often given. Here is Ulysses ; 

I’ll interrupt his reading. — 

How now, Ulysses? 

Uly$$, Now, great Thetis’ son ? 

AchU. What are you reading ? 

Vlyss. A strange fellow here 

Writes me, That man — how dearly ever parted 
How much in having, or without, or in, — 

Cannot make boast to have that which he hath, 

Nor feels not what he owes, but by reflection ; 

As when his virtues shining upon others 
Heat them, and they retort that heat again 
To the first giver. 

AchU. This is not strange, Ulysses. 

The beauty that is borne here in the face 
The bearer knows not, but commends itself 
To others’ eyes : nor doth the eye itself 
(That most pure spirit of sense,) behold itself, 

Not going from itself ; but eye to eye oppos'd 
Salutes each other with each other's form. 

For speculation turns not to itself. 

Till it hath travell’d, and is married there 
Where it may see itself : this is not strange at all. 

Vlyss. I do not strain at the position, 

It is familiar ; but at the author’s drift : 

Who, in his circumstance expressly proves — 
That no man is the lord of any thing, 

(Though in and of him there be much consisting,) 
Till he communicate his parts to others ; 

Nor doth he of himself know them for aught 
Till he behold them form’d in the applause 
Where they are extended ; which, like an arch, re- 
verberates 

The voice again ; or like a g$te of steel 
Fronting the sun, receives and renders back 
His figure and his heat, I was much rapt In this; 

^ Excellently endowed. ^ Deiiill of argument 
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And apprebcniled here immediately 
The unknown Ajax. 

HeavenS) what a roan is there ! a very horse j 
That has he knows not what. Nature, what things 
there arc, 

Most abject in regard, and dear in use ! 

What things again most dear in the esteem. 

And poor in worth ! now shall we see to-morrow'. 
An act that very chance doth throw upon him, 

Ajax renown’d. O heavens, what some men do, 
While some men leave to do ! 

How some men creep in skittish fortune’s hall. 
Whiles others play the idiots in her eyes ! 

How one man cats into another’s pride, 

While pride is fasting in his wantonness ! 

To see these Grecian lords ! — why, even already 
They clap the lubber Ajax on the slioulder ; 

As if his foot were on brave Hector’s breast, 

And great Troy shrinking. 

AchiL I do believe it ; for they pass’d by me, 

As misers do by beggars : neither gave to me 
Good word, nor look ; What, arc my deeds forgot ? 

Ulyss. Time hath, my lord, a wallet at his back. 
Wherein he puts alms for oblivion, 

A great-sized monster of ingratitudes ; 

Those scraps are good deeds past: which are <lc- 
vour’d 

As fast as tliey arc made, forgot as soon 
As done : Ters4vcrance, dear my lord, 

Keeps honour bright : To have done is to hang 
Quite out of fashion, like a rusty mail 
In monumental mockery. Take the instant way ; 
For honour travels in a strait so narrow. 

Where one but goes abreast : keep then the path ; 
For emulation hath a tliousand sons, 

That one by one pursiic ; if you give way, 

Or hedge aside from the direct forthright. 

Like to an enter’d tide they all rush by, 

And leave you hindmost ; — 

Or, like a gallant horse fallen in first rank, 

Lie there for pavement to the abject roar, 

O’er-run and trampled on : Then wliat they do in 
present, 

Tliough less than yours in past, must o’ertop yours , 
, For time is like a fashionable host, 

I Tliat slightly shakes his parting guest by the hand ; 

And with his arms out-stretch’d, as he would fly, 

\ Grasps in the comer : Welcome ever smiles, 

; And farewell goes out sighing. O, let not virtue 
\ seek 

I Remuneration for the thing it was ; 

I For beauty, wit, 

• High birth, vigour of bone, desert in service, 

^ Love, friendship, charity, are subjects all 
I To envious and calumniating time. 

/ One^touch of nature ma ke s tlie whol^woi;ld ki^ — 
/ ifhat ^J’lJPltironeTonsent, praise* [ic^4)om ^wds 7, 
' Though they are made and moulded of things past ; 
And give to dust, that is a little gilt. 

More laud than gilt o*er-dusted. 

The present eye praises the present object : 

Then marvel not, thou great and c6mplete man, 
That all the Greeks begin to worship Ajax ; 

Since things in motion sooner catch the eye, 

Than what not stirs. The cry went once on thee, 
And still it might ; and yet it may again. 

If thou wouldst not entomb thyself alive, 

And case thy reputation in thy tent ; 

Whose glorious deeds, but in these fields of late, 

7 New.flishiofied toys. 


Made emulous missions^ ’mongst the gods tliemsel ves, 
And drave great Mars to faction. 

Achil, Of Uiis my privacy 

I have strong reasons. 

Ulyss. But ’gainst your privacy 

The reasons are more potent and licroical ; 

’Tis known, Achilles, that you are in love 
With one of Priam’s daughters. 

Achil. lid ! known ? 

Ulyss. Is that a wonder ? 

The providence that’s in a watchful state, 

Knows almost every grain of Plutus’ gold ; 

Finds bottom in tlie imcomprehensive deeps ; 

Keeps place with thought, and almost like the gods, 
Does thouglits unveil in their dumb cradles. 

There is a mystery (with whom relation 
Durst never meddle) in the soul of state ; 

Which hatli an operation more divine, 

Than brcatl), or pen, can give ex pressure to: 

All the comrai!‘rcc that you have had with Troy, 

As perfectly is ours, as yours, my lord ; 

But it must grieve young Pyrrhus now at home, 
When fame shall in our islands sound her trump ; 
And all the Greekish girls shall tripping sing, — 
Great ITector s sister did Achilles win ; 

But our great Ajax bravely beat down him. 

Fareji^ell, my lord : I as your lover > speak ; 

The fool slides o’er the ice tliat you should break. 

[Fail, 

Pair. To this efTect, Achilles, have I mov’d you; 
A woman impudent and mannish grown \ 

Is not more loath’d than an efl’eminalc maivv 
In time of action. I stand condemn’d for this ; 
They think, my little stomach to the war. 

And your great love to me, restrains you thus : 
Sweet, rouse yourself ; and the weak wanton Cupid 
Shall from your neck unloose his amorous fold, 
And, like a dew-drop from the lion’s mane, 

Be shook to air. 

Achil. Shall Ajax fight with Hector? 

Patr. Ay ; and, perhaps, receive much honour by 
him. 

Achil. I sec, my reputation is at stake ; 

My fame is shrewdly gor’d. 

Pair. • O, then beware ; 

Those wounds lical ill, that men do give themselves ; 
Omission to do what is necessary 
Seals a commission to a blank of danger ; 

And danger, like an ague, subtly taints 
Even then when we sit idly in the sun. 

Achil. Go call Thersites hither, sweet Patroclus ; 
I’ll send the fool to Ajax, and desire him 
To invite the Trojan lords after the combat, 

To see us here unarm’d : I have a woman’s longing, 
An appetite that I am sick withal, 

To see great Hector in his weeds of peace ; 

To talk with him, and to behold his visage, 

Even to my full of view, A labour sav’d ! 

Enter Thersites. 

Ther. A wonder 1 
Achil. What? 

Ther. Ajax goes up and down the field, asking 
for himself. 

Achil. How so? 

Ther. He must fight singly to-morrow w!th Hec- 
tor; and is so prophetically proud of an heroical 
cudgelling, that he raves in saying nothing. 

^ The descent of the deities to combat on either side. 

* Polyxona. ‘ Friend. 
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AckU, How can that be ? 

Ther, Why, he stalks up and down like a peacock, 
a stride, and a stand: ruminates, like an hostess, 
that hath no arithraetick but her In-ain to set down 
her reckoning ; bites his lip with a political regard, 
as who should say — there were wit in this liead, an 
’twould out ; and so there is ; but it lies as coldly in 
him as fire in a flint, which will not show without 
knocking. The man’s undone for ever ; for if Hector 
break not his neck i’the combat, he’ll break it him- 
self in vain-glory. He knows not me : I sjiid, Good 
morrowt Ajax ; and he replies, T/iaiih^ Agamemnon. 
What think you of this man, that takes me for the 
general? He has grown a very land-fish, language- 
less, a monster. A plague of opinion ! a man may 
wear it on both sides, like a leather jerkin. 

Achil. Thou must be my ambassador to him, 
Thersites. 

Ther, Wiio, I ? why, he’ll answer nobody ; he 
professes not answering ; speaking is for beggars ; 
he wears his tongue in his anns. I will pul on his 
presence ; let Patroclus make demands to me, you 
shall see the pageant of Ajax. 

Achil. To him, Patroclus : Tell him, — I humbly 
desire the \aliant Ajax, to invite the most valorous 
Hector to come unarmed to my tent ; and to procure 
safe conduct for his person, of the magnanimoiMi, and 
mostillustrious,six-or-sevcn-timcs honoured captain- 
general of the Grecian army, Agamemnon. Do this. 

Pair. Jove bless great Ajax ? 

Ther. Humph ! 

Pair. I come from the worthy Achilles, — 


ACT 

SCENE I. — Troy. A Street. 

Enter t at one sidct AEneas and Servant j with a Torch ; 
at the otherf Pahis, Deiphomus, Antknok, Dio- 
MEDES, and others, with Torches. 

Par. See, ho ! wha’s that there ? 

Dei. ’Tis the lord ASneas. 

JEne. Is the prince there ? 

Dio. Good morrow, lord AEneas. 

Par. A valiant Greek, AEneas ; take his hand : 
Witness the process of your speech, wherein 
You told — how Diomed, a whole week by days, 
Did haunt you in the field, 

ASne. Health to you, valiant sir, 

During all question * of the gentle truce : 

But when I meet you arm’d, as black defiance, 

As heart can think, or courage execute. 

Dio. The one and other Diomed embraces. 

Our bloods are now in calm ; and, so long, health : 
But when contention and occasion meet. 

By Jove, I’ll play the hunter for thy life, 

Witli ail my force, pursuit, and policy. 

JEne* And thou shall hunt a lion, that will fly 
With his face backward. — - In humane gentleness, 
Welcome to Troy ! now, by Anchises’ life, 
Welcome, indeed ! By Venus’ hand I swear, 

^o man alive can love, in such a sort. 

The thing he means to kill, more excellently. 

Dio* We sympathize ; — Jove, let .^neas live. 

If to my sword his fate be not the glory, 

A thousand cdmplete courses of tlie sun ! 

s Conversation. 


Ther, Hap 

Pair. Who most humbly desires you, to invite 
Hector to his lent ! — 

Ther. Humph ! 

Pair. And to procure safe conduct from Aga- 
memnon. 

'Ther. Agamemnon? 

Pair. Ay, my lord. 

Ther. Ha! 

Pair. What say you fo’t ? 

Ther. With all my lieart. 

Pair. Your answer, sir. 

Ther. If to-morrow be a fair day, by eleven o’clock 
it will go one way or other ; howsoever, he shall pay 
for me ere he has me. 

Pair. Your answer, sir. 

Ther. Fare you well, with all my heart. 

Achil. Why, hut he is not in tliis tune, is he? 

Ther. No, but he's out o’tunc thus. What musick 
will be in him when Hector has knocked out his 
brains, I know not : But, I am sure, none ; unless 
the fiddler A polio get liis sinews to make catlings ' on. 

Achil. Come, thou sh:iltbear a letter to him straight. 

Ther. I.et me bear another to his horse ; for tliat’s 
the more capable < creature, 

Achil. My mind is troubled, like a fountain stirr’d; 
And I myself sec not the bottom of it. 

{Exeunt Achilles and Patroclus. 

Ther. ’Would the fountain of your mind were 
clear again, that I might water an ass at it I I had 
rather be a tick in a sheep, than such a valiant 
ignorance. {Exit. 


IV. 

But, in mine emulous honour, let him die, 

Witii every joint a wound : and that to-morrow ! 
JE7W. We know each other well. 

Dio. We do ; and long to know each other worse. 
Par. This is the most despiteful gentle greeting, 
The noblest hateful love, that e’er 1 heard of. — 
What business, lord, so early ? 

ASne. I was sent for to the king; but why, I 
know not. 

Par. His purpose meets you ; ’Twas to bring tliis 
Greek 

To Calchas’ house ; and there to render him, 

For the enfreed Antenor, tlie fair Cressid : 

Let’s have your company ; or, if you please, 

Haste there before us : I constantly do think, 

(Or, rather, call my thought a certain knowledge,) 
My brother Troilus lodges there to-night ; 

Rouse him, and give him note of our approach. 
With the whole quality wherefore : I fear 
We shall be much unwelcome. 

jEne. That I assure you ; 

Troilus had rather Troy were borne to Greece, 
Than Cressid borne from Troy. 

Par. There is no help ; 

The bitter disposition of the time 
Will have it so. On, lord ; we’ll follow you. 
jEne. Good morrow, all. ^ [Exit. 

Par, And tell me, noble Diomed ; Taith, tell me 
true, 

Even in the soul of sound goodi-fellowship, — 

s Lute.«tiring« made of catgut 
* InteUigent 
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Scene II. 

Who, in your thoughts, merits fair Helen best, 
Myself, or Menelaus? 

jpio, ■* Both alike ; 

He merits well to have her, that doth seek her 
With such a hell of pain, and world of charge : 

And you as well to keep her, that defend her 
With such a costly loss of wealth and friends. 

She’s bitter to her country : Hear me, Paris, — 

For every false drop in her wanton veins 
A Grecian’s life hath sunk ; for every scruple 
Of her contaminated carrion weight, 

A Trojan hath been slain ; since she could speak, 
She hath not given so many good words breath, 

As for her Greeks and Trojans suffer’d death. 

Par, Fair Diomed, you do as chapmen do, 
Dispraise the thing tliat you desire to buy ; 

But we in silence hold this virtue well, — 

We’ll not commend what we intend to sell. 

Here lies our way. \Ej^cunt, 

SCENE II. — Court before the House cf Pandarus. 

Enter Troilus and Cressida. 

Tro. Dear, trouble not yourself; tliemorn is cold. 
Cres, Then, sweet my lord, I’ll call mine uncle 
down ; 

He shall unbolt the gates. i 

2 Vo. Trouble him not; 

To bed, to bed ; Sleep kill those l»retty eye«. 

And give as soft attachment to thy senses. 

As infants’ empty of all thought ! 

Cres, Good morrow then. 

Tro, Pr’ythee now, to bed, 

Cres, Are you aw'eary of me? 

Tro. O Cressida ! but that the busy day, 

Wak’d by the lark, hath rous’d the ribald crows, 

I would not from thee. 

Cres, Pr’ythec, tarry then ; 

You men will nev^r tarry. 

0 foolish Cressid ! — I might have still held off, 
And then you would have tarried. Hark ! there’s 

one up. 

Fan. [ Withiu.'l Wliat, are all the doors open here ? 
Tro* It is your uncle. 

Enter Pandarus. 

Cres, A pestilence on him ! now will he be mock- 
ing: 

1 shall have such a life, 

Pan, How now, how now ! where’s my cousin 
Cressid ? 

Cres, Come, come ; beshrew your heart ! you’ll 
ne’er be good, 

Nor suffer others. 

Pan, Ha, ha ! Alas, poor wretch ! a poor weak 
girl, [Knocking, 

Cres* Did I not tell you? — ’would he were 
knock’d o’ the head ! — 

Who's that at door? good uncle, go and see. — 

[Knocking* 

How earnestly they knock ! — pray you, come in ; 

1 would not for haJf Troy have you seen here. 

[Exeunt Taoii.us and Cressida. 
Pan* [Going to the door,'\ Who’s there? what’s 
the matter ? will you beat down the door ? How 
now ? wbaPs the matter ? 

EnJter .^neas. 

„^ne* Good morrow* lord^ good morrow. 

« Noisy. 
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Pan, Who’s there ? my lord .Ailneas ? By ray 
troth, I knew you not : what news with you so 
early ? 

jEne, Is not prince Troilus here ? 

Pan. Here! what should he do here? 
uEn£, Come, he is here my lord, do not deny him; 
It doth import him much, to speak witli me. 

Pan. Is he here, say you ? ’lismore than I know, 
I’ll be sworn : — For my own piirt, 1 came in late: 
Wlittt should ho do here ? 

Jlnc. WIjo ! — nay, then : — 

Come, come, you’ll do him wrong ere you are ’ware ; 
You’ll be so true to him, to be false to him : 

Do not you know of him, yet go fetch him hither ; 

Cio. 

As Pandarus h going out, enter Troilus. 

2Vo. Ilow'now? what’s the matter ? 

APlnc, My lord, I scarce have leisure to salute you, 
My matter is so rash 7 : There is at hand 
Paris your brother, and Deiphobus, 

The Grecian Diomed, and our Antenor 
Deliver’d to us ; and for him forthwith, 

Ere the lirst sacrifice, within this hour. 

We must give up to Diomedcs’ liand 
The lady Cressida. 

Tro. Is it so concluded ? 

A^ne, By Priam, and the general state of Troy : 
TJiey are at hand, and ready to effect it. 

Tro, 1 will go meet them : and, my lord JEneas, 
We met by chance ; you did not find me here. 
Alne, Good, good, my lord. 

[ Exeunt Troilus and AEneas. 
l*on. Is’t possible? no sooner got, but lost? the 
young prince will go mad. A plague upon An- 
tenor, 1 would, they had broke’s neck ! 

Enter Cressida. 

Cres, How now ? What is the matter ? Who was 
here ? 

Pan, Ah, all ! 

Cres* Why sigh you so profoundly ? where’s my 
lord gone? 

Tell me, sw^et uncle, what’j^thc matter? 

Pan* ’Would I were as deep under the earth as 
I am above ! 

Cres* O the gods ! — what’s the matter ? 

Pan* Pr’ythee, get thee in ; ’Would thou liadst 
ne’er been born ! I knew, thou wouldst be liis 
death ; — O poor gentleman ! — A plague upon 
Antenor ! 

Cres. Good uncle, I beseech you on my knees, I 
beseech you, what’s the matter ? 

Pan. Thou must be gone, wench, thou must be 
gone ; thou art changed for Antenor ; thou must 
to thy father, and be gone from Troilus ; ’twill lie 
Ins death : ’twill be his bane ; he cannot bear it, 
Cres. O you immortal gods ! — I will not go, 
Pa?i, 'JThou must. 

Cres. I will not, uncle : I have forgot my father; 
I know no touch of consanguinity® ; 

No kin, no love, no blood, no soul so near me, 

As the sweet Troilus. — O you gods divine ! 

Make Cressid’s name the very crown of falsehood, 
If ever she leave Troilus ! Time, force, and deatili, 
Do to this body what extremes you can ; 

But the strong base and building of my love 
Is as the very center of the earth, 

Drawing all things to it. — I’ll go in, and w'eep; — 
" Hasty. « Sense or feeling of relationship 
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Pan, Do, do. 

Cres, Tear my bright hair, aiui scratch my 
praised cheeks, 

Crack my clear voice with sobs, and break my heart 
With sounding Troilus, I will not go from Troy. 

[^Exeunt. 

SCENE III. — Pefore Pandarus’ House, 

Enter Paris, Troilus, JEneas, Deifiiobus, 
Antekor, and Diomeues. 

Par. It is great morning; and the hour prefix'd 
Of her delivery to this valiant Greek 
Comes fast upon ; — Good my brother Troilus, 

Tell you the lady what she is to do. 

And haste her to the purpose. 

Tro. Walk in to her house ; 

I’ll bring her to the Grecian presently ; 

And to ins hand wlien I deliver her, 

Think it an altar ; and thy brother Troilus 
A priest, there offering to it his own heart. [Esnt. 

Par, I know what ’tis to love ; 

And ’would, as 1 sliall pity, I could lielp ! •— 
Please you, walk in, my lords. [Exeunt, 

SCENE IV J Eoom in Pandarus’ House, 

Enter Pandarus and Cressida. 

Pan. Bo moderate, be moderate. 

Cres. Why tell you me of moderation ? 

The grief is fine, full, perfect, that I taste, 

And violenteth in a sense as strong 

As that which causeth it ; How can I moderate it ? 

If I could temporize witli my affection, 

Or brew it to a weak and colder palate. 

The like allayment could I give my grief ; 

My love admits no qualifying dross : 

No more my grief, in .such a precious loss. 

Enter Troilus. 

Pan, Hero, here, here he comes. — Ah, sweet 
ducks ! 

Cres, O Troilus ! Troilus ! [Emhracinfr him. 
Pan, What a pair of spectacles is here ! Let me 
embrace too ; — How now, lambs ? 

Ti'o, Cressid, I love thee in so strain’d a purity, 
That die blest gods — as angi 7 with my fancy, 
More bright in zeal than the devotion which 
Cold lips blow to their deities,-— take thee from me. 
Cres, Have the gods envy ? 

Pan, Ay, ay, ay, ay ; ’tis too plain a case. 

Cres, And is it true, that I must go from Troy? 
Tro. A hateful truth. 

Cres, What, and from Troilus too? 

2'ro. From Troy and Troilus. 

Cres, Is it possible ? 

2Vo. And suddenly ; where injurj' of chance 
Puts back leave-taking, justlcs roughly by 
All time of pause, rudely beguiles our lips 
Of all rejoindure, forcibly prevents 
.Our lock’d embrasures, strangles our dear vows 
;Even in the birth of our own labouring breatli ; 

We two, that with so many thousand sighs 
Did buy each other, must poorly sell ourselves 
With the rude brevity and discharge of one. 
Injurious time now, with a robber’s haste, 

Crams his rich thievery up, he knows not how ; 

As many farewells as t>e stars in heaven, 

With distinct breath and consign'd ^ kisses to them, 
9 Sealed. 


Act IV. 

He fumbles up into a short adieu ; \ 

And scants us with a single famish’d kiss, J 
Distasted with the salt of broken tears. 
uE^ie, [Within,'] My lord ! is the lady ready? 
'Pro. Hark ! you are call'd : Some say, the Genius 
so 

Cries, Come f to him that instantly must die. — 
Bid them have patience : she shall come anon. 

pan. Where are my tears? rain, to lay this wind, 
or my heart will be blown up by the root ! 

[ExU Pandarus. 
Cres. I must then to the Greeks ? 

Tro, No remedy. 

Cres. A woeful Cressid ’mongst the merry Greeks ! 
When shall we see again ? 

2'ro, Hear me, my love ! Be thou but true of 
heart, 

CfTS. I true ! how now ? what wicked deem ^ is 
this ? 

7'ro. Nay, we must use expostulation kindly, 

For it is parting from us ; 

I speak not, be thou true, as fearing thee ; 

For I will throw my glove to death himself, 

That there’s no maeulation in thy heart ; 

But, be thou true, say I, to fashion in 
My sequent ’ protestation : be thou true, 

And I will see thee. 

Cres. O, you shall be expos’d, my lord, to dangers 
As infinite as imminent ! but, I’ll be true. 

Tro. And I’ll grow friend with danger. Wear 
this sleeve. 

Cres, And you this glove. When shall I see you ? 
Tro. I will corrupt the Grecian sentinels, 

To give thee nightly visitations. 

But yet, be true. 

Cres, O heavens ! — be true again ? 

'Tro, Hear why I speak it, love ; 

The Grecian youths are full of quality * ; 

They’re loving, well compos’d, ivith gifts of nature 
flowing, 

And swelling o’er with arts and exercise ; 

How novelty may move, and parts with person, 

Alas, a kind of godly jealousy 

(Which, I beseech you, call a virtuous sin,) 

Makes me afeard. 

Cres. O heavens ! you love me not. 

2ro. Die I a villain then ! 

In this I do not call your faith in question. 

So mainly as my merit : I cannot sing, 

Nor heel the liigh lavolt nor sweeten talk, 

Nor play at subtle games ; fair virtues all. 

To winch the Grecians are mostprompt and pregnant : 
But 1 can tell, tliat in each grace of these 
Tliere lurks a still and dumb-discoursive devil, 

That tempts most cunningly : but be not tempted. 
Cres. Do you think I will ? ] 

Tro, No. 

But something may be done, that we- will not ; j 
And sometimes we are devils to ourselves, j 
When we will tempt the frailty of our powers, | 
Presuming on their changeful potency. ^ 

jEne. [ Within,] Nay, godd my lord, — r- 
Tro, Come, kiss ; and let us part. 

Par, [Within,] Brother Troilus ! 

Tro, Good brother, come you hither ; 

And bring .®neas, and the Grecian, with you* 

Cres, My lord, will you be true ? 

Tro, Who, I ? alas, it is my vice, my fault ; 

» Surynt»e. « Spot. * ^ Following. 

* Highly accomplUhed. A dance. 
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Scene V. 

While otliers fish 'with craft for great opinion, 

T with great truth catch mere simplicity ; 

Whilst some with cunning gild their copper crowns, 
Widi truth and plainness I do wear mine bare. 

Fear not my truth ; the moral of my wit 

Is — plain, and true, — there’s all the reach of it, 

EiUer iENEAs, Paris, Antenor, DEiriioBus, 
and Diomeues. 

Welcome, sir Diomed ! here is the lady. 

Which for Antenor we deliver you : 

At the port lord, I’ll give her to thy hand ; 

And, by the way, possess 7 tliee what she is. 

Entreat her fair ; and, by my soul, fair Greek, 

If e’er thou stand at mercy of my sword, 

Name Cressid, and thy life shall be as safe 
As Priam is in Ilion. 

Dio. Fair lady Cressid, 

So please you, save the thanks this prince expects : 
The lustre in your eye, heaven in your cheek, 
I’leads your fair usage ; and to Diomed 
You shall be mistress, and command him wholly. 

Tro. Grecian, thou dost not use me courteously. 
To shame the zeal of my petition to thee, 

In praising her: I tell thee, lord of Greece, 

She is as far high-soaring o’er thy praises. 

As thou unworthy to be called her servant. 

I charge tliec, use her well, even for my charge ; 
For, by the dreadful Pluto, if thou dost not. 
Though the great bulk Acliillcs be thy guard, 

I’ll cut thy throat. 

Dio, O, be not mov’d, prince Troilus : 

Let me be privileg’d by my place, and message, 

To be a speaker free ; when I am hence, 

I’ll answer to my will : And know you, lord, 

I’ll nothing do on charge ; To her own worth 
She shall be priz’d ; but diat you say — > be’t so, 

I’ll speak it in my spirit and honour, — no. 

Tro, Come, to the port. — I'll tell tliee, Diomed, 
This brave sliall oft make tliee to hide thy head. — 
Lady, give me your hand ; and, as we walk. 

To our own selves bend we our needful talk. 

[Exeunt Troilus, Cressid a, and Diomed. 

[ Trumpet heard. 

Par. Hark ! Hector’s trumpet. 

JEne. How have we spent this morning ! 

The prince must think me tardy and remiss, 

That swoi'c to ride before him to the field. 

Par. ’Tis Troilus’ fault ; Come, come to field with 
him. 

Dei* Let us make ready straight. 

JEne. Yea, with a bridegroom’s fresh alacrity, 
Let us address to tend on Elector’s heels : 

The glory of our Troy doth this day lie, 

On his fair worth and single chivalry. [Exeura. 

SCENE V. — 2'ke Grecian Camp. Lists set out* 

Enter Ajax armed ; Aqamemnok, Achilles, 
Patroclus, Menelaus, Ulysses, Nestor, and 
others. 

jigam* Here art thou in appointment^ fresh and 
fair, 

Anticipating time with starting courage. 

Give witli thy trumpet a loud note to Troy, 

Thou drejsulful Ajax ; that the appalled air 
May pierce the head of the great combatant, 

And hale him hither. 

^ax* Thou, trumpet, there’s my purse. 

® Gate. f Inform. ® Preparation, 


Now crack thy lungs, and split thy brazen pipe ; 
Blow, villain, till thy sphered bias check 
Out-swell the colick of puff’d Aquilon : 

Come, stretch thy chest, and let tliy eyes spout blood ; 
Thou blow’st for Hector. [Trumjyel sounds. 

Ulyss. No trumpet answers. 

Achil. *Tis but early days. 

Agam. Is not yon Diomed, w ith Calchas’ daughter? 
Ulyss, *Tis he, I ken the manner of his gait : 

He rises on the toe : that spirit of his 
In aspiration lifts him from the earth. 

Enter Diomed, with Cressida. 

jigani. Is this the lady Cressid ? 

Dvi, Even she. 

Agam. Most dearly welcome to the Greeks, sweet 
lady. 

Nest. Our general doth salute you with a kiss. 
Ulyss, Yet is the kindness but particular ; 

’Twere better, she were kiss’d in general. 

A^csl. And very courtly counsel : I’ll begin. — 
So much for Nestor. 

Achil. I’ll take that winter from your lips, fair 
lady : 

Achilles bids you w^elcomc. 

Cres. I am your debtor. 

Dio. Lady, a word ; — I’ll bring you to your 
father. [Diomid Cressida. 
N'est. A woman of quick sense. 

Ulyss. Fyc, fyc upon her ! 

There’s language in her eye, her clieek, her lip, 
Nay, her foot s}>caks ; her wanton spirits look out 
At every joint and motive 9 of her body. 

O, these encountcrers, so glib of tongue, 

That give a coasting welcome ere it <’omes, 

And wide unclasp tlie tables of their thoughts 
To every Ucklisli reader ! set them down 
For sluttish spoils of opportunity, 

And daughters of the game. [Trumpet wilhuu 
All. The Trojans’ trumpet. 

Agam. Y^onder comes the troop. 

Enter Hector, armed ; TEneas, Troilus, and other 
Trojans, with Attendants. 

.^ne. Hail, all the statt;of Greece! what shall 
be done 

To Inm that victory commands? Or do you purpose, 
A victor shall be known ? will you the knights 
Shall to the edge of all extremity 
Pursue each other ; or sliall they be divided 
By any voice or order of the field ? 

Hector bade ask. 

Jgam. Which way w'ould Hector have it ? 

jEne. He cares not, he’ll obey conditions. 

Achil. *Tis done like Hector ; but securely done, 
A little proudly, and great deal misprizing 
The knight oppos’d. 

AEne. If not Achilles, sir, 

What is your name ? 

Achil. If not Achilles, nothing. 

; jEne. Therefore Achilles ; But, whate’er, know 
this ; 

I In the extremity of great and little, 

Valour and pride excel themselves in Hector ; 

The one almost as infinite as all, 

The other blank as notliing. Weigh him well, 
And that, which looks like pride, is courtesy. 

This Ajax is half made of Hector’s blood ; 

In love whereof, half Hector stays at home j 
9 Motion. 

II r 



616 


TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. 


Half heart, Imlf hand, half Hector comes to seek 
This blended knight, half Trojan, and half Greek. 

JRe-cnter Diomeo. 

Jifam, Here is sir Dioincd ; — Go, gentle knight, 
Stand by oiir Ajax ; as you and lord A '.neas 
Consent upon the order of ihcir light, 

So ho it ; eitlier to the uttermost, 

Or else a breath ’ : the combatants being kin, 

Half stints their strife before their strokes begin. 

[Ajax and IIi-rfoR enter the Lists. 
Uh/%$, Tljcy are o])pos’<l already. 
jdgani. What Trojan is that same that looks so 
heavy ? 

IJl^ss. Tlie youngest son of Priam, a true knight; 
Not yet mature, yet matchless ; linn of word ; 
Speaking in deeds, and decdless in his longue ; 

Not soon provok’d, nor, being provok’d, soon calm’d: 
His heart and hand both open, and both free ; 

For what he has, he gives ; wliat thinks, ho shows ; 
Yet gives he not, till judgment guide his bounty, 
Nor dignifies an impair '^ thouglit witli breath : 
Manly as Hector, but more dangerous; 

For Hector, in his blaze of wrath, subscribes^ 

To tender <)bjects ; but be, in heat of action. 

Is more vindicative than jealous love : 

They call him Troilus; and on him erect 
A second liope, as fairly built as Hector. 

Thus says Ailneas : one that knows the youth 
Even to his inches, and, with private soul, 

Did in great Ilion thus translate^ him to me. 

[yf/nrt/m. IIkctor and Ajax Jight. 
Agani. The) are in action. 

Nest, Now, Ajax, hold thine own ' | 

7Vo. Hector, thou slccp’st ; 

Awake thee ! 

Agam.llU blows are well dispos’d : —there, Ajax ! 
Dio, You must no more. ( Trumpets cease, 

JEne, Princes, enough, so please you. 

Ajaj'. I am not warm yet, let us fight again. 

Dio, As Hector pleases. 

Hect. liy, then, will I no more : — 

TJiou art, groat lord, my father’s sister’s son, 

A cousin-german to great Priam’s seed ; 

The obligation of our (“ilood forbids 
A gory emulation ’twixt us twain : 

Were thy conimixtion Greek and Trojan so. 

That tliou couldst say — Thin hand is Grecian ally 
And this is 'Trojan ; the sinews of this leg 
All G reeky and (his all Troy ; rny mothers Mood 
Jiims on the dexter ^ cheeky and this sinister' 

JioundS'-in my father's ; by Jove inultipotcnt, 

Thou shoiildst not hear from me a Greekish memlier 
Wherein my sword had not impressure made 
Of our rank feud : But the just gods gainsay, 

That any drop thou borrow’st from thy mother. 

My sacred aunt, should by my mortal sw'ord 
Be drain'd ! Let me embrace thee, Ajax : 

By him that thunders, thou hast lusty arms ; 

Hector w'ould have them fall upon him thus : 
Cousin, all honour to thee ! 

Ajar, I thank thee, Hector ; 

Thou art too gentle, and too free a man : 

I came to kill thee, cousin, and bear hence 
A great addition earned in thy death. 

Hect, Not Neoptolcmus so mirable 
(On whose bright crest, Fame with her loud’st O yes 

> Breathing, exercise. ^ Unsuitable to his character. 

3 Yields, gwts wav, ^ Explain his charactw. 

» Bight. ‘ « Left. 


Act IV. 

Cries, This is hey) could promise to himself 
A thought of added honour torn from Hector. 

JEne. Tlicre is expectance here from both the sides, 
What, further you will do. ' 

Tlect. We’ll answer it ; 

The issue is einbraeement : — Ajax, farewell. 

Ajax, If I miglit in entreaties find success, 

(.*\s sold" 1 have the chance,) I would desire 
My famous cousin to our Grecian tents. 

Dio. ’Tis Agamemnon’s w'ish : and great Achilles 
Doth long to see unarm’d llie valiant Hector. 

ITect, yhaieas, call my brother Troilus to me ; 
And signify this loving interview 
To the ex))ecters of our Trojan part ; 

Desire them home. — Give me thy hand, my cousin ; 
I will go eat wdth thee, and see your knights. 

Ajax. Great Agamemnon comes to meet us here. 
Hect. The worthiest of them tell me name by 
name ; 

But for Achilles, my owm searching eyes 
Shall find him by his large and portly size. 

Again. Worthy of arms, os w'elcome as to one 
That would lie rid of such an enemy ; 

But that’s no w elcome : Understand more clear, 
What’s past, and what’sto come, is strew ’d with husks 
And foi mless ruin of oblivion ; 

But in this extant moment, faith and troth. 

Strain’d purely from all hollow bias-drawing 
Bills thee, with most divine integrity. 

From heart of very heart, great Hector, welcome, 
Hect, 1 thank thee, most imperious^ Agamemnon. 
Agam. My wcll-fam’d lord of Troy, no less to 
you. [To Tkoilus. 

Men. Let me confirm my princely brother’s 
greeting ; — 

You brace of warlike brothers, welcome hither. 
Hect. Whom must we answer ? 

Men. The noble Menelaus. 

Heel, O you, my lord? by jVlars his gauntlet, 
thanks ! 

Mock not, that I afiect the nntraded oath ; 

Your (ptondani wife swears still by Venus’ glove : 
She’s well, but hade me not commend her to you. 
Men. Name her not now, sir; she’s a deadly 
theme. 

IJccl. O pardon ; T ofiend. 

N'esf. I have, thou gallant Trojan, seen tliec oft. 
Labouring for destiny, make cruel way 
Through ranks of Greekish youth : and I liave seen 
ihcc, 

As hot as Perseus, spur thy Phrygian steed, 
Despising many forfeits and subduements. 

When thou hast hung thy advanced sword i’ the air, 
Not letting it decline on the declin’d ; 

That I have said to some my standers-hy, 

Loy Jupiter is yondevy dealing life / 

And I have seen iliee pause, and take thy breath, 
When that a ring of Greeks have hcinm’d thee in, 
Like an Olympian wrestling ; This have I seen ; 
But this thy countenance, still lock’d in steel, 

I never saw' till now, I knew thy grandsire 9, 

And once fought with him : he was a soldier good; 
But, by great Mars, the captain of us all, 

Never like thee ; Let an old man embrace thee ; 
And, worthy warrior, welcome to our tents. 

Aine. ’Tis the old Nestor. 

Hect. Let me embrace thee, good old chronicle, 
That hast so long w'alk’d hand in hand with time : — 
Most reverend Nestor, I am glad to clasp thee. 

7 Seldom. ** Imperial. * I/8omedon. 



Acr V. Scene L 

Nest, I would, ray arras could match dice in con> 
tention, 

As they contend with thee in courtesy. 

Ifect. I w'ould they could. « 

Nest, Ha! 

By this while beard, I*d fight with thee to-morrow. 
Well, welcome, welcome ! I have seen the time — 
Uli/ss.' I wonder now how yonder city stands, 
When we have here her base and pillar by us. 

Jfect. I know your favour, lord Ulysses, well. 
Ah, sir, there’s many a Greek and IVojan dead. 
Since first I saw yourself and Diomed 
In Ilion, on your Greekish embassy. 1 

Ult/ss- Sir, I foretold you then wliat would ensue : 
My pro])hecy is hut half his journey yet ; 

For yonder walls, that pertly front your towm, 

Yon towers, whose wanton tops do buss tiic clouds, 
Must kiss their ow n feet. 

Ilcrt, T must not believe you: 

'riiere they stand yet ; and modestly I think, 

'i'lie fall of every Phrygian stone w ill cost 
A drop of Grecian blood : Tiie end crow'iis all ; 
And tliat old c(»mmon arbitrator, Time, 

Will one day end it. 

Vl^ss. So to him we leave it. 

Most gentle, and most valiant Hector, welcome : 
After the general, I beseech you next 
To feast with me, and see me at ray tent. 

^chil, I shall forestall thee, lord Ulysses, thou ! — 
Now, Hector, I have fed mine eyes on thee ; 

1 have with exact view perus’d thee, Hector, 

And quoted ' joint by joint, 

Hcct. Is tills Achilles? 

ylc/nl. I am Achilles. 

IJect. Stand fair, I jiray thee ; let me look on thee. 
uic/iil. Behold thy fill. 

IJect, Nay, T have done already. 

^chtJ, Thou art too brief ; 1 w'ill the second time, 
As I would buy tl^ec, view thee limb by limb. 

Hc('t‘ O, like a book of sport tliou’lt read me o’er ; 
But there’s more in me than thou understand’st. 
Why dost thou so oppress me wdth thine eye? 
uichil. Tell me, you heavens, in which part of his 
body 

Shall I destroy him ? whether there, there, or there? 
That I may give the local wound a name; 

And make distinct the very breach whereout 
Hector’s great spirit fiew ; Answ'er me, heavens ! 
Hect, It would discredit the blcss’d gods, proud 
man, 

To answer such a question : Stand again ; 

Tliink’st thou to catch my life so pleasantly, 
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As to prenominate ^ in nice conjecture, 

Where thou wilt hit me dead ? 

Miil. I tell thee, yea. 

Ilect, Wert thou an oracle to tell me so, 

I’d not believe thee. Henceforth guard thee well ; 
For ril not kill thee there, nor there, nor there ; 
But, by the forge that stithied 3 Mars his helm, 
ril kill thee every where, yea, o’er and o’er. — 

You wisest Grecians, pardon me this brag. 

His insolence draws folly from my lips ; 

But I’ll endeavour deeds to match these words, 

Or may I never — 

yijax. Do not chafe thee, cousin ; — . 

And you, Achilles, let these threats alone, 

Till accident, or purpose, bring you to’t: 

You may have every day enough of Hector, 

If you have stomach ; the general state, I fear, 

Can scarce entreat you to be odd with him. 

JIcct. I pray you, let us sec you in the field ; 

We have had pelting wars, since you refus’d 
The Grecians* cause. 

jlchil. Dost thou entreat me, Hector ? 

To-morrow, do I meet thee, fell as death : 
To-night, all friends. 

IJert. Thy hand upon tliat match* 

jiganu First, all you peers of Greece, go to my 
tent ; 

Tliere in the full convive^ we: afterwards, 

As Hector’s leisure and your bounties shall 
Concur together, severally entreat him. — 

Beat loud the tahoiirines let the trumpets blow, 
That this great soldier may his welcome know. 

[Exeunt all but Tkoiuis and Ulysses. 
Tro, My lord Ulysses, tell me, I beseech you, 

III what place of tlie field doth Calchas keep, 

Ul^ss. At Menelaus’ tent, most princely Troilus; 
There Diomed doth feast with him to-night ; 

Who neither looks upon the heaven, nor earth, 

But gives all gaze and bent of amorous view 
On the fair Cressid. 

7ro. Shall I, sweet lord, be bound to you so much. 
After we part from Agamemnon’s tent, 

To bring me thither ? 

Ufyss. You shall command me, sir. 

As gentle tell me, of what honour was 
This Cressida in Troy ? Had she no lover there 
That wails her absence ? 

Tro. O, sir, to such as boasting show their scars, 
A mock is due. Will you walk on, my lord ? 

She was belov’d, she lov’d ; she is, and doth : 

But, still, sweet love is food for fortune’s tooth. 

[Exeunt, 


TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. 


ACT V. 


SCENE I. — The Grecian Camp, Before Achilles’ 
Tent, 

Enter Achilles and Patroclus. 

Ach 'd, I’ll heal his blood with Greekish wine to- 
night, 

Which with my scimitar I’ll cool to-morrow. — 
Patroclus, let us feast him to the height. 

Vatr, Ilere comes Thersites. 

‘ Observed. 


Enter Thersites. 

Achil, How now, thou core of envy ! 

Thou crusty batch of nature, what’s the news? 

Ther. Why, thou picture of what thou scemest, 
and idol of idiot-worshippers, here’s a letter for thee. 
Achil, From whence, fragment ? ' 

Ther, Why, thou full dish of fool, from Troy. 
Pair, Who keeps the tent now ? 

Ther, The surgeon’s box, or the patient’s wound. 

* Forename. 3 stithy, is a smith's sh(^ 

< Feast ^ Smaif drums. 
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Pair* Well soldi Advei^ty ! 7 and what need 
these tricks ? 

Ther. Pr’ythee he silent, boy ; I profit not by 
thy talk. 

Pair, Why, you ruinous butt; you indistinguish- 
able cur. 

7^her, Why art thou exasperatey thou idle imma- 
terial skein of sleive 8 silk, thou green sarcenet flap 
for a sore eye, thou tassel of a prodigal’s purse, 
tliou ? Ah, how the poor world is pestered with 
such water-flies ; diminutives of nature ! 

My sweet Patroclus, I am thwarted quite 
From my great purpose in to-morrow’s battle. 

Here is a letter from queen Hecuba ; 

A token from her daughter, my fair love ; 

Both taxing me, and gaging me to keep 
An oath that I have sworn. I will not break it : 
Fall, Greeks ; fail, fame ; honour, or go, or stay, 
My major vow lies here, this I’ll obey. — 

Come, come, Thersites, help to trim my tent ; 

This night in banqueting must all be spent. 

Away, Patroclus. 

[JExeunt Achilles and Patroclus. 
Ther, With too much blood, and too little brain, 
these two may run mad; but if with too mucli 
brain, and too little blood, they do. I’ll be a curer 
of madmen. Here’s Agamemnon, — an honest 
fellow enough, but he has not so much brain as 
ear-wax: And the goodly transformation of Jupiter 
there, his brother, the bull, — the primitive statue, 
and oblique memorial of cuckolds 9 ; a thrifty shoe- 
ing-horn in a chain, hanging at his brother’s leg, — 
to what form, but that he is, should wit larded 
with malice, and malice forced i with wit, turn him 
to ? To an ass, were nothing : he is both ass and 
ox : to an ox, were notliing ; he is both ox and ass. 
To be a dog, a mule, a cat, a fitchew ®, a toad, a 
lizard, an owl, a puttock, or a herring without a 
roe, I would not care: but to be Menelaus, — 1 
would conspire against destiny. Ask me not what 
I would be, if I were not 'riiersitcs ; for 1 care not 
to be tlie louse of a lazar^, so I were not Mene- 
laus. — Hey-day I spirits and fires ! 

Enter Hector, TrOilus, Ajax, Agamemnon, 
Ulysses, Nestor, Menelaus, and Diomed, tdlh 
Lights, 

Agam, We go wrong, we go wrong. 

Ajax, No, yonder ’tis ; 

There, where we see the lights. 

Jffect, I trouble you. 

Ajax, No, not a whit. 

Ufyss, Here comes himself to guide you. 

Enter Achilles. 

AchU, Welcome, brave Hector: welcome, princes 
all! 

Again, So now, fair prince of Troy, I bid good 
night. 

Ajax commands the guard to tend on you. 
ffect. Thanks, and good night to the Greeks’ 
general. 

Metu Good night, my lord. 

Pfect, Good night, sweet Menelaus. 

Achil^^ Goodnight, 

And welcome, both to those that go or tarry. 
Agam, Goodnight. 

[Exeunt Agamemnon and Menelaus. 

7 Contrariety. * Comse, unwrought. ® Mehelau’*. 

^ Stuffs ^ Polecat 3 A diseased beggar 


Achil, Old Nestor tarries ; and you too, Diomed, 
Xeep Hector company an hour or two. 

Dio, 1 cannot, lord ; I have important business, 
The ^de whereof is now. — Good night, ^reat 
Hector, 

Hect, Give me your hand. 

Ult/ss, Follow his torch, he goes 

To Calchas’ tent ; I’ll keep you company. 

[Aside to Troilus. 

Tro. Sweet sir, you honour me. 

Hect, And so good night. 

[Exit Diomed ; Ulysses and Troilus 
following. 

Achil, Come, come, enter my tent. 

[Exeunt Achilles, Hector, Ajax, and 
Nestor. 

Ther, That same Diomed’s a false-hearted rogue, 
a most unjust knave; I will no more trust him 
when he leers, than I will a serpent when he hisses ; 
he will spend his mouth, and promise, like Brabler 
the hound ; but when ho performs, astronomers 
foretell it : it is prodigious \ there will come some 
change ; the sun borrows of the moon, wiien 
Diomed keeps his word. I will rather leave to sec 
Hector, than not to dog him : they say, he keeps a 
Trojan drab, and uses the traitor Calchas’ tent : 
111 after. [ExU, 

SCENE Before Calchas’ Tent, 

Enter Diomed es. 

Dio. What arc you up here, ho ? speak. 

Cal. [Within.^ Who calls? 

Dio, Diomed. — Calchas, I think. — Where’s 
your daughter ? 

Cal, [WWiin.l She comes to you. 

Enter Troilvs and Ulysses, at a distance ; after 
them Thersites. 

Ulyss, Stand where the torch may not discover us. 

Enter Cressida. 

Tro. Cressid, come forth to him 1 

Dio, How now, my charge ? 

Cres, Now, my sweet guardian ! — Hark I a word 
with you. [ Whispers* 

Tro. Yea, so familiar ! 

Ulyss. She will sing any man at first sight. 

Ther. And any man may sing her, if he can take 
her cliff* ; she’s noted. 

Dio, Will you remember? 

Cres, Remember? yes. 

Dio, Nay, but do then ; 

And let your mind be coupled with your words. 

2’ro, What should she remember ? 

Ulyss, List! 

Cres, Sweet honey Greek, tempt me no more to 
folly. 

Ther, Roguery ! 

Dio, Nay, then,-— 

Cres. I’ll tell you what ; 

Dio, Pho, pho ! come, tell a pin : You are for- 
sworn. — 

Cres. In faith, I cannot : What would you have 
me do? 

Dio. What did you swear? 

Cres, I pr’ythee, do not hold me to mine oath ; 
Bid me do any tiling but that, sweet Greek. 

* PortentoiM, ominous. * Key. 





Scene 11 . 

Dio* Good night. 

Tro* Hold, patience ! 

UJli/ss» How now, Trojan ? | 

Cres^ Diomed, 

Dio* No, no, good night; rilbeyourfoolnomore. 
Tro. Thy better must. 

Cres* Hark ! one word in your ear. 

O plague and madness ! 

Ul^ss. You are mov’d, prince ; let us depart, I 
pray you, 

Lest your displeasure should enlarge itself 
To wrathful tenns : this place is dangerous ; 

The time right deadly ; I beseech you, go. 

Tro* Behold, I pray you ! 

Ulyss, Now, good my lord, go off: 

You flow to great destruction : come, my lord. 

Tro. I pr’ythee, stay. 

Uli/ss. You have not patience : come. 

Tro, I pray you, stay ; by hell, andall liell’s plagues, 

I w ill not speak a v/ord. 

Dio, And so, good night. 

Cres, Nay, but you part in anger. 

Tro, Doth that grieve tliee ? 

0 wither’d truth ! 

Ulyss, Why, how now, lord ? 

Tro. By Jove, 

1 will be patient. 

Cres, Guardian ! — why, Greek ! 

Dio. Pho, pho ! adieu ; you palter. ^ 

Cres, In faith, I do not ; come hither once again. 
Ulyss. You shake, my lord, at something; will 
you go ? 

You will break out, 

Tro, She strokes liis cheek ! 

U/yss, Come, come. 

2Vo. Nay, stay; by Jove, I will not speak a word: 
There is between my will and all ofiences 
A guard of patience ; — stay a little wliile. 

Dio, But will you tlien ? 

Cres, In faith, I will, la ; never trust me else. 
Dio. Give me some token for the surely of it, 
Cres. I’ll fetch you one. [Edi, 

Ulyss, You have swmrn patience. 

2Vo. Fear me not, my lord ; ^ 

I will not be myself, nor have cognition ? 

Of what I feel ; I am all patience. 

Ite^enter Cressida. 

Ther, Now the pledge ; now, now, now ! 

Cres, Here, Diomed, keep this sleeve. 

Tro. O beauty ! where’s thy faith ? 

Ulyss, My lord, — 

Tro, I will be patient ; outwardly I will. 

Cres, You look upon that sleeve; Behold it well. — 
He loved me — O false wench ! — Give’t me again. 
Dio, Who was’t ? 

Cres, No matter, now I hnve’t again. 

I will not meet with you to-morrow night ; 

I pr’ythee, Diomed, visit me no more. 

Ther, Now she sharpens; — Well said, whetstone. 
Dio. I shall have it. 

Cres, What, this ? 

Dio, Ay, that. 

Cres, O, all you gods I — O pretty, pretty pledge ! 
Thy master now lies thinking in his bed 
Of thee and me ; and sighs, and takes my glove, 
And gives memorial dainty kisses to it, 

As I kiss thee. •— Nay, do not snatch it flrom me ; 
He, that takes that, must take my heart withal. 

« Shuffle. 7 Knowledge. 
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Dio, I had your heart before, this follows it. 

Tro, I did swear patience. 

Cres, You shall not have it, Diomed ; ’faith you 
shall not ; 

I’ll give you something else. 

Dio. I will have this ; Whose was it ? 

Cres, *Tis no matter. 

Dio, Come, tell me whose it was. 

Cres, ’Twas one’s that loved me better than you 
will. 

But, now you have it, take it. 

Dio, Wliose was it ? 

Cres, By all Diana’s waiting-women yonder ®, 
And by herself, I will not tell you whose. 

Dio, To-morrow will I wear it on my helm ; 
And grieve bis spirit that dares not challenge it. 

Ti'o. Wert tliou the devil, and wor’stit on Uiy horn, 
It should be challeng’d. 

Cres, Well, well, ’tis done, ’tis past ; — And yet 
it is not ; 

I will not keep my word. 

Dio. Why then, farewell ; 

Thou never shalt mock Diomed again. 

Cres. You shall not go : — One cannot speak a 
word, 

But it straight starts you. 

Dio, I do not like this fooling. 

Ther, Nor I, by Pluto ; but that that likes not 
you, pleases me best. 

Dio, What, shall I come ? the hour ? 

Cres, Ay, come ; — • O Jove ! — 

Do come : •— I shall be plagu’d. 

Dio, Farewell till then. 

Cres, Good night. I pr’ythee, come. — 

[Exit Diomeoes. 

Troilus, farewell ! one eye yet looks on thee ; 

But with my heart the otiicr eye doth see. 

All ! poor our sex ! tliis fault in us I And, 

The error of our eye directs our mind : 

What error leads, must err ; O then conclude, 
Minds, sway’d by eyes, are full of turpitude, 

[ExU Cressida. 

Ulyss, All’s done, my lord. 

Tro. It is. 

Ulyss* ’ Why stay we then ? 

Tro, To make a recordation ^ to my soul 
Of every syllable that here was spoke. 

But, if I tell how these two did co-act, 

Shall I not lie in publishing a truth ? 

Sith yet there is a credence in my heart. 

An esperance so obstinately strong. 

That doth invert the attest of eyes and ears ; 

As if those organs had deceptions functions, 
Created only to calumniate* 

Was Cressid here ? 

Ulyss. I cannot conjure, Trcjan. 

Tro, She was not, sure. 

Ulyss, Most sure she was. 

Tro, Why, my negation hath no taste of madness. 
Ulyss, Nor mine, my lord *. Cressid was here but 
now. 

Tro, Let it not be believ’d for^ ^womanhood ! 
Think, we had mothers ; do not give advantage 
To stubborn crlticks^ — apt, without a theme, 

For depravation, — to square the general sex 
By Cressid’s rule : rather think this not Cressid, 
Ulyss, What hath she done, prince, that can soil 
our motliers ? 

• The atari. > Remembrance. 

> For the sake of ^ Cjrnica. 
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Act V. 


Tro. Nothing at all, unless that this were she. 
Ther. Will he swagger himself out on*s own eyes ? 
Tro, This she ? no, this is Diomed’s Cressida : 
If beauty have a soul, this is not she ; 

If souls guide vow's, if vows be sanctimony, 

If sanctimony be tlie gods’ delight. 

If there be rule in unity itself. 

This was not she, O madness of discourse, 

That cause sets up with and against itself ! 

Bi-fold authority ! where reason can revolt 
Without perdition, and loss assume all reason 
Without revolt; tliis is, and is not, Cressid ! 
Witliin my soul there doth commence a fight 
Of this strange nature, that a thing inseparate 
Divides more wider than the sky and eartli ; 

And yet the spacious breadth of this division 
Admits no orifice for a iioint, as subtle 
As is Arachne’s broken woof, to enter. 

Instance, O instance • strong as Pluto’s gates ; 
Cressid is mine, tied with the bonds of heaven : 
Instance, O instance ! strong as heaven itself ; 

The bondsof heaven are slipp’d, dissolv’d, and loos’d; 
And with another knot, five-finger-tied, 

The fractions of her fiiith, orts of her love, 

The fragments, scraps, the hits, and greasy rcliques 
Of her o’er-eaten faith are bound to Diomed. 

Uiyss. May wortliy Troilus be half attach’d 
AVitli that which here liis passion doth expiess? 

Tro, Ay, Greek ; and tliat shall be divulged well 
In characters as led as Mars his heart 
Inflam’d wdth Venus : never did young man fancy ^ 
With so eternal and so fix’d a soul. 

Hark, Greek ; — As much as I do Cressid love. 

So much by weight hate I her Diomed : 

That sleeve is mine, that he’ll bear on his helm ; 
Were it a casque compos’d by Vulcan’s skill. 

My sword should bite it : not the dreadful spout, 
Which shipmen do the hurricane call 
Constring’d * in mass by the almighty sun 
Shall dizzy with more clamour Neptune’s ear 
111 his descent, than shall my prompted sword 
Falling on Diomed. 

Ther. He’ll ijcklc it. 

Tro, O Cressid! O false Cressid ' false, false, false' 
Let all untruths stand by thy stained name, 

And they’ll seem glorious. 

Vl^ss. O, contain yourself ; 

Your passion draws cars hither. 

JEnler ASnkas. 

JEne. I have been seeking you this Iiour, my lord : 
Hector, by this, is arming Iiim in Troy ; 

Ajax, your guard, stays to conduct you home. 

Tro. Have with you, prince : — My courteous 
lord, adieu : 

Farewell, revolted fair ! — and, Diomed, 

Stand fast, and wear a castle on tliy head ! 

Ulyss* I’ll bring you to the gates. 

7'ro, Accept distracted thanks. 

[Ereunt Troilus, .^neas, and Ulysses. 
Ther, ’Would, I could meet that rogue Diomed ! 
I would croak like a raven ; I would bode, I would 
bode. \_Ejdt, 

SCENE III. — Troy. Before Priam’s Palace, 

Enter Hectoa and Andromache. 

And, When was tny lord so much ungently tem- 
per’d, 

» love. ^ Compressed. 


To stop his ears against admonishment ? 

Unarm, unarm, and do not fight to-day. 

Hect, You train me to offend you : get you in i 
By all the everlasting gods. I’ll go. * 

And, My dreams will, sure, prove ominous to the 
day. 

Hect. No more, I .«iay. 

Enter Cas.sandra. 

Cas. Where is my broUier Hector? 

And. Here, sister ; arm’d, and bloody in intent . 
Consort with me in loud and dear petition, 

Pursue we him on knees ; for I have dream’d 
Of bloody turbulence, and tliis whole night 
Hath nothing been but shapes and forms of slaughter. 
Cas, O, it is true. 

ITcct. Ho ! bid my trumpet sound ! 

Cas. No notes of sally, for the heavens, sweet 
brother. 

Hcct. Begone, I say : the gods have heard me 
swear. 

Cas. The gods are deaf to hot and peevish * vows ; 
They arc polluted ollerings, more abhorr’d 
Than spotted livers in the sacrifice. 

And. O ' be persuaded ; Do not count it holy 
To hurt by being just ; it is as lawful, 

For we Mould give much, to use violent thefts, 
And rob in the behalf of charity. 

Cas, It is the purpose that makes strong the vow ; 
But vov^ s, to every purpose, must not hold ; 
Unarm, sweet Hector. 

ITcct, Hold you still, I say; 

Mine honour keeps the weather of my fate ; 

T.ife every man holds dear ; but the clear man 
Holds honour far more prccious-dcar than life, — 

Enter Troilus. 

IIow’ now, young man moan’st thou to fight to-day ? 
And, Cas.sandra, call my father to persuade. 

Cassandra. 

llect. No, ’faith, young Troilus j doft‘6 thy har- 
ness, youth, 

I am to-day i’the vein of chivalry : 

Let grow tiiy sinovs till their knots be strong, 

And tempt not yet the brushes of the war. 

Unarm thcc, go ; and doubt thou not, brave boy. 
I’ll stand, to-day, for thee, and me, and Troy. 

Tro, Brother, you have a vice of mercy in you 
Which better fits a lion, than a man. 

Hect. What vice is that, good Troilus? chide me 
for it. 

Tro, When many times the captive Grecians fall, 
Even in tlie fan and wind of your fair sword, 

You bid them rise, and live. 

Hect, O, ’tis fair play. 

Tro. Fool’s play, by heaven, Hector. 

Hect, How now ? bow now ? 

Tro, For the love of all the gods, 

Let’s leave the hermit pity with our mother ; 

And when we have our armours bucklea on. 

The venom’d vengeance ride upon our swords ; 
Spur them to ruthful? work, rein them from ruth. ^ 
Hect, Fye, savage, fye ! 

2’ro. Hector, then *tis wars. 

Hect, Troilus, I would not have you fight to-day. 
Tro, Who should withhold me? 

Not fate, obedience, nor the hand of Mars 
Beckoning with fiery truncheon my retire ; 

Not Priamus and Hecuba on knees, 

» FoolUh, • Put off ? Rueftil, woofhl. * Mercy. 



Scene III. TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. 621 


Their eyes o'ergalled with recourse of tears ; 

Nor you, my brother, with your true sword drawn, 
Oppos’d to hinder me, should stop my way. 

But iJy my ruin. 

Iie->enter Cassandra, with Priam. 

Cas, Lay hold upon him, Priam, hold him fast : 
lie is thy crutch ; now if thou lose thy stay, 

Thou on him leaning, and all Troy on tlice. 

Fall all together. 

Pn*. Come, Hector, come, go back : 

Thy wife hath dr earn’d ; thy mother hath had visions ; 
Cassandra doth foresee, and I myself 
Am like a prophet suddenly enrapt, 

To tell thee — that this day is ominous ; 

Therefore, come back. 

Hect. AEneas is a-field ; 

And I do stand engag’d to many Greeks, 

Even in the faith of valour, to appear 
This morning to them. 

Pn. But ihoii slialt not go. 

Hcct. I must not break my faitli. 

You know me dutiful ; therefore, dear sir. 

Let me not shame respect ; but give me leave 
To take that course by your consent and voice, 
Which you do here forbid me, royal I’riain. 

Cas. O Priam, yield not to him. 
jind. Do not, dear father. 

Hect. Andromache, I am offended with you : 
Upon the love you bear me, got you in. 

Andromache. 

Tro. This foolish, dreaming, superstitious girl 
Makes all tlicse bodements. 

Cas, O farewell, dear Hector. 

Look, how thou diest ! look, how thy eye turns pale ! 
Look, how thy wounds do bleed at many vents ! 
Hark, how Troy roars ! how Hecuba cries out ! 
IIow poor Andromache shrills her dolours forth ! 
Behold, destructionyi frenzy, and amazement, 

Like witless anticks, one another meet, 

And all cry — Hector ! Hector’s dead ! O Hector ! 
Pro. Away ! — Away ! 

Cas, Farewell. — Yet soft : — Hector, I take my 
leave ; 

Thou dost thyself and all our Troy deceive, f Exit, 
Hect, You are amaz'd, my liege, at her exclaim ; 
Go in, and cheer the town : we’ll forth and fight ; 
Do deeds worth praise, and tell you them at night. 
Pn. Farewell ; the gods with safety stand about 
thee ! 

[Exeunt severally Priam and Hector. 
Alarums, 

Tro» They are at it ; hark ! Proud Diomed, believe, 
I come to lose my arm, or win my sleeve. 

As Troilus is seeing otit, enters Jram the other side^ 
Pandarus. 

Pan. Do you hear, my lord? do you hear? 

Tro, What now ? 

Pan, Here’s a letter from yon* poor girl. 

Tro, Let me read. 

Pan. A ptisick, a rascally ptisick so troubles me, 
and the foolish fortune of this girl ; and what one 
thing, what another, that 1 shall leave you one o'thesc 
days : And 1 have a rheum in mine eyes too ; and 
such an ache in my bones^ that I cannot tell what 
to think on’t. What says she tliere ? 

Tro, Words, words, mere words, no matter from 
the heart ; [ Tearing the Letter, 

The efiTect doth operate another way. — 


Go, w'ind, to wind, there turn and change together. — 
My love with words and errors still she feeds j 
But edifies another with her deeds. 

[Exeunt scverallt/, 

SCENE IV. — Eetween Troy and the Grecian 
Camp. 

Alarums : Excursions, Enter Thersites. 

Ther. Now they are clapper-clawing one another , 
I’ll go look on. That dissembling abominable var- 
let, Diomed, has got tliat same scurvy doting foolish 
young knave’s sleeve of Troy there, in his helm ; I 
would fain see them meet; that that same young 
Trojan ass, that loves the jilt there, might send that 
Greekish villain w'ith the sleeve, back to the dis- 
sembling luxurious drab, on a sleeveless errand. — 
O’ the other side, The policy of those crafty swearing 
rascals, — that stale old mouse-eaten dry cheese, 
Nestor; and that same dog-fox, Ulysses, — is not 
proved worth a blaek-berry : — They set me up, in 
policy, that mongrel cur, Ajax, against that dog of 
as bad a kind, Achilles : and now is the cur Ajax 
prouder than the cur Achilles, and will not arm to- 
day : Whereupon tJic Grecians begin to proclaim 
biirbarism, and policy grows into an ill opinion. — 
Soft ! here come sleeve, and t’other. 

Enter Diomedes, Tuoihvs following, 

Tro. Fly not ; for, shouldst thou take the river 
Slyx, 

I w'ould sv\im after. 

Eio. Thou dost miscall retire : 

I do not ffy ; but advantageous care 
Withdrew me from the odds of multitude : 

Have at thee ! 

Thcr, Now the sleeve, now the sleeve ! 

[Exeunt TuoiLusand Diomedes, 

Enter Hector. 

Hect. What art thou, Greek? art thou for Hector’s 
match ? 

Art thou of blood, and lionour ? 

T'her. No, no : — I am a rascal ; a scurvy railing 
knave ; a very filthy rogue. » 

Hect. I do believe thee ; — live. [ Exit* 

Ther. Jove-a-mercy, that thou wilt believe me ; 
But a plague break thy neck, for frighting me ! 
What’s become of the w'enching rogues ? 1 think, 
they have swallowed one another : 1 would laugh at 
that miracle. I’ll seek them. [Exit. 

SCENE V. — The same. 

Enter Diomedes and a Servant. 

Dio. Go, go, my servant, take thou Troilus’ horse ; 
Present the fair steed to my lady Cressid ; 

Fellows commend my service to her beauty ; 

Tell her, 1 have chastis’d tlie amorous Trojan, 

And am her knight by proof. 

Serv. I go, my lord. [Exit Servant. 

Enter Agamemnon. 

Again, Renew, renew ! The fierce Polydamus 
Hath beat down Menon ; bastard Margarelon 
Hath Doreus prisoner : 

And stands colossus-wise, waving his beam % 

Upon the pashed ^ corses of the kings 
Epistrophus and Cedius : Polixenes is slain ; 

9 Lance. * Bruisot!, crushed. 
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Amphimachus, and Thoas, deadly hurt ; 

Fatroclus ta*en or slain ; and Palamedes 
Sore hurt and bruis’d : the dreadful Sagittary 
Appals our numbers ; haste we, Biomed, 

To reinforcement, or we perish all. 

Enter Nsstor. 

NesU Go, bear Fatroclus* body to Achilles ; 

And bid the snail-pac’d Ajax ami for shame. — 
There is a thousand Hectors in the field • 

Now here he fights on Galathe his horse, 

And there lacks work ; anon, he’s there afoot, 

And there they fiy, or die, like scaled sculls ® 

Before the belching whale ; then is he yonder. 

And there the strawy Greeks, ripe for his edge, 

Fall down before him, like the mower’s swath : 
Here, there, and every where, he leaves, and takes ; 
Dexterity so obeying appetite. 

That what he will, lie does ; and does so much. 
That proof is call’d impossibility. 

Enter Ulysses. 

Ulyss- O, courage, courage, princes! great Achilles 
Is anning, weeping, cursing, vowing vengeance : 
Fatroclus* wounds have rous’d his drowsy blood, 
Together with his mangled myrmidons, 

That noseless, handless, hack’d and chipp’d, come 
to him. 

Crying on Hector. Ajax hath lost a friend. 

And foams at mouth, and he is arm’d, and at it, 
Roaring for Troilus ; who hath done to-day 
Mad and fantastick execution ; 

Engaging and redeeming of himself, 

Witli such a careless force, and forceless care. 

As if that luck, in very spite of cunning, 

Bade him win all. 

Enter Ajax. 

jijax, Troilus ! thou coward Troilus 1 [Eat^. 
Dio. Ay, there, there. 

Nest, So, so, w’c draw together. 

Enter Achilles. 

AchU, Wlicre is this Hector ? 

Come, come, thou l:«)y-queller, show thy face : 
Know what it is to meet Achilles angry. 

Hector ! where’s Hector ? I will none but Hector. 

[^Eveunt, 

SCENE VI. ^Another Part of the Field, 
Enter Ajax. 

Ajax. Troilus, thou coward Troilus, show thy head I 
Enter Diomedes. 

Dio, Troilus, I say ! where’s Troilus? 

Ajax, What wouldst thou ? 

Dio, I would correct him. 
ji(jax. Were 1 the general, Uiou shouldst have my 
office. 

Ere that correction : — Troilus, I say! what, Troilus! 
Enter Troilus. 

JVo. O traitor Diomed ! — turn thy false face, 
thou traitor, 

And pay thy life thou ow’st me for my horse ! 

Dio, Ha! art thou there? 

Ajax, I’ll fight with him alone : stand, Diomed. 
Dio, He is my prise, I will not look upon, 
s Shoal of fish. 


Act V. 

Tro. Come botli, you cogging s Greeks ; have at 
you bolli. [Exeunt fgkting, 

Eriter Hector. • 

JTect. Yen, Troilus? O, well fought, my youngest 
brother ! 

Enter Achilles. 

AchU, Now do I see thee : Ha ! — Have at thee. 
Hector. 

Jlect. Pause, if thou wilt. 

Achil. I do disdain thy courtesy, proud Trojan, 
Be happy, that my arms are out of use : 

My rest and negligence befriend thee now, 

But thou anon shalt hear of me again ; 

Till when, go seek thy fortune. [Exit, 

Hcct, Fare thee w ell ; — 

I would have been much inoi'e a fiesher man. 

Had 1 expected thee, — How now, my brotlier ? 

Re-enter Troilus. 

Tro, Ajax hath ta’en iEneas ; Shall it be ? 

No, by the flame of yonder glorious heaven, 

He shall not carry him ; I’ll be taken too, 

Or bring him off : — Fate, hear rne what I say ! 

1 reck ^ not though I end my life to-day. [Exit, 

Enter one in sumptuous Armour, 

Hect. Stand, stand, thou Greek ? thou art a goodly 
mark : — 

No ? wilt thou not ? — - I like thy armour well ; 

I’ll frush 6 it, and unlock the rivets all, 

But I’ll be master of it : — Wilt tliou not, beast, 
abide ? 

Why, then fly on, I’ll hunt thee for thy hide. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE The same. 

Enter Achilles, with Mynnidons. 

Achil, Come here about me, you my Myrmidons; 
Mark what I say. — Attend me where 1 wheel : 
Strike not a stroke, but keep yourselves in breatli ; 
And when I have the bloody Hector found, 
Empale him with your weapons round about ; 

In fellest manner execute your arms. 

Follow me, sirs, and my proceedings eye ; 

It is decreed — Hector the great must die. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE VIIL — 2*/ic sa»i6>. 

Enter Msnelaus and VAUiSf fighting : then Ther- 

SITSS. 

Ther. The cuckold, and the cuckold-maker are at 
it: Now, bull ! now, dog! *Loo, Paris, *loo 1 The 
bull has the game. [Exeunt, 

SCENE IX. — Another Fart of the Field, 
Enter Hector. 

Hect, Most putrefied core, so fair without. 

Thy goodly armour thus hath cost thy life. 

Now is my day’s work done ; I’ll take good breath ; 
Rest, swo^ ; thou hast tliy fill of blood and deatli ! 

[^ts off his Helmet, and hangs his Shield 
behind him. 

Enter Acaillss and Myrmidons. 

Achil, Look, Hector, how the sun begins to seb 
How ugly night comes breatliing at his heels : 

* Lying. < Prevail over, * Care. « Burst. 
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Scene X. 

Even willi the vail and darkening of the sun, 

To close the day upt Hector’s life is done. 

JI^cU I am unarm’d ; forego this vantage, Greek. 
Achil* Strike, fellows, strike ; tliis is the man 1 
seek. [Hector falls^ j 

So llion, fall thou next ! now, Troy, sink down ; 1 

Here lies thy heart, thy sinews, and thy bone. — • 
On, Myrmidons ; and cry you all amain, 

Achilles hath the mighty Hector slain* 

[A Retreat sounded* 

Hark ! a retreat upon our Grecian part. 

Myr* The Trojan trumpets sound tlie like, my 
lord. 

Achil* The dragon wing of night o’erspreads the 
earth, \ 

And, stickler? like, the armies separates. 

My half-supp’d sword, that frankly 8 would have fed, 
Pleas’d with tiiis dainty bit, thus goes to bed. — 

[^Sheathes his sword. 

Come, tie his body to my horse’s tail ; 

Along the field I will the Trojan trail. [Exeunt* 

SCENE X. — The same. 

Enter Agamemnon, Ajax, Menelaus, Nestor, 
Diomedes, and others, marching* Shouts uithin* 
Agam* Hark ! hark ! what shout is that? 

A^est* Peace, drums. 

[Jfithin.] Achilles! 

Achilles ! Ilector’s slain ! Achilles ! 

JJio* The bruit 9 is — Hector’s slain, and by 
Achilles. 

Ajax. If it be so, yet bragless let it be ; 

Great Hector w'as as good a man as he. 

Agam* March patiently along : — Let one be sent 
To pray Achilles see us at our tent. — 

If in his death the gods have us befriended, 

Great Troy is ours, and our sharp wars are ended. 

♦* [Exeunt marching* 

SCENE XI. — Another Part of the Field* 

Enter JEneas and Trojans. 

JEne* Stand, ho ! yet are w^e masters of the field : 
Never go home ; here starve we out the night. 

^ An arbitrator at athletick games. 8 Fattening 
^ Noise, rumour. 
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Enter Troilus. 

Tro, Hector is slain. 

All* Hector ? — The gods forbid ! 

Tro, He’s dead ; and at the murderer’s horse's tail, 
In beastly sort, dragg’d through the shameful 
field. — 

Frown on, you heavens, effect your rage with speed! 
Sit, gods, upon your thrones, and smile at Troy ! 

I say, at once let your brief plagues be mercy, 

And linger not our sure destructions on ! 

AEne. My lord, you do discomfort all the host. 
Tro. You understand me not, that tell me so : 

I do not speak of flight, of fear, of death ; 

But dare all imminence, that gods and men, 
Address their dangers in. Hector is gone ! 

Who shall tell Priam so, or Hecuba ? 

Let him, that will a screecli-owl aye be call’d, 

Go in to Troy, and say there — Ilector’s dead : 
There is a word will Priam turn to stone ; 

Make wells and Niohes of the maids and wives, 
Cold statues of the youth ; and, in a word, 

Scare Troy out of itself. But, march, away ; 
Hector is dead ; there is no more to say. 

Stay yet ; — You vile abominable tents, 

Thus proudly pight • upon our Phrygian plains, 
Let Titan rise as early as he dare, 

I’ll tlirough and through you ! — And thou, great- 
siz’d coward 1 

No space of earth shall sunder our two hates : 

I’ll haunt thee like a wicked conscience still, 

That mouldeth goblins swift as frenzy thoughts. — 
Strike a free march to Troy ! — with comfort go ; 
Hope of revenge shall hide our inward woe. 

[Exeunt JEneas and Trojans. 

As Troilus is going out, enter, from the other side, 
Pandahus. 

Pan. But hear you, hear you ! 

Tro. Hence, broker lackey ! ignomy* and shame 
Pursue thy life, and live aye with thy name ! 

[Exit Troilus. 

Pan. A goodly med’eine for my aching bones ! — 
O world ! world ! world ! thus is the poor agent 
despised ! O traitors and pirijps, how earnestly are 
you set a’ work, and how* ill requited ! [Exit, 
* ritclied, fixed. * Ignominy. 
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Lucullus, > LordSi and FlaUerers of Timon. 
Skmi’Ronius, J 

Ventihius, one o/*Timon’A fahe Friends. 
Apemantus, a churlish Philosopher. 
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Flavius, Steward to Timon. 

Flaminius, 1 

Lucilius, I* Timon’s Servants. 

Servilils, J 
Caphis, 


Philotus, 

Titus, 

Lucius, 
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Sermnts to I’iinon’i Creditors. 



Two Servants of Van 
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Thee Strangers, 
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Merchant. 

An old Athenian. 
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A Foot. 


Other Lords, Senators, Officers, Soldiers, Thieves, 
and Attendants 


SCENE, Athens ; and the fPoods adjoining. 


ACT I. 


SCENE I, — Athens. A Hall in Timon’s House. 

Enter Poet, Painter, Jeiveller, IMerchant, and others, 
at several doors. 

Poet. Good day, sir. 

Pain. I am glad you are 'ivell. 

Poet. I have not seen you long ; IIow goes the 
world ? 

Pain. It wears, sir, as it grows. 

Poet. Ay, that’s well known : 

But what particular rarity ? what strange. 

Which manifold record not matches ? See, 

Magick of bounty ! all these spirits thy power 
Hath conjur’d to attend. I know the merchant. 
Pain. I know tliein both ; t’other’s a jeweller. 
Mer. O, ’tis a worthy lord ! 

Jew. Nay, that’s most fix’d. 

Mer. A most incomparable man ; breathed as 
it were. 

To an untirable and continuate ^ goodness : 

He passes. ^ 

Jew. I have a jewel here. 

Mer. O, pTayi let’s see *t : For the lord Timon, sir ? 
Jew. If he will touch the estimate ; But, for that — 
Poet. fFAen we for recompence have j)rais*d the vUe, 
Jt stains the glorp in that happy verse 
Which aptly sings the goTd. 

> Inuted by constant practice. * Continual. 

t I e. l^ceedi, goes beyond common bounds. 


Mer. ’Tis a good form. 

{^Looking at the jewel. 

Jew. And rich : here is a water, look you. 

Pain. You are rapt, sir, in some work, some de- 
dication 
To the great lord, 

r poet. A thing slipp’d idly from me, 

Our poesy is as a gum, which oozes 
From whence ’tis nourished : The fire i’ the flint 
Shows not till it be struck ; our gentle flame 
Provokes itself, and, like the current, flies 
Each bound it chafes. What have you here? 
Pain, A picture, sir. — And when comes your 
book forth ? 

Poet, Upon the heels of iny presentment sir 
Let’s see your piece. 

Pain, ’Tis a good piece. 

Poet. So ’tis : this comes ofV well and excellent. 
Pain. Indifferent. 

' Poet. Admirable ; How this grace 

Speaks his own standing I what a mental power 
This eye shoots forth ! how big imagination 
Moves in this lip ! to the dumbness of tlie gesture 
One might interpret. 

Pain. It is a pretty mocking of the life. 

Here Is a touch ; Is’t good ? 

Poet. I’ll say of 

< A$ toon as my booU has been presented to Timmi. 



Act I. Scene I. TIMON OV ATHENS. 625 


It tutors nature ; artificial strife ^ 

Lives in these touches, livelier than life. 

• Enter certain SenatorSt and pass over. 

Pain. How this lord’s follow’d ! 

Poet. The senators of Athens : — Happy men ! 

Pain. Look, more ! 

Poet. You see this confluence, this great flood of 
visitors. 

I have, in this rough work, shap’d out a man, 
Wliom tliis beneath world doth embrace and hug 
With amplest entertainment: My free drift 
Halts not particularly^, but moves itself 
In a wide sea of wax ; no levell’d malice 
Infects one comma in the course I hold ; 

But flies an eagle flight, bold, and forth on, 

Leaving no tract behind. 

Pain. How shall I understand you ? 

Poet. , I’ll unbolt to you. 

You see how all conditions, how all minds, 

(As well of glib and slippery creatures, as 
Of grave and austere quality,) tender down 
Their services to lord Timon : his large fortune. 
Upon his good and gracious nature hanging. 
Subdues and properties to his love and tendance 
All sorts of hearts* yea, from the glass-fac’d flatterer^ 
To Apemantus, that few things loves better 
Than to abhor himself ; even he drops dow n 
The knee before hitn, and returns in peace 
Most rich in Timon’s nod. 

Pain. I saw them speak togetlier. 

Poet. Sir, I have upon a high and pleasant hill. 
Feign’d Fortune to be thron’d : The base o’the mount 
Is rank’d with all deserts, all kind of natures, 

That labour on the bosom of this sphere 
To propagate theii states ® : amongst them all, 
Whose eyes are on this sovereign lady fixed, 

One do I personate of lord Timon’s frame, 

Whom Fortune w'itlf her ivoiy hands wafts to her; 
Whose present grace to present slaves and servants 
Translates his rivals. 

i’atn. ’Tis conceiv’d to scope. 

This throne, this Fortune, and this hill, methinks. 
With one man beckon’d from the rest below, 
Bowing his head against the steepy mount 
To climb his happiness, would be well express’d 
In our condition. 

Poet. Nay, sir, but hear me on ; 

All those which were his fellows but of late, 

(Some better than his value,) on the moment 
Follow his strides, liis lobbies fill with tendance. 
Rain sacrificial whisperings in his ear, 

Make sacred even his stirrop, and through him 
Drink the free air. 

Pain. Ay, marry, what of tliesc ? 

Poet, When fortune in her shift and change of 
mood, 

Spurns down her late belov’d, all his dependants, 
Which labour’d after him to the mountain’s top, 
Even on their knees and liands, let him slip down, 
Not one accompanying his declining foot. 

Pom. ’Tis common : 

A thousand moral paintings I can show 
That shall demonstrate tliese quick blows of fortune 
More pregnantly than words. Yet you do well, 
To show lord Timou that mean eyes have seen 
The foot above the head. 

• i. e. The contest of art with nature. 

f kfy design does not stop at any particular character. 

' One who shows by reflection the looks of bis patron. 

* To advance theft conditions of lift. 


Trumpets sound. Enter Timon, attended; the 
Servant oj Ventidics talking with him. 

Tim. Imprison’d is he, say you ? 

Ve?i. Serv. Ay, my good lord ; five talents is his 
debt ; 

His means most short, his creditors most strait ; 
Your honourable letter he desires 
To those have shut him up ; which failing to him, 
Periods his comfort. 

Tim. Noble Ventidius ! Well ; 

I am not of that feather, to sliake off 

My friend when he must need me. I do know him, 

A gentleman, that well deserves a help, 

Which he shall have : I’ll pay the debt, and free him. 
Ven. Serv. Your lordship ever binds him. 

'Pint. Commend me to him : I will send his ran- 
sonic ; 

And, being enfranchis’d, bid him come to me ; — 
'Tis not enough to help the feeble up. 

But to support liim after. — Fare you well. 

Fen. Serv. All happiness to your honour ! [Exit. 

Enter on old Athenian. 

Old Ath. Lord Timon, hear me speak. 

Tim. Freely, good father. 

Old Alh. Thou ha*.! a servant nam’d Lucillus. 
Tim. 1 have so : What of him ? 

Old Alh. Most noble Timon, call the man be- 
fore thee. 

Tim. Attends he here, or no ? — Lucilius ! 

Enter Lucilius. 

I uc. Here, at your lordship’s service. 

Old Ath. This fellow here, lord Timon, this tliy 
creature. 

By night frequents my house. I am a man 
That fi om my first have been inclin’rl to thrift , 
And my estate deserves an heir more rais’d, 

Than one which holds a trencher. 

T'im. Well; what further? 

Old Ath. One only daughter have I, no kin else, 
On whom I may confer what I have got ; 

I'hc maid is fair, o’the youngest for a bride, 

And 1 have bred her at my dearest cost. 

In qualities of the best. ’J'his man of thine 
Attempts her love : 1 pr’ythee, noble lord, 

Join w'ith me to forbid him her resort ; 

Myself have spoke in vain. 

Tim. The man is honest* 

Old Ath. Therefore he will be, Timon : 

His honesty rewards him in itself, 

It must not bear my daughter. 

Tim. Does she love him ? 

Old Ath. She is young and apt : 

Our own precedent passions do instruct us 
What levity’s in youth. 

Tim. [To Lucilius.] Love you the maid ? 

Luc. Ay, my good lord, and she accepts of it. 
Old Ath. If in her marriage my consent be 
missing, 

I call the gods to witness, I will choose 
Mine heir from forth the beggars of the world, 

And dispossess her all. 

Tim* How shall she be endow’d, 

If she be mated with an equal husband ? 

Old Ath. Three talents, on the present ; in future, 
all. 

Tim. This gentleman of mine hath serv’d me long; 
To build his fortune, I will strain a little, 

S a 
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For ’tis a bond in men. Give him thy daughter ; 
What you bestow, in him I’ll counterpoise, 

And make him weigh with her. 

Old Ath* Mo.st noble lord, 

Pawn me to this your honour, she is his. 

Tim. My hand to thee; mine honour on my 
promise. 

Luc* Humbly I thank your lordship ; Never may 
That state or fortune fall into my keeping. 

Which is not ow’d to you ! 

\Exeunt Lucilius and old Athenian. 
Toet. Vouchsafe my labour, and long live your 
lordship ! 

Tim* I thank you j you shall hear from me anon : 
Go not away. — What have you there, my friend ? 

Pain* A piece of painting, which I do beseech 
Your lordship to accept. 

Tim* Painting is welcome. 

Tlie painting is almost the natural man ; 

For since dishonour trafficks with man’s nature, i 
He is but outside: These pcncil’d figures are ! 
Even such as they give out. 1 like j our work ; ! 

And you shall find, 1 like it : wait attendance, j 
Till you hear further from me. j 

JPom. The gods preserve you ! 

! Tim, Well fare you, gentlemen : Give me your 
hand : 

We must needs dine together. — Sir, your jewel 
Hath suffer’d under praise. 

Jew* What, my lord ? dispraise ? 

Tim* A mere satiety of commendations. 

If I should pay you for’t as ’tis extoU’d, 

It would unclew ^ me quite. 

Jew* My lord, ’tis rated 

As those, which sell, would give ; But you well know, 
Things of like value, differing in the owners, 

Are prized by their masters ; believe’t, dear lord. 
You mend the jewel by wearing it, 

Tim* Well mock’d. 

Mer* No, my good lord ; he speaks the common 
tongue, 

Which all men speak with him. 

Tim* Look, who comes here? Will you be chid ? 

Ent & Apemantus. 

Jew* We will bear, with your lordship. 

Mer, He’ll spare none. 

Tim. Good morrow to tliee, gentle Apemantus ! 
Apem. Till I be gentle, stay for thy good morrow ; 
When thou artTimon’s dog, and these knaves honest. 
Tim* Why dost thou call them knaves ? thou 
know’st them not. 

Apem* Are they not Athenians ? 

Tim* Yes. 

Apem* Then I repent not. 

Jew* You know me, Apemantus, 

Apem* Thou knowest, 1 do ; I call’d thee by thy 
name. 

Tim* Thou art proud, Apemantus. 

Apem* Of nothing so much, as tliat 1 am not 
like Timon. 

Tim* Whither art going ? 

Apem* To knock out an honest Athenian’s brains. 
Tim* That’s a deed thou’lt die for. 

Apem* Right, if doing nothing be death by the 

law. 

Tim* How likest thou this picture, Apemantus ? 
Apem* The best, for the innocence. 

'Am* How dost ^ou like this jewel, Apemantus ? 
» Ruin. 


Act I. 

Apem* Not so well as plain dealing *, which will 
not cost a man a doit. 

Tim* What dost thou think ’tis worth ? 

Apem. Not worth my thinking. — How now, poet ? 
Poet* How now, philosopher? 

Apem* Thou licst. 

Poet* Art not one ? 

Apem* Yes. 

Poet* Then I lie not. 

Apem. Art not a poet ? 

Poet* Yes. 

Apem* Then thou liest : look in tliy last work. 
Where thou hast feign’d liim a worthy fellow. 

Poet* That’s not feign’d, he is so. 

Apem. Yes, lie is worthy of thee, and to pay 
thee for thy labour : He, that loves to be flattered, 
is worthy o’thc flatterer. Heavens, that I were a 
lord ! 

Tim* What would’st do then, Apemantus ? 
Apem* Even as Apemantus does now, hate a 
lord with my heart. 

Tim* What, thyself? 

Apem* Ay* 

Tim* Wherefore? 

Apem* I'hat I had no angry wit to be a lord. — 
Art not thou a merchant ? 

Mer* Ay, Apemantus. 

Apem. Traffick confound thee, if the gods will not ! 
Mer. If traflick do it, tlie gods do it. 

Aj>em. Traffick’s thy god, and thy god confound 
thee ! 

Trumpets sound* Enter a Servant. 

Tim* What trumpet’s that ? 

Scrv* ’Tis Alcibiades and 

Some twenty horse, all of companionship. 

Tim* Pray, entertain them ; give them guide to 
us. — [^ExeurU some Attendants* 

You must needs dine with me ; Go not you hence, 
Till I have thank'd you ; and when dinner’s done, 
Show me this piece. — I am joyful of your sights. — 

Enter Alcibiades, u^h his Company* 

Most welcome, sir ! [ They salute. 

Ajwm* So, so ; there ! — 

Aches contract and starve your supple joints ! — 
That there should be small love ’mongst these sweet 
knaves, 

And all tliis court’sy ! The strain of man’s bred out 
Into baboon and monkey. 

Alcib* Sir, you have sav’d my longing, and I feed 
Most hungrily on your sight. 

Tim* Right welcome, sir ; 

Ere w e depart, we’ll share a bounteous time 
In different pleasures. Pray you, let us in. 

{Exeunt all hut Apemantus. 

Enter two Iiords. 

1 Lord. What time a day is’t, Apemantus ? 
Apem* Time to*bo honest 

I 1 Lord* That time serves still. 

Apem* The most accursed thou, that still omit’st 
I it. 

2 Lord* Thou art going to lord Timon’s feast. 
Apem* Ay; to see meat fill knaves, and wine 

heat fools. 

2 Lord* Fare thee well, fare thee well. 

Apem* Thou art a fool, to bid me farewell twice. 

1 Alluding to the proverb ; Plaln.dealing ii a Jewel^ but 
they who use it beggars. 
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2 Lord* Why, Apcmantus ? 

Apevtu Sbouldst have kept one to thyself, for I 
mean to give thee none. 

1 iord. Hang thyself, 

A pern. No, 1 will do nothing at thy bidding; 
make thy requests to thy friend, 

2 Lord* Away, unpeaceablo dog, or I’ll spurn 
thee hence. 

Apem* 1 will fly like a dog, the heels of the ass. 

{Exit* 

1 Lord* He’s opposite to humanity. Come, shall 

we in, 

And taste lord Timon’s bounty ? ho outgoes 
The very heart of kindness. 

2 Xord. He pours it out; Plutus the god of gold 
Is but his stew'ai’d : no meed % but he repays 
Sevenfold above itself; no gift to him, 

But breeds the giver a return exceeding 
All use of quittance. 3 

1 Lord* The noblest mind he carries. 

That ever govern’d man. 

2 Lord* Long may he live in fortunes ! Shall 

we in ? 

1 Lord* ril keep you company. {Exeunt. 

SCENE II, — A Room of Stale in Timon’s House. 

Hautboys playing loud Mmick, A great Ranquet 
served in i Flavius and others attending i then 
enter Timon, Alcibiades, Lucius, Lucullu.s, 
Skmfronius, and other Athenian Senators, with 
Ventidius, and Attendants* Then comes, drop- 
ping after all, Apemantus, discontentedly. 

Ven. Most honour’d Timon, *t hath pleas’d the 
gods remember 

My father’s age, and call him to long peace. 

He is gone happy, and has left me rich : 

Then, as in grateful virtue 1 am bound 
To your free heartf I do return those talents, 
Doubled with thanks, and service, from whose help 
I deriv’d liberty. 

Tim* O, by no means, 

Honest Ventidius : you mistake my love ; 

I gave it freely ever ; and there’s none 
Can truly say, he gives, if he receives : 

If our betters play at that game, we must not dare 
To imitate them ; Faults that are rich, are fair. 

Ven* A noble spirit. 

{They all stand ceremonionsly looking on Timon. 
2'im. Nay, my lords, ceremony 

Was but devis’d at first, to set a gloss 
On faint deeds, hollow welcomes. 

Recanting goodness, sorry cre ’tis shown ; 

But where there is true friendship, there needs none. 
Pray sit ; more welcome are ye to my fortunes. 
Than my fortunes to me. f They sit* 

1 Lord. My lord, we alw^ays have confess’d it. 
Apem* Ho, ho, confess’d it ? hang’d it, have you 
not? 

Tim* Of Apemantus ! — yqjp are welcome. 
Astern* No. 

You shall not make me welcome : 

I come to have thee thrust me out of doors. 

Titn* Fye, thou art a churl ; you have got a 
humour there 

Does not become a man, ’tis much to blame ; 

* Meed here means desert 

^ i a. AU the customary returns made in discharge of ob- 
UgatibDS. 


They say, my lords, that ira furor brevis esi *, 

But yond’ man’s ever angry. 

Go, let him have a table by himself ; 

For he does neither aflcct company, 

Nor is he fit for it, indeed. 

Apem. Let me stay at thine own peril, Timon ; 

I come to observe ; 1 give thee warning on’t. 

Tifn* I take no heed of tliec ; thou art an Athe- 
nian ; therefore welcome : I myself would have no 
power ; pr’ythce, let my meat make thee silent. 
Apem. 1 scorn thy meat ; ’t would choke me, for 
1 should 

Ne’er flatter thee. — O you gods ! what a number 
Of men eat Timon, and he sees them not ! 

It grieves me to see so many dip their meat 
In one man’.s blood; and all the madness is, 

He cheers them up too. ^ 

I wonder men dare trust themselves w'ith men ; 
Melhinks they should invite them without knives; 
Good for their meat, and safer for their lives. 
There’s much example for’t ; the fellow^ that 
Sits next him now, jiarts bread with him, and pledges 
The breath of him in a divided draught. 

Is the readiest man to kill him : it has been prov’d. 
If I 

Were a liuge man, I should fear to drink at meals; 
Lest they sliould spy my windpipe’s dangerous note.s ; 
Great men should drink with harness® on their 
throats. 

T'lm. My lord, in heart 7 ; and let the health go 
round. 

2 Lord. Let it flow this way, my good lord. 
Apem. Flow this way ! 

A brave fellow ! — he keeps his tides well. Timon, 
'I'hose healths w ill make thee, and thy state, look ill. 
Here’s that which is too w^eak to be a sinner, 
Honest w ater, w hich ne’er left man i* the mire : 
This, and my food, are equals ; there’s no odds, 
Feasts are too proud to give thanks to the gods. 

Apemantus’s Grace. 

Immortal gods, / crave no pelf; 

I jyrny for no man but myself : 

Grayit I may never prove so fond ^ 

To trust man on his o(ylh or bond ; 

Or a harlot for her weeping ; 

Or a dog that seems a slecjring ; 

Or a keeper with my freedom ; 

Or my frienebt, f / should need ’em. 

Amen. So fall to^t : 

Rich men sm, and I eat root* 

{Eats and drinks* 

Much good dich thy good heart, Apemantus ! 

Tim* Captain Alcibiades, your heart’s in the field 
now. 

Alcib. My heart is ever at your service, my lord. 
Tim* You had rather be at a breakfast of ene- 
mies, than a dinner of friends. 

Aldb, So they were bleeding-new, my lord, 
there’s no meat Uke them ; I could wish my best 
friend at such a feast. 

Apem* ’Would all those flatterers were thine 
enemies then ; that then thou mightst kill ’em, and 
bid me to ’em. 


< Anger is a short madness. 

* The allusion is to a pack of hounds trained to pursuiti by 
being gratified with the blood of an animal which they kill ; 
wd the wonder is, that the animal, on which they are feeding, 
cheers them to the chase. , ^ , 

« Armour. ? With sincerity. ® Foohsb. 

Ss 2 
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1 Lut'd. Might wo but have Uiat happiness, my 
lord, that you would once use our hearts, whereby 
we might express some part of our zeals, we should 
think ourselves for ever perfect. 

'Fim. O, no doubt, my good friends, but tlie gods 
themselves have provided that 1 shall have much 
help from you : How had you been my friends else? 
why have you that charitable title from thousands, 
did you not chiefly belong to my heart? 1 have told 
more of you to myself, than you can with modesty 
speak in your own behalf; and thus far I cunflrm 
you. O, you gods, think I, wdiat need we have any 
friends, if we should never have need of them? 
they were the most needless creatures living, should 
we ne’er have use for them ; and w'ould most re- 
semble sweet instruments hung up in cases, that 
keep their sounds to themselves. Why, I have 
often wished myself poorer, tliat t might come 
nearer to you. We are born to do benefits : and 
what better or properer can we call our own, than 
the riches of our friends? O, what a precious 
comfort *tis, to have so many, like brothers, com- 
manding one another’s fortunes ! O joy, e’en made 
away ere it can be born ! Mine eyes cannot hold 
out water, methinks : to forget their faults, 1 drink 
to you. 

4pem. Thou weepest to make them drink, Timon. 

2 Lord. Joy had the like conception in our eyes. 

3 Lord. I promise you, my lord, you mov’d me 

much. 

. Apem. Much! 9 {^Tucket minded. 

Tim, What means that trump ? — How now ? 

Enter n Servant. 

Serv, Please you, my lord, there arc certain ladies 
most desirous of admittance. 

Jim. Ladies? what are their wills ? 

Serv. There comes with them a forerunner, my 
lord, which bears that office, to signify their pleasures. 
Tim. I pray, let tliem be admitted. 

Enter Cupid, 

Cup. Hail to thee, worthy Timon ; — and to all 
That of his bounties taste ! — The five best senses 
Acknowledge thee thC;ir patron ; and come freely 
To gratulate thy plenteous bosom : The ear, 

Taste, touch, smell, all pleas’d from thy table rise ; 
They only now come but to feast tliine eyes. 

Tim. They are welcome all ; let them have kind 
admittance : 

Musick, make their welcome. [Exit Cupid. 

1 Lord. You see, my lord, how ample you are 
belov’d. 

Mttsick. Re-enter Cupid, with a Masque of Ladies 
as AmazonSf with Lutes in their Handst dancingt 
and jUaping. 

Apem. Hey day, wliat a sweep of vanity comes 
this way ! 

They dance ! they are mad women. 

Like madness is the glory of this life, 

As this pomp iffiows to a little oil, and root. 

We make ourselves fools, to disport ourselves; 

And spend our flatteries. 

Who lives, that’s not 

Depraved, or depraves ? who dies, that bears 
Kot one spurn to their graves of their friends’ gift? 
I should fear, those, that dance before me now, 

• Much, wM formerly an expreuien of contemptuous aa. 
tnfaraticm. 


Would one day stamp upon me : It has been done ; 
Men shut their doors against a setting sun. 

The Lords rise from Table with much adoring of 
Timom ; and to show their Loves, each singles out 
an Amazon, and all dance. Men with Women, a 
Iqftp Strain or two to the Hautboys, and cease. 

Tim. You have done our pleasures much grace, 
fair ladies, 

55et a fair fashion on our entertainment, 

Which was not half so beautiful and kind ; 

You have added worth unto’t, and lively lustre, 

And entertain’d me with mine own device ; 

I am to thank you for it. 

1 Lady. IMy lord, you take us even at the best. 
'Tim. Ladies, there is an idle banquet 
Attends you : Please you to dispose yourselves. 

All Lad, Most thankfully, my lord. 

[Exeunt Cupid, and Ladies. 

Tim. Flavius, — 

Flav. My lord, 

Tim. The little casket bring me hither. 

Flav. Yes, my lord. — More jewels yet I 
There is no crossing him in his humour ; [Aside. 
Else I should tell him, — Well, — i’faith, I should, 
When all’s spent, he’d be cross’d i then, an he could. 
’Tis pity, bounty had not eyes behind ; 

That man might ne’er be wretched for his mind. * 
[ExU, and returns with the Ca^t, 

1 Lord. Where be our men ? 

Serv. Here, my lord, in readiness. 

2 Lord. Our horses. 

Tim. O my friends, I have one word 

To SJiy to you : — I^ook you, my good lord, 1 must 
Entreat you, honour me so much, as to 
Advance this jewel ; 

Accept, and wear it, kind my lord. 

1 1.ord. I am so far already in your gifts, — 

AU. So are we all, 

Enter a Servant. 

Sen). My lord, tlierc are certain nobles of the senate 
Newly alighted, and come to visit you. 

Jim. Tliey aie fairly welcome. 

Flav. 1 beseech your honour, 

Vouciisafe me a word : it does concern you near, 
Tim. Near ? why then anotlier time I’ll hear thee; 

I pr’ythee, let us be provided 
To show tlicm entertainment. 

Flav, I scarce know how. 

[Aside. 

Enter atwther Servant, 

2 Sei'v. May it please your honour, the lord Lucius, 
Out of his free love, hath presented to you 

Four milk-wliite horses, trapp’d in silver. 

Tim, I shall accept them fairly ; let the presents 

Enter a third Servant. 

Be worthily entertain’d. — How now, what news ? 

3 Serv. Please you, my lord, that honourable 
gentleman, lord Lucullus, entreats your compaiiy 

i to-morrow to hunt with him ; and has sent your 
I honour two brace of greyhounds. 

I Tim, I’ll hunt with him ; And let them be re-, 
ceiv’d. 

Not without fair reward, 

I Shakvpeare plays on the word crossed ; alluding td the 
piece of silver money called a cross. 

* For his nobleness criT soul 
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-Act II. Scene I. 

Flav. {Aside, ] Wliat will this come to ? 

He commands us to provide, and give great gifts, 
And all out of J^n empty coffer, — 

Nor will he know his purse ; or yield me this, 

To show him what a beggar his heart is. 

Being of no power to make his wishes good ; 

His promises fly so beyond his state. 

That what he speaks is all in debt, he owes 
For every word ; he is so kind, that he now 
Pays interest for’t ; his land’s put to their books. 
Well, ’would I were gently put out of ofHce, 
Before I were forc’d out ! 

Happier is he that has no friend to feed. 

Than such as do even enemies exceed. 

I bleed inwardly for my lord. {ExU. 

Tim. You do yourselves 

Much wTong, you bate too much of your own merits : 
Here, my lord, a trifle of our love. 

2 Lord. With more than common tlianks I will 

receive it. 

3 Lord. O, he is the very soul of bounty ! 

Tim. And now I remember me, my lord, you gave 
Good words the other day of a bay courser . 

I rode on : it is yours, because you lik’d it- 

2 Lord. I beseech you, pardon me, my lord, in 
that. 

TYm. You may take my word, my lord j I know, 
no man 

Can justly praise, but what he docs affect : 

I weigh my friend’s affection with mine own : 

I’ll tell you true. I’ll call on you. 

All Lords. None so welcome. 

Tim. I take all and your several visitations 
So kind to heart, ’tis not enough to give ; 
Methinks, I could deal kingdoms to my friends, 
And ne’er be weary. — Alcibiades, 

Thou art a soldier, therefore seldom rich. 


It comes in charity to tliee : for all thy living 
Is ’mongst the dead ; and all the lands thou hast 
Lie in a pitch’d field. 

Alcib. Ay, defiled land, my lord. 

1 Lord. We are so virtuously bound, — — 

Tim. And so 

Am I to you. 

2 Lord. So infinitely endear’d, 

Tim. All to you. 4 — Lights, more lights. 

1 Lord. The best of happiness. 

Honour, and fortunes, keep with you, lord IHmon ! 
Tim. Ready for his friends. 

{Exeunt Alcibia'des, Lords, ijc. 
Aj)em. What a coil’s here ! 

I doubt whether their legs be worth the sums 
That are given for ’em. Friendsliip’s full of dregs : 
Methinks, false hearts should never have sound legs. 
Thus honest fools lay out their wealth on court’sies. 

7’tm. Now, Apeniantus, if thou wert not sullen, 
I’d be good to thee. 

Apem, No, I’ll nothing : for, 

If I should be brib’d too, there would be none left 
To rail upon thee ; and then thou wouldst sin the 
faster. 

Thou giv’st so long, Timon, I fear me, thou 
Wilt give away thyself in paper shortly : 

What needs these feasts, pomps, and vain glories? 

Tim. Nay, 

An you begin to rail on society once, 

I am sworn, not to give regard to you. 

Farewell ; and come with better musick. {ExU. 

Apem. So ; — 

Thou’lt not hear me now', — thou shall not then, I’ll 
lock 

Thy heaven ^ from thee. O, tliat men’s cars should be 
To counsel deaf, but not to flattery ! 


ACT II. 


SCENE A Room in a Senator’^ House. 

Enter a Senator, with Tapers in his Hand. 

Sen* And late, five thousand to Varro ; and to 
Isidore 

He owes nine thousand ; besides my former sum. 
Which makes it five and twenty. — Still in motion 
Of raging waste ? It cannot hold ; it will not. 

If 1 want gold, steal but a beggar’s dog. 

And give it Timon, why, the dog coins gold : 

If I would sell my horse, and buy twenty more 
Better than he, why, give my horse to Timon, 

Ask nothing, give it him, it foals me, straight, 

And able horses : No porter at his gate ; 

But rather one that smiles, and still invites 
All that pass by. It cannot hold ; no reason 
Can found his state in safety. * Caphis, ho ! 

Caphis, I say ! 

EfUer Caphxs. 

Caph. Here, sir ; What is your pleasure ? 

Sen* Get on your cloak, and haste you to lord 
Timon; 

Impdrtune him for my monies : be not ceas’d 3 
With slight denial ; nor then silenc’d, when — 
Coaimcnd me to your mostcr— and the cap 
3 Stopped. 


Plays in the right hand, thus : — but tell him, sirrah, 
My uses cry to me, I must sdrve my turn 
Out of mine own ; his days and times are past, 
And my reliances on his fracted dates 
Have smit my credit : I love, and honour him ; 
But must not break my back, to heal his finger . 
Immediate are my needs ; and my relief 
Must not be toss’d and turn’d to me in words. 

But find supply immediate. Get you gone : 

Put on a most importunate aspect, 

A visage of demand ; for, I do fear, 

When every feather sticks in his own wing, 

Lord Timon will be left a naked gull. 

Which flashes now a phoenix. Get you gone. 

Caph. I go, sir. 

Sen. I go, sir ? — take the bonds along with you. 
And have the dates in compt. 

Caph. 1 will, sir. 

Sen. Go. {Exeunt. 

SCENE II. -—A Hall in Timon’s House, 
Enter Flavius, with many Bills in his Hand. 

Flav. No care, no stop ! so senseless of expense^ 
That he will neither know how to maintain it, 

Nor cease his flow of riot : Takes no account 

* {. e. All bapplnest to you. 

By his heaven he means good advice. 

Ss 3 
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How things go from him ; nor resumes no care 
Of ’wlmt is to continue : Never mind 
Was to be so unwise, to be so kind. 

What shall be done? He will not hear, till feel : 

1 must be round with him nowhc comes from hunting. 
Fye, fye, fye, fye ! 

Euler Cafius, ujkI the Servants uf Isinom: amt 
Varro. 

Caph, Good even, Varro : Wliat, 

You come for money ? 

Var. Serv. Is’t not your business too? 

Caph* It is ; — And yours too, Isidore ? 

Isid* Serv» It is so. 

Caph* ’Would we were all discharg’d ’ 

Kar. Serv. I fear it, 

Caph* Here comes the lord. 

Enter Timon, Alcibiade.$, and Lords, 

Tim. So soon as dinner’s done, we’ll forth again. 
My Alcibiades. — With me ? What’s your will ? 
Caph. My lord, here is a note of certain dues. 
Tim. Dues ? Whence are you ? 

Caph. Of Athens here, my lord. 

Tim. Go to my steward. 

Caph. Please it your lordship, he hath put me off 
To the succession of new days tliis month : 

My master is awak’d by great occasion, 

To call upon his own ; and humbly prays you, 
That with your other noble parts you’ll suit. 

In giving him his right. 

Tint. Mine honest friend, 

I pr’ythee, but repair to me next morning, 

Caph. Nay, good my lord, 

Tim. Contain thyself, good fiieiid. 

Var. Serv. One Varro’s servant, my good lord, — 
l$id, Serv. From Isidore; 

He humbly prays your speedy payment, — — 

Capk. If you did know, my lord, my master’s 
wants, 

Var. Serv. Twas due, on forfeiture, my lord, six 
weeks, 

And past, — 

Isid. Serv. Your steward puts me o(F, my lord ; 
And I am sent expressly to your lordship. 

Tim. Give me breath : 

I do beseech you, good ray lords, keep on ; 

[Exeunt Alcibiades and Lords. 
I’ll wait upon you instantly. — Come hither, pray 
you [To Flavius. 

How goes the world, that I am thus encounter’d 
With clamorous demands of date-broke bonds, 

And the detention of long-since-due debts. 

Against my honour ? 

Elav. Please you, gentlemen, 

The time is unagreeable to this business : 

Your iinportunacy cease, till after dinner j 
That I may make his lordship understand 
Wherefore you are not paid. 

Tim. Do so, ray friends : 

See them well entertain’d. [Exit Timon. 

Elav. 1 pray, draw near. [ExU Flavius. 

Enter Apemantos and a Fool. 

Capk. Stay, stay, here comes the fool with Ape- 
mantus ; let’s have some sport vnth ’em. 

Var. Serv. Hang him, he’ll abuse us. 

IsUL Serv. A plague upon him, dog ! 

Var. Serv. How dost, fool ? 

jfpem. Dost dialogue with thy shadow ? 


Var. Serv. I speak not to tliee. 

Apem. No ; ’tis to thyself, — Come away. 

[ To the IJjol. 

AH Serv. What arc we, Apemantus? 

Apem. As'tes. 

All Serv. Why? 

I Apem. Tliat you ask me w'hat you are, and do not 
.know yourselves. — Speak to ’em, fool. 

Euol. How do you, gentlemen ? 

I All Serv. Gramercies, good fool ; How docs your 
mistress?' 

Enter Page. 

Fool. Look you, here comes my mistress’ page. 

Page. [To the Fool.] Why, how now, captain ? 
w'hat do you in this wise company? — How dost 
thou, Apemantus? 

Apem. ’Would I had a rod in my mouth, that I 
might answer thee profitably. 

Page. Pr’ythee, Apemantus, read me the super- 
scription of these letters; I know not which is which. 

Aj)em. Canst not read " 

Page. No. 

Apem. Tlicre will little learning die then, that 
day tliou art hanged. This is to lord Timun ; this 
to Alcibiades. Go. 

Page. Answer not, I am gone. [ExU Page, 

Apem. Even so thou out-run’st grace. Fool, I 
will go with you to lord Timon’s. 

Fool. Will you leave me there ? 

Apem. If Timon stay at home. — You three serve 
three usurers? 

All Serv. Ay ; ’would they served us ! 

Apem. So w'ould 1, — as good a trick as ever 
hangman served thici* 

Fool. Are you three usurers* men ? 

All Serv. Ay, fool. 

Fool. I think, no usurer but has a fool to his ser- 
vant : My mistress is one, and I am her fool. When 
men come to borrow of your masters, they approach 
sadly, and go away merry ; but they enter my mis- 
tress’ house merrily, and go away sadly. 

Var. Serv. Thou art not altogether a fool. 

Fool. Nor thou altogether a wise man : as much 
foolery as I have, so much wit thou lackest. 

Apem. Hiat answer might have become Ape- 
mantus. 

All Serv. Aside, aside ; here comes lord Timon. 

Re-enter Timon and Flavius. 

Apem. Come, with me, fool, come. 

Fool. I do not always follow lover, elder brother, 
and woman ; sometime, the philosopher. 

[Exeunt Apemantus and Fool. 

Flav. ’Pray you, walk near ; I’ll speak with you 
anon. [Exeufd Serv., 

Tim. You make me marvel : Wherefore, ere thi^ 
time. 

Had you not fully laid my state before me ; 

That 1 might so have rated my expense, 

As I had leave of means ? 

Flav. You would not hear me. 

At many leisures I propos’d. 

Tim, Go to I 

Perchance, some single vantages you took, 

When my indisposition put you back ; 

And that unaptness made your minister, 

Thus to excuse yourself. 

Flav, O my good lord I 

At many times 1 brought in my accounts, 



Scene II. 

Laid them before you ; you would throw them off, 
And say^ you found them in mine honesty. 

When, for some trifling present, you have bid me 
Retitrn so much % I have shook my head, and wept; 
Yea, 'gainst tlie authority of manners, pray’d you 
To hold your liand more close : I did endure 
Not seldom, nor no slight cliecks ; when I have 
Prompted you, in tlie ebb of your estate, 

And your great flow of debts. My dear-lov’d lord, 
Though you hear now, (too late !) yet now’s a time. 
The greatest of your having lacks a half 
To pay your present debts. 

Let all my land be sold. 
Flav* ’Tis all engag'd, some forfeited and gone ; 
And what remains will hardly stop the mouth 
Of present dues ; the future comes apace : 

What shall defend the interim? and at length 
How goes our reckoning ? 

Tvn. To Lacedaemon did my land extend. 

TYay. O my good lord, the world is but a word ; 
Were it all yours to give it in a breath. 

How quickly were it gone ? 

Tim* You tell me true. 

Flap* If you suspect my husbandry, or falsehood, 
Call me before the exactest auditors. 

And set me on the proof. So the gods bless me. 
When all our offices 7 have been oppress’d 
With riotous feeders ; when our vaults have wept 
With drunken spilth of wine; when every room 
Hath blaz’d with lights, and bray’d with minstrelsy ; 
I have retir'd me to a wasteful cock. 

And set mine eyes at flow. 

Tinu Pry’thee, no more. 

Flap* Heavens, have I said, the bounty of this lord ! 
How many prodigal bits have slaves, and peasants. 
This night englutted ! Who is not Timon’s? 

What heart, head, sword, force, means, but is lord 
Timon’s ? 

Great Timon, nob^e, worthy, royal Timon ? 

Ah ! when the means are gone, that buy this praise. 
The breath is gone whereof this prdse is made : 
Feast-won, fast-lost ; one cloud of winter showers. 
These flies are couch’d. 

Tim* Come, sermon me no further ; 

No villainous bounty yet hath pass’d my heart ; 
Unwisely, not ignobly, have I given. 

Why dost thou weep ? Canst thou die conscience lack, 
To think I shall lack friends ? Secure thy heart ; 
If I would broach the vessels of my love, 

And try the argument of hearts by borrowing, 
Men, and men's fortunes, could I frankly use, 

As 1 can bid thee speak. 

Flap. Assurance bless your thoughts ! 

Tim* And, in some sort, these wants of mine are 
crown’d 8, 

That I account them blessings ; for by these 
Shall I try friends : You shdl perceive, how you 
Mistake my fortunes ; I am wealthy in my friends. 
Within there, ho ! — Flaminius, Scrvilius ! 

Enter Flaminius, Servilius, and other Servants. 
Serv* My lord, my lord, — 

* A certain sum. 

7 The apartments allotted to culinary offices. See. 

8 Dignified, made reQ>ectable. 
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Tim. I will despatch you severally. — You, to 
lord Lucius. — 

To lord Lucullus you ; T hunted with his 
Honour to-day ; — You to Sempronius ; 

Commend me to their loves; and, I am proud, 
say, 

That my occasions have found time to use them 
Toward a supply of money ; let the request 
Be fifty talents. 

Flam. As you have said, my lord. 

Flap. Lord Lucius, and lord Lucullus? humph ! 

Tim* Go you, sir, [To another Serv.'] to the 
senators, 

(Of whom, even to the state's best health, I have 
Deserv’d this hearing,) bid ’em send o’ the instant 
A thousand talents to me. 

Flap. I have been bold, 

(For that I knew it the most general way,) 

To them to use your signet, and your name ; 

But they do shake their heads, and I am here 
No richer in return. 

Tim* Is’t true ? can it be ? 

Flap. They answ’cr, in a joint and corporate voice, 
That now they arc at fall, want treasure, cannot 
Do what they would ; are sorry — you are honour- 
able, — 

But yet they could have wish’d — tlicy know not— 
but 

Something hath been amiss — a noble nature 
May catch a wrench — would all were w’ell — *tis 
pity — 

And so, intending 9 other serious matters, 

After distasteful looks, and these hard fractions, 
With certain half-caps ', and cold-moving nods. 
They froze me into silence. 

Tim. You gods, rew^ard them ! — 

I pr'ytliec, man, look chccrly ; These old fellows 
Have their ingratitude in them hereditary : 

Their blood is cak’d, 'tis cold, it seldom flows ; 

’Tis lack of kindly warmth, they are not kind ; 

And nature, as it grows again toward earth. 

Is fashion’d for the journey, dull, and heavy. — 

Go to Ventidius, — [To o Serv*^ 'IVythee, [To 
Flavius.] be not s^d. 

Thou art true, and honest ; ingeniously * I speak. 
No blame belongs to thee: [To Ventidius 

lately 

Buried his father ; by whose death, he’s stepp’d 
Into a great estate : when he was poor. 

Imprison’d, and in scarcity of friends, 

I clear’d him with five talents ; Greet him from me; 
Bid him suppose, some good necessity 
Touches his friend, wliich craves to bcTremcmber’d 
With those five talents : — that had, — [To Flav.] 
give it these fellows 

To whom ’tis instant due. Ne'er speak, or think. 
That Timon's fortunes 'mong his friends can sink. 
Flap* I would, I could not think it ; that thought 
is bounty's foe ; 

Being free 3 itself, it thinks all others so. {^Exeunt* 

9 Intending had anciently the same meaning as attending. 
1 A half.cap is a cap slightly moved, not put off 
* For ingenuously. ^ Liberal, not parsimonio' 
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Act III 


ACT 111 


RCKNE I. — ui Room in Lucullus** House. 

Flaminius Waiting* Enter a Servant to him* 

Serv. I have told my lord of you ; he is coming 
down to you. 

Flam. 1 thank you, sir. 

Enter Lucullu.s. 

Serv* Here’s my lord. 

Lucul* [Aside,] One of lord Timon’s men? a 
gift, 1 warrant. Why this hits right ; I dreamt of 
a silver bason and ewer to-night. Flaminius, honest 
Flaminius; you are very respectively^ welcome, 
sir. — Fill me some wine. — [Exit Servant.] And 
how does that honourable, complete, free-hearted 
gentleman of Athens, thy very bountiful good lord 
and master ? 

Flam. His health is well, sir. 

LuctU. I am right glad that his health is well, sir. 
And what hast tliou there, under thy cloak, pretty 
Flaminius? 

Flam. * Faith, nothing but an empty box, sir; 
which, in my lord’s behalf, I come to entreat your 
honour to supply ; who, having great and instant 
occasion to use fifty talents, hath sent to your lord- 
ship to furnish him ; nothing doubting your present 
assistance therein. 

Lucul* La, la, la, la, — nothing doubting, says j 
he ? alas, good lord ! a noble gentleman *tis, if he I 
would not keep so good a house. Many a time and 
often I have din’d with him, and told him on’t ; and 
come again to supper to him, of purpose to have him 
spend less : and yet he would embrace no counsel, 
take no warning by my coming. Every man has 
his fault, and honesty ^ is his ; 1 have told him on’t, 
but 1 could never get him from it. 

Re-enter Servant wUh Wine. 

Serv* Please your lordship, here is the wine. 

Lucul, Flaminius, I have noted thee always wise. 
Here’s to thee. ^ 

Flam* Your lordsliip speaks your pleasure. 

Lttcul* I have observed thee always for atowardly 
prompt spirit, — give thee thy due, —and one that 
knows what belongs to reason ; and canst use the 
time well, if the time use thee well : good parts in 
thee. •— Get you gone, sirrah. — [To the Servant, 
who goes out.] — Draw nearer honest Flaminius. 
Thy lord's a bountiful gentleman : but thou art 
wise; and Ihon knowest well enough, although 
thou comest to me, that this is no time to lend 
money; especially upon bare friendship, without 
security. Here’s three solidares for thee ; good boy, 
wink at me, and say, thou sawest me not. Fare 
thee well. 

Flam, Is’t possible, the world should so much 
differ ; 

And we alive, that liv’d ? Fly, damned baseness, 
To him that worships tliee. 

[Throwing the Money away. 

Lucul, Ha ! Now I see tiiou art a fool, and fit 
(or thy master. [Exit Luculi.us. 

Flam, May these add to the number that may 
scald thee ! 

Thou disease of a friend, and not himself! 

* For reipectfully. * Honesty here means liberality. 


Has friendsliip such a faint and milky heart. 

It turns in less than two nights? O, you gods, 

1 feel my master’s passion I ^ This slave 
Unto his honour, has my lord’s meat in him ; 

Why should it thrive, and turn to nutriment, 

When he is turn’d to poison ? 

O, may diseases only work upon’t ! 

And, when he is sick to death, let not that part of 
nature 

^Vhich my lord paid for, be of any power 
To expel sickness, but prolong his hour I \Exil. 

SCENE II. — A puhlick Place* 

Enter Lucius, with three Strangers. 

Luc* Who, the lord Timon ? he is my very good 
friend, and an honourable gentleman. 

1 Stran. We know him for no less, though we are 
but strangers to him. Bui I can tell you one thing, 
my lord, and which I hear from common rumours ; 
now lord Timon’s happy houis are done and past, 
and liis estate shrinks from him. 

Luc* Fye, no, do not believe it: he cannot want 
for money. 

2 Stran* But believe you this, my lord, that not 
long ago, one of his men, was witli the lord Lucul) us, 
to borrow so many talents ; nay, urged extremely 
for’t, and show’d what necessity belong’d to’t, and 
yet was denied. 

Ltic* How ? 

2 Stran. 1 tell you, denied, my lord. 

Luc* What a strange case was that ? now, before 
the gods, I am asham’d on’t. Denied that honour- 
able man ? there was very little honour show’d in’t. 
For my own part, I must needs,.confess, I have re- 
ceived some small kindnesses from him, as money, 
plate, jewels, and such like trifies, nothing com- 
paring to his ; yet, had he mistook him, and sent 
to me, I should ne’er have denied his occasion so 
many talents. 

Enter Servilius. 

Ser* See, by good hap, yonder’s my lord ; I have 
sweat to see his honour, — My honoured lord. — 

[To Lucius. 

I.uc* Servilius ! your are kindly met, sir. Fare thee 
well : — Commend me to thy honourable-virtuous 
lord, my very exquisite friend. 

Ser* May it please your honour, my lord hath 
sent 

Imc* Ha! what has he sent? I am so much 
endeared to that lord ; he’s ever sending : How 
sliall I thank him, thinkest thou ? And what has 
he sent now ? 

Scr. He has only sent his present occasion now, 
my lord ; requesting your lordship to supply his instant 
use with so many talents. 

Xuc. I know, his lordship is but merry with me ; 
He cannot want fifty-five hundred talents. 

Ser, But in the mean time he wants less, my lord. 
If his occasion were not virtuous, 

1 should not urge it half so faithfully. 

Luc* Dost thou speak seriously, Servilius ? 

Set* Upon ray soul, ’tis true, sir. 

J uc* What a wicked beast was I, to disfumish 

® Suffering. 
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myself against such a good when 1 might have I 
shown myself honourable ! how unluckily it hap- ] 
pened, tliat 1 should purchase the day before for | 
a little part, and undo a great deal of honour ! — : 
Servilius, now, before the gods, 1 am not able to I 
do"t ; the more beast, I say : — I was sending to use 
lord Timon myself, tliese gentlemen can witness ; j 
But I would not for the wealth of Atliens, I had 
done it now. Commend me bountifully to his 
good lordship ; and I hope, his honour will conceive 
the fairest of me, because I have no power to be 
kind : And tell liim this from me, I count it one of 
my greatest alHictions, say, that 1 cannot pleasure 
such an honourable gentleman. Good Servilius, 
will you befriend me so far, as to use mine own 
words to him ? 

Ser» Yes, sir, I shall. 

Luc* 1 will look you out a good turn, Servilius. — 
J^Exit Servilius. 

True, as you said, Timon is shrunk, indeed ; 

And he, that's once denied, will liardly speed. 

[Exit Lucius. 

1 Stran. Do you observe this, HostiliusV 

2 Stran* Ay, too well. 

1 Stran* Why this 

Is the world’s soul ; and just of the same piece 
Is every flatterer’s spirit. In my knowing. 

The noble Timon has been this lord’s father. 

And kept his credit w ith Ids purse j 
Supported his estate j nay, Timon’s money 
Has paid his men their wages ; He ne’er drinks. 
But Timon’s silver treads upon his lip ; 

And yet, (O, see the nionstrousncss of man 
When he looks out in an ungrateful shape !) 

He does deny him, in respect of his, 

Wliat charitable men afford to beggars. 

3 Stran* Religion groans at it. 

1 Stran* For mine own part, 

I never tasted Timtyi in my life, 

Nor came any of his bounties over me, 

To mark me for his friend ; yet, I protest, 

For his right noble mind, illustrious virtue 
And honourable carriage, 

Had his necessity made use of me, 

I would have put my wealth into donation, 

And the best half should have return'd to him. 

So much I love his heart : But, I perceive, 

Men must learn now with pity to dispense : 

For policy sits above conscience. [Exeunt* 

SCENE 111*^ A Hoorn in Sempronius’s House* 
Enter Semprokjus, and a Servant of Timon'*. 
Sem* Must he needs trouble me iii’t? ’Bove all 
otliers ? 

He might have tried lord Lucius, or Lucullus ; 

And now Ventidius is wealthy too, 

Whom he redeem’d from prison : All these three 
Owe their estates unto him. 

Serv* O my lord, 

lliey have all been touch’d, and found base metal ; 
for 

They have all denied him ! 

Sem* How ! have they denied him ? 

Has Ventidius and Lucullus denied him ? 

And does he send to me ? Three ? humph ! — 

It shows but little love or judgment in him. 

Alust I be his last refuge? His friends, like phy- 
^ sicians, 

Thrive, give him over ; Must I take the cure upon 
me? 


He has much disgrac’d me in’t ; I am atig^at him, 
That might have known my place : I see no sic^nse for’t, 
But his occasions might have woo’d me first ; 

For, in my conscience, I was the first man 
That e’er receiv’d gift from him : 

And does he think so backwardly of me now. 

That I ’ll rc(j|uite it last ? No ; it may prove 
An argument of laughter to the rest, 

And 1 amongst the lords be thought a fool. 

I had rather than the worth of thrice the sum. 

He had sent to me first, but for my mind’s sake ; 

I liad such a courage to do him good. But now return. 
And with their faint reply this answer join ; 

Who bates mine honour shall not know my coin. 

[ExU* 

Serv. Excellent ! Your lordship’s a goodly villain. 
The devil knew not what he did, when he made 
man politick ; he cross’d himself by’t ; and 1 cannot 
think, but in the end, the villainies of man will set 
him clear. How fairly tliis lord strives to appear 
foul ! takes virtuous copies to be wicked ; like those 
that, under hot ardent zeal, would set whole realms 
on fire. 

Of such a nature is his politick love. 

This was my lord’s best hojies ; now all are fled. 
Save the gods only ; Now his friends are dead, 
Doors, that were ne’er acquainted with their wards 
Many a bounteous year, must be employ’d 
Now to guard sure their master. 

A nd this is all a liberal course allows ; 

Who cannot keep his wealth, must keep his house. 

[Exit* 

SCENE IV. Hall in Timon’s House* 

Enter two Servants of Varro, awl the Servant oj 
Lucius, meeting Titus, Hortensius, and other 
Servants to 'riMON’s Creditors^ waiting his coming 
out* 

Var. Sen*. Well met ; good morrow, Titus and 
Hortensius. 

Tit. The like to you, kind Varro. 

Hor. Lucius? 

What, do we meet togetlier ? 

Luc. Serv* Ay, and, I think, 

One business does command fis all ; for mine 
Is money. 

Tit* So is theirs and ours. 

Enter Fhilotus. 

Li/c* Serv* And sir 

Philotus too ! 

Phi* Good day at once. 

J.uc. Ser* Welcome, good brother. 

What do you think the hour? 

Phi* Labouring for nine* 

Luc* Ser. So much ? 

Phi. Is not my lord seen yet ? 

I.uc. Serw* Not yet. 

Phi* I wonder on’t : he was wont to shine at seven. 
Luc. Serv* Ay, but tlic days are waxed shorter 
with him ; 

You must consider, that a prodigal course 
Is like the sun’s ; but not, like his, recoverable. 

1 fear, 

’Tis deepest winter in lord Timon’s purse ; 

That is, one may reach deep enough, and yet 
Find little. 

Phi. I am of your fear for that. 

Tit* I’ll sliow you how to observe a strange event. 
Your lord sends now for money. 
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Hot* Most truoy he does. 

Tit* And he wears jewels now of Timon’s gift, 
For which I wait for money. 

JETor. It is against my heart. 

Luc* Seriu Mark, how strange it shows, 

Timoii in this should pay more than he owes ; 

And e’en as if your lord should wear rich jewels. 
And send for money for ’em. 

Her* £ am weary of this charge, the gods can 
witness : 

1 know, my lord hath spent of Timon’s wcaltli, 

And now ingratitude makes it worse than stealth. 

1 Var* Serv* Yes, mine’s three thousands crowns: 
What’s yours ? 

Luc* Serv* Five thousand mine. 

1 Var, Serv* ’Tis much deep : and it should seem 
by the sum, 

Your master’s confidence was above mine ; 

Else, surely his had equall’d. 

Eyiter Flaminius. 

TU. One of lord Timon’s men. 

Luc* Serv. Flaminius! sir, a word: ’Pray, is my 
lord ready to come forth ? 

Flam. No, indeed, he is not. 

Tvt* We attendhis lordship; ’pray, signify so much. 
Flam* I need not tell him that : he knows, you 
are too diligent. \^Exit Flaminius. 

Enter Flavius in a Cloak t muffled. 

Luc* Serv* Ha! is not that his steward muffled so? 
He goes away in a cloud : call him, call him. 

I'd* Do you hear, sir ? 

1 Var* Serv* By your leave, sir, — 

Flav* What do you ask of me, my friend ? 

TU. We wait for certain money here, sir. 

Flav. Ay, 

If money were as certain as your waiting, 

’Twere sure enough. Why tlien preferr’d you not 
Your sums and bills, when your false masters cat 
Of my lord’s meat? Then they could smile, and fawn 
Upon his debts, and take down th’ interest 
Into their gluttonous maws. You do yourselves 
but wrong, 

To stir me up ; let me pass quietly : 

Believ’t, my lord and I have made an end : 

I have no more to reckon, he to spend. 

Luc. Serv* Ay, but this answer will not serve* 
Flav. If 'twill not, 

’Tis not so base as you ; for you serve knaves. 

[ExU. 

1 Var. Serv. How I what does his cashier’d wor- 

ship mutter ? 

2 Var* Serv* No matter what; he’s poor, and 
that’s revenge enough. Who can speak broader 
tlian he that has no house to put his head in ? such 
may rail against great buildings. 

Enter SeaviLius. 

TU. O, here’s Servilius ; now we shall know 
Some answer. 

Ser. If I might beseech you, gentlemen. 

To repair some other hour, I should much 
Derive from it : for, take it on my soul, 

My lord leans wond’rously to discontent* 

His comfortable temper has forsook him ; 

He is much out of health, and keeps his chanjber. 
Luc. Serv. Many do keep their chambers, are not 
siclIH 

And, if it be so far beyond his health, 
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Methiuks, he should the sooner pay his debts. 

And make a clear way to the gods. 

Ser. Good gods ! 

TU* We cannot take this for an answer, sir.* 
Flam. [fVithin.] Servilius, help I — my lord! my 
lord ! — 

Enter Timon, in a rage ; Flaminius following. 
Ttm. What are my doors oppos’d against my 
passage? 

Have I been ever free, and must my house 
Be my retentive enemy, my gaol ? 

The place, which 1 have feasted, docs it now. 

Like all mankind, show me an iron heart ? 

Luc. Serv* Put in now, Titus. 

2’i/. My lord, here is my bill. 

Luc* Serv. Here’s mine. 

Jlor* Serv* And mine, my lord. 

Both Var. Seiw* And ours, my lord. 

Fhi* All our bills. 

Tim. Knock me down with ’em 7 ; cleave me to 
the girdle. 

Luc. Serv. Alas ! my lord, 

Tim, Cut my heart in sums. 

Tit. Mine, fifty talents. 

Ttm. Tell out my blood. 

Luc* Serv* Five thousand crowns, my lord. 

Tim. Five tliousand drops pays that. — - 
What yours ? — and yours ? 

1 Var* Serv. My lord, 

2 Var. Serv. My lord, — 

Tim. Tear me, take me, and the gods full upon 
you ! [ExU. 

Hot. ’Faith, I perceive our masters may throw 
their caps at their money ; these debts may well be 
called desperate ones, for a madman owes ’em. 

[Exeunt. 

Ec’-enter Timon and Flavius. 

Tim* They have e’en put ipy breath from me, 
the slaves : 

Creditors ! — devils. 

Flav. My dear lord, — 

Tim* What if it should be so ? 

Flav* My lord, 

Tim. I’ll have it so : — My steward ! 

Flav* Here, my lord. 

Tim* So fitly ? Go, bid all my friends again, 
Lucius, Lucullus, and Sempronius ; all : 

I’ll once more feed the rascals. 

Flav* O my lord. 

You only speak from your distracted soul ; 

There is not so much left to furnish out 
A moderate table. 

Tim. Bc’t not in thy care ; go, 

I charge thee ; invite them all : let in the tide 
Of knaves once more ; my cook and I’ll provide. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE V. — The Senate** House. 

The Senate sUting* Enter Alcibiades, attended. 

1 Sen. My lord, you have my voice to it; the fault’s 
Bloody ; ’tis necessary he should die : 

Nothing emboldens sin so much as merby 

2 Sen. Most true ; the law shall bruise him. 
Aldb. Honour, health, and compassion to the 

senate I 

1 Sen* Now, captain ? 

Alcib* I am an humble suitor to your virtu^; 

7 Timon quibblea They present their written bUli ; he 
I catches at the word, and alludes to bills or biittte*axca. 
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For pity is the virtue of the law, 

And 4one but tyrants use it cruelly. 

It pleases time, and fortune, to lie heavy 
Upon a friend of mine, who in hot blood. 

Hath stepp’d into the law, which is past depth 
To those that, without heed, do plunge into it. 

He is a man, setting his fate aside. 

Of comely virtues: 

Nor did he soil the fact with cowardice ; 

(An honour in him which buys out his fault,) 

But, with a noble fury, and fair spirit. 

Seeing his reputation touch’d t^ death^ 
fie did oppose his foe : 

And with such sober and unnoted passion 
He did behave 8 his anger, ere *twas spent. 

As if he had but j)rov’(l an argument. 

1 Sen. You undergo too strict a paradox, 

Striving to make an ugly deed look fair ; 

Yfmr words have took such pains, as if they labour’d 
To bring manslaughter into form, set quarrelling 
‘,Upon the head of valour; whicti, indeed, 

Is valour misbegot, and came into the world 
When sects and factions were newly born : 
lie’s truly valiant, that can wisely suller 
The worst that man can breathe; and make hiswTongs 
His outsides ; wear them like his raiment, carelessly ; 
And ne’er prefer his injuries to his heart. 

To bring it into danger. 

If wrongs be evils, and enforce us kill. 

What folly ’tis to hazard life for ill ? 

Alcih. My lord, 

1 Sen. You cannot make gross sins look clear; 
To revenge is no valour, but to bear. 

Alcib. My lords, then, under favour, pardon me, 
If I speak like a captain. ■ — ■■■ ■■ 

Why do fond men expose themselves to battle. 

And not endure all threatenings ? sleep upon it. 
And let the foes quietly cut their throats, 

Without repugnancy ? but if tliere be 
Such valour in the bearing, what make w’e 
Abroad ? why then, women are more valiant, 

\ Tliat stay at home, if bearing carry it ; 

\ And th’ ass, more captain than the lion; the felon, 
\Loaden with irons, wiser than the judge, 
ilf wisdom be in suffering. O iny lords, 
lAs you are great, be pitifully good : 
m ho cannot condemn rashness in cold blood ? 

To kill, I grant, is sin’s extremest gust 9; 

But, in defence, by mercy, ’tis most just. 

To be in anger, is impiety ; 

But who is man, that is not angry ? 

Weigh but the crime with this. 

2 Se7i, You breathe in vain. 

AlcUf. In vain ? his service done 

At Lacedaemon, and Byzantium, 

Were a sufficient briber for his life. 

1 Sen. What’s lliat ? 

Akib. Why, I say, my lords, h’as done fair service. 
And slain in fight many of your enemies : 

How full of valour did he bear himself 

In the last conflict, and made plenteous wounds? 

2 Sen. He has made too much plenty with ’em, he 
Is a sworn rioter ; h’as a sin that often 

Drowns him, and takes his valour prisoner : 

If there were no foes, that were enough alone 
To overcome him ; in that beastly fury 
He has been known to commit outrages, 

An# cherish factions : ’Tis inferr’d to us, 

His days are foul, and liis drink dangerous. 

» Manage, govern. » For aggravation. 


1 Sen. He dies. 

Akib. Hard fate \ he might have died in war. 
My lords, if not for any parts in him, 

(Though his right arm might purchase bis own time, 
And be in debt to none,) yet more to move you, 
Take my deserts to his, and join them both ; 

And, for I know, your reverend ages love 
Security, I’ll pawn my victories, all 
My honour to you, upon his good returns. 

If by this crime he owes the law his life. 

Why, let the war receive’t in valiant gore; 

For law is strict, and war is nothing more. 

1 Sen. We are for law , he dies ; urge it no more, 
On height of our displeasure : Friend, or brother, 
He for^its his own blood, that spills another. 

Akib. Must it be so? it must not be. My lords, 
I do beseech you, know me. 

2 Sen. How' ? 

Akib. Call me to your remembrances. 

3 Sen. What ? 

Akib. I cannot tlnnk, but your age has forgot me ; 

It could not else l>c, I should prove so base 
To sue, and be denied such common grace ; 

My wounds ache at you. 

1 Sen. Do you dare our anger ? 

’Tis in few words, but spacious in effect ; 

We banish thee for ever. 

Akib. Banish me ? 

Banish your dotage ; banish usury, 

That makes the senate ugly. 

1 Sen. If, after two days* shine, Athens contain 
thee, 

Attend our weightier judgment. And, not to swell 
our spirit. 

He shall be executed presently. [Exeunt Senators. 
Akib. Now the gods keep you old enough : that 
you may live 

Only in bone, that none may look on you ! 

I am worse than mad : I have kept back their foes, 
While they have told their money, and let out 
Their coin upon large intere.st ; I myself, 

Kich only in large hurts ; — All those, for this ? 

Is this the balsam, that the usuring senate 
Pours into captains’ w'ounds ? ha ! banishment ? 

It comes not ill ; I hate not to be banish’d ; 

It is a cause worthy iny spleen and fury, 

That I may strike at Athens. I’ll cheer up 
My discontented troops, and lay for hearts 
’Tis honour, with most lands to be at odds ; 

Soldiers should brook as little wrongs, as gods. 

[Exit. 

SCENE VI. — A magnificent Room in Timon’« 
House. 

Musick. Tables set out : Servants attending. Enter 
divers Lords, arf several Doors. 

1 Lord. The good time of day to you, sir. 

2 Lord. I also wish it to you. I tliink, tliis 
honourable lord did but try us this other day. 

1 Lord. Upon that were my thoughts tiring 
when we encountered : I hope it is not so low with 
him, as he made it seem in tlie trial of his several 
friends. 

2 Lord. It should not be, by tlie persuasion of 
/ is new feasting. 

1 Lord. I should think so ; He hath sent me an 


» For dishonoiured. .i. 

» We should now wy — lay out for hea|||, i. e. the afihe- 
Uons of the people. ^ j .. 

» To tire on a thing meant to he idly employed on it 
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earnest inviting^ whidi many my near occasions did 
urge me to put off ; but he hath conjured me beyond 
them, and I must needs appear, 

2 Lord* In like manner was 1 in debt to my 
importunate business, but he would not hear my 
excuse. I am sorry, when he sent to borrow of me, 
tliat my provision was out. 

1 Lord, I am sick of tliat grief too, as 1 under- 
stand how all things go. 

2 Lord* Every man here's so. What would he 
have borrowed of you ? 

1 Lord* A thousand pieces. 

2 Lord* A thousand pieces ! 

1 Lord* What of you ? 

3 Lord* lie sent to me, sir — Here he comes. 

Enter Timon, and Attendants* 

Tim* With all my heart, gentlemen both : — And 
how fare you ? 

1 Lord* Ever at the best, hearing well of your 
lordship. 

2 Lord* Tlie swallow follows not summer more 
willing, than we your lordsliip. 

Tim. [Aside.] Nor more willingly leaves winter; 
such summer-birds are men. — Gentlemen, ou» 
dinner will not recompense this long stay: feast 
your ears with the musick awhile ; if they will fare 
so harshly on the trumpet’s sound: we shall to't 
presently. 

1 Lord* I hope it remains not unkindly with your 
lordship, that 1 returned you an empty messenger. 

Tim* O, sir, let it not trouble you. 

2 Lord. My noble lord, — — 

Tim. Ah, my good friend, what cheer ? 

[ The Banquet brought in* 

2 Lord* My most honourable lord, I am e’en sick 
of shame, that, when your lordship this other day 
sent to me, 1 was so unfortunate a beggar. 

THm. Think not on’t, sir. 

9 Lord* If you had sent but two hours before, — 

7Hm. Let it not cumber your better remembrance. 
— Come, bring in all together. 

2 Lord* All covered dishes ! 

1 Lord, Royal cheer, I warrant you. 

3 Lord. Doubt not tliat, if money and the season 
can yield it. 

1 Lord* How do you ? what’s the news ? 

3 Lord* Alcibiades is banislied : Hear you of it? 

I 4r 2 Lord* Alcibiades banished ! 

3 Lord* ’Tis so, be sure of it. 

1 Lord* How? how? 

2 Lord* I pray you, upon what ? 

Tim* My worthy friends, will you draw near ? 

3 Lord. I’ll tell you more anon. Here’s a noble 
feast toward. 

2 Lord* This is tlie old man still. 

S Lord, Will’thold? will’thold? 

2 Lord. It does ; but time will — and so — - 

3 Lord, 1 do conceive. 

2Ym. Each man to his stool, with that spur as he 
would to the lip of his mistress : your diet shall be 
in all places alike. Make not a city feast of it, to let 
the meat cool ere we can agree upon the first place ; 
^t, sit. The gods require our thanks. 


You great benefactors^ sprinkle our soevetjf with 
tkanlfulness. Ear your ou>n gifts, make yourselves 
praised : but reserve still to give, lest your dei^s be 
despised* Lend to each man enough, that one need 
not lend to another : for, were your godheads to 
borrow of men, men would forsake the gods. Make 
the meat be beloved, more than the man that gives it. 
Let no assembly of twenty he without a score of vil- 
loins : If there sit twelve women at the table, let a 
dozen of them be — as they are* — The rest of your 
fees, 0 gods, — the senators of Athens, together with 
the common lag of^ople, — what is amiss in them, 
you gods make suitable for destruction* For these 
my present friends, — as they are to me nothing, so 
in nothing bless them, and to nothing they are welcome* 

Uncover, dogs, and lap. 

[2Vtc dishes uncovered are full of warm water. 
Some speak* What does his lordship mean ? 

Some other* 1 know' not. 

Tim* May you a better feast never behold, 

You knot of mouth-friends ! smoke, and luke-warm 
water 

Is your perfection, Tliis is Timon’s last; 

Who stuck and spangled you witli batteries, 
Washes it olF, and sprinkles in your faces 

[Throwing water in their faces* 
Your reeking villainy. Live loath’d, and long, 
Most smiling, smooth, detested parasites, 

Courteous destroyers, affable wolves, meek bears. 
You fools of fortune, trencher-friends, time’s flies, 
Cap and knee slaves, vapours, and minute>jacks ! ^ 
Of man and beast, the infinite malady 
Crust you quite o’er ! — What, dost thou go ? 

Soft, take tliy physick first — thou too, — and 
thou ; — 

[ Throws the dishes at them, and drives tlwm out. 
Stay, I will lend thee money, borrow none. — 
What, all in motion ? Henceforth be no feast, 
M'^hereat a villain’s not a welcome guest. 

Burn, house ! sink, Athens ! henceforth hated be 
Of Timon, man, and all humanity ! [ExU* 

Re.-enter the Lords, with other Lords and Senators* 

1 Lord* How now, my lords ? 

2 Lord. Know you the quality of lord Timon’s 

fury? 

3 Lord. Pish ! did you see my cap ? 

4 Lord, I have lost my gown. 

I 3 Lord. He’s but a mad lord, and nought but 
humour sways him. He gave me a jewel the other 
I day, and now he has beat it out of my hat : — Did 
you see my jewel ? 

4 Lord* Did you see my cap ? 

2 Lord, Here *tis. 

I 4 Lord, Here lies my gown. 

1 Lord. Let’s make no stay. 

! 2 Lord. Lord Timon’s mad. 

I 3 Lord. I feei’t upon my bones. 

4 Lord. One day he gives us diamonds, next day 
stones. [Exewtt. 

* The lowest 

> Jacks of the clock ; like those of St Dunstan*s church, in 
Fleet<8treet 
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SCENE I. — Without the WajtU of Athens. 
Timon. 

Tim* Let me look back upon thcc, O thou wall, 
That girdlest in those wolves ! Dive in the earth, 
And fence not Athens ! Matrons, turn incontinent ! 
Obedience fail in children ! slaves, and fools, 
riuck the grave wrinkled senate from the bench. 
And minister in their steads ! bankrupts, hold fast ; 
liather than render back, out with your knifes, 

And cut your trusters* throats ! bound servants, steal ! 
Large>handed robbers your grave masters are ; 

Son of sixteen, 

Pluck the lin’d crutch from the old limping sire. 
With it beat out his brains ! piety, and fear. 
Religion to the gods, peace, justice, truth, 
Domestick awe, night-rest, and neighbourhood. 
Instruction, manners, mysteries, and trades, 
Degrees, observances, customs, and laws. 

Decline to your confounding contraries, 

And yet confusion live ! — Plagues, incident to men, 
Your potent and infectious fevers heap 
On Athens, ripe for stroke ! thou cold sciatica, 
Cripple our senators, that their limbs may halt 
As lamely as their manners ! breath infect breath ; 
That their society, as their friendship, may 
Be merely poison ! Notlung I’ll bear from thee. 
But nakedness, thou detestable tow n ! 

Take thou that too, with multiplying banns ! ® 
Tiinon will to the woods ; where he shall find 
The unkindest beast more kinder than mankind. 
The gods confound (hear me, ye good gods all,) 
The Athenians both within and out that wall ! 

And grant, as Timon grows, his hate may grow 
To the whole race of mankind, high and low ! 

[Exit* 

SCENE II. — Athens. A Boom in Timon’s 
House. 

Enter Flavius, with two or three Servants. 

1 Serv. Hear you, master steward, where’s our 
master ? 

Are we undone ? cast off? nothing remaining ? 

Flav* Alack, my fellows, what should I say to you? 
Let me be recorded by tlie righteous gods, 

1 am as poor as you. 

1 Serv* Such a house broke ! 

So noble a master fallen ! All gone ! and not 
One friend, to take his fortune by the arm. 

And go along with him ! 

2 Serv* As we do turn our backs 

From our companion, thrown into his grave ; 

So his familiars to his buried fortunes 

Slink all away ; leave their false vows with him, 

Like empty purses pick’d : and his poor self, 

A dedicated beggar to the air. 

With his disease of all-shunn'd poverty, 

Widks, bke contempt, alone. — More of our fellows. 

Enter other Servants. 

Flav* All broken implements of a ruin’d house. 
S Serv. Yet do our hearts wear Timon’s livery, 
That see 1 by our faces ; we are fellows still, 
Ser^ng alike in sorrow : Leak’d is our bark ; 

0 Accumulated curses. 


And we, poor mates, stand on the dying deck, 
Hearing Uie surges tlireat : we must all part 
Into this sea of air. 

Flav. Good fellows all, 

The latest of my wealth I’ll share amongst you. 
Wherever we shall meet, for Timon’s sake. 

Let’s yet be fellows ; let’s shake our heads, and say^ 
As ’twere a knell unto our master’s fortunes, 

We have seen better days. Let each take some ; 

[ Giving them money. 
Nay, put out all your hands. Not one word more : 
Thus part we ricli in sorrow, parting poor. 

[Exeunt Servants. 

O, the fierce? wretchedness tliat glory brings us ! 
Who would not wish to be from wealth exempt, 
Since riches point to misery and contempt ? 

Who’d be so mock’d with glory ? or to live 
But in a dream of friendship ? 

To have his pomp, and all what state compounds, 
But only painted like his varnish’d friends ? 

Poor honest lord, brought low by liis own heart ; 
Undone by goodness ! Strange, unusual blood % 
When man’s worst sin is, he does too much good ! 
Who then dares to be half so kind again ? 

For bounty, that makes gods, does still mar men. 
My dearest lord, — bless’d to be most accurs’’d, 
Rich, only to be wretched ; — thy great fortunes 
Are made thy chief afflictions. Alas, kind lord ! 
lie’s flung in rage from this ungrateful seat 
Of monstrous friends : nor has he with him to 
Supply liis life, or that which can command it. 

I’ll follow, and inquire him out ; 

I’ll serve his mind with my best will ; 

Winlst I have gold, I’ll be his steward still. [Exit* 

SCENE III. — Vte Woods* 

Enter Timon. 

Tim. O blessed breeding sun, draw from the eai th 
Rotten humidity ; below thy sister’s orb 
Infect the air ! Twinn’d brothers of one womb 
Whose procreation, residence, and birth, 

Scarce is dividant, — touch them with several for 
tunes ; 

Tlie greater scorns the lesser : Not nature, 

To whom all sores lay siege, can bear great fortune, 
But by^ contempt of nature. 

Raise me this beggai-, and denude that lord ; 

The senator shall bear contempt hereditary, 

The beggar native honour. 

It is the pasture lards the brother’s sides, 

The want tliatmakes himlean. Who dares, who dares, 
In purity of manhood stand upright. 

And say, This man*s a flatterer 9 If one be, 

So are they all ; for every grize of fortune 
Is smooth’d by that below : the learned pate 
Ducks to the golden fool : All is oblique ; 

There’s nothing level in our cursed natures, 

But direct villainy. Therefore be abhorr’d 
All feasts, societies, and throngs of men ! 

His semblable, yea, himself, Timon disdains ; 
Destruction fang * mankind I — Earth, yield me 
roots ! [i>tggmg. 

Who seeks for better of thee, sauce his palate 

t Hasty, precipitate. ® PropensUr, disposition. 

® Bat fly is here used for without. ’ Seize, gripe, 
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With thy most openmt poison ! What is here ! 

Gold ? yellow, glittering precious gold? No, gods, 
I am no idle votarist, Mots, you clear heavens ! 
Thus much of this, will make black, white ; foul, 
fair; 

Wrong, right ; base, noble ; old, young ; coward, 
valiant. 

Ha, you gods ! why this ? What this, you gods ? 
Why this 

Will lug your priests and servants from your sides; 
Pluck stout men’s pillows from below their heads : 
This yellow slave 

Will knit and break religions; bless the accurs’d ; 
Make the hoar leprosy ador'd ; place thieves, 

And give them title, knee, and approbation. 

With senators on the bench : this is it, 

That makes the wappen’d ^ widow wed again ; 
[March afar ^]— Ila? a drum ? — Thou’rt quick. 
But yet I’ll bury thee : Thou’lt go, strong thief, 
When gouty keepers of thee cannot stand : — 

Nay, stay thou out for earnest. [Keeping some Gold. 
Enter Alcibiadss, with Drum and Fifej m warlike 
manner, 

jdlcib. What art thou tliere? 

Speak. 

Tim. A beast, as thou art. The canker gnaw 
thy heart, 

For showing me again the eyes of man ! 

Alcib, What is thy name ? la man so hateful to 
thee, 

That art thyself a man ? 

Tim, 1 am misanthropoSf and hate mankind. 

For thy part, I do wish tliou wert a dog, 

That 1 might love thee something. 

.Alctb, I know thee well : 

But in thy fortunes am unleam’d and strange. 

Tim, 1 know thee too ; and more, than that I 
know thee, 

I not desire to know. Follow thy drum ; 

With man's blood paint tlie ground, gules, gules . 
Religious canons, civil laws arc cruel ; 

Then what should war he ? 

JUcib, How came the noble Timon to this change? 
Tim, As the moon does, by wanting light to give : 
But then renew I cbuld not, like the moon ; 

That were no suns to borrow of. 

uilcib. Noble Timon, 

What friendship may 1 do thee ? 

Tim, None, but to 

Maintain my opinion. 

jilcib, Wliat is it, Timon ? 

Ttm, Promise me friendship, but perform none ; If 
Thou wilt not promise, the geids plague thee, for 
Thou art a man • if thou dost perform, confound thee. 
For thou’rt a man ! 

Alcib. 1 have heard in some sort of thy miseries. 
THm, Thou saw’st them, when I had prosperity. 
jilcih, I see them now : then was a blessed time. 
X have but little gold of late, brave Timon, 

The want whereof doth daily make revolt 
In my penurious band ; I have heard, and griev’d. 
How cursed Athens, mindless of thy worth, 
Forgetting thy great deeds, when neighbour states. 
But for thy sword and fortune, trod upon them, — <* 
I pr’ythee, beat thy drum, and get thee gone. 
jilcib* I am thy friend, and pity thee, dear Timon. 
Tim* How dost thou pity him, whom thou dost 
troubled 

1 had rilher^e alone. 

* SorrcnvfUV 


jilcib. Why, fare the well : t 

Here’s some gold for thee. \ 

Tim. Keep’t, I cannotScat it. 

jilcib. When I have laid proud Athens^ on a 
heap, — — — * 

Tim. Warr’st thou against Athens ? 

Alcib. Ay, Timon, and have cause, 

2\m. The gods confound them all i’thy conquest , 
and 

Tliee after, when thou hast conquer’d ! 
jiletb. Why me, Timon ? 

Ttm. That 

By killing villains, thou wast bom to conquer 
My country. 

Put up thy gold : Go on, — here’s gold, —go on ; 
Be as a planetary plague, wlien Jove 
Will o’er some high-vic’d city hang his poison 
In the sick air : Let not thy sword skip one : 

Pity not honour’d age for his white board, 

lie’s an usurer • Strike me the counterfeit matron ; 

It is her habit only that is honest. 

Let not the virgin’s cheek 

INIake soft thy it enchant ^ sword ; spare not tlie babe, 
Whose dimpled smiles from fools exhaust theii 
mercy ; 

Think it a bastard <, whom the oracle 
Hath doubtfully pronounc’d thy throat shall cut, 
And mince it sans remorse Swear against objects®: 

Put armour on thine ears, and on thine eyes ; 
Whose proof, nor yells of mothers, maids, nor babes, 
Nor sight of priests in holy vestments bleeding, 
Shall pierce a jot. There’s gold to pay thy soldiers. 
Make large confusion ; and, thy fury spent. 
Confounded be thyself ! speak not, be gone, 

AUib. Hast thou gold yet? I’ll take the gold 
tliou giv’st thee ! 

Not all thy counsel. 

Tim, Dost thou, or dost thou not, heaven’s curse 
upon Ihoe ’ * 

Akib. Strike up the drum towards Athens. 
Farewell, Timon ’ 

If I thrive w ell, I’ll visit thee again. 

Tim, If I hope w’ell. I’ll never see thee more. 
Alab. I never did thee harm. 

Tim, Yes, thou spok’st well of me. 

Alcib. Call’st thou that harm ? 

Tirn. Men daily hnd it such. Get thee away. 
Alctb, We but offend him. — 

Strike. [Drum beats. Exit Ai^cibiaoes. 

Tim. That nature, being sick of man’s unkind- 
ness, 

Should yet be hungry 1 — Common mother, thou 

[Diguing. 

Whose womb unmeasurable, and infinite breast, 
Teems, and feeds all ; whose self-same mettle. 
Whereof thy proud child, arrogant man, is pufTd, 
Engenders the black toad, and adder blue, 

The gilded newt, and eyeless venom’d worm 7, 
With all the abhorred births below crisp ® heaven 
Whereon Hyperion’s quickening fire doth shine ; 
Yield him, who all thy human sons doth hate, 
From forth thy plenteous bosom one poor root! 
Ensear thy fertile and conceptious womb, 

Let it no more bring out ungrateful man I 
Go great with tigers, dragons, wolves, and bears ; 
Teem with new monsters, whom thy upward face 

s Cutting. * An allusion to the tale of OESdiput. 

» Without pity. 

^ a e. Against objects of charity and compassion. 

^ 7 The serpent cauea uie oiind worm. s Curved. 
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HsthUo the marbled mansion all above 
Nev« presented ! — O, a root, — Dear thanks ! 

Dry Lp thy marrows, vines, and plough-torn leas : 
WhCTeof ingrateful man, with liquorish draughts, 
And morsels unctuous, greases his pure mind. 

That from it all consideration slips ! 

Enter Apemantus. 

More man ? Plague ! plague ! 

Apem. I was directed hither ; Men report, 

Thou dost afiect my manners, and dost use them. 

Tim. ’Tis then, because thou dost not keep a dog 
Whom I would imitate ; consumption catch thee ! 

Apem. This is in thee a nature but affected ; 

A poor unmanly melancholy, sprung 

From change of fortune. Why tliis spade? this place? 

This slave-like habit, and these looks of care ? 

Thy flatterers yet wear silk, drink wine, lie soft. 
Hug their diseas’d perfumes, and have forgot 
That ever Timon was. Shame not these woods. 

By putting on the cunning of a carper. 

Be thou a flatterer now, and seek to thrive 
By that which has undone tliee ; hnigc thy knee, 
And let his very breath, whom thou’lt observe, 
Blow off thy cap ; praise his most vicious strain, 
And call it excellent; thou wast told thus; 

Thou gav’st thine ears, like tapsters, that bid welcome, 
To knaves, and all approachers : *Tis most just. 
That thou turn rascal ; hadst thou wealth again, 
Rascals should have’t. Do not assume my likeness. 
Tim. Were 1 like thee. I’d throw away myself. 
Apem. Thou hast cast away thyself, being like 
thyself ; 

A madman so long, now a fool : What, think’st 
That the bleak air, thy boisterous chamberlain. 

Will put thy shirt on warm ? Will these moss’d trees. 
That have outliv’d the eagle, page thy heels. 

And skip when thou point’st out ? Will the cold 
brook. 

Candied with ice, caudle thy morning taste. 

To cure thy o’er-night surfeit ? call the creatures, — 
Whose naked natures live in all the spite 
Of wreakful heaven ; w'hose bare unhoused trunks. 
To the conflicting elements expos’d. 

Answer mere nature, — bid them flatter thee ; . 

O ! thou shalt find 

Tim. A fool of thee ; Depart. 

Apem. I love thee better now tlian e’er I did. 
Tim. 1 hate thee worse. 

A]^m. Why ? 

Tim. Thou flatter’st miseiy. 

Apem, I flatter not ; but say thou art a caitiff. 
Tim, Why dost thou seek me out ? 

Apem. To vex thee. 

Tim. Always a villain’s office, or a fool’s. 

Dost please thyself in’t ? 

Apem, Ay. 

Tim. What ! a knave too ? 

Apem, If thou didst put this sour cold habit on 
To castigate thy pride, ’twere well ; but thou 
Dost it enforcedly ; tliou’dst courtier be again, 
Wert thou not beggar. Willing misery 
Outlives uncertain pomp, is crown’d before ® : 

The one is filling still, never complete % 

The other, at high wish : Best state, contentless, 
Hath a distracted and most wretched being, 

Worse than the worst, content. 

Thou shouldst desire to die, being miserable. 

Tim, Not by his breath ^ that is more miserable. 

* I. e. Arrives sooner at the completion of its wishes. 

1 JBy his voice, sentence. 


Thou art a slave, whom fortune's tender aim 
With favour never clasp’d ; but bred a dog. 

Hadst thou, like us, from our first swath ^ pro* 
ceeded, 

Tlie sweet degrees that this brief world affords 

To such as may the passive drugs of it 

Freely command, thou wouldst have plung’d thyself 

In gen’ral riot ; and have never learn’d 

The icy precepts of respect, but follow’d 

The sugar’d game before thee. But myself, 

Who had the world as my confectionary ; 

The moutlis, the tongues, the eyes and hearts of men 
At duty, more than 1 could frame employment ; 
That numberless upon me stuck, as leaves 
Do on the oak, have with one winter’s brush 
Fell from their boughs, and left me open, bare 
For every storm that blows ; — I to bear this. 

That never knew but better, is some burden : 

Thy nature did commence in sufferance, time 
Hath made thee hard in’t. W'^by shouldst thou hate 
men ? 

They never flatter’d thee ; Wliat hast thou given ? 
Poor rogue hereditary. Hence ! be gone ! — 

If thou hadst not been born the worst of men. 

Thou hadst been a knave, and flatterer. 

Apem. Art thou proud yet? 

Tim. Ay, that I .m not thee. 

Apem. I, that I was 

No prodigal. 

Tim. I, that I am one now ; 

Were all the wealth I have, shut up in thee, 

I’d give thee leave to hang it. Get thee gone. — 
That the whole life of Atlicns were in this ! 

Thus would I eat it. \^Eatin(; a Root, 

A])em, Here ; I will mend tliy feast. 

[Offering him something, 
Tim. First mend my company, take away tliyself. 
Apem. So I shall mend mine own, by the lack of 
thine. 

Tim, ’Tis not well mended so, it is but botch’d ; 
If not, I would it were. 

Apem. What wouldst thou have to Athena ? 

Tim. lliee thither in a whirlwind. If thou wilt 
Tell them tlicre, 1 have gold ; look, so I have. 
Apem. Here is no use for gold. 

Tim. The best and truest ; 

For here it sleeps, and does no hired barm. 

Apem. Where ly’st o’nights, Timon ? 

Tim. Under that’s above me, 

Wlierc feed’st thou o’days, Apemantus ? 

Apem. Where my stomach finds meat ; or, rather, 
where I eat it. 

Tim. Would poison were obedient, and knew my 
mind ! 

Apem. Where wouldst thou send it ? 

Tim. To sauce thy dishes. 

Apem, The middle of humanity thou never 
knewest, but the extremity of both ends : When 
thou wast in thy pit, and thy perfume, they mocked 
thee for too much ciuiosity^; in thy rags thou 
knowest none, but art despised for the contraiy. 
There’s a medlar for thee, eat it. 

Tim. On what 1 hate, I feed not. 

Apem, Dost hate a medlar ? 

Tim. Ay, though it look like thee. 

Apem. An tliou hadst hated medlars sooner, thou 
shouldst have loved thyself better now, W hat man 
didst thou ever know unthrift, that was beloved after 
his means? 

* From infiiney. ’ For too much flnicsl delicacy, 
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^ Tim, Who, without those means thou talkcst of, | 
didst thou ever know beloved ? 

jipem. Myself. 

Tim, 1 understand thee ; thou hadst some means 
to keep a dog. 

Ajyem, Wliat things in the world canst thou 
nearest compare to thy flatterers ? 

Tim, Women nearest ; but men, men are the 
things themselves. What wouldst thou do with the 
world, Apemantus, if it lay in thy power ? 

Apem, Give it the beasts, to he rid of the men. 

Tim, Wouldst thou have thyself fall in the con- j 
fusion of men, and remain a beast with the beasts ? 

Apem, Ay, Tinion. 

^m. A beastly ambition, which the gods grant 
thee to attain to ! If thou wert the lion, the fox 
would beguile thee : if thou wert the lamb, the fox 
would eat thee ; if thou wert the fox, the lion would 
suspect tliee, when, peradventiirc, tliou wert accused 1 
by the ass ; if thou wert the ass, thy dulncss would 
torment thee; and still thou livedst but as a break- 
fast to the w'olf : if tliou wert the wolf, thy greedi- 
ness would afflict thee, and oft thou shouldst hazard 
tliy life for tliy dinner : w'ert thou the unicorn, pride 
and wrath would confound thee, and make thine 
own self the conquest of thy fury : wert thou a bear, 
thou w’ouldst be killed by tlie horse : wert tliou a I 
horse, thou wouldst be seized by the leopard ; wert 
thou a leopard, thou wert german to the lion, and 
the spots of thy kindred were jurors on thy life: all 
thy safety were remotion ; and thy defence, absence. 
What beast couldst thou be, that were not subject to 
a beast? and what a beast art thou aheady, that 
seest not thy loss in transformation ? 

Apem, If thou couldst please me with speaking 
to me, thou mightst have hit upon it here : The com- 
monwealth of Athens is become a forest of beasts. 

Tim. ITow has the ass broke the wall, that thou 
art out of the city ? 

Apem. Yonder comes a poet and a painter : The 
plague of company light upon thee ! I will fear to 
catch it, and give way • When I know not what else 
to do, 1*11 see thee again. 

Tim, When there is nothing living but thee, thou 
shall be welcome. X had rather be a beggar’s dog, 
than Apemantus. 

Apem, Thou art the cap * of all the fools alive. 

Tim, Away, 

TIjou tedious rogue ! I am sorry, 1 shall lose 
A stone by thee. [ Throws a Slone at him, 

Apem, Beast ! 

Tim, Slave ! 

Apem, Toad ! 

7’im. HoguCj rogue, rogue ! 

[Apemantus retreats bachrard, as going. 

I am sick of this false world ; and will love nought 
But even the mere necessities upon it. 

Then, Timon, presently prepare thy grave ; 

Lie where the light foam of the sea may beat 
Thy grave-stone daily : make thine epitaph, 

That death in me at others’ lives may laugh. 

O thou sweet king-killer, and dear divorce 

[Looking on the Gold, 

*Twixt natural son and sire ! thou bright defiler 
Of Hymen’s purest bed ! thou valiant Mars^ 

Thou ever young, fresh, lov’d and delicate wooer, 
Whose blu^ doth thaw the consecrated snow 
That lies on Bian’s lap ; thou visible god, 

4 Remoteness ; the being placed at a distance firom the lion. 

» The top, the principal 


That solder ’st close impossibilities, / 

And mak’st them kiss ! that speak ’st with jpverj 
tongue, I 

To every purpose ! O thou touch ® of licarts ! 
lliink, thy slave man rebels ; and by thy virtue 
Set tiiem into confounding odds, that beasts 
May have the world in empire ! 

Apem. ’Would ’twere so ; — 

But not till I am dead ! — I’ll say, thou hast gold * 
Thou wilt be throng’d to shortly. 

Tinu Throng’d to ? 

Apem. Ay. 

Tim, Thy back, I pr’ythce. 

Apem, Live, and love thy misery ! 

T'im. Long live so, and so die ! — I am quit. — 
[Exit Apemantu.s. 
More tiungs like men ? — Eat, Timon, and abhor 
them. 

Enter Thieves. 

1 Thwf. Where should he have this gold ? It is 
some poor fragment, some slender ort of his re- 
mainder : The mere want of gold, and the falling- 
fromof his friends, drove him into this melancholy. 

2 Thief, It is noised, he hath a mass of treasure. 

S Thief. Let us make the assay upon him : if he 

care not for’t, he will sup})ly us easily ; If he covet- 
ously reserve it, how shall’s get it ? 

2 Thief True ; for he bears it not about him, ’tis hid. 

1 Thief Is not this he? 

Thieves, Where? 

2 'Thief, ’Tis his description. 

3 Thief He ; I know him. 

Thieves, Save thee, Timon. 

Tim. Now, thieves ? 

Thieves. Soldiers, not thieves. 

Tim, Both too ; and women’s sons. 

'Thieves. We are not thieves, but men that inuen 
do want. 

Tim. Your greatest w'ant is, yotl wantmuch of meat. 
Why should you want ? Behold the earth hath roots; j 
W itliin this mile break forth a hundred springs : ( 

The oaks bear masts, the briars scarlet hips ; ^ 

Tlie bounteous housewife, nature, on each bush 
Lays her full mess before you. Want ? why want ? 

1 Thif. We cannot live on grass, on berries, ater. 
As beasts, and birds, and fishes. 

Tim. Nor on the beasts themselves, the birds, anc 
fishes ; 

Y’^ou must eat men. Yet tlianks I must you con^ 
That you are thieves profess’d ; that you work not 
In holier shapes : for there is boundless theft 
In limited 7 professions. Rascal thieves. 

Here’s gold : Go, suck the subtle blood of the grape, 
Till the high fever seeth your blood to froth, 

And so ’scape lianging : trust not the physician ; 

His antidotes are poison, and he slays 

More than you rob ; take wealth and lives together • 

Do villainy, do, since you profess to do’t, 

Like workmen. ITl example you with thievery x 
The sun’s a thief, and with his great attraction | 
Robs tlie vast sea : the moon’s an arrant tliicf, | 
And her pale fire she snatches from the sun : 

The sea’s a thief, whose liquid surge resolves % 
The moon into salt tears : each thing’s a thief $ 

The laws, your curb and whip, in their rough power 
Have uncheck’d tljeft. Love not yourselves : away, 
Rob one another. There’s more gold ; Cut throats i 
All that you meet are thieves : To Athens, go, 

Touchstone. > Legal 
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Breal( open shops } nothing can you steal, 

But ^lieves do lose it ; Steal not less, for this 
I givj you j and gold confound you howsoever ! 

* [Timon retires to his Cave> 

3 Thief. He has almost charmed me from my 
profession, by persuading me to it. 

1 Thi^. ’Tis in the malice of mankind, that he 
thus advises us ; not to have us thrive in our mystery. 

2 U'hie/. I’ll believe him as an enemy, and give 
over my trade. 

1 Thuf. Let us first see peace in Athens : There 
is no lime so miserable, but a man may be true. 

[F.xeunt Thieves. 

Fnter Flavius. 

Flav. O you gods ! 

Is yon despis’d and ruinous man my lord? 

Full of decay and failing? O monument 
And wonder of good deeds evilly betow’d ! 

What an alteration of honour has 
Desperate want made ! 

What viler tlyng upon tlie earth, than friends, 

Who can bring noblest minds to basest ends ! 

How rarely 8 does it meet with this lime’s guise, 
When man was wish’d to love his enemies : 

Grant, I may ever love, and rather woo 
Those that would mischief me, tlian those that do ! 
He has caught me in his eye : I will present 
My honest ffrief unto him ; and, as my lord, 

Still serve turn with my life. — My dourest master' 

Timok com.es forward from hit Cave. 

Tim. Away ! what art tliou ? 

Flav» Have you forgot me, sir? 

Tim. Why dost ask that ? I have forgot all men ; 
Then if thou grant’st thou’rt man, I have forgot tliee. 
Flav. An honest poor servant of yours. 

Tim. Then 

I know thee not : I ne’er had honest man 
About me, I j all tliAt I kept were knaves. 

To serve in meat to villains. 

Flav. The gods are witness, 

Ne’er did poor steward wear a truer grief 
For his undone lord, than mine eyes for you. 

Tim.. What, dost thou weep ? — Come nearer ; — 
then I love thee, 

Because thou art a woman, and disclaim ’st 
Flinty mankind ; whose eyes do never give. 

But thorough lust, and laughter. Pity’s sleeping ; 
Strange times, tliat weep with laughing, not with 
weeping ! 

Flav. I beg of you to know me, good my lord, 
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To accept my grief, and whilst tliis pool wealth lasts» 
To entertain me as your steward still. 

’ Tim. Had I a steward so true, so just, and now 
So comfortable ? It almost turns 
My dangerous nature wild. Let mo behold 
Thy face. — Surely, tliis man was born of woman. — 
Forgive my general and exceptless rashness, 
Per|)etual*sobcr gods ! I do proclaim 
I One honest man, — mistake me not, — bift one ; 
No more, I pray, — - and he is a steward. — 

How fain would I have hated all mankind, 

And tliou redeem’st thyself: But all, save thee, 

I fell with curses. 

Methinks, thou art more lionost now, than wise ; 
For, by oppressing and betraying me, 

Thou mightst have sooner got another service : 
ll^or many so arrive at second masters, 

JUpon their first lord’s neck. But tell me true, 
l|(For I must ever doubt, though ne’er so sure,) 

[ Is not thy kindness subtle, covetous, 

If not a usuring kindness ; and as rich men deal gifts, 
Expecting in return twenty for one ? 

Flav. No, my most worthy master, in whose breast 
Doubt and suspect, alas, arc plac’d too late : 

You should have fear’d false times, when you did feast t 
Suspect still comes where an estate is least. 

That wliich I show, heaven knows, is merely love, 
Duty and zeal to j our unmatched mind. 

Care of your food and living; and, believe it. 

My most honour’d lord, 

For any benefit that points to me, 

Either in hope, or present, I’d exchange 

For this one wish, That you had power and wealth 

To requite me, by making rich yourself. 

T'im. Look tliec, ’tis so ! — Thou singly honest man, 
Here take : — tlie gods out of my misery 
Have sent thee treasure. Go, live rich, and happy : 
But thus condition’d ; Thou shalt build from men®; 
Hate all, curse all : show charity to none ; 

But let the famish’d flesh slide from the bone, 

Ere thou relieve the beggar ; give to dogs 
What thou deny’st to men ; let prisons swallow them, 
Debts wdther them ; Be men like blasted woods. 
And may diseases lick up their >false bloods ! 

And so farewell, and thrive. 

Flav. O, let me stay. 

And comfort you, my master. 

Jim. If thou hat’st 

Curses, stay not ; fly, wdtilst tliou’rt bless’d and free; 
Ne’er see thou man, and let me ne’er see thee. 

[Erevnt severally. 


TIMON OF ATHENS. 


ACT V. 


SCENE I. — • Fefore Timon’^ Cave. 

Enter Poet and Painter ; Timon behind, unseen. 

Fain. As I took note of the place, it cannot be 
far where he abides. 

Foet. What’s to be thought of him ? Does the 
rumour hold for true, that he is so full of gold ? 

Pain. Certain; Alcibiades reports it; and he 
enriched poor straggling soldiers with great quan- 
tity ; *Tis said, he gave unto his steward a mighty 
sum. 

Poef. Then this breaking of his has been but a 
try for his Mends. 

• How h»p{rily. 


Pain. Nothing else : you slmll sec him a palm iti 
Athens again, and flourish with the highest. There- 
fore, ’tis not amiss, we tender our loves to him, in 
this supposed distress of his i it will show honestly 
in us ; and is very likely to load our purposes with 
what they travel for, if it be a just and true report 
that goes of his having. 

Poet. What have you now to present unto him ? 

Pain. Nothing at this time but my visitation ; 
only I will promise him an excellent piece. 

Poet. T must serve him so too ; tell him of an 
intent that’s coming toward him. 

Pain. Good as the best. Promising is the very 
^ Away IVom human habitation. 
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Air o’tlie time : it opens tiie eyes of expectation : 
performance is ever the duller for his act; and, but 
in the plainer and simpler kind of people, the deed 
of saying • is quite out of use. To promise is most 
courtly and fashionable ; performance is a kind of 
will or testament, which argues a great sickness in 
his judgment that makes it. 

Tim* Excellent workman ! Thou canst not paint 
a man s* bad as is thyself. 

Poet* 1 am thinking, what I shall say 1 have 
provided for him ; It must be a personating of 
himself: a satire against the softness of prosperity; 
with a discovery of the infinite flatteries, that follow 
youth and opulency. 

Tim* Must tliou needs stand for a villain in thine 
own work ? Wilt thou whip thine own faults in 
other men ? Do so, I have gold for thee. 

Poet* Nay, let’s seek him ; 

Then do we sin against our own estate. 

When we may profit meet, and come too late. 

Pain* True ; 

When the day serves, before black -corner’d night. 
Find what thou \^ant’st, by free and offer’d light 
Come. 

I'im* I’ll meet you at the turn. What a god’s gold, 
That he is worshipp’d in a baser temple. 

Than where swine feed ! 

*Tis thou that rigg’st the bark, and plough’st the 
foam ; 

Settlest admired reverence in a slave : , 

To thee be worship ! and thy saints for aye 
Be crown’d with plagues, that thee alone obey ! 

’Fit I do meet them. [Advancing* 

Poet* Hail, worthy Timon ! 

Pain* Our late noble master. 

Tim, Have I once liv’d to see two honest men ? 
Poet* Sir, 

Having often of your open bounty tasted, 

Hearing you were retired, your friends fall’n off, 
Whose thankless natures — O abhorred spirits ,1 
Not all the whips of heaven are large enough — 
What ! to you ! 

Whose star.like nobleness gave life and influence 
To their whole being ! I’m rapt, and cannot cover 
The monstrous bulk of this ingratitude 
With any size of words. 

Tim* Let it go naked, men may see’t the better: 
You, that are honest, by being what you are, 

Make them best seen, and known. 

Pain* He, and myself, 

Have travell’d in the great shower of your gifts. 

And sweetly felt it. 

Tim, Ay, you are honest men. 

Pain* We are hither come to offer you our service. 
Tim* Most honest men ! Why, how shall I re- 
quite you? 

Can you eat roots, and drink cold water ? no. 

JBotk* What we can do, we’ll do, to do you service. 
Tim* You are honest men ; You have heard that | 
1 have gold : 

1 am sure you have : speak truth : you are honest 
men. 

Tain* So it is said, my noble lord : but therefore 
Came not my friend, nor I. 

Tim* Good honest men: — Thou draw’st a coun- 
terfeit * 

Best in all Athens: thou art, indeed, the best ; 
Thou counterfeit’at most lively. 

< The doing of that we said we would do. 

^ A portrait was so caHed. 
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Pain. So, so, my lord. 

Tim* Even so, sir, as 1 say : — And, for thy fic- 
tion, [To t/ielPoet. 

Why thy verse swells with stuff so fine and smooth, 
That thou art even natural in thine art. — 

But, for all this, my honest-natur’d friends, 

1 must needs say, you have a little fault : 

Marry, ’tis not monstrous in you ; neither wish I, 
You take much pains to mend. 

Both* Beseech your honour. 

To make it known to us. 

Tim* You’ll take it ill. 

Polh* Most thankfully, my lord. 

Tim* Will you, indeed ? 

Both* Doubt it not, worthy lord. 

Tint* There’s ne’er a oneof you but trusts a knave. 
That mightily deceives you. 

Both. Do we, my lord ? 

Tim* Ay, and you hear him cog, see him dis- 
semble, 

Know his gross patchery, love him, feed him, 

Keep in your bosom : yet remain assur’d. 

That he’s a made-up villain. 3 

Pain* I know none such, my lord. 

Poet. Nor I. 

Tun. Look you, I love you well ; I’ll give you 

Rid me these villains from your companies : 

Hang them, or stab tlicm, drown them iit a draught. 
Confound them by some course, and come to me, 
I’ll give you gold enough. 

Both* Name them, my lord, let’s know them. 
Tim* You that way, and you this, but two in 
company : — 

Each man aj)art, all single and alone, 

Yet an arch-villain keeps him company. 

If, where thou art, two villains shall not be, 

[ To the Painter. 

Come not near him. — If thou wouldst not reside 

[To the Poet. 

But where one villain is, then him abandon. — 
Hence ! pack ! there’s gold, ye came for gold, yc 
slaves : 

You have done work for me, there’s payment : 
Hence ! 

You are an alchemist, make gold of that : 

Out, rascal dogs ! 

[Exili heating and driving them otiU 

SCENE II. — The same* 

Enter Flavius, and two Senators. 

Flav. It is in vain that you would speak with 
Timon ; 

For he is set so only to himself, 

That nothing but himself, which looks like man, 

Is friendly with him. 

1 Sen, Bring us to his cave : 

It is our part, and promise to the Athenians, 

To speak wi^ Timon. 

2 Sen* At all times alike 

Men are not still the same : ’Twas time, and griefs, 
That fram’d him thns : time, with his fairer hand. 
Offering tlie fortunes of bis former days, 

The former man may make him Bring us to himi 
And chance it as it may. 

Flav* Here is his cave. — - 

Peace and content be here] Lord Timon I Timon! 
Look out, and speak to friends : The Athenians, 

3 A c<anpl6te, a flnUbed vUlain* 
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By two of their most reverend ftenate, greet thee : 
Speak to them) noble Timon. 

i Enter Timon. 

Tim* Thou sun, that comfort’st, burn ! — Speak, 
and be hang'd : 

For each true word, a blister ! and each false 
Be as a caut’rizing to the root o’the tongue, 
Consuming it with speaking ! 

1 Se7t* Worthy Timon — 

Tim. Of none but such as you, and you of Timon. 

2 Sen, The senators of Athens greet thee, Timon. 
Tim. I thank them ; and would send them back 

the plague. 

Could I but catch it for them. ^ 

1 Sen, O, forget 

What we arc sorry for ourselves in thee. 

The senators, with one consent of love, 

Entreat thee back to Athens j who have thought 
On special dignities, which vacant lie 

For thy best use and wearing. 

2 Sen. They confess. 

Toward thee, forgetfulness too general, gross: 
Which now tlio puhlick body, — which doth seldom 
Play the recanter, — feeling in itself 

A lack of 'J'irnon’s aid, hath sense withal 
Of its ow'ii fall, restraining aid to Timon : 

And send forth us, to make their sorrow’d render^, 
Together with a recompence more fruitful 
Than their offence can weigh down by the dram ; 
Ay, even such heaps and sums of love and wealth, 
A.s shall to thee blot out what wrongs w'ere theirs. 
And write in thee the figures of their love. 

Ever to read them thine. 

Tim, You witch me in it ; 

Surprise me to the very brink of tears : 

Lend me a fool’s heart, and a woman’s eyes, 

And I’ll beweep these comforts, w orthy senators. 

1 Sen. Therefore, so please thee to return wdth us. 
And of our Athens^ (thine, and ours,) to take 

The captainship, thou shalt be met with thanks, 
Allow’d * with absolute pow'cr, and thy good name 
Idve with authority : — so soon w^e shall drive back 
Of Alcibiodes the approaches w'ild ; 

Who, like a boar too savage, doth root up 
His country’s peace. 

2 Sen, And sliakes his threat’ning sword 

Against the walls of Athens. 

1 Sen, Therefore, Timon, — 

2'im, W^ell, sir, I will ; therefore, I will, sir ; 
I'hus, — 

If Alcibiadcs kill my countrymen, 

Let Alcibiades know this of Timon, 

That — Timon cares not. But if he sack fair Athens, 
And take our goodly aged men by the beards. 
Giving our holy virgins to the stain 
Of contumelious, beastly, mad-brain’d w'ar ; 

Then, let him know, — and tell him, Timon speaks it, 
In pity of our aged, and our youth, 

I cannot choose but tell him, that — I care not. 
And let him take’t at worst ; for their knives care 
not 

While you have throats to answer : for myself. 
There’s not a whittle ^ in the unruly camp. 

But I do priae it at my love, before 

The reverend’ist throat in Athens. So I leave you 

To the protection of the prosperous ^ gods, 

As tjtdeves to keepers. 

JEktv, Stay not, all’s in vain. 

♦ C(mOM«fon. * Iticensed, uncontrolleil. 

* A oUsp knifta ^ Propitimie. 


Tim, Why, I was writing of my epitaph, 

It will be seen to-morrow ; My long sickness 
Of health, and living, now' begins to mend, 

And nothing brings me all tilings. Go, live still ; 
Be Alcibiades your plague, you his. 

And last so long enough ! 

1 Sen. We speak in vain. 

IHm. But yet I love my country ; and am not 
One that rejoices in the common wreck, * 

As common bruit doth put it. 

1 Sen, That^s w'cll spoke. 

'Tim. Commend me to my loving countrymen, — 

1 Sen, These words become your lips as they pass 

through them. 

2 Sen. And enter in our cars like great triumphers 
In their applauding gates. 

2’i?a. Commend me to them ; 

And tell them, that to ease them of their griefs. 
Their fears of hostile strokes, their aclies, losses. 
Their pangs of love, with other incident throes 
That nature’s fragile vessel doth sustain 
In life’s uncertain voyage, I w ill some kindness do 
them ; 

I’ll teach them to prevent wild Alcibiades’ wrath. 

2 Sen. I like this w'cll, he will return again. 
Tim. 1 have a tree, which grows here in rny close. 
That mine own use invites me to cut down. 

And shortly must 1 fell it : Tell my friends, 

Tell Athens in tlie sequence of degree, 

From high to low throughout, that whoso please 
To stop afliictiun, let him take his haste, 

Come hither, ere my tree hath felt the axe, 

And hang himself : — I pray you, do my greeting. 
Elav, Trouble him no further, thus you still shall 
find him. 

'Tim, Come not to me again : but say to Athens, 
Timon hath made his everlasting mansion 
Upon the beached verge of the salt flood ; 

Which once a day with his embossed froth 
The turbulent surge shall cover ; thither come, 
And let my grave-stone be your oracle. — 

Lips, let sour words go by, and language end : 
What is amiss, plague and infection mend ! 

Graves only be men’s works ; and death, their gain ! 
Sun, hide thy beams ! Timon ’hath done his reign. 

[Exit Timon. 

1 Sen, His discontents are unrcmoveahly 
Coupled to nature. 

2 Sen. Our hope in him is dead : let us return, 
And strain w'hat other means is left unto us 

In our dear^ peril. 

1 Sen, It requires swift foot. [Exeunt, 

SCENE III. — The Walls of Athens. 

Enter two Senators, and a Messenger, 

1 Sen. Thou hast painfully discovered ; are his flies 
As full as thy report ? 

Mess. I have spoke the least : 

Besides, his expedition promises 
Present approacli. 

2 Sen, We stand much hazard, if they bring not 

Timon. 

Mess, I met a courier, one mine ancient friend ; — 
Whom, though in general part we were oppos’d, 
Yet our old love made a particular force, 

And made us speak like friends : — this man was 
riding 

From Alcibiades to Timon’s cave, 

With letters of entreaty, which imported 
« Report, rumour. • Dreadflil 
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His fellowship cause against your city. 

In part for his sake mov'd. 

Enter S&nsLiorsfrom Timon. 

1 Sen* Here come our brothers. 

2 Sen* No talk of Timon, nothing of him ex- 

pect. — 

The enemies’ drum is heard, and fearful scouring 
Doth choke the air with dust : in and prepare ; 
Ours is the fall, 1 fear ; our foes, the snare. 

[^Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. — The Woods. Timon*^ CavCt and a 
T'ornh’-stone seen. 

Enter a Soldier, seekinf^ Timon. 

Sal. By all description this should be the place. 
Who's here ? speak, ho ! — No answer? — What is 
this? 

Timon is dead, who hatli outstretch’d his span ; 
Some beast rear’d this ; there does not live a man. 
Dead, sure ; and this his grave. — 

What’s on this tomb I cannot read ; the character 
ril take with wax. 

Our captain hath in every figure skill ; 

An ag’d interpreter, thougli young in days i 
Before proud Athens he’s set down by this, 

Whose fall the mark of his ambition is. [Exit. 

SCENE V. — Eefore the Walls of Athens. 
Trumpets sound. Enter Alcibiades, and Forces. 

Alcih. Sound to this coward and lascivious town 
Our terrible approach. [A Parley sounded. 

Enter Senators an the Walls. 

Till now you have gone on, and fill’d the time 
With all licentious measure, making your wills 
The scope of justice; till now', myself, and such 
As slept w'ithin the shadow of your power. 

Have wander’d with our travers’d arms*, and 
brcatli’d 

Our sufferance vainly ; Now the time is flush 
When crouching marrow, in the bearer strong. 
Cries, of itself, No more : now breathless wrong, 
Shall sit and pant in your great chairs of ease ; 

And pursy insolence shall break bis wind. 

With fear and horrief flight. 

1 Sen. Noble and young. 

When thy first griefs were but a mere conceit, 

Ere thou hadst power, or we had cause of fear. 

We sent to thee ; to give thy rages balm, 

To wipe out our ingratitude with loves 
Above their <|uantity. 

2 Sen. So did we woo 

Transformed Timon to our city’s love, 

By humble message, and by promis’d means ; 

We were not all unkind, nor all deserve 
The common stroke of war. 

J Sen. These walls of ours 

Were not erected by their hands, from whom 
You have receiv’d your griefs : nor are they such. 
That these great towers, trophies, and schools should 

For private faults in them. 

2 Sen. Nor are they living 

Who were the motives tliat you first went out ; 
Shame, that they wanted ^^uiining, in excess 
Tiath broke their hearts. March, noble lord, 

Into our city with thy banners spread : 

By dedini^ion, and a tithed dea^, 

(u thy revenges hunger for that food, 

* Arms aerou, Mature. 


Act V. 

Which nature loathes,) take thou tlie destin’d tenth ; 
And by the liazard of the spotted die. 

Let die the spotted. • 

1 Sen. All have not offended ; 

For those that Were, it is not square 3 to take, 

On those that arc, revenges : crimes, like lands, 
Are not inherited. Then, dear countryman, 

Bring in thy ranks, but leave without thy rage : 
Spare thy Athenian cradle, and -those kin, 

Which, in the bluster of thy wrath, must fall 
With those that have offended : like a shepherd. 
Approach the fold, and cull the infected forth, 

But kill not all together. 

2 Sen. What tliou wilt, 

Thou rather sltalt enforce it with thy smile, 

Ilian hew to’t with thy sword. 

1 Sen. Set but thy foot 

Against our rampir’d gates, and they shall opc ; 

So thou wilt send thy gentle heart before, 

To say, thou’lt enter friendly. 

2 Sen. Throw thy glove ; 

Or any token of thine honour else, 

That thou wilt use the wars as thy redress, 

And not as our confusion, all thy powers 
Shall make their harbour in our town, till we 
Have seal’d thy full desire. 

Alcib. Then there’s my glove ; 

Descend, and open your uncharged ports ; 

Those enemies of Timon’s, and mine own, 

Whom you yourselves shall set out for reproof, 

Fall, and no more ; and, — to atone ^ your fears 
With my more noble meaning, — not a man 
Shall pass his quarter, or oflend the stream 
Of regular justice in your city’s bounds, 

But shall be remedied, to your publlck laws 
At heaviest answer. 

Both. ’Tis most nobly spoken. 

Alcih. Descend, and keep your words. 

The Senators descend, and' open the Gates. 
Enter a Soldier, 

Sol. My noble general, Timon is dead ; 
Entomb’d upon the very liem o’the sea ; 

And on his gravestone, tliis insculpture ; which 
With wax I brought away, whose soft impression 
Interprets for my poor ignorance. 

Alcih. [Reads.] Here lies a wretched corse, of 
wretched soul bereft : 

Seek not my name : A plague consume you wicked 
caitiffs left ! 

Here lie I, Timon ; who, alive, all living men did hate ; 
Pass by, and curse thy Jill ; but pass, and stay not 
here thy gait. 

These well express in tliee thy latter spirits . 
Though thou abhorr’dst in us our human griefs, 
Scom’dst our brain’s flow, and those our droplets 
which 

From niggard nature fall, yet rich conceit 
Taught thee to make vast Neptune weep for aye 
On Siy low grave, on faults forgiven. Dead 
Is noble Timon ; of whose memory 
Hereafter more. — Bring me into your city, 

And I will use the olive with my sword : 

Make war breed peace; make peace stint^ war; 
make ca<^ 

Prescribe to other, as each other’s leech.7 

Let our drums strike. [Ewunl. 

3 Nat regular, not equitable * tJnaUaelced gi^ 
s Reconcile. ® Stop, t Physician. 
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CORIOLANUS 


PERSONS REPRESENTED. 


Caius Marcius CoRiotANus, a noble Roman. 

(?<?7iera/4 agavtst the Volscians. 
Menenius Agrippa, Frientl to Coriolamis. 

SiCINIUS VeLUTUS, 1 .ri I n t 

Junius Bkutus, ) 

Young Marcius, Son to Coriolanus. 

A Roman Herald, 

Tullus Aufidius, General (f the Volscians. 
LwNtenant to Aufidius. 

Conspirators with Aufidius. 

SCENE, partly in Rome, and partly in 


A Citizen of Antiuin. 

Two Volscian Guards, 

VoLUMNiA, Mother to Coriolanus. 

ViRGiLiA, Wife to Coriolanus. 

Valeria, Friend to Virgilia. 

Gentlewoman attending Virgilia. 

Roman and Volscian Senators, Patriciaiis, JEdileSf 
Lictors, Soldiers, Citizens, Messengers^ Servants to 
Aufidius, and other Attendants, 

Territories of the Volscians and Antiates. 


ACT I. 


SCENE I. — Rome. A Street, 

Enter a Company of mutinous Citizens, with Staves, 
Clubs, And other Weapons. 

1 Cit, Before we proceed any further, hear me 
speak. 

Cit, Speak, speak. [Several speaking at once, 

1 Cit, You are all resolved rather to die, than to 
famish ? 

at. Resolved, resolved. 

1 Cit, First, you know, Caius Marcius is chief 
enemy to the people. 

at. We know’t, we know*t. 

1 Cit, Let us kill him, and we’ll have corn at our 
own price. Is’t a verdict? 

at. No more talking on*t; let it be done ; aw'ay, 
away. 

2 Cit, One word, good citizens. 

1 Cit. We are accounted poor citizens ; the pa- 
tricians, good * : What autliority surfeits on, would 
relieve us ; If they would yield us but the super- 
fluity, while it were wholesome, we might guess, 
they relieved us humanely ! but diey think, we are 
too dear : the leanness that afflicts us, the object of 
our misery, is an inventory to particularize their 
abundance ; our sufferance is a gain to them. — 
Let us revenge this with our pikes, ere we become 
rakes 8 : for the gods know, I spes^ this in hunger 
for bread, not in tliirst for revenge. 

2 dtp Would you proceed especially against Caius 
Mardus? 

Cit, Against him first; he’s a very dog to tlie 
CQmmonalty. 

* Rich. 


2 Cit. Consider you what services he has done for 
his country ? 

1 Cit. Very well ; and could be content to give 
him good report for’t, but that he pays himself with 
being proud. 

2 Cit. Nay, but speak not maliciously. 

1 Cit. 1 say unto you, what he hath done famously, 
he did it to that end : though soft conscienc’d men 
can be content to say it was for his country, he 
did it to please his mother, an& to be partly proud ; 
which he is, even to the altitude of his virtue. 

2 at. What he cannot help in his nature, you 
account a vice in him : You must in no way say, he 
is covetous. 

1 at. If I must not, I need not be barren of 
accusations ; he hath faults, witli surplus, to tiro in 
repetition. [Shouts within.] What shouts are these ? 
The other side o’the city is risen ; Why slay we 
prating here ? to the Capitol. 

at. Come, come. 

1 Cit, Soft;, who comes here? 

Enter Menenius Agrippa. 

2 Cit, Worthy Menenius Agrippa; one that hath 
always loved the people. 

1 at. He’s one honest enough ; ’Would, all the 
rest were so ! 

Mcfi, What work’s, my countrymen, in hand ? 

Where go you 

With bats and clubs ? The matter speak, I pray you. 

1 Cit, Our business is not unknown to the senate; 
they have had inkling, this fortnight, what we intend 
to do, which now we’ll show ’em in deeds. They 
poor suitors have strong breaths ; they $haU 
know, we have strong arms too. 
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Men* Why, masters, my good friends, mine honest 
neighbours, 

Will you uni) yourselves ? 

1 Cit. We cannot, sir, we are undone already. 

Men* I tell you, friends, most chariublc care 
Have the patricians of you. For your wants, 

Your suffering in this dearth, you may as well 
Strike at the heaven with your staves, as lift them 
Against the Homan state ; whose course will on 
The way it takes, cracking ten thousauvl curbs 
Of more strong link asunder, than can ever 
Appear in your impediment : For the dearth. 

The gods, not the patricians, make it j and 

Your knees to them, not arms, must help. Alack, 

You are transported by calamity 

Thither where more attends you ; and you slander 

The helms o’thc state, who care for you like fathers. 

When you curse them as enemies. 

1 CU* Care for us ! — True, indeed ! — They ne’er 
cared for us yet. Suffer us to famish, and their 
storehouses crammed with grain ; make edicts for 
usury, to support usurers : repeal daily any whole- 
some act established against the rich ; and provide 
more piercing statutes daily, to chain up and re- 
strain the poor. If the wars eat us not up, tliey 
will ; and there’s all the love they bear us. 

Men* Either you must 
Confess yourselves wondrous malicious, 

Or be accus’d of folly. I shall tell you 
A pretty tale j it may be, you have heard it ; 

But, since it serves my purpose, I will venture 
To scale’t^ a little more. 

1 Gt, Well, I’ll hear it, sir ; yet you must not 
think to ^ob off our disgrace with a talc : but, an’t 
please you, deliver. 

Men* There was a time, when all the body’s 
members 

RebeU’d against the belly ; thus accus’d it : — 

That only like a gulf it did remain 
I* the midst o’ the body, idle and inactive, 

Still cupboarding the viand, never bearing 
Like labour with the rest ; where ^ the other instru- 
ments 

Did see, and hear, devise, instruct, walk, feel, 

And, mutually participate, did minister 
Unto the appetite and affection common 
Of the whole body. The belly answered, — 

1 Cii* Well, sir, what answer made the belly ? • 

Men* Sir, I shall tell you. — With a kind of smile. 
Which ne’er came from the lungs, but even thus, 
(For, look you, I may make the belly smile, 

As well as speak,) it tauntingly replied 

To the discontented members, the mutinous parts 

That envied liis receipt ; even so most fitly ^ 

As you malign our senators, for tliat 
They arc not such as you. 

1 CU* Your belly’s answer ; What 

The kingly-crowned head, the vigilant eye, 

The counsellor heart, the arm our soldier, 

Our steed the leg, the tongue our trumpeter, 

With other muniments and petty helps 
In this our fabrick, if that they — 

Men* What then ? — 

*Fore me, this fellow speaks ? — What then ? what 
then? 

1 CU* Should by the connorant belly be re- 
strain’d, 

Who is the sink o’ the body, — 

Men* Well, what then ? 

Exactly 


1 CU* The former agents, if they did complain, 
What could the belly answer ? 

Men, I will tell you ; 

If you’ll bestow a small (of what you have little,) 
l^atience, a while, you’ll hear tlie belly’s answer. 

1 CU* You are long about it. 

Men. Note me this, good friend ; 

Your most grave belly, was deliberate, 

Not rash like his accusers, and thus answer’d : 

True is if, my incorporate friends, quoth lie. 

That I receive the general food at first, 

Which you do Hue upon : and ft it is ; 

Because I am. the storehouse, and the shop 
Of the whole body : But if you do remember, 

1 send it through the rivers of your blood, 

Even to the court, the heart, — to the seat o' the brain; 
And, through the cranks^ and offices of man. 

The strongest nerves, and small inferior veins. 

From me receive that natural comj^etency 
Whereby they live : and though that all at once. 

You, my good friends, (this say s the belly,) mark mo, — 

1 Cit* Ay, sir, well, well. 

Men. Though all at once cannot 

See what I do deliver out to each ; 

Yet I can make my audit up, that all 
'^From me do back receive the fouw of all, 

Arui leave me but the bran* What say you to’t? 

1 CU. It was an answer: How apply you this? 
Men. The senators of Rome arc this good belly, 
And you the mutinous members : For examine 
Their counsels, and their cares ; digest things rightly, 
Touching the weal o’ the common ; you sliall find, 
No publick benefit which you receive, 

But it proceeds, or conies, from them to you. 

And no way from yourselves. — What do you think? 
You the great toe of this assembly ? — 

1 Cit. I the great toe ? Why the great toe ? 

Men* For that being one o’the lowest, basest, 
poorest, 

Of this most wise rebellion, thou go’st foremost ; 
Thou rascal, that art worst in blood to run, 

Lead’st first to w in some vantage. — 

But make you ready your stiff bats and clubs ; 
Rome and lier rats arc at the point of battle, 

The one side must have bale. 7 Hail, noble Marcius ! 

E)Uer Caius Marcius. 

Mar'* Thanks What’s the matter, you dissen- 

tious rogues ? 

1 Cit* We have ever your good word. 

Mar* He that will give good words to thee, will 
flatter 

Beneath abhorring, — What would you have, you 
curs, 

That like nor peace, nor war ? the one affrights you, 
The other makes you proud. He that trusts you, 
Where he should find you lions, finds you hares ; 
Where foxes, geese : You are no surer, no, 

Than is the coal of fire upo# the ice, 

Or hailstone in the sun. Your virtue is, 

To make liim worthy, whose offence subdues him, 
And curse that justice did it. Who deserves great- 
ness, 

Deserves your hate : and your affections are | 
A sick man’s appetite, who desires most that V 
Which would increase his evil. He that depends \ 
Upon your favours, swims with fins of lead, j 
And hews down oaks with mshes. Hang yc !' 
Trust ye ! 

« Winding*. 


* Wherea*. 


7 Bane. 
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With every minute you do change a mind ; 

And call him noble, that was no\((«your hate, 

Him vile, that was your garland. What’s the matter. 
That In these several places of the city 
You cry against the noble senate, who, 

Under the gods, keep you in awe, which else 
Would feed on one anotlier? — Wliat’s their seeking? 
Men* For corn at their own rates ; wliercof they 
say. 

The city is well stor’d. 

Mar* Hang ’em ! They say ? 

They’ll sit by the fire, and presume to know 
What’s done i’the Capitol : wdio’s like to rise. 

Who thrives, and who declines : side factions, and 
give out 

Conjectural marriages; making parties strong, 

And fecbling such as stand not in their liking, 
Below their cobbled shoes. They say tliere’s grain 
enough ? 

Would the nobility lay aside their ruth 
And let me use my sword, I’d make a quarry 9 
With thousands of these quarter’d slaves, as high 
As I could pick * my lance. 

Men* Nay, these are almost thoroughly per- 
suaded ; 

For tliough abundantly they lack discretion, 

Yet are tliey passing cowardly. But I beseech you. 
What says the other troop ? 

Mar. They are dissolved : Hang ’em! 

They said they were an liungry ; sigh’d forth pro- 
verbs ; — 

That, hunger broke stone walls; that, dogs must eat; 
That, meat was made for mouths ; that, tlie gods 
sent not 

Corn for the rich men only ; — With these shreds 
They vented their complainings; which being an- 
swer’d, 

And a petition granted them, a strange one, 

( To break the heart of generosity, 

And make bold power look pale,) they threw their 
caps 

As they w'ould hang them on the horns o’the moon, 
Shouting their emulation.'^ 

Men* What is granted them ? 

Mar* Five tribunes to defend their vulgar 
wisdoms, 

Of their own choice : One’s Junius Brutus, 
Sicinius Velutus, and I know not — ’Sdeath ! 

The rabble should hn^ e first unroof’d the city, 

Ere so prevail’d with me ; it will in time 
Win upon power, and throw forth greater themes 
For insurrection’s arguing. 

Men* This is strange. 

Mar. Go, get you home, you fragments ! 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Where’s Caius Marcius ? 

Mar* Here, what’s the matter ? 

Mess* The news is, sir, the Voices are in arms. 
Mar* I am glad on’t, then w e shall have means 
to vent 

Our musty superfluity : — See, our best elders. 

Enter Comimius, Titus Lartius, and other Sena- 
tors; Junius Bautus, and Sicinius Velutus. 

1 Seti* Marcius, *tis true, that you have lately 
told us ; 

J’he Voices are in arms. 

* Pity, compawion. ** Heap of dead 

Pit^. 3 Faction. 


Mar* They have a leader, 

Tullus Aufldius, that will put you to’t. 

I sin in envying his nobility : 

And %vere I any thing but what I am, 

I w'ould wish me only he. 

Com* You have fought together. 

Mar. Were half to half tic world by the ears, 
and he 

Upon my party, I'd revolt to make 
Only my w’ars with him : he is a lion 
That I am proud to hunt. 

1 Sen* Then, w^orthy Marcius, 

Attend upon Cominius to these wars. 

Com. It is your former promise. 

Mar. Sir, it is ; 

And I am constant. — Titus Lartius, thou 
Shalt see me once more strike at Tullus’ face : 
What, art thou stiff? stand’s! out? 

2'it* No, Caius Marcius, 

I’ll lean upon one crutch, and fight with tlie other, 
Ere stay behind this business. 

Men. Of true bred ! 

1 Sen. Your company to the Capitol : where, I 
know', 

Our greatest friends attend us. 

Tit. Lead you on : 

Follow', Cominius; we must follow^ you ; 
night worthy your priority 

Com. Noble I..artius ! 

1 Sen. Hence ! To your homes, be gone. 

[ To the Citizens. 
Mar. Nay, let them follow : 

The Voices have much corn ; take these rats thither, 
To gnaw their garners ^ : — Worshipful mutineers, 
Your valour puts well forth : pray, follow. 

[Exennt Senators, Com. Mak. 'I'it. and 
Menen. Citizens steal awai/* 

Sic. Was ever man so proud as is this Marcius ? 
lirti. He has no equal. 

Sic. When wc were chosen tribunes for the 
people, 

Eru* Mark’d you his lip, and eyes ? 

Sic. Nay, but his taunts. 

Er a. Being mov’d, he will not spare to gird the 
gods. 

Sic* Bemock the modest moon. 

Eru* Tlie present w^ars devour him : he is grown 
Too proud to be so valiant. 

^ Sic. Such a natur^ 

Tickled with good success, disdaina tbu'sliiidow 
WhicTl ^ treads on at noon : But I do wonder. 
Ills insolence can brook to'be commanded 
Under Cominius. 

Eru* Fame, at the which he aims, — 

In whom already he is well grac’d, — cannot 
Better be held, nor more attain’d than by 
A place below, the first : for what miscarries 
Shall be the general’s fault, though he perform 
To tlie utmost of a man ; and giddy censure 
Will then cry out of Marcius, 0, if he 
Had borne the business I 

Sic* Besides, if things go w ell, 

Opinion, that so sticks on Marcius, shall 
Of his demerits ^ rob Cominius. 

Eru* Come : 

Half all Cominius’ honours are to Marciu.s, 

Though Marcius earn’d them not; and all his 
faults 

* Granaries. ^ Sneer. 

^ Demerits and merits had anciently the same mefining. 
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To Marcius shall be lionours, though, indeed, | 
In aught he merit not. { 

Sic* Let’s hence, and hear 

How the despatch is made ; and in what fashion, 
More than in singularity, he goes 
Upon his present action. 

^ru* Let’s along. [Exeunt. 

SCENE H, — Corioli. The Senate- House. 
Enter TutLus Aufiijius, and certain Senators. 

1 Sen. So, your opinion is, Aulidius, 
lliat they of Rome are enter’d in our counsels, i 
And know how we proceed. 

jiuf. Is it not yours ? 

What ever hath been thought on in tills state. 

That could be brought to bodily act, ere Rome 
Had circumvention ? ’Tis not four days gone, 

Since I heard thence ; these are tlie words : 1 think, 

I have the letter here j yes, here it is : [Reads, 

They have press'd a power, hut it is not known 
Whether for east, or west : The dearth is great ; 

The people mutinous : and it is rumour d, \ 

Comtnius, Marcius. your old enemy, 

{Who w Rome worse haled than of you,) 

And Titus Lartius, a most valiant Roman, 

These three lead on this preparation 

Whither ’fis bent ; most likely, 'tisfor you : \ 

Consider of it. 

1 Sen. Our anny’s in the field : 

never yet made doubt but Rome was ready 

To answer us. 

Auf. Nor did you think it folly, 

To keep your great pretences veil’d, till when 
They needs must show themselves ; which in the 
hatching, 

It seem’d, appear’d to Rome. By tlie discovery, 
We shall be shorten’d in our aim ; wdiich was, 

To take in ® many towns, ere, almost, Rome 
Should know we were afoot. 

2 Sen. Noble Aufidius, 

Take your commission ; hie you to your bands ; 

Let us alone to guard Corioli ; 

If they set down befojre us, for the remove 
Bring up your army ; but, I think, you’ll find 
They have not prepar’d for us. 

Auf. O, doubt not that ; 

I speak from certainties. Nay, more. ^ 

Some parcels of their powers are forth already. 

And only hitherward. I leave your honours. 

If we and Caius Marcius chance to meet, 

’Tis sworn between us, we shall never strike 
Till one can do no more. 

AU. The gods assist you ! 

Aif. And keep your honours safe ! 

1 Sen. Farewell. 

2 Sen. Farewell. 

All. Farewell. [Exeunt. 

SCENE III. — Rome. An Apartment in Mar- 

cius* House, 

Enter Volumnia and Virgiua ; They sit down on 
two low Stools, and sew, 

Vd. I pray you, daughter, sing ; or express your- 
self in a more comfortable sort : If my son were 
my husband, I should freelier rejoice in that absence 
wherein he won honour, than in the cmbracements 
• To subdue. 
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where he would sliow most love. When yet he 
was but tender-bqdied, and was my only son ; .when 
youth with comeliness plucked all gase his Svay ; 
when for a day of kings’ entreaties, a mother should 
not sell him an hour from her beholding; I, — 
considering how honour would become such a 
person ; that it was no better than picture-like to 
hang by the wall, if renown made it not stir, — was 
pleased to let him seek danger where he was like to 
find fame. To a cruel war I sent him ; from whence 
he returned, his brows bound with oak. I tell thee, 
daughter, — I sprang not more in joy at first hearing 
he was a man-child, than now, in first seeing he had 
proved himself a man. 

Fir. But had he died in the business, madam ? 
how then ? 

Fol. Then his good report should have been my 
son ; I therein would have found issue. Hear me 
profess sincerely: Had I a dozen sons, — each in 
my love alike, and none less dear than tlilne and my 
good Marcius, — I had rafher had eleven die nobly 
for their country, than one voluptuously surfeit out 
of action. 

Enter a Gentlewoman. 

Crent. Madam, the lady Valeria is come to visit 
you. 

Fir. ’Beseech you, give me leave to retire myself. 

Fol. Indeed, you shall not. 

Methinks, I hear hither your husband’s drum ; 

See him pluck Aufidius down by the hair; 

As children from a bear, the Voices shunning him: 
Metliinks, I see him stamp thus, and call thus, — > 
Come on, you cowards, you were born in fear. 

Though you were bom in Rome : His bloody brow 
With his mail’d hand then wiping, forth he goes ; 
Like to a harvest-man, that’s task’d to mow 
Or all, or lose his hire. 

Fir. His bloody brow ! O, Jupiter, no blood ! 

Fol. A w ay, you fool ! it more becomes a man. 
Than gilt ^ his trophy : The breasts of Hecuba, 
When she did suckle Hector, look’d not lovelier 
Than Hector’s forehead, when it spit forth blood 
At Grecian swords’ contending. — Tell Valeria, 
We are fit to bid her welcome. [Exit Gent. 

Fir. Heavens bless my lord from fell Aufidius ! 

Fol. He’ll beat Aufidius’ head below his knec> 
And tread upon his neck. 

Re-enter Gentlewoman, with Valerja and her Usher. 

Fal. My ladies both, good day to you. 

Fd. Sweet madam, — 

Fir. I am glad to see your ladyship. 

Fal, How do you do botli? you are manifest 
housekeepers. What, are you sewing here ? A fine 
spot, in good faith. — How does your little son ? 

Fir. I lliank your ladyship ; well, good madam. 

Fd. He had rather see Uie swords, and hear a 
drum, than look upon bis school-master. 

I Fal. O’ my word, the father’s son ; I’ll swear, ’tis 
i a very pretty boy. I looked upon him o’ Wednesday 
lialf an hour together : he has such a confirmed 
countenance. I saw him run after a gilded butter- 
fly ; and when he cauglit it, he let it go again ; and 
after it again ; and over and over be comes, and up 
again ; catched it again : or whetlier his fall enraged 
him, or how ’twas, he did so set his teeth, and tear 
it ; O, I w’arrant, how he mammocked ^ it ! 

Fd. One of his father’s moods. 

“ Gilding. ^ Tore. 
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Scene IV. 

VaU Indeed, 'tis a noble cliild. 

Vix» A cracks, madam. 

Vd* Come, lay aside your stitcbery ; I must have 
you play the idle huswife with me this afternoon. 

Vir, No, good madam : I will not out of doors. 

VaL Not out of doors ! 

Vd She shall, she shall. 

rir. Indeed, no, by your patience: I will not 
over the threshold, till my lord return from the w'ars. 

VaL Fye, you confine yourself most unreasonably; 
Come, you must go visit the good lady that lies in. 

Vir, I will wish her speedy strength, and visit 
her ivith my prayers ; but I cannot go thitlier. 

VoU Why, I pray you, 

Vir* ‘Tis not to save labour, nor that I want love. 

Val* You would be another Penelope : yet, they 
say, all the yarn she spun, in Ulysses’ absence, did 
but fill Ithaca full of moths. Come ; I would, your 
eainhrick were sensible as your finger, that you 
might leave pricking it for pity. Come, you shall 
go with us. 

Vir* No, good madam, pardon me ; indeed, I 
will not forth. 

Fix/. In truth, go with me ; and I’ll tell you ex- 
cellent news of your husband. 

Fir. O, good madam, there can be none yet. 

Val* Verily, I do not jest witli you ; there came 
news from him last night. 

Vir* Indeed, madam ? 

Val* In earnest, it’s true ; I heard a senator speak 
it. Thus it is : — The Voices have an army forth ; 
against whom Comini us the general is gone, with 
one part of our Roman power ; your lord, and Titus 
Lartius, are set down before their city, Corioli ; they 
nothing doubt prevailing, and to make it brief wars. 
This is true, on mine honour : and so, I pray, go 
with us. 

Vir* Give me excuse, good madam ; I will obey 
you ill every thing hereafter. 

Vol* Let her alone, lady ; as she is now, she will 
but disease our better mirth. 

Val* In troth, I think, she would : — Fare you 
well, then, — Come, good sweet lady. — Pr’ythce, 
Virgilia, turn thy solemness out o’ door, and go along 
with us. 

Vir* No : at a word, madam ; indeed, I must 
not. I wish you much mirth. 

VeU* Well, then, farewell. {^Exeunt* 

SCENE IV*--- Before Corioli. 

EnteVi with Drum and Colours, Marcius, Titus 

Lartius, Officers and Soldiers, To them a Mes- 
senger. 

Mar. Yonder comes news ; — A wager, they have 
met. 

Lart. My horse to yours, no. 

Mar, ’Tis done, 

Dart* Agreed. 

Mar, Say, has our general met the enemy ? 

Mess* They lie in view ; but have not spoke as 
yet. 

Lart, So the good horse is mine. 

Mar, 1*11 buy him of you. 

Lart, No, 1*11 nor sell, nor give him ; lend you 
him, 1 will, 

For half a hundred years. — Summon tlie town. 

Mar* How far off lie these armies? 

Mess* Within this mile and half. 

^ Boy. 
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Mar, Then sliall we hear their *larum, and they 
ours. 

Now, Mars, I pr’ythee make us quick in work ; 

That we with smoking swords may march from 
hence. 

To help our fielded friends ! — Come, blow thy blast. 

Thei/ sound a Parley* Enter, on the Walls, some 
Senators, and others* 

Tullus Aufidius, is he within your walls? 

1 Sen. No, nor a man that fears you less than he, 
That’s lesser than a little. Hark, our drums 

[^Alarums afar iff. 
Are bringing forth our youth ; We’ll break our 
walls, 

Rather than they shall pound us up : our gates, 
Which yet seem shut, we have but pinn’d with 
rushes ; 

They’ll open of themselves. Hark, you, far off; 

[Other Alarums, 

There is Aufidius ; list what work he makes 
Amongst your cloven army. 

Mar. O, they are at it ! 

Lart. Their noise be our instruction. — Ladders, 
ho! 

The Voices enter, and jihss over the Stage. 

Mar* They fear us not, but issue forth their city. 
Now put your shields before your hearts, and fight 
With hearts more proof than shields. — Advance, 1 
brave Titus: ( 

They do disdain us much beyond our thoughts. 
Which makes me sweat with wrath. — Come on, my 
fellows ; 

He that retires, I’ll take him for a Voice, 

And he shall feel mine edge. 

Alarum, and exeunt Romans and Voices, fighting. 
The Romans are beaten back to their Trenches* 
Be-enter Marcius. 

Mar* All the contagion of the soutli light on you. 
You shames of Rome ! that you may be abhorr’d 
Further than seen, you coward souls of geese, 

That bear the shapes of men, how have you run 
From slaves that apes would 6cat ? Pluto and hell ! 
All hurt behind ; backs red, and faces pale 
With flight and agu’d fear ! Mend, and charge home, 
Or, by tlie fires of heaven, I’ll leave the foe, 

And make my wars on you : look to’t : Come on, ' 
If you’ll stand fast, we’ll beat them to their wives. 
As tliey us to our trenches followed. 

Another Alarum* The Voices and Romans re-enter, 
and the Fight is renewed* The Voices retire into 
Corioli, and Marcius follows them to the Gates* 

So, now the gates arc ope ; Now prove good 
seconds ; 

’Tis for the followers fortune widens them, 

Not for tlie fliers : mark me, and do the like. 

[ffe enters the Gates, and is shut in* 

1 Sol* Fool-hardiness ; not 1. 

2 Sol, Nor I, 

3 Sol. See, they 

Have shut him in. [Alarum continues. 

All, To the pot, I warrant him. 

Enter Titus Lartius. 

Lart* What is become of Marcius ? 

All* Slain, sir, doubtless. 

1 Sol* Following the fliers at the very heels, 
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With them he enters : who, upon the sudden, 
Clapp*d-to their gates ; he is himself alone, 

To answer all the city. 

Xarf. O noble fellow ! 

Who, sensibly outdares his senseless sword, 

And, when it bows, stands up i Thou art left, 
Marcius : 

A carbuncle entire, as big as thou art. 

Were not so rich a jewel. Thou wast a soldier 
Even to Cato's wish, not fierce and terrible 
Only in strokes ; but, with thy grim looks, and 
Tile thunder-like percussion of thy sounds, 

Thou niad’st thine enemies shake, as if the world 
Were feverous and did tremble. 

Be-entcr Maucius, bleedings assaulted by the Enemy. 
1 HoL Look, sir. 

Lart. ’Tis Marcius ; 

Let’s fetch him off, or make remain alike. 

[ They Jightj and all enter the City. 

SCENE V. — Within the Town, A Street. 
Enter certain Romans, with Spoils. 

1 Bom. This will I carry to Rome. 

Bom. And I this. 

3 Bom, A murrairi*on’t ! I took this for silver. 

[^Alarum continues still afar off, 

Enter Marcius, and Titus LAHTiusjwd/t a Trumpet. 

Mar, See here these movers, that do prize their 
hours 

At a crack’d drachm 5 ! Cushions, leaden spoons, 
Irons of a doit, doublets that hangmen would 
Bury with those that wore them, these base slaves, 
Ere yet tlie fight be done, pack up : — Down with 
them. — 

And hark, what noise the general makes ! — To 
him ; — 

There is the man of my soul’s hate, Aufidius, 
Piercing our Romans : Then, valiant Titus, take 
Convenient numbers to make good the city ; 

Whilst I, with those that have the siiirit, will haste 
To help Cominius. 

Lart, ‘Worthy sir, thou bleed’st ; 

Thy exercise hath been too violent for 
A second course of fight. 

Mar, Sir, praise me not ; 

My work hath yet not warm’d me ; Fare you well. 
The blood I drop is rather physical 
Than dangerous to me : To Aufidius thus 
I will appear, and fight. 

Lart, Now the fair goddess, Fortune, 

Fall deep in love with thee ; and her great charms 
Misguide thy opposers* swords ! Bold gentleman. 
Prosperity be thy page ! 

Mar, Thy friend no less 

Than those she placeth highest ! So farewell. 

Lart. Thou worthiest Marcius ! — 

[Exit Marcius. 

Go, sound thy trumpet in the market place ; 

Call thither all the officers of the town. 

Where they shall know our mind : Aw'ay. [Exeunt, 

SCENE VI. — Near the Camp of Cominius, 
Etiter Cominius and Forces, retreeUing, 

Com. Breatlie you, my friends ; well fought, we 
are come off 
1 Having senssHon, feeling. 
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Like Romans, neither foolish in our stands. 

Nor cowardly in retire : believe me, sirs. 

We shall be charg’d again. Whiles we have struck, 
By interims, and conveying gusts, we have heard 
The charges of our friends ; — The Roman gods, 
Lead their successes as we wish our own ; 

That both our powers, with smiling fronts encoun- 
tering. 

Enter a Messenger, 

May give you thankful sacrifice ! — Thy news? 

Mess. The citizens of Corioli have issued, 

And given to Lartius and to Marcius battle : 

I saw our party to their trenches driven, 

And then 1 came away. 

Com.. Though thou speakst trutJi, 

Mctliinks, thou speak’st not well. How long is’t 
since ? 

Mess. Above an hour, my lord. 

Cotn. ’Tis not a mile; briefly we heard their 
drums ; 

I low couldst thou in a mile confound 3 an hour, 
And bring thy news so late? 

Mess. Spies of the Voices 

Held me in chase, that I w-as forc’d to wheel 
Three or four miles about ; else had I, sir, 

Half an hour since brought my report. 

Enter Marcius. 

Com, Who’s yonder, 

That docs appear as he were flay’d ? O gods ! 

He has the stamp of Marcius ; and 1 have 
Before-time seen him thus. 

Mar. Come I too late? 

Com. The shepherd knows not thunder from a 
tabor, 

More than 1 know the sound of Marcius’ tongue 
From every meaner man’s. 

Mar, Come I too late ? 

Coin. Ay, if you come not in, the blood of others, 
But mantled in your own. 

Mar. O ! let me clip you ; 

In arms as sound, as when I woo’d j in heart 
As merry, as on our nuptial day. 

Com. Flower of warnors. 

How is’t with Titus Lartius ? 

Mar. As with a man busied about decrees ; 
Condemning some to death, and some to exile ; 
Ransoming him, or pitying, threat’ning tlie other; 
Holding Corioli in the name of Rome, 

Even like a fawning greyhound in the lea.sh. 

To let liim slip at will. 

Com. Wliere is that slave, 

Which told me they had beat you to your trenches? 
Where is he? Call him hither. 

Mar. Let him alone. 

He did inform the truth : But for our gentlemen, 
The common file, ( A plague I — Tribunes for them !) 
Tlie mouse ne’er shunn’d the cat, as tliey did budge 
From rascals worse than they. 

Com, But how prevail'd you ? 

Mar. Will the time serve to tell ? I do not tliink— 
Where is the enemy ? Are you lords o’thc field ? 

If not, why cease you till you are so ? 

Com. Marcius, 

We have at disadvantage fought, and did 
Retire to win our purpose. 

Mar, How lies their battle ? Know you on wliich 
side 

They have plac’d their men of trust ? 

^ £:xj[>cnd. 
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Com* As 1 guesS) Marcius, 

Their }>ands in the vaward ^ are the Antiates 
Of th^ir best trust ; o’er them Aufidius, 

Their very heart of hope. 

Mar. I do beseech you. 

By all the battles wherein wc have fought, 

By the blood we have slied together, by the vows 
We have made to endure friends, that you directly 
Set me against Auhdius, iind his Antiates : 

And that you not delay the present® ; but, 

I'llling the air with swords advanc’d, and darts, 

Wc prove this very hour. . 

Coni. Though 1 could wish 

You were conducted to a gentle bath. 

And balms applied to you, yet dare 1 never 
Deny your asking ; lake your choice of those 
The best can aid your action. 

Mar. Those arc they 

Tiiat most are willing: — If any such be here, 

(As it were sin to doubt,) that love this painting 
Wherein you see me smear’d : if any fear 
I^csser his person than an ill report ; 

If any think, brave death outweighs bad life. 

And that his country’s dearer than himself ; 

Let him, alone, or so many, so minded, 

Wave thus, [Waving his Band.] to express his dis- 
position. 

And follow Marcius. 

[_Thei/ all shoutf and wave I heir Swords: take 
him yp in their Arms, and cast up their Caps. \ 
O me, alone ! Make you a sword of me ? 

If these shows be not outward, which of you 
But is four Voices? None of you but is 
Able to bear against the groat Autidius 
A shield as hard as his. A certain number, 

Thougli thanks to all, must I select ; the rest. 

Shall bear the !)usiness in some other fight. 

As cause will be obey’d. I'lease you to march 
And four shall quickly draw out my command, 
Which men are best inclin’d. 

Com. March on, my fellows : 

Make good this ostentation, and you shall 
Divide in all with us. [Bxeunt. 

SCENE VII. — The Gates i/Corioli. 

Titus Lartius, having set a Guard upon Corioli, 
going with a Drum and Trujnpet towards Comi- 
ni us and Caius Marcius, enters with a Lieu- 
tenant, a party of Soldiers, and a Scout. 

Lari. So, let the ports ^ be guarded ; keep your 
duties. 

As I have set them down. If I do send, despatch 
Those centuries 8 to our aid ; the rest will serve 
For a short holding : if we lose the field, 

We cannot keep the town. 

Lieu. Fear not our care, .sir. 

Lart. Hence, and shut your gates upon us. — 
Our guider, come ; to the Roman camp conduct us. 

[Dxeunt. 

SCENE VI 11. — A Field of Battle between the 
Roman and the Volscian Camps. 

Alarum. Enter Marcius and Aufidius. 

Mar. I’ll fight with none but thee ; for I do hate 
tliee 

Worse than a promise-breaker. 

* Front. * Soldiers of Antium. « Present time. 

7 Oates. 8 Comoanies of a hundred men. 
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Aif. We hate alike j 

Not Africk owns a serpent, I abhor 
More than thy fame and envy : Fix tliy foot. 

Mar. I.»cl the first badger die the other’s slave, 
And the gods doom him after ! 

Aif. If I fly, Marcius, 

Halloo me like a hare. 

Mar. Within these three hours, Tullus, 

Alone I fought in your Corioli walls, 

And made what work I pleas’d ; ’Tis not my blood 
Wherein thou seest me mask’d : for thy revenge, 
Wrench up thy power to the highest. 

Auf. Wert thou the Hector, 

Tliat w as the w'hip of your bragg’d progeny, 

Thou shouldbt not scape me here. — 

[ They fight, and certain. Voices come to the 
aid of AuriDius. 

Officious, and not valiant — you have sham’d me 
In your condemned seconds. ‘ 

[Exeunt fighting, driven in by Marcius. 

SCENE IX. — The Roman Camp. 

Alarum. A Retreat is sounded. Flourish. Enter, 
at one side, Cominius, and Romans; at the other 
side, Marcius, -wUh his Arm in a Scaif, and other 
Romans. 

Com. If I should tell thee o’er this thy day’s work, 
Thou’lt not believe thy deeds : but I’ll report it, 
Where senators shall mingle tears with smiles; 
Where great patricians shall attend, and shrug, 

I’ the end, admire ; where ladies shall be frighted, 
iind, gladly quak’d *, hear more ; where tlie dull 
tribunes, 

That, with the fusty plebeians, hate thine honours, 
Sliall say against their hearts — We thank the gods. 
Our Home hath such a soldier / — 

Yet cam’st thou to a morsel of tliis feast, 

Having fully dined before. 

Enter Titus Lartiits, with his Bower, from the 
Pursuit. 

Lart. O general, 

Here is the steed, wc the caparison : 

Iladst thou beheld 

Jlfar. Pray now, no more ; my mother, 

Who has a charter to extol her blood, 

When she does praise me, grieves me. I have done, 
As you have done ; that’s what I can ; induc’d 
As you have been ; that’s for my country ; 
lie, that has but cflected his good will, 

Hath overta’en mine act. 

Com. You shall not be 

The grave of your deserving ; Rome must know 
I'lie value of her owm : ’twere a concealment 
Worse than a theft, no less than a traducement, 

'fo hide your doings ; and to silence that, 

Which to the spire and top of praises vouch’d, 
Would seem but modest: Therefore, I beseech you, 
(In sign of what you are, not to reward 
What you have done,) before our army hear me. 
Mar. I have some wounds upon me, and they 
smart 

To hear themselves remember’d. 

Com. Should they not. 

Well might they fester ’gainst ingratitude, 

And tent themselves with death. Of all the horses 
(Whereof wc have ta’en good, and good store,) of all 

1 In afibrding itirh ill-timed help. 

2 Thrown into grateful trepidation. 
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The treasure, in tliis field achiev’d, and city, 

We render you the tenth ; to be ta’en forth, 

Before the common distribution, at 
Your only choice* 

Mar, I thank you, general ; 

But cannot make my heart consent to take 
A bribe to pay my sword : I do refuse it ; 

And stand upon my common part witli those 
That liave beheld the doing. 

[A long Flourish, They all cry, Marcius ! Mar- 
cius ! cos# up their Cays and Lances : Cominius 
and Laktius stand bare. 

Mar. May these same instruments, which you 
profane, 

Never sound more ! When drums and trumpet shall 
I’ the field prove flatterers, let courts and cities be 
Made all of false-fac’d soothing : When steel grows 
Soft as the parasite’s silk, let him be made 
An overture for the wars ! No more, I say ; 

For that I have not wash’d my nose that bled, 

Or foil’d some debile 3 wretch, — which, wdUiout note, 
Here’s many else have done, — you shout me forth 
In acclamations hyperbolical ; 

As if I loved my little should be dieted 
In praises sauc’d with lies. 

Com. Too modest arc you ; 

More cruel to your good report than grateful 
To us that give you truly : by your patience, 

If ’gainst yourself you be incens’d, we’ll put you 
(Like one that means his proper ♦ harm,) in manacles. 
Then reason safely with you. — Therefore, be it 
known, 

As to us, to all the world, tliat Caius Marcius 
Wears this war’s garland ; in tol^en of the which 
My noble steed, known to the camp, I give him, 
With all his trim belonging ; and, from this time. 
For what he did before Corioli, call him, 

With all the applause and clamour of the host, 
Caius Marcius Coriolanus. — 

Bear the addition nobly ever ! 

[Flourish. Trumpets sotind, and Drums. 
All, Caius Marcius Coriolanus ! j 

Cor* I will go wash ; 

And when my face is fair, your shall perceive 
Whether I blush, or'no : Howbeit, I thank you. 

I mean to stride your steed ; and, at all times. 

To undcrcrest^ your good addition. 

To the fairness of my power. 

Com, So, to our tent : 

Where, ere we do repose us, we will write 
To Rome of our success. — You, Titus Lartius, 
Must to Corioli back ; send us to Rome 
The best o, with whom we may articulate, 7 
For their own good, and ours. 

Xarf. I shall, my lord. 

Cor, Tlie gods begin to mock me. I that now 
Refus’d most princely gifts, am bound to beg 
Of my lord general. 

Com, Take It ; *tis yours. — What is’t ? 

Cor, I sometime lay, here in Corioli, 

9 Weak, feeble. ^ Own. * Add more by doing his best 
9 Chief men. r jsntcr into articles. 


At a poor man's house ; he us’d me kindly ; 

He cried to me ; I saw him prisoner ; 

But then Aufidius was within my view, 

And wrath o’erwhelm’d my pity ; I request you 
To give my poor host freedom, 

, Com, O, well begg’d 

Were he the butcher of my son, he should 
Be free, as is the wind. Deliver him, Titus. 

Lart, Marcius, his name ? 

Cor, By Jupiter, forgot : — . 

I am weary ; yea, my memory is tir’d. — 

Have we no wine here ? 

Com. Go we to our tent : 

The blood upon your visage dries ; ’tis time 
It should be look’d to ; come. [ExewU. 

SCENE X. — The Camp of the Voices. 

A Flourish, Cornets. Enter TuLtus Aufidius, 
bloody, wUh two or three Soldiers. 

Auf. The town is ta’en ! 

1 Sol. ’Twill be deliver’d back on good con- 
dition. 

Auf, Condition ! — 

I would, I w'ere a Roman ; for I cannot, 

Being a Voice, be that I am. Condition ! 

What good condition can a treaty find 

I’the part that is at mercy ? Five times, Marcius, 

I have fought with thee ; so often hast thou beat me ; 
And wouldst do so, 1 think, should we encounter 
As often as we eat. — By the elements, 

If e’er again I meet him beard to beard, 

He is mine, or I am his : Mine emulation 
Hath not that honour in’t, it had ; for where * 

I thought to crush him in an equal force, 

(True sword to sword, ) I’ll potch 9 at him some way j 
Or wrath, or craft, may get him. 

1 Sot, He’s the devil. 

Auf. Bolder, though not so eubtle ; My valour’s 
poison’d, 

With only suffering stain by him ; for him 
Shall fly out of itself; nor sleep, nor sanctuary, 
Being naked, sick : nor fane, nor Capitol, 

The prayers of priests, nor times of sacrifice, 
Embarquements all of fury, shall lift up 
Their rotten privilege and custom ’gainst 
My hate to Marcius ; where 1 find him, were it 
At home, upon my brother’s guard, even there 
Against tlie hospitable canon, would I 
Wash my fierce hand in his heart. Go you to the 
city; 

Learn, how ’tis held ; and what they are, that must 
Be hostages for Rome. 

1 Sol. Will not you go ? 

Auf. I am attended i at the cypress grove : 

I pray you, 

(’Tis south the city mills,) bring me word thither 
How the world goes ; that to the pace of it 
1 may spur on my journey, 

I Sol. 1 shall, sir. [Esmtnt* 

8 Whereas. * Poke, push, ^ Watted for. 
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SCENE. I. — Rome. A palUck Place* 

Enter Msnbkius, Sicinius, and Bauxus. 

Men* The augurer tells me, we shall have news 
to>night. 

Eru. Good, or bad ? 

Men* Not according to the prayer of the people, 
for they love not Marcius, 

Sic* Nature teaches beasts to know their friends. 

Men* Pray you, who does the wolf love ? 

Sic* The lamb. 

Men* Ay, to devour him ; as the hungry ple- 
beians would the noble Marcius. 

Eru* He’s a lamb indeed, that baes like a bear. 

Men* He’s a bear indeed, Uiat lives like a lamb. 
You two are old men ; tell me one thing that I 
shall ask you. 

Eoih Trib* Well, sir. 

Men. In what enormity is Marcius poor, that you 
two have not in abundance? 

Bru. He’s poor in no one fault, but stored with 
all. 

Sic* Especially in pride. 

Eru* And topping all others in boasting. 

Men* This is strange nowj Do you two know 
how you are censured here in the city, I mean of 
us o’the right hand file ? Do you ? 

Both Trib. Why, how are we censured ? 

Men* Because you talk of pride now,— Will you 
not be angry ? 

Both Trib* Well, well, sir, well. 

Men* Why ’tis no great matter ; for a very little 
thief of occasion will rob you of a great deal of 
patience : give your disposition the reins, and be 
angry at your plea^res ; at the least, if you take 
it as a pleasure to you, in being so. You blame 
Marcius for being proud ? 

Eru* We do it not alone, sir. 

Men* I know, you can do very little alone ; for | 
your helps are many ; or else your actions w'ould 
grow wonderous single : your abilities are too in- 
tot-like, for doing much alone. You talk of pride : 
O, that you could turn your eyes towards the napes 
of yotir necks, and make but an interior survey of 
your good selves ! O, that you could ! 

Eru. What then, sir? 

Men. Why, then you should discover a brace of 
unmeriting, proud, violent, testy magistrates, (alias 
fools,) as any in Home, 

Sic* Menenius, you are known well enough too. 

Men* I am known to be a humorous patriciani 
and one that loves a cup of hot wine with not a 
drop of allaying Tyber in’t ; said to be something 
imperfect, in favouring the first complaint: hasty, 
and tinder-like, upon too trivial motion: what I 
think, 1 utter ; and spend my malice in my breath: 
Meeting two such weals-men^ as you are (I cannot 
call you Lycurguses), if the drink you gave me, 
touch my palate adversely, I make a crooked face 
at it 1 cannot say, your worships have delivered 
the matter well, when 1 find the ass in compound 
with the major part of your syllables : and tiiough 
1 must be content to bear with those that say you 
are reverend grave men ; yet they He deadly, that 
.s statesmen. 


tell, you have good faces. If you see this in the 
map of my microcosm, follows it, that I am known 
well enough too ? What harm can your bisson 5 
conspectuities glean out of this character, if 1 be 
known well enough too ? 

Eru. Como, sir, come; we know you well enough. 

Men. You know neither me, yourselves, nor any 
thing. You are ambitious for poor knaves’ caps 
and legs ; you wear out a good wholesome fore- 
noon, in hearing a cause between an orangc^wife 
and a fosset-scller ; and then rejourn the contro- 
versy of three-pence to a second day of audience. 

— When you are hearing a matter between party 
and party, you dismiss the controversy bleeding, 
tlie more entangled by your hearing ; all tlie peace 
you make in their cause, is, calling both the parties 
knaves : You arc a pair of strange ones. 

Eru. Coma, come, you arc well understood to be 
a perfecter giber for the table, than a necessary 
bencher in the Capitol. 

Men. Our very priests must become mockers, if 
they shall encounter such ridiculous subjects as you 
are. When you speak best unto the purpose, it is 
not worth the wagging of your beards ; and your 
beards deserve not so honourable a grave, as to stuff 
a botcher’s cushion, or to be entombed in an ass’s 
pack-saddle. Yet you must be saying, Marcius is 
proud ; who, in a cheap estimation, is worth all 
your predecessors, since Deucalion ; though, per- 
adventure, some of the best of them were hereditary 
hangmen. Good e’en to your worships : more of 
your conversation would infect my brain, being the 
herdsmen of the beastly plebeians : I will be bold to 
take my leave of you. 

[Bru. and Sic. retire to the back of the Scene. 

Enter Volumnia, Vxrgiua, and Valeria, ^c* 

How now, my as fair as noble ladies, (and the moon 
were she earthly, no nobler,) whither do you follow 
your eyes so fast ? ^ 

Vol. Honourable Menenius ; my boy Marcius 
approaches ; for the love of Juno, let’s go. 

Men. Ha ! Marcius coming home? 

Vol. Ay, worthy Menenius; and with most pros- 
perous approbation. 

Men. Take my cap, Jupiter, and I thank thee: 
Hoo ! Marcius coming home ? 

Two Ladies. Nay, *tis true. 

Vol. Look, here’s a letter from him : the state 
hath another, his wife another; and, 1 think, there’s 
one at home for you. 

ilfen. I will make my very house reel to-night : 

— A letter for me? 

Vir. Yes, certain, there’s a letter for you; I 
saw it* 

Men. A letter for me? It gives me an estate of 
seven years* health; in which time 1 will make a lip 
at the physician ; the most sovereign prescription 
in Galen is to this preservative, of no better report 
than a horse-drench. Is he not wounded ? he was 
wont to come home wounded. 

Fir. O, no, no, no. 

Vol. O, he is wounded, I thank the gods for’t. 

Men, So do I too, if it be not too much : —Brings 
3 Blind. 
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•a victory in his pocket ? — Tlie wounds become 
him. 

Vcl. On’s brows, Menenius : he comes the third 
time home with the oaken garland. 

Men* Has he disciplined Aulidius soundly ? ' 

Vol* Titus Lartius writes, — they fought together, 
but Auhdius got off'. 

Men* And *twas time for him too. I’ll warrant 
him that : an he liad staid by him, I would not have 
been so fidiused for all the chests in Corioli, and 
the gold that’s in them. Is the senate possessed of 
this? 

Vol. Good ladies let’s go : — Yes, yes, yes: j 
the senate has letters from tlie general, wherein he 
gives my son the whole name of the war : he hatli 
ill this action outdone his former deeds doubly. 

Vtd. In trotli, there’s wondrous things spoke of 
him* 

Men* Wondrous? ay, I warrant you, and not 
without his true purchasing. 

Vir* The gods grant them true ! 

Vol. True? pow, wow. 

Men* True? I’ll be sworn thejf are true:— • 
Where is he wounded? — Jove save your good 
worships! \_To the Tribunes^ who come forward.'] 
Marcius is coming home : he has more cause to be 
proud. — Where is he wounded ? 

Vol* I’ the shoulder, and i’ the left arm : There 
will be large cicatrices to show the people, when he 
shall stand for his place. He received in the re- 
pulse of Tarquin, seven hurts i’the body. 

Men* Oue in the neck, and two in the thigh, — - 
there’s nine tliat I know. 

Vol* He had, before this last expedition, twenty- 
five wounds upon him. 

Men* Now it’s twenty-seven ; every g as h w^as an 
enemy’s f , {,A Shoutt and'‘Ploarish*] Hark! 
the trumpets. 

Vol* These arc the ushers of Marcius : before liim 
He carries noise, and behind him he leaves tears ; 
Death, that dark spirit, in’s nervy ann dotJ[}JUi;^ 
WHclrtieiiigadfanc^^ de^thlK; '^ind tlicn men (!ie. 

./i Sennet*^ Trumpets sound. Enter Cominius 
and Titus Laktius; betweeti them, Coriola- 
Nus, crowned wUfi an oaken Garland ; with Caj}~ 
tains, Soldiers, and a Herald, 

Her. Know, Rome, that all alone Marcius did fight 
Within Corioli’ gates ; where he hath won, 

With fame, a name to Caius Marcius ; these 
In honour follows, Coriolanus ; 

Welcome to Rome, renowned Coriolanus ! 

[Flourish* 

jAU. Welcome to Rome, renowned Coriolanus ! 
Cor* No more of this, it does oifend my heart; 
Pray now, no more. 

Com* Look, sir, your mother. — 

Cor* O I 

You have, I know, petition’d all the gods 
For my prosperity. [Kneels* 

Vol* Nay, my good soldier, up 

My gentle Marcius, worthy Caius, and 
By £ed achieving honour newly nam’d, 

What is it? Coriolanus, must 1 call thee? 

But O, thy wife 

Cor. My gracious ^ silence, hail ! 

Wouldst thou have laugh’d, had I come coffin’d ^ 
home, I 

That weep’st to see me triumph ? Ah, my dear, | 

< Flourish on cornets. > Graceful | 
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Such eyes tlic widows in Corioli wear, 

And mothers that lack sons. 

Men* Now tlw gods crown tlu'c- ! 

Cor. And live you yet? — O my sweef lady, 
pardon. [To Valeria. 

Vol* I know not where to turn : — ^ O welcome 
home ; 

And welcome, general ; — And you are welcome all. 
Men* A hundred thousand welcomes: I could 
weep, 

And 1 could laugh ; I am light, and heavy : Web 
I come : 

A curse begin at very root of his heart, 

That is not glad to see thee ! — You are three, 

; That Rome should dote on : yet, by the faith of 
I men, 

j We have some old crab-trecs here at home, that 
I will not 

Be grafted to your relish. Yet welcome, warriors: 
We call a nettle, but a nettle; and 
The faults of fools, but folly. 

Com* Ever right. 

Cor* Menenius, ever, ever. 

Her* Give way there, and go on. 

Cor. Your hand, and yours ; 

[To his IVjfe and Mother* 
Ere in our own house I do shade my head, 

Tlie good Patricians must be visited ; 

From whom I have receiv’d not only greetings. 

But with them change of honours. 

Vol* I have lived 

To see inherited my very wishes, 

And the buildings of my fancy ; only there 
Is one thing wanting, which 1 doubt not, but 
Our Rome will cast upon thee. 

Cor* Know, good mother, 

I had rather be their servant in my way. 

Than sway with them in tlieirs. 

Com. J On, to the Capitol. 

[Flourish. Cornets* Exeunt in state, as before* 
The Tribunes remain* 

J3ru* All tongues speak of him, and the bleared 
j sights 

Are spectacled to see him : Your prattling nurse 
In a rapture lets her baby cry, 

While she chats him : the kitchen malkin ® pins 
Her richest lock ram 7 ’bout her reechy 8 neck, 
Clambering the walls to eye him : stalls, bulks, 
windows, 

I Arc smother’d up, leads fill’d and ridges hors’d 
I With variable complexions : all agreeing 
In earnestness to see him ; seld^.shown fiamens ^ 
Do press among the popular throngs, and puff 
To win a vulgar station : our veil’d dames 
Commit the war of white and damask, in 
|. Their nicely-gawded ^ cheeks, to the, wanton spoil 
Of Phoebus* burning kisses : such a pother, 

As if that whatsoever god, who leads him, 

Were slily crept into his human powers, 

And gave him graceful posture. 

Sic* On the sudden, 

I warrant him consul. 

Bm* Then our oflSce may. 

During his power, go steep. 

Sic* He cannot temperately transport bis honours 
From where he should begin, and end ; but will 
Lose those that he had) won. 

Bru* In that there’s comfort^ 

8 Maid. 7 Best linen. * dolled with sweat and smoke 

» Seldom. » Priests. ® Adorned. 
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Sic, Doubt not, the commoners, for whom we 
stand, 

But tiiey, upon their ancient malice, will 
Forget, with the least cause, these his new honours; 
Which that he’ll give them, make as little question 
As he is proud to do’t. 

JBru, I heard him swear, 

Were he to stand for consul, never w'ould he 
Appear i’ the market-place, nor on him put 
Tlie napless vesture of humility ; 

Nor, showing (as the manner is) his wounds 
To the people, beg their stinking breaths. 

Sic. *Tis right. 

J3ru. It was his word: O, he would miss it, 
rather 

Than carry it, but by the suit o* the gentry to him, 
And the desires of the nobles. 

Sic. I wish no better. 

Than have him hold that puqiose, and put it 
In execution. 

JSru, ’Tis most like, he will. 

Sic. It shall be to him then, as our good wills ; 

A sure destruction. 

J3ru. So it must fall out 

To him, or our authorities. For an end, 

We must suggest 3 the people in what hatred 
He still hath held them ; that, to Ids pou'cr he 
would 

Have made them mules, silenc’d their pleaders, and 
Dispropertied their freedoms : holding them, 

In human action and capacity. 

Of no more soul, nor fitness for the world. 

Than camels in their war ; who have their provand"^ 
Only for bearing burdens, and sore blows 
For sinking under them. 

Sic. This, as you say, suggested 

At some time when his soaring insolence 
Shall teach the people, (which time shall not w'ant. 
If he be put upon’t ; and that’s as easy, 

As to set dogs on slieep,^ will be his lire 

To kindle their dry stubble ; and their blaze ! 

Shall darken him for ever. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Sru. What’s the matter? 

Mess. You are sent for to the Capitol. ’Tis 
tliought 

That Marcius should be consul : I have seen 
The dumb men throng to see him, and the blind 
To hear him speak : 'Bie matrons flung their gloves. 
Ladies and maids tlieir scarfs and handkerchiefs. 
Upon him as he pass’d : the nobles bended, 

As to Jove’s statue ; and the commons made 
A shower, and thunder, with their caps, and shouts: 
I never saw the like. 

Eru» Let’s to the Capitol ; 

And carry with us ears and eyes for the time, 

But hearts for tlie event. 

Sic. Have with you. {^Exeunt. 

SCENE II. — The CapUot. 

Enter two OflScers, to lay Cttshions. 

1 Off: Come, come, they are almost here : How 
many stand for consulships ? 

2 (^. ThreC) they say : but *tis thought of every 
one, Coriolanus will carry it, 

1 Off. That’s a brave fellow ; but he’s vengeance 
proud, and loves not the common people. 

*►. Inform. * Provender, 


2 (W. There have been many great men that 
have flatter’d the people, who ne’er loved them; 
and there be many that they have loved, they know 
not wherefore : so that, if they love they know not 
why, they hate upon no better a ground : There- 
fore, for Coriolanus neither to care whether they 
love or hate him, manifests the true knowledge he 
has in their disposition ; and, out of his noble care- 
lessness, lets them plainly see’t. 

1 O/f*. If he did not care wliether he had their 
love, or no, he waved indiflerently ’twixt doing 
them neither good nor harm ; but he seeks their 
hate with greater devotion tlian they can render it 
him ; and leaves nothing undone, that may fully 
discover him tlicir opposite. Now, to seem to 
aflTect the malice and displeasure of the people, is 
as bad as that which he dislikes, to flatter them for 
their love. 

2 ()ff. Ho hath deserved wortliily of his country 
And his ascent is not by such easy degrees as 
those, who, having been supple and courteous to 
the people, bonneted * without any further deed to 
heave them at all into their estimation and report : 
but he hath so planted his honours in their eyes, 
and his actions in their hearts, that for their tongues 
to be silent, and not confess so much, were a kind 
of ingrateful injury ; to report otherwise were a 
malice, that, giving itself the lie, would pluck re- 
I)roof and rebuke from every ear that heard it, 

1 ()ff. No more of him ; he is a worthy man : 
Make way, they are coming. 

A Sennet. Enters nilh l.iclors before t/tem, Comi- 
Nius, the Co)isul, Menknios, Corioi.akus, many, 
other Senators, Sicinius, a7td Bkutus. T'he Se- 
nators take their Places ; the Tribunes take theirs 
also by themselves. 

Men. Having determin’d of the Voices, and 
To send for Titus Lartius, it remains, 

As the main point of this our after-meeting, 

To gratify liis noble service, that 
Hath tims stood for his country : Therefore please 
you. 

Most reverend and grave elders, to desire 
The present consul, and last general 
In our well-found successes, to report 
I A little of that worthy work perform’d 
By Caius Marcius Coriolanus : whom 
We meet here, both to thank and to remember 
With honours like himself. 

1 Sen. Speak, good Cominius: 

Leave nothing out for length, and make us think, 
Hatlier our state’s defective for requital. 

Than we to stretch it out. Masters o’the people. 
We do request your kindest cars : and, after. 

Tour loving motion toward the common body. 

To yield what passes here. 

Sk. We are convented 

Upon a pleasing treaty ; and have hearts 
Inclinable to honour and advance 
The theme of tnir assembly. 

Bru. Which the ratlier 

We shall be bless’d to do, if he remember 
A kinder value of the people, than 
He hath hereto priz’d them at. 

Men. That’s off, that’s off ; 

I would you rather had been silent: Please you 
To hear Cominius speak ? 

Bru. Most willingly : 

» Took off caps. * Nothing to the purpose. 
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But yot my caution was more pertinent, 

Than the rebuke you gave it. 

Mifn, He loves your people ; 

But tie him not to be their bedfellow. ^ 

Wortliy CominiuB, speak. — Nay, keep your place. 

[CoRiOLAMUs rises, and ^ers to go awa^. 

- 1 Sen. Sit, Coriolanus ; never shame to hear 
What you have nobly done. 

Cor. Your honours* pardon ; 

1 had rather have my wounds to heal again, 

Than hear say how 1 got them. 

J^ru. Sir, I hope, 

My words disbench a you not. 

Cor. No, sir ; yet oft 

Wheii blows have made me stay, I fled from words. 
You sooth’d not, tnerefore, hurt not : But, your 
people, 

I love them as they weigh. 

Men. Pray now, sit dowm. 

Cor, I had rather liave one scratch my head 
i*tlie.sun, 

When the alarum were struck, than idly sit 
To hear my nothings monster’d. 

[^ExU Coriolanus. 
Men. Masters o’tlie people, 

Your multiplying spawn how' can he flatter, 

(That’s tliousand to one good one,) wdieii you now 
sec. 

He had rather venture all his limbs for honour, 
Than one of his ears to hear it ? — Proceed, Co- 
mi nius. 

Com. I shall lack voice ; the deeds of Coriolanus 
Should not be utter’d feebly. — It is held, 

That valour is the chiefest virtue, and 
Most dignifles the haver ; if it be. 

The man I speak of cannot in the world 
Be singly counterpois’d. At sixteen years, 

When Tarquin made a head for Rome, he fought 
Beyond the mark of others ; our then dictator, 
Whom with all praise I point at, saw him fight, 
When with his Amazonian 7 chin he drove 
The bristled lips before him : he bestrid 
An o*er-press’d Roman, and i’thc consul’s view 
Slew three opposers ; Tarquin’s self he met, 

And struck him on his knee : in that day’s feats, 
When he might act the woman in the scene. 

He prov’d best man i* the field, and for his meed ^ 
Was brow-bound with the oak. His pupil age 
Man-enter*d thus, he w'axed like a sea ; 

And, in the brunt of seventeen battles since, 

He lurch’d 9 all swords o* the garland. For tliis last. 
Before and in Corioli, let me say, 

I cannot speak him home : He stopp’d the fliers ; 
And, by his rare example, made the coward 
Turn terror into sport ; as waves before 
A vessel under sail, so men obey’d, 

And fell below his stem: his sword (death’s stamp) 
Where it did mark it took ; from face to foot 
He was a tiling of blood, whose every motion 
Was timed with dying cries ; alone he enter’d 
The mortal gate o’the city, which he painted 
With shunless destiny, aidless came otf, 

And witli a sudden re-enforcement struck 
Corioli, like a planet : now all’s his ; 

When by and by the din of war *gan pierce 
His ready sense i then straight his doubled spirit 
Be-qnicken’d what in flesh was fatigate 
And to ^e battle came be ; where he did 

r Without a beard, * Reward. 

* Diiaptiointed. * Wearied, 
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Run reeking o’er the lives of men, as if 
’Twere a perpetual spoil ; and, till we call’d 
Both field and city ours, he never stood 
To ease his breast with panting. • 

Men. Worthy man ! 

1 Sen. He cannot but with measure fit the honours 
Which we devise him. 

Com. Our spoils he kick’d at ; 

And look’d upon things precious, as they were 
The common muck o’the w'orld : he covets less 
Than misery itself W'ould give ; rewards 
His deeds witli doing them ; and is content 
To spend the time to end it. 

Men. He’s right noble ; 

I^et him he call’d for. 

1 Sen. * Call for Coriolanus. 

Off. lie doth appear. 

Ec-enter Coriolanus. 

Men. The senate, Coriolanus, are well pleas’d 
To make thee consul. 

C(rr. I do owe them still 

My life, and services. 

Men. It then remains, 

Tliat you do speak to the people. 

Cor. 1 do beseech you, 

Let me o’erleap that custom ; for I cannot 
Put on the gown, stand naked, and entreat them, 
For my wounds* sake, to give their suilrage : please 
you, 

That I may pass tliis doing. 

Sic* Sir, the people 

Must have their voices ; neither will they bate 
One jot of ceremony. 

Men. Put them not to’t : 

Pray you, go fit you to the custom ; and 
Take to you, as your predecessors have, 

Your honour with your form. 

Cor. It is a part 

That I shall blush in acting, and might well 
Be taken from the people. 

Bru, Mark you that ? 

Cor. To brag unto them, — thus I did, and 
thus ; 

Show them the unaching scars which I should hide, 
As if I had receiv’d them for the liire 
Of their breath only ; — 

Men. Do not stand upon’t. — 

We recommend to you, tribunes of the people. 

Our purpose to them ; — and to our noble consul 
Wish we all joy and honour. 

Sen. To Coriolanus come all joy and honour ! 

\_Flourish. Then exeunt Senators. 
Bru. You see how be intends to use the people. 
Sk. May they perceive his intent ! He that will 
require tl^m, 

As if he did contemn what he requested 
Should be in them to give. 

Bru. Come, we’ll inform them 

Of our proceedings here : on the market-place, 

1 know they do attend us. [Exeunt. 

SCENE HI. — The Forum. 

Enter several Citizens, 

1 CU^ Once, if he do require our voices, we ought 
not to deny him. 

2 at. We may, sir, if we will, 

* Avarice. 
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3 Cit. We liavc power in ourselves to do it, but it 
is a power that we have no power to do ; for if lie 
show us his wounds, and tell us his deeds, we are to 
put pur tongues into those wounds, and speak for 
tliem ; so, if he tell us his noble deeds, we must also 
tell him our noble acceptance of them. Ingratitude 
is monstrous : and for tlie multitude to be ingrateful, 
were to make a monster of the multitude ; of the 
which, we being members, should bring ourselves 
to be monstrous members. 

1 CU* And to make us no better thought of, a 
little help will serve ; for once, when we stood up 
about the corn, he himself stuck not to call us the 
many-headed multitude. 

.3 Cit. We have been called so of many ; not that 
our heads are some brown, some black, some auburn, 
some bald, but that onr wits arc so diversely coloured : 
and truly I think, if all our wits were to issue out of 
one skull, they would fly oast, west, nortli, south; 
and their consent of one direct way should be at 
once to all the points o’ the compass. 

2 CU, Think you so? Which way, do you judge, 
my w^it would fly ? 

3 CU. Nay, your wit will not so soon out as 
another man’s will, *tis strongly w'edgod up in a 
blockhead: but if it were at liberty, ’twould, sure, 
southward. 

2 Ci^. Why that way ? 

3 Cit. To lose itself in a fog ; where being three 
parts melted aw'ay with rotten dews, the fouilh 
would return to help to get thee a wife, 

2 Cit, You are never without your tricks ; — You 
may, you may. 

S Cit. Are you all resolved to give your voices? 
But that’s no matter, the greater part carries it. I [ 
say, if he would incline to the people, there was 
never a worthier man. 

Enter CoKioLANus and Mknenius. 

Here he comes, and jn the gown of humility ; mark 
his behaviour. We are not to say all together, but 
to come by him where he stands, by ones, by twos, 
and by threes. He’s to make his requests by parti- 
culars : wherein every one of us has a single lionour, 
in giving liirn our own voices with our own tongues : 
therefore, follow me, And I’ll direct you how you 
nliall go by him. 

M. Content, content. 

Men. O sir, you are not right : have you not 
known 

The worthiest men have done it ? 

Cor. What must I say? — 

I pray, sir, — Plague upon’t ! I cannot bring 

My tongue to such a pace : Look, sir ; — ~ my 

wounds ; — 

I got them in my country’s service, when 
Some certain of your brethren roar’d, and ran 
From the noise of our own drums. 

Men. O me, the gods ! 

You must not speak of that : you must desire them 
To think upon you. 

Cor. Think upon me ? Hang ’em ! 

1 would they would forget me. 

Men. You’ll mar all ; 

I’ll leave you ; Pray you, speak to them, I pray you. 
In wholesome manner. ’ [Exit. 

Enter two Citiaens. 

>Car* Bid them wash their faces. 

And keep their teeth plean. — So, here comes a brace, — 
You know the cause, sir, of my standing here. 


1 Cit. We do, sir ; tell us what hath brought you 

to’t. 

Cor. Mine own desert. 

2 Cit. Your own desert ? 

Cor. Ay, not 

Mine own desire. 

1 Cit. How ! not your own desire ? 

Cor. No, sir : 

’IVas never my desire yet, 

To trouble the poor with begging, 

1 CU. You must think, if we give you any thing. 
We hope to gain by you. 

Cor, Well then, I pray, your price o* the consul- 
ship ? 

1 Cit. The price is, sir, to ask it kindly. 

Cor. Kindly ? 

Sir, 1 pray, let me ha’t : I have wounds to show you, 
Which shall be yours in private. — Your good voice» 
sir; 

What say you ? 

2 Cit. You shall have it, worthy sir. 

Cor. A match, sir ; — 

There is in all two worthy voices begg’d : — 

I have your alms ; adieu. 

1 CU. But this is something odd. 

2 Cit. An ’twere to give again, — But ’tis no 

matter. [Exeunt two Citizens, 

Enter two other Citizens. 

Cor. Pray you now, if it may stand with the tune 
of your voices, that I may be consul, I liave here 
the customary gown. 

3 Cit. You have deserved nobly of your country, 
and you have not deserved nobly. 

Cor. Your enigma ? 

3 Cit, You have been a scourge to her enemies, 
you have been a rod to her friends ; you have not, 

1 indeed, loved the common people. 

[ Cor, You should account me the more virtuous, 
that I have not been common in my love. I will, sir, 
flatter my sworn brother the people, to earn a dearer 
estimation of them ; *tis a condition they account 
gentle : and since the wisdom of their choice is 
rather to have my hat than my heart, I will practise 
the insinuating nod, and lie olf»to them most coun- 
tcrfeitly ; that is, sir, 1 m ill counterfeit the bewitch- 
ment of some popular man, and give it bountifully 
to the desirers. Therefore, beseech you, I may be 
consul. 

4 Cit. We hope to find you our friend ; and there- 
fore give you our voices iieartily. 

3 CU. You have received many wounds for your 
country. 

Cor. I will not seal your knowledge with showing 
them. 1 will make much of your voices, and so 
trouble you no further. 

Both Cit. Tlie gotls give you joy, sir, heartily I 

[Exeunt* 

Cor. Most sw’eet voices ! — 

Better it is to die, better to starve, 

Than crave the hire which first we do deserve. 

Why in this wolvi.sli gown should I stand here, 

To beg of Hob and Dick, Umt do appear, 

Their needless vouches ? Custom calls me to’t t — 
What custom wills, in all things should we do’t. 
The dust on antique time would lie unswept, 

And mountainous error be too highly heap’d 
For truth to over- peer.*) — Ratln^r than fool it so, 
Let the high office and the honour go 
» Over-look. 

Uu 
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To one that would do thus. I am half tliroiigh ; 
The one part suffer’d, the other will I do. 

Mnter three other Citizens. 

Here come more voices, — 

Your voices: for your voices I have fought; 
Watch’d for your voices ; for your voices, bear 
Of wounds two dozen odd ; battles thrice six 
I have seen and heard of ; for your voices have 
Done many things, some less, some more : your 
voices : 

Indeed, 1 would be consul. 

5 Cit. He has done nobly, and cannot go without 
any honest man’s voice. 

6 Cit- Xlierefore let him be consul ; The gods give 
him joy, and make him good friend to the people ! 

Amen, Amen. — — 

Jfove save thee, noble consul ! [Uj’cunt Citizens. 
Cor, Worthy voices ! 

Re-enter Menei^ius, uilh Biiutus, and Sicinius. 
Men, You have stood your limitation ; and the 
tribunes 

Bndue you with the people’s voice ; Remains, 

That, in the official marks invested, you 
Anon do meet tlie senate. 

Cor, Is this done ? I 

Sic. The custom of request you have discharg’d : 
The people do admit you ; and are summon’d 
To meet anon, upon your approbation. 

Cor, Where ? at tlie senate-house ? 

Sic, Tliere, Coriolanus. 

Cor, May I then change these garments ? 

Sic. You may, sir. ! 

Cor. That I’ll straight do ; and, knowing myself 
again. 

Repair to the senate-house. 

Men, ril keep you company. — Will you along ? 
Itru, We stay here for the people. 

Sic. Fare you well. I 

[JExeunt Coriol. a?id. Menen. 
He has it now ; and by his looks, methinks, 

*Tis warm at his heart. 

Rru. With a proud heart he wore 

His humble weeds Will you dismiss the people ? 
lle-enter Citizens. 

Sic. How now, my masters ? have you chose this 
man? 

1 Cit. He has our voices, sir. 

Rru, We pray the gods, he may deserve your loves. 

2 Cit. Amen, sir : To my poor unworthy notice, 
He mock’d us, when he begg’d our voices. 

3 Cit, Certainly, 

He flouted us down-right. 

1 Cit. No, *tis his kind of speech, he did not 

mock us. 

2 Cit. Not one amongst us save yourself, but says, 
He us'd us scornfully : he should have show’d us 
His marks of merit, wounds receiv’d for his country. 

Sic* Why, so he did, I am sure. 

Cit* No ; no man saw ’em. 

{^Several speak* 

3 Cit* He said, he had wounds, which he could 

show in private ; 

And with his hat, thus waving it in scorn, 

I woM be contulf says he : aged custom, 

But hy ptmr voioes, tkli not so permit me / 

Ymer peiees there^ f When we granted that, 

was, — I thmk ^ou Jbr your vokes, — thank 

yot*,— * 
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Your most sweet vtnees : — now you have left yo^^r 
voices, 

I have no further tvith you .* Was not this 

mockery ? , 

Sic. Why, either, were you ignorant to see’t ? 

Or, seeing it, of such childish friendliness 
To yield your voice#? 

Dru, Could you not have told him, 

As you were lesson’d, — When he bad no power. 
But was a petty servant to the state, 

He was your enemy ; ever spake against 
Your liberties, and tlie charters that you bear 
I’ the body of the weal ; and now, arriving 
A place of potency, and sway o’ the state. 

If he should still malignantly remain 
Fast foe to the plebcii S yom* voices might 
Be curses to yourselves? You should have said, 
That as his wortliy deeds did claim no less 
Than what he stood for ; so his gracious nature 
Would think upon you for your voices, and 
Translate bis malice towards you into love, 
Standing your friendly lord. 

Sic. Thus to have said, 

As you were fore-advis’d, had toiicli’d his spirit, 
And try’d his inclination : from him pluck’d 
Either his gracious promise, M'hich you might. 

As cause had call’d you up, have held him to ; 

Or else it would have gall’d his surly nature, 

Which easily endures not article 

Tying him to aught ; so putting him to rage, 

You should have ta’en the advantage of liis choler. 
And pass’d him unclected. 

Bru. Did you perceive, 

He did solicit you in free contempt, 

When he did need your loves ; and do you think, 
That his contempt shall not be bruising to you. 
When he hath power to crush ? Why, had your bodies 
No lieart among you ? Or bad you tongues, to cry 
Against the rectorship of judgment? 

Sic* Have you, 

Ere now, deny’d the asker ? and, now again. 

On him, that did not ask, but mock, bestow 
Your su’d-for tongues ? 

3 Cit. He’s not confirm’d, we may deny him yet. 

2 CU. And will deny him : 

I’ll have five hundred voices of that sound. 

1 Cit. I twice five hundred, and their friends to 
piece ’em. 

JBru. Get you hence instantly: and tell those 
friends, — 

They have chose a consul, that will from them take 
Tlieir liberties ; make them of no more voice 
Tlian dogs, that are as often beat for barking, 

As therefore kept to do so. 

Sic. Let them assemble ; 

And, on a safer judgment, all revoke 
Your ignorant election : Enforce his pride. 

And his old hate unto you : besides, forget not 
With what contempt he wore the humble weed ; 
How in his suit he scorn’d you : but your loves, 
Thinking upon his services, took from you 
The apprehension of his present portance 
Which gibingly, ungravely he did fashion 
After the inveterate hate he bears you. 

Bru. Lay 

A fault on us, your tribunes ; that we labour’d 
(No impediment between) but that you must 
Cast your election on him. 

Sic* Say, you chose hini 

* Hebeiant, comiaon peofile. I Cgrriaga 
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More after our commandment, than as guided 
By your own true affections : and that, your minds 
Pre-occupy’d with what you rather must do 
Tha 9 what you should, made you against tlie grain 
To voice him consul : Lay the fault on us. 

i?ru. Ay, spare us not* Say, we read lectures to 
you, w 

How youngly lie began to serve his country, 

How long continued ; and what stock he springs of, 
The noble house o* the Mercians ; from whence came 
That Ancus Murcius, Numa’s daughter’s son. 

Who, after great Hostilius, hero was king : 

Of the same house Publius and Quintus were. 

That our best water brought by conduits hither; 
And Censorinus, darling of the people, 

And nobly nam’d so, being censor twice, 

Was his great ancestor. 

Sic* One tlius descended, 

That hath beside well in his person wrought 
To be set high in place, we did commend 


ACT 

SCLNL I. — yf Street. 

Cornets. Enter Coriolanus, Mknenius, Comi- 
Nius, Trrus Laktius, Senators, and Patricians. 

Cor. Tullus Aufidius then had made new head ? 
Xart. He had, my lord ; and tliat it was, which 
caus’d 

Our swifter composition. . 

Cor. So then the Voices stand but as at first ; 
Heady, when time shall prompt them, to make road 
Upon us again. 

Com. They arc worn, lord consul, so, 

That we shall hardly in our ages see 
Their banners wave* again. 

Cor. Saw you Aufidius? 

Lart. On safe>guard he came to me ; and did curse 
Against the Voices, for they had so vilely 
Yielded the town : he is retir’d to Antiuni. 

Cor. Spoke he of me ? 

Zart. He did, my lord, 

Cor. How? what? 

Zart. How often he had met you, sword to sword ; 
That, of all tilings upon the earth, he hated 
Your person most : that be would pawn his fortunes 
To hopeless restitution, so he might 
Be call’d your vanquisher. 

Cor. At Antium lives he ? 

J^art, At Antium, 

Cor. I wish I had a cause to seek him tliere, 

To oppose his hatred fully. — Welcome home. 

[ 7 h Laktius. 

Eider Sicixius and Brutus. 

Behold ! these are the tribunes of the people, 

The tongues o* the common mouth. 1 do despise 
them : 

For they do prank them in authority, 

Against all noble sufferance, 
iStc. Pass no further. 

Cor. Ha! what is that? 

Btu. It will be dangerous to 

Go on : no further. 

Cor* What makes tliis change ? 

Mm. The matter? 


To your remembrances : but you have found, 
Scaling ^ his present bearing with his past, 

'Hiat he’s your fixed enemy, and revoke 
Your sudden approbation. 

Bru. Say, you ne’er had done’t, 

(Harp on that still, 'i but by our putting on ; 

And presently, when you liave drawn your number, 
Repair to the Capitol. 

Cit. We will so ; almost all [Several speak. 

Refient in their election. [F.xeunt Citizens. 

Bru. Let them go on ; 

Tliis mutiny were better put in hazard. 

Than stay, past doubt, for greater : 

If, as his nature is, he fall in rage 

With their refusal, both observe and answer 

The vantage of his anger. 

Sic. To the Capitol ; 

Come ; we’ll be there before the stream o’ the people ; 
And this shall seem, as partly ’tis, their own, 
VV’^hich we have goaded onward. [Exeunt. 


III. 

Com. Hath he not pass’d the nobles, and the' 
commons ? 

Bru. Cominius, no. 

Cor. Have T had children’s voices? 

1 Sen. Tribunes, give way : he shall to the mjir- 
ket-place. 

Bru. The people tire incens’d against him. 

Sic. Stop, 

Or all will fall in broil. 

Cor. Arc those your herd ? — 

Must these have voices, that can yield them now, 
And straight disclaim their tongues? — What are 
your offices ? 

You being their mouths, why rule you not tlieir 
teeth ? 

Have you not set them on ? 

Men. Be calm, be calm. 

Cor. It is a purpos’d thing, and grows by plot, 
To curb the will of the nobility : — 

Suffer it, and live with such as cannot lule, 

Nor ever will be rul’d. 

Bru. Call’t not a plot ; 

The people cry, you mock’d them ; and, of late, 
When corn was given tliem gratis, you repin’d ; 
Scandal’d the suppliants for the people ; call’d them 
Tiine-plcasers, flatterers, foes to nobleness. 

Cor. W'by, this was known before. 

Bru. Not to them all. 

Car. Have you inform’d them since? 

Jiru. How I 1 inform them I 

Cor. You are like to do such business. 

Bru. Not unlike, 

Each way to better yours. 

Cor, Why then should I be consul ? By yon clouds. 
Let me deserve so ill as you, and make me 
Your fellow>tribune. 

Sic. You show too much of that, 

For which tlie people stir ; If you will pass 
To where you are bound, you must inquire your way, 
Which you are out of, witli a gentler spirit ; 

Or never be so noble as a consul, 

Nor yoke wdth him for tribune. 

Men. Let’s be calm.. 

« Weighing. 

u u a 
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Om> The people are abus'd ; — Set on, — This i 
palt'ring 7 I 

Becomes not Rome ; nor has Coriolanus I 

Deserv'd this so dishonour'd rub, laid falsely i 

1' the plain way of his merit. 

Cor. Tell me of corn ! 

This was my speech, and I will speak’t again ; — 

Men* Not now, not now. 

1 5fen, Not in this heat, sir, now. 

Cor. Now, as 1 live, I will. — My nobler friends, 

I crave their pardons ; — 

For the mutable, rank-scented many, lot them 
Regard me as 1 do not Hatter, and 
Therein behold themselves : I say again, 

In soothing them, we nourish 'gainst our senate 
The cockle of rebellion, insolence, sedition, 

Which we ourselves have plough'd for, sow'd and 
scatter'd, 

By mingling them with us, the honour’d number ; 
Who lack not virtue, no, nor power, but that 
Which they liavc given to beggars. 

Men. Well, no more. 

1 Sen. No more wordsj wc beseech you. 

Cor. How ! no more. 

As for my country I have shed my blood. 

Not fearing outward force, so shall my lungs 
Coin words till their decay, against those mcazels 8 
Which we disdain should tetter ^ us, yet sought 
The very way to catch them. 

Btu. You speak o* the people, 

As if you were a god to punish, not 
'A man of their infirmity. 

Sic. 'Twere well. 

We let the people know’t. 

Men. What, what ? his cholcr ? 

Cor. Cholcr! 

Were I as patient as the midnight sleep, 

By Jove, 'twould be my mind. 

Sic. It is a mind, 

That shall remain a poison wlierc it is, 

Not poison any further. 

Cor. Shall remain ! — 

Hear you this Triton of the minnows ? mark yon 

His absolute shall 9 

Cow. 'Twas from the canon. * 

Cor. Shall / 

O good, but most unwise patricians, why, 

You grave, but reckless senators, have you thus 
Given Hydra here to choose an officer. 

That with his peremptory shaUt being but 

The horn and noise o’ the monsters, w-ants not spirit 

To say, he’ll turn your current in a ditch, 

And make your channel his? If he have power. 
Then vail your ignorance : if none, awake 
Your dangerous lenity. If you are learned, 

Be not as common fools ; if you are not, 

Let them have cushions by you. You are plebeians, 
If they be senators : and they are no less, 

When both your voices blended, the greatest taste 
Most palates tlieirs. They choose their magistrate ; 
And such a one as he, who puts his shdUt 
His popular shalli against a graver bench 
Than ever frown’d in Greece ! By Jove himself. 

It mak^ the consuls base : and my soul aches, 

To know, when two authorities are up. 

Neither supreme, how soon confusion 
May enter 'twiit4he gap of both, and take 
The one by the other, 

r Shotting^ * Leper*. 

9 seab. * According to law. 


Com. Well on to the market-place. 

Cor. Whoever gave that counsel, to give forth 
The corn o’ the store-house gratis, as 'twas us'd 

Sometime in Greece, ♦ 

Men. Well, well, no more of that. 

Cor. (Though there the people had more absolute 
power,) ^ 

I say, they nourish'd disobedience, fed 
The ruin of the state. 

Bru. Why, shall the people give 

One, that speaks thus, their voice ? 

Cor, I’ll give my rcason.s, 

More worthier than their voices. They know, the 
corn 

Was not our rccompencc ; resting well assur’d 
I'hey ne’er did service for’t : Bei ng press'd to the war, 
Even when the vitals of the state were touch’d, 
They would not thread the gales ; this kind of 
service 

Did not deserve corn gratis : l>eing i’ the war, 

Their mutinies and revolts, wherein they show’d 
Most valour, spoke not for them : The accusation 
Which they have often made against the senate, 

All cause unborn, could never be the native ^ 

Of our so frank donation. Well, what then? 

How shall this bosom multiplied digest 
The senate’s courtesy ? Let deeds express 
What’s like to be their words : — We did reqtutst itj 
We are the greater poll and in true fear 
Tluy gave us our demands : — Thus we debase 
The nature of our seats, and make the rablde 
Call our cares, fears : wliich will in time break open 
The locks o’ the senate, and bring in the crows 
To peck the eagles. 

Men, Come, enough. 

Bru. Enough, with over-measure. 

Cor. No, take more : 

What may be sworn by, both divine and human, 
Seal what I end withal ! — This double worship,— 
Where one pai*t does disdain with cause, tiiu other 
Insult without all reason ; where gentry, title, wisdom 
Cannot conclude, but by the yea and uo 
Of general ignorance, — it must omit 
Real neces.sities, and give W'ay the wliile 
To unstable slightness ; purpose .so barr’d, it follow's, 
Nothing is done to purpose : Therefore, beseech 
you, — 

You that w ill be le.ss fearful than discreet 5 
That love the fundamental part of state, 

More than you doubt * the change oCt ; that prefer 
A noble life before a long, and wish 
To jump ^ a body witli a dangerous physick 
That’s sure of death witliout it, — at once pluck out 
I'he multitudinous tongue, let them not lick 
The sweet which is their poison ; your dishonour 
Mangles true judgment, and bereaves the state 
Of that integrity which should become it ; 

Not having the power to do the good it would 
For the ill which doth control it. 

Bru. He has said enough. 

Sic. He has spoken like a traitor, and shall answer 
As traitors do. 

Cor. Thou wretch ! despite overwhelm thee ! — 
What should the people do with these bald tribunes ? 
On whom depending, their obedience faib 
To the greater bench : In a rebelUon, 

When what’s not meet, but what must be, vyaa law, 
Then were they chosen ; in a better hour, 

« Motive, no doubt, wa* l^aksneaie's word. < 

3 Number. * Fear. , ® 
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Scene L 


Let what is meet, be said it must be meet, 

And throw their power i’ tiie dust. 

Bru* Manifest treason. 

Sic* This a consul ? no. 

J3ru* The aediles, ho ! — Let him be apprehended. 
Sic* Go, call the people; [Exit Brutus.] in 
whose name, myself** 

Attach thee, as a traitorous innovator, 

A foe to the publick weal ; Obey, I charge thee, 
And follow to thine answer. 

Cor, Hence, old goat ! 

Sen* ^ Pat* We’U surety him. 

Com* Aged sir, hands off. 

Cor. Hence, rotten thing, or I shall shake thy bones 
Out of thy garments. 

Sic* Help, ye citizens. 

Re-enter Brutus, with the ^Ediles, and a Rabble of 
Citizens. 

Men. On botli sides more respect. 

Sic* Here’s lie, that would 

Take from you all your power. 

Rru. Seize him, a'diles. 

Ctt. Down with liim, down with him ! 

[Several speak. 

2 Sen* Weapons, weaijons, weapons ! 

[They all bustle about Coriolanus. 
Tribunes, patricians, citizens ! — what, ho ! — 
Sicinius, Brutus, Coriolanus, citizens ! 

Cit, Peace, peace, peace ; stay, hold, peace ! 

Men. Wliat is about to be ? — 1 am out of breath ; 
Confusion’s near : I cannot speak : — You, tribunes 
To the people, — Coriolanus patience ; — 

Speak, good Sicinius, 

Sic* Hear me, people j — Peace. 

CU* Let’s hear our tribune ; — Peace, speak, speak 
speak. 

Sic* You are at point to lose your liberties ; 
Marcius would have all from you ; Marcius, 
Whom late you h&ve nam’d for consul. 

Men* Fyc, fye, fye ! 

This is the way to kindle, not to quench. 

1 Sen. To unbuild the city, and to lay all flat. 
Sic. What is tlie city, but the people ? 

Cit* True, 

The people are the city. 

Bru, By the consent of all we were established 
The people’s magistrates, 

Cit. You so remain. 

Men. And so are like to do. 

Cor. That is the way to lay the city flat ; 

To bring the roof to the foundation ; 

And bury all, which yet distinctly ranges, 

In heaps and piles of ruin. 

Sic* This deserves death* 

Bru. Or let us stand to our authority, 

Or let us lose it ; — Wc do here pronounce, 

I’pon the part o’ the people, in whose power 
We were elected theirs, Marcius is worthy 
Of present death, 

(S^, Therefore, lay hold of him : 

Bear him to the rock Tarpeian and from thence 
Intp destruction cast him. 

Bru* ipldiles, seize him. 

Cit* Yield, Marcius, yield. 

Men* Hear me one word, 

beseech you, tribunes, heipr me but a word. 

JEdi* Peace, peace. 

Men* Be that you seem, truly your country’s friend, 
* Whence criminate were thrown, and dashed to pieces. 


And temperately proceed to what you would 
Thus violently redress. 

Bru. Sir, tliose cold ways, 

That seem like prudent helps, arc very poisonous 
Where the disease is violent: — Lay bands upon him. 
And bear him to the rock. 

Cor* No ; I’ll die here, 

[Drawing his Sword* 
There’s some among you have beheld me fighting ; 
Come, try upon yourselves what you have seen me. 
Men. Down with that sword ; — Tribunes, with- 
draw a while. 

Bru. Lay hands upon him. 

Men. Help Marcius ! help, 

You that be noble ; help him, young and old ! 

Cit. Down with him, down with him ! 

[In this MuHnyt the Tribunes, the .^dlles, 
and the People^ are all beat in. 

Men. Go, get you to your house ; begone, away. 
All will be naught else. 

2 Sen. Got you gone. 

Cor* Stand fast ; 

Wc have as many friends as enemies. 

Men* Shall it be put to that ? 

1 Sen. Tiie gods forbid ! 

I pr’ytliee, noble friend, home to thy house ; 

Leave us to cure this cause. 

Alen. For ’tis a sore upon us, 

Y^ou cannot tent yourself : Begone, ’beseech you. 
Com. Come, sir, along with us. 

Cor. I would tliey were barbarians, (as they are. 
Though in Home litter’d,) not Homans, (as they are 
not, 

Though calv’d i’ the porch o* the Capitol,) — 

Meti. Begone ; 

Put not your worthy rage into your tongue ; 

One time will owe another. 

Cor. On fair ground, 

I could beat forty of them. 

Men. I could myself 

Take up a brace of the best of them ; yea, the two 
tribunes. 

Com. But now ’tis odds beyond arithmctick ; 
And manhood is call’d foolery, when it stands 
Against a falling fabrick, — ^^Will you hence, 
Before the tag 7 return ? whoso rage doth rend 
Like interrupted waters, and o’erbear 
Wliat they are us’d to bear. 

Men. Pray you, begone : 

I’ll try wlu.‘thcr my old wit be in request 

With those that have but little ; this must be patch’d 

With cloth pf any colour. 

Cum. Nay, come away. 

[Exeunt Cor. Com. and others* 

1 Pat* This man has marr’d his fortune. 

Men* Hi.s nature is too noble for the W'orld ; 

He would not flatter Neptune for his trident. 

Or Jove for his power to thunder. His heart’s his 
mouth : 

What his breast forges, that his tongue must vent ; 
And, being angry, does forget that ever 
He heard the name of death* [.4 ^foise vdlhin* 
Here’s goodly work ! 

2 Pat, I would they were a^bed ! 

Men* I would they were in Tyber ! — What, the 

vengeance, 

Could he not speak them fair ? . 

Re-enter Brutus and Sicinius, wUh the Rahhle, 
Sk* Where is this viper, 

7 The lonrest of the populace, tag, rag, and bobtalL 
U u S 
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Tliat would depopulate the city, and 
Be every man himself? 

Men. You worthy tribunes, 

Sic. He shall be thrown down the Tarpeian rock 
With rigorous hands ; he hath resisted law. 

And therefore law shall scorn him further trial 
'Jlian the severity of the publick power. 

Which he so sets at nought. 

1 CiU He shall well know, ! 

Tlie noble tribunes are the people’s mouths, 

And we their hands. 

CHt, He shall, sure on’t. 

[(Si veral spenk togeUwr, 
Men. Sir, — 

Sic. Peace. 

Men. Do not cry, havock, where you should but 
hunt 

With modest warrant. 

Sic. Sir, how comes it, that you 

Have holp to make this rescue? 

Men. Hear me speak : -~ 

As I do know the consul’s worthiness. 

So can I npme his faults ; 

Sk. Consul ? — What consul ? 

Men. The consul Coriolanus. 

liru. He a consul ! 

Cit. No, no, no, no, no. 

Men. If, by the tribune's leave, and yours, good 
people, 

I may be heard, I’d crave a word or two ; 

Tlie which shall turn you to no further harm, ! 
Than so much loss of time. 

Sic. Speak briefly then ; 

For we are peremptory, to despatch 
This viperous traitor : to eject him hence, 

Were but one danger ; and, to keep him here, 

Ouf certain death ; therefore it is decieed, 

He dies to>night. 

Men. Now the good gods forbid. 

That our renowned Rome, whose gratitude 
Towards her deserved & children is enroll’d 
In Jove’s own book, like an unnatural dam 
Should now eat up her own ! 

Sic. He’s a disease, that must be cut away. 

Men. O, he’s a lin^), that has but a disease ; 
Mortal, to cut it olT ; to cure it, easy. 

What has he done to Rome, that’s wortliy death ? 
Killing our enemies ? The blood he hath lost, 
(Which, I dare vouch, is more than that he hath, 

}3y many an ounce,) he dropp’d it for his country: 
And, what is left, to lose it by his country. 

Were to us all, that do’t, and suffer it, 

A brand to the end o’ the world. 

Sk. This is clean kam.9 

Bru. Merely * awry; when he did love his country, 
It honour’d him. 

Men. The service of the foot 

Being once gangren’d, is not then respected 
For what before it was ? 

J?rM. We’ll hear no more : •— 

Pursue him to hts house, and pluck him thence ; 
Lest his infection, being of catching nature, 

Spread further. 

Men. One word more, one word. 

This tiger^footed rage, when it shall And 
The harm of unscann’d swiftness will, too late, 
Tie leaden pounds to his heels. Proceed by process ; 
Lest parties (as he is belov’d) break out, 

*» Deserving. • Quite awry, 

i Ahseluteiy. ^ lacfiasiderate haste. 


Act in. 

And sack great Rome with Romans. 

Bru. If it were so, — 

Sic. What do ye talk ? 

Have we not had a taste of his obedience ? « 

Our sediles smote ? ourselves resisted ? Come : — 
Men. Consider this He has been bred i’ tlie wars 
Since he could draw a sword, and is ill school’d 
In boulted^ language; meal and bran together 
He throws without distinction. Give me leave, 

I’ll go to him, and undertake to bring him 
Where he shall answer by a lawful form, 

(In peace) to his utmost peril. 

1 Sen. Noble tribunes. 

It is the humane way : the other course 
Will prove too bloody ; and the end of it 
Unknown to the beginning. 

Sk. Noble Menenius, 

Be you then as the people’s officer ; 

Masters, lay down your weapons. 

Brn. Go not home. 

Sk. Meet on the market-place ; — We’ll attend 
you there : 

Where, if you bring not Marcius, we’ll proceed 
In our first way. 

Men. I’ll bring him to you : — 

Let me desire your company. [To Senators.] 
He must come, 

Or what is worst will follow. 

I Sen. Pray you, let’s to him. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. ■— Room in Coriolanus’ House. 

Enter Coriolanus, and Patricians. 

Cor. Let them pull all about mine cars ; present me 
Death on the wheel, or at wild horses’ heels ; 

Or pile ten hills on the 'J’ariieian rock, 

I'hat the precipitation might down stretch 
Below the beam of sight, yet will I still 
Be thus to them. 

Enter VoLUMNiA. 

1 Pat. You do the nobler. 

Cor. 1 muse \ my mother 
Does not approve me further, who was wont 
To call them wooden vassals, things created 
To buy and sell with groats ; to show bare heads 
In congregations, to yawn, be still, and wonder. 
When one but of my ordinance ^ .stood up 
To speak of peace, or war, I talk of you ; 

\To VOLTIMNIA. 

Why did you wish me milder ? Would you have me 
False to my nature ? Rather say, I play 
The man I am. 

Vol. O, sir, sir, sir, 

I would have had you put your power well on, 
Before you had worn it out 

Cor. Let go. 

Vol. You might have been enough the man you 
are, 

With striving less to be so ; Lesser had been 
'Die thwartings of your dispositions, if 
You had not show’d them how you were dispos’d. 
Ere they lack’d power to cross you. 

Cor. Let them hang. 

I Vol. Ay, and bum too. 

I Enter Menenius, and Senators. 

Men. Come, come, you have been too rou^v 
something too rough ; 

You must return, and mend it 

3 Finely sifted. ^ Wonder. » Ms. 
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Scene 11. 

1 Sen* Th€re*s no remedy ; 

Unless, by not so doing, our good city 
Cleave in the midst and perish. 

W>/. Pray, be counsell’d : 

I have a heart as little apt as yours. 

But yet a brain, that leads my use of anger. 

To better vantage. 

Men* Well said, noble woman ; 

Before he should thus stoop to the herd, but that 
The violent fit o’ the time craves it as pliysick 
For the whole state, I would put mine armour on. 
Which I can scarcely bear. 

Cor* What must I do ? 

Men* Return to the tribunes. 

Cor, Well, 

What then ? what then ? 

Men. Repent what you have spoke. 

Cor. For them ? — I cannot do it to the gods ; 
Must I then do’t to them ? 

Vol. You arc too absolute ; 

Though therein you can never be too noble. 

But when extremities speak. I have heard you say, 
Honour and policy, like unsever’d friends, 
r the war do grow together : Grant that, and tell me, 
In peace, what each of them by th’ other lose. 

That they combine not there. 

Cor. Tush, tush ! 

Men. A good demand. 

Vol. If it be honour in your wars, to seem 
The same you are not, (which, for your best ends. 
You adopt your policy,) how is it less or worse. 
That it shall liold companionship in peace 
With honour as in war ; since that to both 
It stands in like request ? 

Cor. Why force you this ? 

Vol. Because that now it lies you on to speak 
To the people ; not by your own instruction, 

Nor by the matter which your heart prompts you to. 
But with such words that are but roted in 
Your tongue, though but bastards, and syllables 
Of no allowance, to your bosom’s truth. 

Now, this no more dishonours you at all. 

Than to take in ® a town with gentle words, 

Which else would put you to your fortune, and 
'fhe hazard of much blood. ■ — 

I would dissemble with my nature, where 
My fortunes, and my friends, at stake, requir’d 
I should do so in honour : 1 am in this, 

Your wife, your son, tlicse senators, the nobles ; 
And you will rather show our general lowts ^ 

Plow you can frown, than spend a fawn upon them, 
For the inheritance of their loves, and safeguard 
Of what that want might ruin. 

Men* Noble lady ! — 

Come, go with us ; speak fair : you may salve so, 
Not what is dangerous piesent, but tlie loss 
Of what is past. 

Vol. I pr’ythee, now, my son. 

Go to them, with this bonnet in thy hand ; 

And thus far having stretch’d it, (here be with them,) 
Thy knee bussing the stones, (for in such business 
Action is eloquence, and the eyes of the ignorant 
More learned than the ears,) waving thy head, 
Which often thus correcting tliy stout heart, 

That humble, as the ripest mulberry, 

Now will not hold tlie handling : Or, say to them, 
'rhou art their soldier, and being bred in broils, 
Hast not the soft way, which, thou dost confess, 
Were fit for thee to use, as they to claim, 

* Sttbdua ^ Commem clowna 
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In asking their good loves ; but thou wilt ftume 
Thyself, forsooth, hereafter theirs, so far 
As thou hast power, and person. 

Men* This but done, 

Even as she speaks, why, all their hearts were yours : 
For they have pardons, being ask’d, as free 
As words to little purpose. 

Vol* Pr’ythee now, 

Go, and be rul’d : altliougli, 1 know, thou hadst 
rather 

Follow thine enemy in a fiery gulf, 

Than fiatter him in a bower. Here is Cominius. 

Enter Comikius. 

Com. 1 have been i’ the market place : and, sir, 
*tis fit 

You make strong party, or defend yourself 
By calmness, or by absence, all’s in anger. 

Me?i. Only fair speech. 

Com. I think, ’twill serve, if he 

Can thereto frame his spirit. 

Vol. He must, and will : — 

Pr’ythee now, say, you will, and go about it. 

Cor* Must I go show them my unbarb'd sconce ? ® 
Must I, 

With my base tongue, give to my noble heart 
A lie, that it must bear? Well, I will do’t: 

Yet were there but this single plot to lose. 

This mould of Marcius, they to dust should grind it. 
And throw it against the wind. — To the market* 
place : 

You have put me now to such a part, which never 
I shall discharge to the life. 

Co?n. Come, come, we’ll prompt you. 

Vol. I pr’ythee now, sweet son ; as thou hast said. 
My praises madp thee first a soldier, so, 

To have my praise for this, perform a part * 
Thou hast not done before. 

Cor. Well, 1 must do’t : 

Away, my disposition, and possess me 
Some harlot’s spirit ! My throat of M ar be turn’d, 
'Which quired with my drum, into a voice 
Tliat babies lulls asleep ! The smiles of knaves 
Tent 9 in my cheeks ; and school-boys’ tears take up 
The glasses of my sight ! A beggar’s tongue 
Make motion tljrough my lips ; and my arm’d 
knees, 

Who bow'dJnTt in my stirrup, bend like his 
That hath receiv’d an alin^ !~T will not do’t : 

Lest I surcease to honour mine own truth. 

And by my body’s action, teach my mind 
A most inherent baseness. 

Vol, At thy choice then ; 

To beg of thee, it is my more dishonour, 

Ilian diou of them. Come all to ruin ; let 

Thy mother rather feel thy pride, than fear 
Thy dangerous stoutness ; for I mock at death 
With as big heart as thou. Do as thou list. 

Thy valiantness was mine, thou suck’dst it from me; 
But owe ‘ tliy pride thyself. 

Cor. Pray, be content ; 

Mother, I am going to the market-place ; 

Chide me no more. I’ll mountebank their loves. 
Cog their hearts from tliem, and come home belov’d 
Of all the trades in Roml. Look, I am going ; 
Commend me to my wife. I’ll return consul ; 

Or never trust to what my tongue can do 
I* the way of flattery, further. 

Vol* Do your will. 

* Unihaven head. ® Dwell > Own. 

TIu 4 


CORIOLANUS. 



664 

Com. Away, the tribunes do attend you : arm 
yourself 

To answer mildly ; for they are prepar’d 
With accusations, as I hear, more strong 
Than are upon you yet. 

Cor. The word is, mildly : — Pray you, let us go ; 
I^et them accuse me by invention, I 
Will answer in mine honour. 

Men. Ay, but mildly. 

Cor. Wc'll, mildly be it then ; mildly. [ExeufU. 

SCENE III. — Foru/n. 

Enter Sicinius and Brutus. 

Bi'U* In this point charge him home, that he aflbcts 
Tyrannical powei ; If he eviidc us there. 

Enforce him with his envy to the people ; 

And that the spoil, got on the Antiates, 

Was ne’er distributed. — 

Enter an JEdile. 

What, will he come ? 

JEd, lie’s coming. 

Era. * How accompanied ? 

jEd‘ With old Menenius, and those senators 
That always favour’d liiiii. 

Sic. Have you a catalogue 

Of all the voices that we have procur’d, 

Set down by the poll ? 

jEd. I have ; ’tis ready, here. 

Sic. Have you collected them by tribes? 
jEd. I have. 

Sic* Assemble presently the people hither : 

And when they hear me say, It i,hnll he so 
F the right and strength of' the commons, be it either 
Eor death, for fine, or banishment, then let them, 

If T say, fine, cry fine ; if death, cry death / 
Insisting on the old prerogative 
And power i’ tlic truth o’ the cause. 

jEd. I shall inform them. 

Bru. And when such time they have begun to cry, 
Let them not cease, but with a din confus’d 
Enforce the present execution 
Of what we chance to sentence. 
uEd. , Very well. 

Sic. Make them be strong, and ready for this hint, 
When we shall hap to give’t them. 

Eru. Go about it. — 

[Exit iEdile. 

Put him to clioler straight : Ho hatli been us’d 
Ever to conquer, and to have his worth * 

Of contradiction : Being once chaf’d, he cannot 
Be rein’d again to temperance ; then he speaks 
What’s in his heart ; and that is there, which looks 
With us to break his neck. 

Enter CoaiotANus, Mfnenius, Cominius, Senators, 
and Patricians. 

Sic. Well, here he comes. 

Men. Calmly, I do beseech you. 

Cor. Ay, as an ostler, that for the jHiorest piece 
Will bear the knave by the volume. — The honour’d 
gods 

Keep Rome in safety, an^the chairs of justice 
Supplied with worthy men ! plant love among us I 
Throng our large temples wifo the shows of peace. 
And not our streets with war ! 

1 Sen. Amen, amen ! 

Htfen. A noble wish. 

> Will bear beiitf called a knave. 


Act IIL 

Re-enter JEdile, with Citizens. 

Sic. Draw near, ye people. 

xEd. List to your tribunes ; audience : Peace, 1 
say. • 

Cor. First, hear me speak. 

Eoth Tri. WeU, say. — Peace, ho. 

Cor. Shall I be charg’d no further than this present ? 
Must all determine here? 

Sic. I do demand, 

If you submit you to the people’s voices, 

Allow their officers, and are content 
To sufler lawful censure for such faults 
As shall be prov’d upon you ? 

Cor. I am content. 

Men. 1^0, citizens, he says, lie is content : 
riie warlike service he has done, consider ; 

Think on the wounds his body bears, which show 
Like graves i’ the holy churchyard. 

Cor. Scratches with briars, 

Scars to move laughter only. 

Men. C’onsider further, 

That when he speaks not like a citizen, 

You find him like a soldier . Do not take 
His rougher accents for malicious sounds, 

But, as I say, such as become a soldier, 

Rather than envy 3 you. 

Com. Well, well, no more. 

Cor. What is the matter, 

That being pass’d for consul with full voice, 

I am so dishonour’d, that the very hour 
You take it oft’ again ? 

Sic. Answer to us. 

Cor. Say then : ’tis true, I ought so. 

Sic. We charge you, that you have contriv’d to take 
From Home all season’d •* oftice, and to wind 
Yourself into a power tyrannical ; 

For which, you are a traitor to the people. 

Cor. Ilow ! Traitor ? 

Men. Nay ; temperatejy : Your promise. 

Cor. The fires i’ foe lowest hell fold in the people I 
Call me their traitor ! — Hioii injurious tribune ! 
Within thine eyes sat twenty thousand deafos. 

In thy hands clutch’d as many millions, in 
Thy lying tongue both numbers, I would say, 
Thou liest, unto foee, with a voice as free 
As I do pray the gods. 

Sic. Mark you this, people? 

Cit. To the rock with him j to foe rock with him ! 

Sic. Peace. 

We need not put new matter to his charge ; 

What you have seen him do, and heard him speak, 
Beating your officers, cursing yourselves, 

Opposing Jaws with strokes, and here defying 
Those w hose great pow er must try him j even this, 
So criminal, and in such capital kind, 

Deserves the extremest death. 

Eru. But since be hath 

Serv’d well for Rome, — ‘ 

6’or. What do you prate of service ? 

Eru. I talk of tliat, that know it. 

Cor. You ? 

Men. Is tldi 

The promise that you made your mother ? 

Com. Know, 

I pray you, — 

Cor. I’ll know no further : 

I..et them pronounce foe steep Tarpeian death, 
Vagabond exile, flaying ; Pent to Unger 
But w'ith a grain a day, I would not buy 

3 Malice. « Oflongitandinf. 
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Their mercy at the price of one fair word ; 

Nor check my courage for wliat they can give, 

To bave*t with saying, Good morrow. 

Sief For that he has 

( As much as in him lies) from time to time 
Bnvied ^ against the people, seeking means 
To pluck away their power; as now at last 
Given hostile strokes, and that not ^ in the presence 
Of dreaded justice, but on the ministers 
That do distribute it ; In the name o’ the people. 
And in the power of us the tribunes, we, 

Even from this instant, banish him our city ; 

In peril of precipitation 

From off the rock Tarjieian, never more 

'i'o enter our Rome’s gates : 1’ the people’s name, 

1 say, it shall be so. 

CU, It shall be so, 

It shall be so ; let him away : he’s banish’d. 

And so it shall be. 

Com* Hear me, my masters, and my common 
friends ; — - 

Sic. He’s sentenc’d : no more hearing. 

Com. Let me speak ; 

I have been consul, and can show from 7 Rome, 
Her enemies’ marks upon me. 1 do love 
My country’s good, w'ith a respect more tender, 
More holy, and profound, than mine own life, 

My dear wife’s estimate than if I would 
Speak tliat — — 

Sk. "We know your drift ; Sjieak wdiat? 

Urv. There’s no more to be said, but he is banished. 
As enemy to the people, and his country : 
it shall bo so. 


Cit. It shall be so, it shall be so. 

Cor. You common cry 9 of curs ! whose breath I 
hate 

As reek * o’ the rotten fens, whose loves I prize 
As tlie dead carca.sses of unburied men 
That do corrupt my air, I banish you ; 

And here remain with your uncertainty ! 

Let every feeble rumour shake your hearts I 
Your enemies with nodding of their plumes, 

Fan you into despair ! have the power still 
To banish your defenders ; till, at length. 

Your ignorance, (which finds not, till it feels,) 
Making not reservation of yourselves, 

(Still your own foes,) deliver you, as most 
Abated*'^ captives, to some nation 
That won you without blows ! despising. 

For you, the city, thus I turn my back : 

Tliere is a world elsewhere. 

[Exevnt Coriolanus, Cominius, Menrmxus, 
Senators, and Patricians. 

JEd. The people’s enemy is gone, is gone ! 

Cit. Our enemy’s banish’d! he is gone! Hoo! 
hoo ! » 


[ The people should and throw np their Caps* 
Sic. Go, see him out at gates, and follow him, 
As he hath follow’d you, with all desjiite ; 

Give him deserv’d vexation. ^ Let a guard 
Attend us through the city. 

Cit. Come, come, let us see him out at gates; 
come : — 

Tlic gods preserve our noble tribunes ! — Come. 

[^Exeunt* 


ACT IV. 


SCENE 1. — Before a Gate of the dtp. 

Enter CoRiOLANus, Vot.umnia, ViRGiLiA, Mene- 
Nius, CoMiNius, and several young Patridans. 
Cor. Come leave your tears ; a brief farewell : — 
the beast 

With many heads butts me away. — Nay, niotlier, 
Where is your ancient courage ? you w ere us’d 
To say, extremity was the trier of spirits ; 

That common chances common men could bear ; 
I'hat, when the sea was calm, all boats alike 
SI vow’d mastership in floating : fortune’s blows, 
When most struck home, being gentle wounded, 
craves 

A noble cunning : you were us’d to load me 
With precepts, that would make invincible 
The heart that conn’d them. 

Vir. O heavens! O heavens! 

Cor. Nay, I pr’ythee, woman, 

Vol. Now the red pestilence strike all trades in 
Rome, 

And occupations perish ! 

Cor. What, what, wdiat 1 

I shall be lov’d when I am lack’d ! Nay, mother. 
Resume that spirit, when you w'ere wont to say. 

If you had been tlie wife of Hercules, 

Six of his labours you’d have done and sav’d 
Your husband so much sweat. Cominius, 

Droop not ; adieu : •— Farewell, my wife ! my 
mother ! 

* Showed hmtnid, « Not only. ^ For. ^ Value 


I’ll do well yet. — Thou old and true Menenius, 
Thy tears are sal ter than a younger man’s, 

And venomous to thine eyes. — My sometime general 
1 have seen thee stern, and thou hast oft beheld 
Heart-hard’ ning spectacles ; tell these sad women, 
*Tis fond 3 to wail inevitable sti^}kes. 

As ’tis to laugh at them. — My mother, you wot 
well, 

My hazards still have been your solace ; and 
liclicvc’t not liglitly, (tuough 1 go alone 
Like to a Iqf^ly dragon, that his fen, 

Makes fear’d, and talk’d of more than seen,) your son 
Will, or exceed the common, or be caught 
With cautelous * baits and practice. 

Vol. My first ^ son, 

Whither wilt thou go? Take good Cominius 
With thee a while ; Determine on some course, 
More tlian a wild exposture ® to each chance 
That starts i* the way before thee. 

Cor. O the gods ! 

Com. I’ll follow Uiee a month, devise with thee 
Where thou shall rest, that thou mayst hear of us, 
And we of thee : so if the time thrust forth 
A cause for tliy repeal, we shall not send 
O’er the vast world, to seel® single man ; 

And lose advantage, which dotli ever cool 
I* the absence of the needer. 

Cor, Fare ye well : 

Thou hast years upon thee ; and thou art too full 

^ Pack. > Vapour. * Subdued. ® Foolish. 

< Insidious. * NoJWest. « Exposure. 
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Of tbc war's surfeits, to go rove with one 
That's yet unbruis’d ; bring me but out at gate. — 
Come, my sweet wife, my dearest mother, and 
My friends of noble touch 7, when I am forth, 

Bid me farewell, and smile. I pray you, come. 
While 1 remain above the ground, you shall 
Hear from me still ; and never of me aught 
But what is like me formerly. 

Men* That's worthily 

As any ear can hear. — Come, lot’s not weep. — 

If I could shake off’ but one seven years 
From these old arms and legs, by the good gods, 
I’d M’ith thee every foot. 

Cor* Give me thy hand ; — 

Come, [Exeunt* 

SCENE II. Street near the Gate. 

Enter Sicinius, Buutus, and an j^dUc. 

Sic* Bid them all home ; he's gone, and wc'll no 
furtlier, — 

The nobility are vex’d, who, we see, have sided 
In his behalf. 

Bru* Now we have shown our power, 

Eet us seem humbler after it is done, 

Than when it was a doing. 

Sic. . Bid them home : 

Say, their great enemy is gone, and they 
Stand in their ancient strength. 

Bru. Dismiss them home. 

[Exit JEdile. 

Enter Volumkia, Virgilia, and Menenius. 

Here comes his mother. 

Sic* Let’s not meet her. 

Bru. Why? 

Sic. They say, she’s mad. 

Bru. They have ta’en note of us : 

Keep on your way. 

Vol. O, you’re well met : The hoarded plague 
o’ the gods 
Requite your love ! 

Jkfew- Peace, peace ; be not so loud. 

Vol. If that I could for weeping, you should 
hear, — • 

Nay, and you shall hear some. — Will you be gone? 

[To Brutus. 

Vir* You shall stay too; [To SiciN.] I would, 
I had the power 

To say so to my husband. ^ 

Sic. Are you mankind ? 

Vol. Ay, fool ; is that a shame?— Note but this 
fool. — 

Was not a man my father? Hadst thou foxship 
To banish him that struck more blows for Rome, 
Than thou hast spoken words ? 

Sk. O blessed heavens ! 

Vol. More noble blows, than ever thou wise words ; 
And for Rome's good. — I’ll tell thee what ; — 
Yet go : — 

Nay but thou shalt stay too : — I would my son 
Were in Arabia, and thy tribe before him, 

His good sword in his hand. 

Sic. ^ What then ? 

Vir, What then ? 

He’d make an end of thy posterity. 

Vol* Good man, the wounds that he does bear 
for Rome ! 

Men* Come, come, peace. 

7 True metal 


Act IV. 

Sic* I would he had continu’d to his country, 

As he began ; and not unknit himself 
The noble knot he made. 

Bru. I would be had. 

Vol. I would he had? *Twas you incens’d the 
rabble : 

Cats, that can judge as fitly of his worth 
As I can of those mysteries which heaven 
Will not liave earth to know. 

Brti* Pray, let us go. 

Vol. Now, pray, sir, get you gone : 

You liave done a brave deed. Ere you go, hear this : 
As far as doth the Capitol exceed 
The meanest house in Rome : so far, my son, 
(This lady’s husband here, this, do you sec,) 

Whom you have banish’d, does exceed you all. 

Bru. Well, well, we’ll leave you. 

Why stay we to be baited 
With one that wants her wits ? 

Vol. Take my prayers with you. — 

I would the gods had nothing else to do, 

[Exeunt Tribunes. 

But to confirm my curses ! Could 1 meet them 
But once a day, it would unclog my heart 
Of what lie.s heavy to’t. 

Men. You have told them home, 

And, by my troth, you have cause. You’ll sup with 
me? 

Vol. Anger’s my meat ; I sup upon myself, 

And so shall starve with feeding. — Come, let’s go : 
Leave tliis faint puling, and lament as I do. 

In anger, Juno4ike. Come, come, come. 

Men. Fyc, fye, fye ! [Exeunt. 

SCENE III. — A Highway between Rome and 
Antium. 

Enter a Roman and a Voice, meeting, 

Rom. I know you well, sir,, and you know me : 
your name, I tliink, is Adrian. 

Vol. It is so, .sir ; truly, I have forgot you. 

Rom. I am a Roman ; and my services are, as 
you are, against them : Know you me yet? 

Vol. Nicanor? No. 

Rom. The same, sir, 

Vol. You had more beard, when I last saw you ; 
but your favour ® is well appeared by your tongue. 
What’s the news in Rome ? I have a note from the 
Volscian state, to find you out there : You have well 
saved me a day’s journey. 

Rom. There hath been in Rome strange insur- 
rection : the people against the senators, patricians, 
and nobles. 

Vol. Hath been ! Is it ended then ? Our state 
thinks not so ; they are in a most warlike prepar- 
ation, and hope to come upon them in the heat of 
their division. 

Rom. The main blaze of it is past, but a small 
thing would make it flame again. For the nobles 
receive so to heart the banishment of that worthy 
Coriolanus, that they are in a ripe aptness, to take 
all power from the people, and to pluck from them 
their tribunes for ever. This lies glowing, I can 
tell you, and is almost mature for the violent 
breaking out. 

Vol. Coriolanus banished ? 

Rom* Banished, sir. 

Vol* You win be welcome vrifh this intelligence, 
Nicanor. 

0 Countenance. 


CORIOLANUS. 



Scene V. 

TJom. The day seizes well for them now. I have 
heard it said, the fittest time to corrupt a matins wife, 
is wlviH she's fallen out with her husband. Your 
noble Tillius Aufidius will appear well in tliese 
wars, his great opposer, Coriolanus, being now in 
no request of his country, 

VoU He cannot choose. I am most fortunate, 
thus accidentally to encounter you ; You have 
ended my business, and I will merrily accompany 
you home. 

liojyu I shall, between this and supper, tell you 
most strange things from Rome ; all tending to the | 
good of their adversaries. Have you an army ready, 
say you ? 

VoU A most royal one : the centurions, and their 
charges, distinctly billeted, already in the entertain- 
ment and to be on foot at an hour’s warning. 

I am joyful to hear of their readiness, and 
am the man, I think, that shall set them in present 
action. So, sir, heartily well met, and most glad of 
your company. 

Vol. You take my part from me, sir ; I liave the 
most cause to be glad of yours. 

Rom* Well, let us go togetlier. [^Exrunt, 

SCENE IV. — Antium. Aufidius’i House, 

Enter Comolanus, in mean Jpparelf disguised and 
muJJUnL 

Cor. A goodly city is this Antium : City, 

’Tis I that made thy widows j many an heir 

Of these fair edifices ’fore my w'ars 

Have 1 heard groan, and drop : then know me not; 

T^est that tliy wives with spits, and boys with stones, 

Enter a Citizen. 

In puny battle slay me. — Save you, sir. 

CU. And you. 

Cor. f)ircct me, if it lie your will, 

Where great Aufidius lies : Is he in Antium? 

at. He is, and feasts the nobles of the state. 

At his house this night. 

Cor. Which is his house, ’beseech you ? 

CiU This, here, before you. 

Cor. Thank you, sir ; farewell. 

[Exit Citizen. 

O, world, thy slippery turns ! Friends iiow' fast sworn, 
Whose double bosoms seem to wear one heart, 
Whose hours, whose bed, whose meal, and exercise. 
Are still together, who twin, as ’tw^ere, in love 
Unseparable, shall within this hour, 

On a dissension of a doit break out 
To bitterest enmity : So, fellest foes. 

Whose passions and whose plots have broke their 
sleep 

To take the one the other, by some chance, 

Some trick not worth an egg, shall grow dear friends, 
And interjoin their issues. So with me : — 

My birth-place hate I, and my love’s upon 
This enemy town. — I’ll enter : if he slay me, 

He does fair justice ; if he give me way, 

ril do his country service. {ExU. 

SCENE V. — .if Hall in Aufidius’^ House. 

Mudek wUhin. Ente^' a Servant. 

1 SIpn;. Wine, wine, wine ! What service is here ! 
I think our fellows are asleep, [Exit* 

* In pay. 
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Enter another Servant. 

2 Serv. Where's Cotus ? my master calls for him. 
Cotus 1 [ExiU 

Enter Coriolanus. 

Cor. A goodly house : The feast smells well ; 
but I 

Appear not like a guest. 

Re-enter the Jirst Servant. 

1 Serv. What w'ould you have, friend ? 'Whence 
are you ? Here’s no place for you : Pray, go to the 
door. 

Cor. I have deserved no better entertainment, 

In being Coriolanus. 

Re-enter second Servant. 

2 Serv. Whence are you, sir ? Has the porter his 
eyes in his head, that he gives entrance to such com- 
panions ? Pray, get you out. 

Cor. Away ! 

2 Serv. Away? Get you away. , 

Cor. Now thou art troublesome. 

1 AVn*. Are you so brave? I’ll have you talked 
with anon. 

Enter a third Servant. The first meets him* 

3 Serv. What fellow’s this ? 

1 Serv. A strange one as ever I looked on : I 
cannot get him out o’ the house ; Pr’ythee, call my 
master to him. 

3 Serv. What have you to do here, fellow ? Pray 
you, avoid the house. 

Cor. Let me but stand; I will not hurt your 
hearth. 

3 Serv. What are you ? 

Cor. A gentleman. 

3 Serv. A marvellous poor one. 

Cor. True, so I am, 

3 Serv. Pray you, poor gentleman, take up some 
other station ; here’s no place for you ; pray you, 
avoid: come. 

Cor. Follow your function, go ! 

And batten 2 on cold bits. • [Pushes him away, 

3 Serv. What, will you not? Pr’ythee, tell my 
master what a strange guest he has here. 

2 Serv. And I shall. [Exit. 

3 Serv. Where dwellest thou. 

Cor. Under the canopy, 

3 Serv, Under the canopy ? 

Cor, Ay. 

3 Serv. Where’s that? 

Cor. I’ the city of kites and crows, 

3 Serv. P the city of kites and crowds ? — What an 
ass it is ! — Then thou dwellest with daws too ? 

Cor. No, I serve not thy master. 

3 Serv. How, sir ! Do you meddle with my 
master ? 

Cor, Thou prat’st, and prat’st; serve with tliy 
trencher, hence i [Beats him away. 

Enter Aufidius, and the seemd Servant. 

duf. Where is tliis fell^ ? 

2 Serv. Here, sir; I’d have beaten him like a 
dog, but for disturbing the lords within. 

Atfi Whence comestthou? what wouldest tliou? 
Thy name ? 

Why speak’st not? Speak, man ^ What's thy name ? 


CORIOLANUS. 


< A small coin. 


* Feed. 



668 CORIOLANUS. Act IV. 


Cor, If, Tullus, [Unmujling. 

Not yet thou know'st me, and seeing me, dost not 
Think me for the man I am, necessity 
Commands mo name myself. 

Atif, What is tliy name ? 

[Servants retire. 

Cor. A name unmusical to the Volsdans’ ears. 
And harsh in sound to thine. 

Anf. Say, what's thy name ? 

Thou hast a grim appearance, and thy face 
Bears a command in’t ; though thy tackle’s torn. 
Thou show’st a noble vessel : What’s thy name ? i 

Cor. Prepare thy brow to frown ; Know’st thou i 
me yet ? 

AuJ*. I know thee not . — Thy name? 

Cor. My name is Caius Marcius, wlio hath done 
To thee particularly, and to all the Voices, 

Great hurt and mischief; thereto witness may 
My surname, Coriolanus ; The painful service. 
The extreme dangers, and the drops of blood 
Shed for my thankless country, are requited 
But with that surname ; a good memory \ 

And witliess of the malice and displeasure 
Which thou shouldst bear me: only that name 
remains ; 

The cruelty and envy of the people. 

Permitted by our dastard nobles, who 
Have all forsook me, hath devour’d the rest ; 

And suffer’d me by the voice of slaves to be 
Whoop’d out of Rome. Now, this extremity 
Hath brought me to thy hearth ; Not out of hope, 
Mistake me not, to save my life ; for if 
I had fear’d death, of all the men i’ the world 
I would have ’voided thee ; but in mere spite. 

To be full quit of those my baiiishers. 

Stand I before tlice here. Then if thou hast 
A heart of wreak ^ in thee, that will revenge 
Thine own particular wrongs, and stop those maims 
Of shame seen through thy country, speed thee 
straight. 

And make my misery serve thy turn ; so use it, 
That my revengeful services may prove 
As benefits to thee ; for I will fight 
Against my canker’/l country wiUi the spleen 
Of all the under ^ fiends. But if so be 
Thou dar’st not this, and that to prove more fortunes 
Thou art tir’d, then, in a word, I also am 
Longer to live most weary, and present 
My throat to thee, and to thy ancient malice : 
Which not to cut, would show thee but a fool ; 
Since I have ever follow’d thee with hate, 

Drawn tuns of blood out of thy country’s breast, 
And cannot live but to thy shame, unless 
Jt be to do thee service. m 

Avf. O^Iarcius, Marcius, 

Each word thou hast spoke hath weeded from my 
heart 

A root of ancient envy. If Jupiter 
Should from yon cloud speak divine things, and say, 
trues I’d not believe them more than thee. 

All noble Marcius. — O let me twine 
Mine arms about that body, where against 
My grained ash an hundred times hatli broke, 

And scar’d the moon with splinters ! Here I clip ^ 
The anvil of my sword ; and do contest 
As hotly and as nobly with thy love, 

As ever in ambitious strength I did 
Contend against thy valour. Know thou first, 

3 Memorial. ^ Resentment. 

» Inf^rncO. ^ Embrace. 


I love the maid 1 married ; never man 
Sigh’d truer breath ; hut that 1 see thee here, 

Thou noble thing ! more dances my rapt hi^rt. 
Than when I first my wedded mistress saw 
Bestride my threshold. Why, thou Mars ! I tell thee, 
We have a power on foot ; and 1 had purpose 
Once more to hew tliy target from thy brawn 7 , 

Or lose mine arm for’t ; Thou hast heat me out » 
Twelve several times, and I have nightly since 
Dreamt of encounters ’twixt thyself and me ; 

We have been down together in my sleep, 
Unbuckling helms, fisting each other’s tliroat, 

And wak’d half dead witli nothing. Worthy Marcius, 
Had we no quarrel else to Rome, but that 
Thou art hence banish’d, we would muster all 
From twelve to seventy ; and, pouring war 
Into the bowels of ungrateful Rome, 

Like a bold flood o’er-beat. O, come, go in. 

And take our friendly senators by the liands ; 

Who now arc here, taking their leaves of me, 

Who am prepar’d against your territories. 

Though not for Rome itself. 

Cor. You bless me, gods ! 

Auf- Therefore, most absolute sir, if thou wilt have 
The leading of thine own revenges, take 
Tiie one half of my commission ; and set down, — 
As best thou art experienc’d, since thou know’st 
Thy country’s strength and weakness, — thine own 
ways : 

Whether to knock against the gates of Rome, 

Or rudely visit them in parts remote, 

To fright them, ere destroy. But come in ; 

Let me commend thee first to those, that sliall 
Say, yeuy to thy desires. A tliousand welcomes ! 
And more a friend than e’er an enemy : 

Yet, Marcius. that was much. Your hand ! Most 
welcome ! 

\JLxeunl Coriolanus and Aupidios. 

1 Serv, [Advancing.’] Here’s a strange alteration! 

I 2 Serv. By my hand, 1 had tliought to have 
strucken him with a cudgel ; and yet my mind gave 
me, his clothes made a false report of him. 

1 Serv, What an arm he has I He turned me 
j about with bis finger and bis tliumb, as one would 

set up a top. 

2 Serv. Nay, I knew by his face that there was 
something in him ; He had, sir, a kind of face, me- 
tliouglit, — I cannot tell how to term it. 

1 Serv, He had so : looking, as it were, — ’Would 
I were hanged, but 1 thought there was more in him 
than I could think. 

2 Serv, So did I, I’ll be sworn ; He is simply 
the rarest man i* the world. 

1 Serv. I think, he is : but a greater soldier than 
he, you wot ^ one, 

2 Serv. Who? my master? 

1 Serv, Nay, it’s no matter for that. 

2 Serv. Worth six of him. 

1 Serv. Nay, not so neither ; but I take him to 
be the greater soldier. 

2 Serv. ’Faith, look you, one cannot tell hoW to 
say that : for the defence of a town, our general is 
excellent. 

1 Serv, Ay, and for an assault too. 

Re-enter third Servant, 

3 Serv* 0, slaves, I can tell you news ; news, you 
rascab. 

1, 2 Serv, What, what, what ? let’s part|ike« 

7 Arm. ® Euli ® Know. 
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3 Se 7 v» I would not be a Rornan, of all nations ; 

1 liad as lieve be a condemned man. 

J,2Serv. Wherefore? wherefore? 

3 Sem Why, here’s he that was wont to thwack 
our general, — Cains Marclus. 

1 Serv. Why do you say, thwack our general ? 

3 iSferv. I do not say, thwack our general ; but he 
was always good enough for him. 

2 Serv. Come, we are fellows and friends : he 
was ever too hard for him ; I have heard him say 
so himself. 

1 Seru. He was too hard for him directly, to say 
the truth on’t ; before Corioli, lie scotched him and 
notched him like a carbonado.' 

2 Serv. An he had been cannibally given, he might 
have broiled and eaten him too. 

1 Serv. But, more of thy news ? 

3 Serv. Why, he is so made on here within, as 
if he were son and heir to Mars : set at upper end 
o* the table : no question asked him by any of the 
senators, but they stand bald before him ; Our 
general himself makes a mistress of him ; sanctifies 
himself w’ith’5 hand, and turns up the white o* the 
eye to Ids discourse. But the bottom of tlie news 
is, our general is cut i* the middle, and but one half 
of what he was yesterday ; for the other has half, by 
the entreaty and grant of the w'hole table. He’ll 
go, he says, and sowle * the porter of Rome gates by 
the ears : He v.rill mow down all before him, and 
leave his passage polled. 

2 Serv. And he’s as like to do’t, as any man I can 
imagine. 

3 Serv. Do’t ? he will do’t ; For, look you, sir, 
he has as many friends as enemies ; which friends, 
sir, (as it wcie,) durst not (look you, sir,) show them- 
selves (as wc term it) his friends, whilst he’s in 
directitude. 

1 &ri?. Direclitude ! what’s that ? 

3 Serv. But wdicn J,hey shall sec, sir, his crest up 
again, and the man in blood, they will out of their 
burrows, like rabbits after rain, and revel all with him. 

1 Serv. But when goes this furw'ard ? 

3 Serv. To-morrow ; to-day ; presently. You shall 
have the drum struck up this afternoon ; ’tis, as it 
w^ere, a parcel of their feast, and to be executed ere 
they wipe their lips. 

2 Serv. Why then we shall have a stimng w'orld 
again. This peace is nothing, hut to rust iron, in- 
crease tailors, and breed ballad-makers. 

1 Serv. Let me have war, say I ; it exceeds peace, 
as far as day does night ; its sprightly, waking, audi- 
ble, and full of vent.^ Peace is a very apoplexy, 
lethargy ; mulled deaf, sleepy, insensible. 

2 Sef'v. ’Tis so. 

1 Serv* Ay, and it makes men hate one another. 

3 Serv. Reason; because they then less need one 
another. The w ars, for my money. 1 hope to see 
Homans as cheap as Volscians. They are rising, tliey 
are rising. 

In, in, in, in, [Exeunt. 

SCENE VI. — Rome. A puhlick Place. 

Enter Sicinius and Brutus. 

Sic* We hear not of him, neither need we fear him : 
His remedies are tame i* the present peace 
A^4 quietness o* the people, which before 
WW I4' wRd' hurry. Here do we make liis friends 

* Meat cut across to be broiled. * Pull 

* Rumour. ' * Softened. 


Blush, that tlie world goes well ; who rather had. 
Though they themselves did sufter by’t, behold 
Dissentious numbers pestering streets, than see 
Our tradesmen singing in their shops, and going 
About their functions friendly. 

Enter Mknenius. 

Bru. We stood to’t in good time. Is this Me- 
nenius ? 

Sic* *Tis he, ’tis he : O, he is grown most kind 
Of late. — Hail, sir ! 

Men. Hail to you both ! 

Sic* Your Coriolanus, sir, is not much miss’d, 
But with his friends: the commonwealth doth stand; 
And so would do, were he more angry at it. 

Men* All’s well ; and might have been much 
better, if 

He could have temporiz’d. 

Sic* Where is he, hear you ? 

Me7i. Nay, I hear nothing; liis mother and his wife 
Hear nothing from him. 

Enter three or Jour Citizens. ^ 

Ctt. The gods preserve you both ! 

Sic. Good e’en, our neighbours. 

Pru. Good e’en to yon all, good e’en to you all. 
1 Cit. Ourselves, our wives, and children, on our 
knees, 

Are bound to pray for you both. 

Sic. Live and thrive ! 

Jiru. Farewell, kind neighbours : we wish’d Co- 
riolanus 

Had lov’d you as we did. 

Ctt. Now the gods keep you. 

Both Tri. Farewell, farewell. [Exeunt Citizens. 
Sic. This is a happier and more comely time, 
nian when these fellows ran about the streets. 
Crying, Confusion. 

Brti. Cains Marcius was 

A worthy officer i’ the war ; but insolent, 

O’ercome with pride, ambitious past all thinking, 
Self-loving, 

Sic. And affecting one sole throne. 

Without assistance.® 

Men. I think nftt so. 

Sic. We should by this, to all our lamentation, 
If he had gone forth consul, found it so. 

Bru. The gods have w ell prevented it, and Rome 
Sits safe and still without him. 

Enter iEdile. 

Aid. Worthy tribunes. 

There is a slave, whom wc have put in prison. 
Reports, — the Voices with two several powers 
Are enter’d in the Roman territories ; 

And with the deepest malice of the war 
Destroy what lies before them. 

Me7i. ’Tis Anfidius, 

Who, hearing of our Marcius’ banishment, 

Thrusts forth bis horns again into the world : 
Which were inshell’d, when Marcius stood for Rome, 
And durst not once peep out. 

Sk. Come, what talk you 

Of Marcius? 

Bru. Go see this rumourer whipp’d. — It cannot 
be, 

The Voices dare break with us. 

Men* Cannot be i 

We have record, that very well it can ; 

0 SutIVftge. 
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And thiPM examples of the like have been 
Within^my age* But reason with the fellow, 
Before, you pumsh him, where he heard tide : 

Lest you should chance to whip your information, 
And beat the messenger who bids beware 
Of wliat is to be dreaded* 

Sic» Tell not me : 

1 know this cannot be. 

JSru, Not possible. 

JSfUer a Messenger. 

Mess* The nobles, in great earnestness, are going 
All to the senate house : some news is come, 

That turns their countenances. 

Sic* *Tis this slave ; — 

Go whip him Tore the people’s eyes : — his raising ! 
Nothing but his report ! 

Mess* Yes, worthy sir, 

The slave’s report is seconded ; and more, 

More fearful is deliver’d. 

Sic* What more fearful ? 

Mess* It is spoke freely out of many mouths, 
(How probable, 1 do not know,) that Marcius, 
Join’d with Aufidius, leads a power ’gainst Home ; 
And vows revenge as spacious, as between 
The young’st and oldest tiling. 

Sic* This is most likely ! 

13ru* Rais’d only, that the weaker sort may wish 
Good Marcius home again. 

Sic* The very trick on’t. 

Men, This is unlikely ; 

He and Aufidius can no more atone 7, 

Than violentest contrariety. 

JE/iter another Messenger. 

ATesj. You are sent for to the senate ; 

A fearful army, led by Caius Marcius, 

Associated with Aufidius, rages 
Upon our territories j and have already, 

O’erbome their way, consum’d with fire, and took 
Wliat lay before them. 

Enter Cominius. 

Com* O, you have made good work ! 

Men* What news ? what news ? 

Com* You have help to ravish your own daughters, 
and 

To melt the city leads upon your pates; 

To see your wives dishonour’d to your noses ; 

Men* What’s the news ? what’s the news ? 

Com* Your temples bum’d in their cement ; and 
Your franchises, whereon you stood, confin’d 
Into an augre’s bore. 

Men* Pray now, your news ? — 

You have made fair work, I fear me ; — Pray, your 
news? 

If Marcius should be join*d with Volscians, 

Com* If! 

He is their god ; he leads them like a thing 
Made by some other deity than nature. 

That ^pes man better : and they follow him, 
Against us brats, with no less confidence, 

T&n boys pursuing summer butterflies, 

Or butchers killing flies. 

Mm* You have made good work. 

You, and your apron men ; you that stood so much 
Upon the voice of occupations, and 
The breath of garlick^tm! 

Com* He will shake 

Your Rome about your am 

7 Unite. • Mechsnickj. 


Act IV. 

Men* As Hercules 

Did shake down mellow fruit ; You have made fair 
work ! 

Bru* But is this true, sir? • 

Com. Ay ; and you’ll look pale 

Before you find it other. AU the regions 
Do smilingly revolt ; and, who resist, 

Are only mock’d for valiant ignorance. 

And perish constant fools. Who is’t can blame liim ? 
Your enemies, and his, find something in him. 

Men* We are all undone, unless 
The noble man have mercy. 

Com* Who sliall ask it? 

Hie tribunes cannot do't for shame : tlie people 
Deserve such pity of him, as the wolf 
Does of the shepherds : for his best friends, if they 
Should say, Be good to Romet they charg’d him even 
As those should do that had deserv’d his hate, 

And therein show’d like enemies. 

Men* ’Tis true : 

If he were putting to my house the brand 
That should consume it, I have not the' face 
To say, 'Beseech you cease* — You have made fair 
hands. 

You and your crafts ! you have crafted fair ! 

Com* You have brought 

A trembling upon Rome, such as was never 
So incapable of help. 

Tri. Say not, we brought it. 

Men* How ! Was it we? We lov’d him ; but, like 
beasts, 

And cowardly nobles, gave way to your clusters, 
Who did hoot liiin out o’ the city. 

Com* But, I fear 

They’ll roar liim in again. Tullus Aufidius 
The second name of men, obeys bis points 
As if he were his officer ; — Desperation 
Is all the policy, strength, and defence. 

That Rome can make against them. 

Enter a Troop of Citizens, 

Men, Here come the cluster. — 

And is Aufidius with him ? — You are they 
That made the air unwholesome, when you cast 
Your old and greasy caps, in hooting at 
Coriolanus’ exile. Now he’s coming ; 

And not a hair upon a soldier’s head, 

Wliich will not prove a whip ; as many coxcombs. 
As you threw caps up, will be tumble down. 

And pay you for your voices. ’Tis no matter ; 

If he could burn us all into one coal, 

We have deserv’d it. 

Cit* ’Faith, we hear fearful news. 

1 Cit. For mine own part, 

When X said, banish him, 1 said, ’twas pity. 

2 CU* And so did I. 

3 Cit* And so did I ; and, to say the truth, so 
did very many of us : That we did, we did for the 
best : and though we willingly consented to his 
banishment, yet R was against our will. 

Com* You are goodly things, you voices ! 

Men* Yon have 

Good wprk, you and jour cij 1 ^ Shall us tb th® 

Cipitci? 

Com* 0, ay ; what else? lEmtnt Con. ami Max. 

Sic. Go, masters, get you home, be not dis^ay’tl; 
These are a side, Uwt would be glad to have 
This true, which they so seem to fear. ,Oo home, 
And show no sign of fear. 

9 Pisk ; sUaOiAf to a pa<^ of houn4a 
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1 Cit* The gods be good to us ! Come, masters, 
let's home. 1 ever said, we were i* the wrong, 
when we banished him. 

2 CiL So did we all. But come, let's home. 

[Exeunt Citizens. 

i?ru. I do not like this news. 

Sic, Nor I. 

Eru. Let’s to the Capitol: — Would half my 
wealth 

Would buy this for a lie. 

Sic. Pray, let us go. [Exeunt. 

SCENE Camps at a small distance 

from Rome. 

Enter Aufidxus, and his Lieutenant. 

Auf. Do they still fly to the Roman ? 

Lieu. 1 do not know what witchcraft’s in him; but 
Your soldiers use him as the grace 'fore meat, 

Their talk at table, and their thanks at end ; 

And you are darken’d in this action, sir. 

Even by your own, 

Auf* I cannot help it now ; 

Unless, by using means, 1 lame the foot 

Of our design. He bears himself more proudlier 

Even to my person, than 1 thought he would, 

When first 1 did embrace him: Yet his nature 
In that's no cliangeling ; and I must excuse 
What cannot be amended. 

Lieu. Yet 1 wish, sir, 

(1 mean for your particular,) you had not 
Join’d in commission with him : but either 
Had borne the action of yourself, or else 
To him had left it solely. 

Auf. I understand thee well ; and be tliou sure. 
When he shall come to his account, he knows not 
What 1 can urge against him. Although it seems, 
And so he thinks, and is no less apparent 
To the vulgar eye, that he bears all things fairly. 
And show's good huJbandry for the Volscian state ; 


Fights dragon-like, and does achieve as soon 
As draw his sword : yet he hath left undone 
That, which sliall break his neck, or hazard mine, 
Whene’er we come to our account. 

Lieu. Sir, I beseech you, think you he’ll carry 
Romo? 

Auf. All places yield to him ere he sits down ; 
And the nobility of Rome are his ; 

The senators, and patricians, love him too. 

The tribunes are no soldiers ; and their people 
Will be as rash in the repeal, as hasty 
To expel him thence. 1 think, he’ll be to Rome, 
As is the osprey ^ to the fish, who takes it 
By sovereignty of nature. First he was 
A noble servant to them ; but he could not 
Carry his honours even : whether ’twas pride. 
Which out of daily fortune ever taints 
The happy man ; whether defect of judgment. 

To fail in the disposing of those chances 
Which he was lord of ; or whether nature. 

Not to be other than one tiling, not moving 
From the casque s to the cushion*, but commanding 
peace 

Even with the same austerity and garb • 

As he controU’d the war ; but, one of these, 

(As he hath spices of them all, not all 

For 1 dare so far free him,) made him fear’d, 

So hated, and so banish'd : But he has a merit, 

To choke it in the utterance. So our virtues 
Lie in the interpretation of the time ; 

And power, unto itself most commendable. 

Hath not a tomb so evident as a cliair 
To extol what it hath done. 

One fire drives out one fire ; one nail, one nail ; 
Rights by rights fouler, strengths by strengths do 
fail. 

Come, let’s away. When, Caius, Rome is thine, 

I Thou art poor’st of all ; then shortly art thou mine. 

[Exeunt, 


ACT V. 


SCENE I. ■— Rome. A puhlick Place* 

Enter Hxnxmxus, Comikius, Sicxnxus, Beutus, 
and others. 

Men, No, I’ll not go : you hear, what he hath 
said, 

Which was sometime Ins general ; who lov’d him 
In a most dear particular. He call’d me father : 
But what o’ that? Go, you that banish’d him, 

A mile before his tent fall down, and kneel 
The way unto his mercy ; Nay, if he coy’d ^ 

To hear Cominius speak, I’ll keep at home. 

Com, He would not seem to know me. 

Men, V ^ 

Com, Yet one time he did call me by my name : 
1 urg’d our old acquaintance, and the drops 
That we have bled together. Coriolanus 
He would hot answer to : forbad all names ; 

He was a kind of nothing, titleless, 

% khd forg’d hihigelf a name i* the fire 
Home* 

i Cotidecc^dsh onwUlingly. 


Men, Why, so ; you have made good work i 
A pair of tribunes that have rack’d for Rome, 

To make coals cheap® ; A noble memory I 

Com, I minded him, how royal ’twas to pardon 
When it was less expected ; He replied. 

It was a bare petition of a state 
To one whom they had punish’d. 

Men, Very well : 

Could he say less? 

Com. I offer’d to awaken his regard 
For his private friends : His answer to me was. 

He could not stay to pick them in a pile 
Of noisome, musty chaff: He said, ’twas folly, 

For one poor grain or two, to leave unburnt, 

And still tp nose the offence* 

Men. For ona poor grain 

Or two? I am one of those ; his mother, wife, 

His child, and this brave fellow too, we are tlie 
grains; 


> An eagle that preys on fish. ^ Helmet. 

* Thecbair of dvU authority. • Kot all in their full extent 

* t e. Have managed so weu for Rome as to get the town 
burnt to aave the expense oi coals. 



m 


CORIOLANUS. 


Act V 


You are the musty chafT ; and you are smelt 
Above the moon : We must be burnt for you* 

Sic* Nay, pray, be patient: If you refuse your aid 
In diis so never.heeded help, yet do not 
Upbraid us with our distress. But, sure, if you 
Would be your country’s pleader, your good tongue 
More than the instant army we can make. 

Might stop our countryman. 

Men* No ; 1*11 not meddle. 

Sic* I pray you, go to him. 

Men, What should I do? 

JRru* Only make trial what your love can do 
For Rome towards Marcius. 

Men, Well, and say that Marcius 

Return me, as Cominius is return’d, 

Unheard ; what then ? 

But as a discontented friend, grief-stiot 
With his unkindness? Say’t be so? 

Sic. Yet your good will 

Must have that thanks from Rome, after the measure 
As you intended well. 

Men, I’ll undertake it: 

I think, he’ll hear me. Yet to bite his Up, 

And huAi at good Cominius, much unhearts me. 
He was not taken well ; he had not din’d : 

The veins unfill’d, our blood is cold, and then 
We pout upon the morning, are unapt 
To give or to forgive ; but when we have stuff’d 
These pipes and these conveyances of our blood 
With wine and feeding, we have suppler souls 
I’han in our priestdlkcfasts : therefore 1*11 watch him 
Till he be dieted to my request, 

And then I’ll set upon him. 

Bm, You know the very road into his kindness, 
And cannot lose your way. 

Men, Good faith, I’ll prove him, 

Speed how it will* I shall ere long have knowledge 
Of my success. 

Com, lie’ll never hear him. 

Sic, Not ? 

Com, I tell you, he does sit in gold, his eye 
Red as ’twould burn Rome : and his injury 
The gaoler to his pity. I kneel’d before him ; 
*Twas very faintly he said, Bisc ; dismiss’d me 
Thus, with his speechless hand : What he would do. 
He sent in writing &fter me ; what he would not, 
Bound with an oath, to yield to his conditions : 

So, that all hope is vain, 

Unless his noble mother, and his wife ; 

Who, as I hear, mean to solicit him 

For mercy to his country. Therefore let’s hence, 

And with our fair entreaties haste them on. 

{Exeunt, 


SCENB 11. — adoanewkPost of the Volscian 
Camp before Rome. The Cflard at their Statums, 

Enter to them Menxkius. 


1 O. Stay : Whence are you? 

2 0, Stand, and go back. 

Men. You guard like men ; *tis well ; But, by 

your leave, 

I am an officer of state, and come 


To speak with Coriolanus. 

1 O, From whence ? 

Men, From Rome. I 

1 O, Yovt may not pass, you must return t oiur | 
general 

Will no moro bear from thence. 

SG- seeyour RomeembracM withflre,b9fe 
Youll speak^Ui Coriblanus. > 'P 


Men, Good my friends, 

If you have heard your general talk of Rome, 

And of his friends there, it is lots 7 to blank^ 

My name hath touch’d your ears ; it is Mehgnius. 

1 G, Be it so ; go back ; the virtue of your name 
Is not here passable. 

Men, I tell thee, fellow, 

Thy general is my lover » : I have been 
The book of his good acts, whence men have read 
•^His fame unparallel’d, haply, amplified; 

For I have ever verified my friends, 

(Of whom he’s chief,) with all the size that verity 
Would without lapsing suffer : nay, sometimes, 
Like to a bowl upon a subtle 9 ground, 

I have tumbled past the throw; and in his praise 
Have almost stamp’d the leasing * : Therefore, 
fellow, 

I must have leave to pass. 

1 G. Sir, if you had told as many lies in his 
behalf, as you have uttered words in your own, 
you should not pass here : no, tliough it were as 
virtuous to lie, as to live chastely. Therefore, go 
back. 

Men. Pr’ythee, fellow, remember my name is 
Meneniiis, always factionary on the party of your 
general. 

2 G. Howsoever you have been his liar, (as you 
say, you have,) I am one that, telling true under 
liim, must say, you cannot pass. Therefore, go 
back. 

Men. Has he dined, can’st thou tell ? for I would 
not speak with him till after dinner. 

1 G. You arc a Roman, are you ? 

Men. I am as thy general is. 

1 G. Then you should hate Rome, as he does. 
Can you, when you have pushed out your gates the 
very defender of them, and, in a viol(‘nt popular 
ignorance, given your enemy your shield, think to 
front his revenges with the easy groans of old 
women, the virginal palms of your daughters, or 
witli the palsied intercession of such a decayed 
dotant « as you seem to be ? Can you think to blow 
out the intended fire your city is ready to dame in, 
with such weak breath as this? No, you are de- 
ceived ; therefore, back to Rome, and prepare for 
your execution ; you are condemned, our general 
has sworn you out of reprieve and pardon. 

Men. Sirrah, if thy captain knew I were here, 
he would use me with estimation. 

2 G. Come, my captain knows you not. 

Men. I mean, thy general. 

1 G. My general cares not for you. Back, I, say ; 
go, lest 1 let forth your half pint of blood: — 
back, — ^ that’s the utmost of your having : -—back. 

Men. Nay, but fellow, fellow. • 


Enter CoatotANUS and Aufidius. 

Cor. What’s the matter ? 

Men. Now, you companion I’ll say an enaAd 
for you ; you shall know now that I am in esti- 
mation ; you shall perceive that a Jack ^ guafdant 
cannot office me from my son Coriolanus : g^ess, 
but by my entertainment with him, if thop $t«nid’st 
not i* the state of hanging, or of some 4^ath more 
long in spectatorship, and crueller in auffibring ; 
behold now presently, and swoon for wliat*s to 
come upon thee. llie* glorious gods sit in hopriAy 
synod about thy p^culw prosperity, and love tbee 


7 PrUes. • Friend. 

1 Lie. s petatd, » Felipw. 
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no worse t!mn tby old fatlier Menenius does ! 0» 
tny soo ! my son ! thou art preparing fire for us ; 
look theO} here’s water to quench it. I was hardly 
tnov^d to come to thee; but being assured, none 
but myself could move thee, I have been blown 
out of your gates with sighs ; and conjure thee to 
pardon Horne, and tliy petitionary countrymen. 
The good gods assuage ^y wrath, and turn the 
dregs of it upon this varlet here ; this, who, like a 
block, hath denied my access to the 

Cor. Away ! 

Men* How! away? 

Cor* Wife, mother, child, I know not. My affairs 
Are servanted to others : Though I owe 
My revenge properly, my remission lies 
In Volscian breasts. That we have been familiar. 
Ingrate forgetfulness shall poison, rather 
Than pity note how much. — Therefore, begone. 
Mine ears against your suits are stronger, than 
Your gates against my force. Yet, for * I lov’d thee. 
Take this along ; I writ it for thy sake, 

[Gives a Letter* 

And would have sent it. Another word, Menenius, 
1 will not hear thee speak. — This man, Aufidius, 
Was my beloved in Home : yet thou behold’st — — 

A%^, You keep a constant temper. 

. [Exeunt Coriol. and Aufid. 

1 C. Now, sir, is your name Menenius. 

2 G* ‘Tis a spell, you see, of much power : You 
know tlie way home again. 

1 G* Do you hear how we are shent ® for keeping 
your greatness back ? 

2 G* What cause, do you think, I have to sw'oon? 

Men* I neither care for the world, nor your 

general : for such tilings as you, I can scarce think 
there is any, you are so slight. He that hath a will 
to die by himself, fears it not from another. Let 
your general do his worst. For you, be that you 
are, long ; and you( misery increase with your age ! 
I say to you, as I w^as said to, Away ! [Exit* 

1 (?. A noble fellow, 1 warrant him. 

2 G* The worthy fellow is our general ; He is the 
rock, the oak not to be wind-shaken. [Exeunt* 

SC£N£ III. — The Tent qf Coriolanus. 

Enter Cobiolaxus, Aufidius, and others* 

Cor* We will before the walls of Home to-morrow 
Set down our host. — My partner in this action. 
You must report to the Volscian lords, how plainly? 
1 have borne in this business. 

At^* Only their ends 

You mtve respected ; sto];)p’d your ears against 
The general suit of Rome ; never admitted 
A privatil whisper, no, not with such friends 
TlMt thought them sure of you. 

Cor* This last old man. 

Whom with a crack’d heart I have sent to Rome, 
Lnved me above the measure of a father ; 

Nhjr, graded me, indeed. Their latest refuge 
Was to sand him ; for whose old love, 1 have 
(Though I show’d sourly to him,) once more 
cdIbfM 

Thi filit conditioni, which did refuse, 

Aod ijnfiuot now ae^t, to gra^ him only, 
TWlrhought he could do more $ a very little 
f too i Fresh embassies, and suits, 

4 • Bepriroanded. 


Nor from the state, nor private friends, hereafter 
Will I lend ear to. — Ha ! what snout is this ? 

[Shoat vdthm* 

Shall I be tempted to infringe my vow 
In the same time ’tis made ? I will not. — • 


Enter in mourning HahitSt Virgilia, Volum.nia, 
leading young MARfius, Valeria, and At** 
tendants* 


My wife comes foremost ; then the honour'd mould 
Wherein this trunk was fiam’d, and in her hand 
The grandchild to her blood. Rut, out, affection ! 
All bond and privilege of nature, break ! 

Let it be virtuous, to be obstinate. — 

What is that curt’sy worth ? or those doves’ eyes, 
Which can make gods forsworn? — I melt, and am 
not 

Of stronger earth than others. — My mother bows; ' 

As if Olympus to a molehill should 

In supplication nod: and my young boy 

Hath an aspect of intercession, which 

Great nature cries, Deny not, — Let the Voices . ^ 

Plough Rome, and harrow Italy ; I’ll n«ver 

Be such a gosling to obey instinct ; but stand, 

As if a man were author of himself, 

And knew no other kin. 

Vir* My lord and husband ! 

Cor* These eyes are not the same I wore in 
Rome. 

Vir. The sorrow that delivers us thus chang’d. 
Makes you think so. 


Cor* Like a dull actor now, 

I have forgot my part, and I am out, 

Even to a full disgrace. Best of my flesh, 

Forgive my tyranny ; but do not say, 

For that, Forgive our Romans* —* O, a kJss 
Long as my exile, sweet as my revenge ! 

Now by the jealous queen ® of heaven, that kiss 
I carried from thee ; and my true lip 
Hath virgin’d it e’er since. — You gods ! I prate 
And the most noble motlier of the world 
I^eave unsaluted : Sink, my knee i’ the earth ; 

[A'neels* 

Of thy deep duty more impression show 
Than that of common sons, t 

Vol* O, stand up bless’d! 

Whilst with no softer cushion than the flint, 

I kneel before thee ; and unproperly 
Show duty, as mistaken all the while 
Between the child and parent. [Eneels, 

Cor. What is this ? 

Your knees to me? to your corrected son ? 

Then let the the peb|^s on the hungry beach 
Fillip the stars ; then^t the mutinous winds 
Strike the proud cedaifegainst the fiery sun ; 
Murd’ring impossibili^ to make 
What cannot be, slight work. 

Vol* Thou art my warrior ; 

I holp to frame thee. Doyou know this lady V 
Cor* The noble sister of Publicola, 

The moon of Rome ; chaste as the icicle, 

That’s curded by the frost from purest snow, 

And hangs on Dian’s temple : Dear Valeria I 
Vol. This is a poor epitome of yours, 

Which by the interpretation of full time 
Hay show like all yourself. 

Cor. The god of seddiers. 

With the consent of supreme Jove, inform 

thoughts with nobleness ; that thou may ’st prov# 
^ , • Juna ^ 

‘ y X 
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To shame unvulnerable, and stick i* the wars 
Like a great sea-mark, standing erery Aaw^, 

And saying those that eye thee ! 

Vol* Your knee, sirrah. 

Car. That*8 my brave boy. 

VqL Even he, your wife, this lady, and myself. 
Are suitors to you. 

Cor. I beseech you, peace ; 

Or, if you’d ask, remember Uiis before ; 

The things, I have forsworn to grant, may never 
Be held by you denials. Do not bid me 
Dismisss my soldiers, or capitulate 
Agmn with Rome’s mechanicks : — Tell me not 
Wherein 1 seem unnatural : Desire not 
To allay ray rages and revenges, with 
Your colder reasons. 

Vol, O, no more, no more ! 

You have said, you will not grant us any thing ; 

For we have nothing else to ask, but that 
Which you deny already ; Yet we will ask ; 

That, if you fail in our request, ♦he blame 
May hang upon your hardness : ti. '%re hear us. 

Cor* Aftfidius, and you Voices, ma. for we’ll 

Hear nought from Rome in priva^^ . request? 

Vol* Should we be silent and n^ speak, our 
raiment, 

And state of bodies would bewray ’ what life 
We have led since thy exile. Think witli thyself, 
How moi*e unfortunate Uian all living women 
Are we come hither: since that thy sight, wliich 
should 

Make our eyes flow with joy, hearts dance with 
comforts, 

Constrains them weep, and shake with fear and 
sorrow ; 

Making the mother, wife, and child, to see 
The son, the husband, and the father, tearing 
His country's bowels out And to poor we, 

Thine enmity’s most capital : thou barr’st us 
Our prayers to the gods, which is a comfort 
That all but we enjoy ; For how can we, 

Alas ! how can we for our country pray, 

Whereto we are bound; together with thy victory. 
Whereto we are bou^d ? Alack ! or we must lose 
The country, our dear nurse : or else thy person, 
Our comfort in the country. We must find 
An evident calamity, though we had 
Our wish, which side should win ; for either thou 
Must, as a foreign recreant, be led 
With manaclee thorough our streets, or else 
Triumphantly tread on thy country’s ruin ; 

And bear the palm, for having bravely shed 
Thy wife and children’s bloodT For mysell^ son, 

I purpose not to wait on fortune, till 
These wars determine ; if 1 cannot persuade thee 
Bather to show a noble grace to bodi parts, 
l%an seek the end of one, thou shidt np sooner 
Mturch to assault thy country, than to tread, 

(Trust to’t thou shalt not,} on diy mother’s womb, 
That brou^t thee to this world. 

Vir* Ay, and on mine, 

That brought you forth this boy, to keep your name 
Id viog to time. 

He shall not tread on me ; 

• lUI run away, rill 1 am bigger, but then I’ll fight. 
Cor, Not a woman's tenderness to be, 
Ite^^iires nor dhUd nor tromaa's to see. 

> I have Sat [Biring. 

^ # Nay^ go not from m thus, 

^ , ‘Betray, 


If it were so, that our request did tend 
To save the Romans, thereby to destroy 
The Voices whom you serve, you might condemn us, 
As poisonous of your honour : No ; our suit 
Is, that you reconcile them : while the Voices 
May say, This mercy we have shoivd ; the Romans, 
This we receiv'd i and each in either side 
Give the all-hail to thee, and cry, Be blessed 
For making up this peace ! 'Thou know’st, great son, 
The end of war’s uncertain ; but this certain, 

That, if thou conquer Rome, the benefit 
Which thou shalt thereby reap, is such a name, 
Whose repetition will be dogg’d with curses ; 
Whose chronicle thus writ, — The man was noble, 
But with his last attempt, he wip'd it out ; 

Destroy'd his courdry ; and his name remains 
To the ensuing age, ahhorrd. Speak to me, son : 
Thou hast affected the fine strains of honour, 

To imitate the graces of the gods ; 

To tear with thunder the wide checks o’ the air, 
And yet to charge thy sulphur with a bolt 
That should but rive an oak. Why dost not speak ? 
Think’st thou it honourable for a noble man 
Still to remember wrongs? — Daughter, speak you : 
He cares not for your weeping. Speak thou, boy : 
Perhaps, thy childishness will move him more 
Than can our reasons. — There is no man in the 
world 

More bound to his mother ; yet here he lets me prate 
Like one i’ the stocks. Thou hast never in thy life 
Show’d thy dear mother any couitesy ; 

When she (poor hen !) fond of no second brood, 
Has cluck’d thee to the wars, and safely home,, 
Loaden with honour. Say, my request's unjust, 
And spurn me back : But, if it be not so, 

Thou art not honest ; and the gods will plague thee, 
That thou restrun’st from me the duty, which 
To a mother’s part belongs. — He turns away : 
Down, ladies ; let us shame him with our knees. 
To his surname Coriolanus ’longs more pride. 

Than pity to our prayers. Down ; an end : 

This is the last ; — So we will home to Rome 
And die among our neighbours. — Kay, behold us : 
This boy, that cannot tell what he would have, 

But kneels, and holds up hands, for fellowship, 
Does reason our petition with more strength 
Than thou hast to deny’t. Come, let us go : 

This fellow had a Volscian to his mother ;• 

His wife is in Corioli, and his child 

Like him by diance : — Yet give us our despatch : 

I am hush’d until our city be afire, 

And then I’ll speak a little. 

Car. O mother, mother ! 

[Holding VoLUMKiA by the hands, dJenJt. 
What have you done ? Behold, heavens do ope, 
The gods look down, and this unnatural scene 
They laugh at. 0 my mother, mother ! O ! 

You have won a happy victory to Rome : 

But, for your son, Believe it, O, believe it. 

Most dangerously you have with him prevaird. 

If not most mort^ to him. But, let it come : 
Aofidius, though I cannot make true wars, 

I'll frame convefiient peace. Now, good Aufidius, 
Were you in my stead, say, would yqu have heard 
k mother less? or granted less, Aimdius? 

I was mov'd vrithal. * 

Ctnr* ldair0baiwom»y<m were: 

An4 rir, it is no little thing; to make 
Mne eyes to sweat compassion. But, good 
What peace you’ll make^ advise me s For my part, 
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1*11 not to Rome, I’ll back with you ; and pray you, 
Stand to me in tliis cause. O mother ! wife ! 

I am glad thou hast set thy mercy and thy 
honour 

At difference in thee : out of that I’ll work 
Myself a former fortune. [Jside* 

[The Ladies make signs to Coriolamus. 

Cor* Ay, by and by ; 

[To Voi^CMKZA, VXRGIUA, 

But we will drink togetlier ; and you shall bear 
A better witness back than words, which we, 

On like conditions, will have counter-seal’d. 

Come, enter with us. Ladies, you deserve 
To have a temple built you : all the swords 
In Italy, and her confederate arms, 

Could not have made this peace. [Exeunt* 

SCENE IV. — • Rome. A puUick Vhee, 
Enter Menenius and Sicinius. 

Men* See you yond* coign « o* the Capitol : yond* 
corner stone ? 

Stc* Why, what of that ? 

Men. If it be possible for you to displace it with 
your little fingei, there is some hope the ladies of 
Rome, especially his mother, may picvail with him. 
But I say, there is no hope iii’t ; our throats are sen- 
tenced, and stay upon execution. 

Is’t possible, that so short a time can altei 
tlie condition of a man ? 

Me/i. There is differency between a grub, and a 
butterfly; yet your butterfly was a grub. Tliis 
Marcius is grown from man to dragon: he has 
wings ; he’s more than a creeping thing. 

Sic. He loved his mother dearly. 

Men. So did he me : and he no more remembers 
his mother now, than an eight year old horse. The 
tartness of bis face sours ripe grapes. When he 
walks, he moves like an engine, and the ground 
shrinks before his treading. He is able to pierce a 
corslet with his eye ; talks like a knoll, and liis hum 
is a battery. He sits in his state 3, as a thing made 
fors Alexander. What he bids be done, is flnished 
with his bidding. He wants nothing of a god but 
eternity, and a heaven to throne in. 

Sic. Yes, mercy, if you report him truly. 

Men. I paint him in the character. Mark what 
mercy his mother shall bring from him : T^ere is no 
more mercy in him, than there is milk in a male 
tiger ; that shall our poor city find ; and all this is 
’long o^ou. 

Sic. The gods be good unto us ! 

Men. No, in such a case the^ gods will not be 
good unto us. When we banished him, we re- 
spected not them : and, he returning to break our 
necks, they respect not us. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Sir, if you’d save your life, fly to your house; 
The plebeians have got your fellow-tribune, 

And hale him up^ ssSt down ; all swearing, iT 
The Roman ladies bring not comfort home, 

They’ll give him death by inches. 

Enter smother Messenger. 

What’s the news? 

JUiss. Good news, good news;— The ladies have 

pmeil’d, 

Tile Voices are dislodged, and Marcius gone t 
•Angle. ^ ChsliroffUte. < Xo resemble. 
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A merrier day did never yet greet Rome, 

No, not the expulsion of the Tarquins. 

Sic. Friend, 

Art thou certain ^s is true ? is it most certain? 

Mess. As certain as I know the sun is fire i 
Where have you lurk’d, that you make doubt of it? 
Ne’er through an arch so hurried the blown tide, 

As the recomforted through the gates. Why, hark 
you; 

[Trumpets and Hautboys sounded^ and Drumt 
beaten^ all together. Shouting also unihiru 
The trumpets, hautboys, psalteries, and fifes, 
Tabors, and cymbals, and the shouting Romans, 
Make the sun dance. Hark you ! [Shouting again. 

Men. This is good news ; 

I will go meet the ladies. This Volumnia 
Is wor^ of consuls, senators, patricians, 

A city full ; of tribunes, such as you, 

A sea and land full : You have prayed well to-day; 
This morning, for ten thousand of your throats 
I’d not have given a doit. Hark, how they joy ! 

cjpd Mustek. 

Sic. First, the gods bless you for their tidings ; 
next. 

Accept my thankfulness. 

Mess. Sir, we have all 

Great cause to give great thanks. 

Sic. They are near the city ? 

Mess. Almost at point to enter. 

Stc. We will meet them, 

And help the joy. [Going. 

Enter the Ladies, accompanied by Senators, Patri- 
cians, and People. They pass over the Stage. 

1 Sen. Behold our patroness, the life of Rome : 
Call all your tribes together, praise the gods, 

And me^e triumphant fires ; strew flowers before 
them : 

Unshout the noise that banish’d Marcius, 

Repeal * him with the welcome of his mother ; 

Cry, — Welcome, ladies, welcome ! — 

All. Welcome, ladies ! 

Welcome I [A Flourish uith Drums and limpets. 

, [Exeunt. 

SCENE V. — Antium. A publkk Place. 
Enter TuLtus Aufidius, wdh Attendants. 

Auf. Go tell the lords of the city, I am here ; 
Deliver them this paper : having read it, 

Bid tliem repair to the market-place ; where I, 
Even in theirs and in the commons’ ears, 

Will vouch the truth of it. Him I accuse, 

The city ports « by this hath enter’d, and 
Intends to appear before the people, hoping 
To purge himself with words : Despatch. 

[Emiint Attendants* 

Enter three or Jour Conspirators of Aufidius* 

* Faction. 

Most welcome ! 

1 Con* How is it with opr general ? 

Even so. 

As with a man by his own alma empoison’d, 

And with his charity slain. 

2 Con. Most noble sir, 

If you do hold the same intent wherein 
You wish’d us parties, we’ll deliver you 

Of your great danger. 

Auf. Sir, I canPot tell ; 

We most proceed, as we do find the peojj^ 

• Recall « Oatea 
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d Cdn. The people will remain uncertain, whilst 
*Twixt you there's difference ; but the fall of either 
Makes the survivor heir of all. 

jiuf* I know it ; 

And my pretext to strike at him admits 
A good construction. I rais’d him, and I pawn’d 
Mine honour for his truth : Who being so heighten’d. 
He water’d his new plants with dews of flattery, 
Seducing so my friends : and, to this end, 

He bow’d his nature, never known before 
But to be rough, unswayable, and free. 

3 Con. Sir, his stoutness, 

When he did stand for consul, which he lost 

By lack of stooping, 

uluf. That I vrould have spoke of ; 

Being banish’d for’t, he came unto my hearth ; 
Presented to my knife his throat : I took liim ; 
Made him joint servant with me ; gave him way 
In mil his own desires ; nay, let him choose 
Out of my files, his projects to accomplish, 

My best and freshest men ; serv’d his designments 
In mine own person ; holp to reap the fame. 

Which he did end all his ; and toolhaome pride 
To do myself this wrong : till, at tlie last, 

I seem’d his follower, not partner ; and 
He wag’d me with his countenance 7, as if 
1 had been mercenary. 

1 Con. So he did, my lord : 

The anny marvell'd at it. And, in the last, 

When he had carried Rome ; and that we look’d 
For no less spoil, than glory, — 

There was it ; — 

For which my sinews shall be stretch’d upon him. 
At a few drops of women's rheum *, wliich are 
As cheap as lies, he sold the blood and labour 
Of our great action ; Therefore shall he die. 

And I’ll renew me in his fall* But, hark ! 

[Drums and Trumpets soundt with great 
Sfiouts of the People. 

1 Con. Your native town you enter’d like a post, 
And had no welcomes home ; but he returns, 
Splitting the air witli noise. 

2 Con, And patient fools, 

Whose children he h^th slain, their base throats tear, 
With giving him glory. 

3 Con. Therefore, at your ’vantage, 

Ere he express himself, or move the people 

With what he would say, let him feel your sword, 
Which we will second. When he lies along, 

After your way his tale pronounc’d shall bury 
His reasons with his body. 

jiuf. Say no more ; 

Here come the lords. 

Enter the Lords f the CUy. 

Jjords, You are most welcome home. 

4^f I have not deserv’d it, 

But, worthy lords, have you with heed perus’d 
What I have written to you? 

JLotds. We have. 

1 Lord* And grieve to hear it. 

What fiiults he made before the last, I think, 

Might have found easy fines : but there to end, 
Wherp he was tp begin : and give away 
The benefit ed our levies, answering us 
With our own oharge » ; making a treaty, where 
There was a yielding ; This jsdmita no excuse. 

Anf He approaches, you shall hear him. 

’ Thought XRerewsvded with good IooIm. t Tam, 

* Eswaiding os with our own expensta 


Enter ConioLANus, with Drums and Colours f a 
Crowd of Citizens with him. 

Cor. Hail, lords ! I am return’d your soldie^; 
No more infected with my country’s love, 

Than when I parted hence, but still subsisting 
Under your great command* You arc to know, 
That prosperously I have attempted, and 
With bloody passage, led your wars, even to 
The gates of Rome. Our spoils we have brought 
home, 

Do more than counterpoise, a full third part, 

The charges of the action. We have made peace, 
With no less honour to the Antiates, 

Tlian shame to the Romans : And we here deliver, 
Subscrib’d by the consuls and patricians. 

Together with the seal o’ the senate, what 
We have compounded on. 

.duf. Read it not, noble lords; 

But tell the traitor, in the highest degree 
He hath abus’d your powers. 

Cor. Traitor ! — How now ? 

Auf Ay, traitor Marcius. 

Cor. Marcius ! 

^if. Ay, Marcius, Caius Marcius; Dost thou 
think 

I’ll grace thee with that robbery, thy stol’n name 
Coriolanus in Corioli ? — 

You lords and heads of the state, perfidiously 
He has betray’d your business, and given up, 

For certain drops of salt, your city Rome, 

(I say, your city,) to lus wife and mother : 
Breaking his oath and resolution, like 
A twist of rotten silk ; never admitting 
Counsel o’ the war ; but at his nurse’s tears 
He wliin’d and roar’d away your victory ; 

That pages blush’d at him, and men of heart 
Look’d wondering each at other. 

Cor. Hear’st thou, Mars ? 

Name not the god, tliou boy of tears, — 
Cor. Ha ! 

j^uf. No more. 

Cor. Measureless liar, thou hast made my heart 
Too great for what contains it. Boy ! O slave ! — 
Pardon me, lords, *tis the first time that ever 
I w'as forc’d to scold. Your judgments, my grave 
lords, 

Must give this cur the lie : and his own notion 
(Who wears my stripes impress’d on him ; that must 
bear 

My b^ing to his grave ;) shall join to thrust 
The lie unto him. 

1 Lord. Peace, both, and hear me speak. 

Cor. Cut me to pieces, Voices ; men and lads, 

Stain all your edges on me. — Boy ! False hound ! 
If you have writ your annals true, ’tis there, 

That like an eagle in a dove-cote, I 
Flutter’d your Voices in Corioli : 

Alone I did it. — - Boy ! 

dtif. Why, noble lords, 

Will you bp put in mind of his blind fortune, 
Whi<^ was your sbame, by this unholy braggart, 
’Fore your own eyes and ears? 

Cow. Let him die for’t. [Seiferai amk at once. 
CU. {Speaking promiscuously*] ’rear him to 
pieces, do it presently. He kilW my son my 
daughter ; — « He killed my cousin l^rcus He 
killed my father. — - 

2 Lord. Peace, ho ; no outrage ; peace. 

The man is noble, and his fiime folds in 

earth. His )i«st offence to us 
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Shall have judicious > hearing. — Stand, Aufidius, 
And trouble not the peace. 

O, that I had him, 

With six Aulidiuses, or more, his tribe, 

To use my lawful sword ! 

Insolent villain ! 

Con* Kill, kill, kill, kill, kill him. 

[AuPiDius and the Conspirators drawy and HU 
CoRioXiANUs, who fallsy and Aupidius stands 
on him* 

Lords* Hold, hold, hold, hold. 

Auf* My noble masters, hear me speak. 

1 Lord* O Tullus, — 

2 Lord* Thou hast done a deed whereat valour 

will weep. 

3 Lord* Tread not upon him. — Masters all, be 

quiet ; 

Put up your swords. 

Avf* My lords, when you shall know (as in this 
rage. 

Provok’d by him, you cannot,) the great danger 
> Judicial. 


Which this man’s life did owe you, you’ll rejoice 
That he is thus cut off. Please it your honours 
To call me to your senate, I’ll deliver 
Myself your loyal servant, or endure 
Your heaviest censure. 

1 Lord* Bear from hence his body^ 

And mourn you for him ; let him be regarded 

As the most noble corse that ever herald 
Did follow to his urn. 

2 Xord. His own impatience 

Takes from Auhdius a great part of blame. 

Let’s make the best of it. 

Auf* My rage is gone. 

And I am struck with sorrow. — Take him up ; 
Help, three o’ the chiefest soldiers : I’ll be one. — 
Beat thou the drum, that it speak mournfully ; 
Trail your steel pikes. — Though in this city he 
Hath widow’d and unchilded many a one, 

Which to this hour bewail the injury. 

Yet he shall have a noble memory. — m 

I Assist. [^E^eunty bearing the body of Coriojlamus. 
1 A dead March sounded* 
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Julius 

Octavius Caesar, 

Marcus Aktonius, 

M.^mil. Lepidus, ^ 

CxcSro, Publius, Popilius Lena; Senators* 
Marcus Brutus, 

Cassius, 

Casca, c 
Trebokxus, 

Liqarxcs, 

Decius Brutus, 

Metellus Cimber, 

Cxnna, 

Flavius and Marullus, 'Ihribunes, 


Triumvirs after the Death of 
Julius CsBsar. 


Conspirators against Julius 
Csesar. 


Artemidorus, a Sophist of Cnidos. 

A Soothsayer, 

Cinna, a Poet. 

Another Poet, 

Lucilius, Txtinius, Messala, young Cato, and 
VoLDMNius ; Friends to Brutus and Cassius. 
Varro, Clitus, Claudius, Strato, Lucius, Dar- 
damxus ; Servants to Brutus. 

Pindarus, Servant to Cassius. 

Calphurnia, Wife to Caesar, 

Portia, Wfe to Brutus. 

SenatorSf Citizens, Guards, Attendants, cjfc. 


SCENE, during a great Part of the Play, at Rome : afterwards at Sardis ; and near Philippi. 


ACT I. 


SCENE I. — Rome. A Street. 

Enter Flavius, Marullus, and a Rabble of Citizens. 

Flav, Hence ; hom^ , you idle creatures, get you 
home; 

Is this a holiday ? What ! know you not, 

Being mechanical, you ought not walk, 

Upon a labouring day, without the sign 

Of your profession ? — Speak, what trade art thou ? 

1 Cit* Why, sir, a carpenter. 

Mar, Where is thy leather apron and thy rule ? 
What dost thou with thy best apparel on ? — 

You, sir ; what trade are you? 

2 Cit, Truly, sir, in respect of a fine workman, 1 
am but^ p’ you would say, a cobbler. 

Mar, But what trade art thou ? Answer me 
4ii^tly« 

S Cit, A trade, sir, that, 1 hope, I may use with 
a safe conscience ; which is, indeed, dr, a mender 
of bad soles. 

Mar, What trade, thou knave; thou naughty 
knave, what tiade ? 

fiCU, Nay, I beseech you, sir, be not out with 
me ; yet, if you be out,air, I can mend you* 

Mar, What meanest thou by that ? Mend me, 
thou sauCT fellow I 
StCU, Wl^, sir, cobble you* 

Kou* Thou art a ee»bbler, art thou ? 

# CU, Truly, sifi all thht I live by is, with the Awl ; 


1 meddle with no tradesman’s matters, but with awl. 
I am, indeed, sir, a surgeon to old shoes ; when 
they are in great danger, I recover them. As pro- 
per men as ever trod upon neat’s leather, have gone 
upon my handy-work. 

Flav, But wherefore art not in tliy shop to-day ? 
Why dost thou lead these men about the streets ? 

2 Cit, Truly, sir, to wear out their shoes, to get 
myself into more work. But, indeed, sir, we make 
holiday, to see Ca;sar, and to rejoice in his triumph. 
Jlfar. Wherefore rejoice ? What conquest brings 
he home ? 

What tributaries follow him to Rome, 

To grace in captive bonds bis chariot wheels ? 

You blocks, you stones, you worse than senseless 
things ! 

O, you hard hearts, you cruel men of Rome, 

Knew you not Pompey ? Many a time and oft, 
Have you climb’d up to walls and battlements, 

To towers and windows, yea, to clumney-tops, 
Your infants in your arms, and there have sat ; 
The live-long day, with patient expectation, 

To see great Pompey pass the streets of R^e: 
And when you saw his chariot but appear 
] Uve you not made an universal shout, 

That TVber tramblad underneath her banks, s 
To hear the replication of your sounds, 

Made in her concave shores It [ 

And do you now |)ut on your best attire? 
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And do you now cull out a holiday ? 

And do you now strew flowers in his way, 

Tlmt comes in triumph over Pompey*s blood ? 
Begene ; 

Run to your houses, fall upon your knees, 

Pray to the gods to intermit the plague 
That needs must light on this ingratitude. 

Flav* Go, go, good countrymen, and for this fault. 
Assemble all the poor men of your sort > ; 

Draw them to Tyber banks, and weep your tears 
Into the channel, till the lowest stream 
Do kiss the most exalted shores of all. 

[Exeunt Citi/eus. 

Sec, whe’r their basest metal be not mov’d ; 

They vanish tongue-tied in their guiltiness. 

Go you down that way towards the Capitol ; 

This way will I ; Disrobe the images. 

If you do And them deck’d witli ceremonies. 

Mar* May we do so ? 

You know, it is tlie feast of Lupercal. 

Flav* It is no matter ; let no images 
Be hung with Cassar’s trophies. I’ll about. 

And drive away the vulgar from the streets : 

So do you too, where you perceive them thick. 

These growing feathers pluck’d from Caesar’s uing, 
Will make him fly an ordinary pitch ; 

Who else would soar above the view of men. 

And keep us all in servile fearfulness. [Exeunt* 

SCENE II. ui puhlick Place. 

Enters in Processtont with Mvmk, Cabsar ; Antony, I 
for the Course; Calphurnia, Portia, Dicius, 
Cicero, Brutus, Cassius, and Casca j a gteat 
Crowd followingt among them a Soothsayer. 

Ca!s* Calpliurnia, — . t 

Casca* Peace, ho ! Caesar speake, 

[AfajicAr ceases* 

Cces* Calphurnia, — 

Cal* Here, myjord. 

Cm* Stand you directly in Antonius’ way. 

When he doth run his course. 2 — Antonius. 

Ant* Caesar, my lord. 

Cm* Forget not, in your speed, Antonius, 

To touch Calphurnia ; for our elders say. 

The barren} touched in tliis holy chase, • 

Shake oflP their sterile curse. 

Ant, 1 shall remember : 

When Ca*sar says, Bo this, it is perforax’d. 

Cm* Set on ; and leave no ceremony out. [Mustek* 
Sooth* Ceesar. 

Cm* Ha! who ‘calls? 

Casca* Bid every noise be still ; — Peace yet again. 

[Mvsick teases. 

Cm* Who is it in the press 5, tliat calls on me ? 

1 hear a tongue, shriller than all the musick, 

Crjr, Caesar : Speak ; Cassar is turn’d to hear. 

Sooth* Beware the ides of March. 

Cm* What man is that? 

Bm* A soothsayer, bids you beware the ides of 
March. 

Cm* Set him before me, let me see his face. 

Cos, Fellow, come flrom die tlirong : Look upon 
Caesar. 

Cas* What say'st thou to me now? Speak once 
Hgiun* 

Sooth* Beware the ides of March. 

Cm* He is R dreamer j let us leave him ; — pass. 

^ JSmmi all hut Bau. and Car. 

* tUnk. * A cewmosiy obserred at the fiwtt otLuperealia, 
» Cxosrd. ^ * Flourish of mstruroents. 


Cos* Will you go see the order of the course? 
JSru* Not I. 

Cos* I pray you do. 

Brut I mn not gamesome : I do lack some part 
Of that quick spirit that is in Antony. 

Let me not hinder, Cassius, your desires ; 

I’ll lea>e you, 

Cas* Brutus, I do observe you now of late : 

I have not from your eyes that gentleness, 

And show of love, as I was wont to have : 

You bear too stubborn and too strange a hand 
Over your fiiend that loves you. 

Bru* Cassius, 

Be not deceiv’d: if I have veil’d my look, 

I turn the trouble of my countenance 
Merely upon myself. Vexed I am. 

Of late, with passions of some difference, 
Conceptions only proper to myself, 

Which give some soil, perhaps, to my behaviours ; 
But let not therefore my good friends be grievofi ; 
(Among which number, Cassius, be you one ;) 

Nor construe any further my neglect, 

Than that poor Brutus, with himself at war, 

Forgets the shows of love to other men.* 

Cas. Then, Brutus, I have much mistook your 
passion ^ 

By means whereof, this breast of mine hath buried 
'I’hoiighta of great value, v, orthy cogitations. 

Tell me, gooil Brutus, can you see your face? 

Bru* No, Cassius . for the eye sees not itself, 
But by reflection, by some other things. 

Crrs. ’Tisjust; 

And it is very much lamented, Brutus, 

That you have no such minors, as will tuin 
Your liiddcn worthiness into your eye, 

That you might see jour shadow. I have heard, 
Where many of the best respect in Rome, 

(Except immortal Ceesar,) speaking of Brutus, 

And groaning underneath this age’s yoke, 

Have wish’d that noble Brutus had his eyes. 

Bru* Into what dangers would you lead me, 
Cassius, 

Tliat you would have me seek into myself 
For that which is not in me? 

Cas* Therefore, good Brutus, be prepar’d to hear : 
And since you know you cannot see yourself 
So well as by reflection, I, your glass, 

Will modestly discover to yourself 

That of yourself which you yet know not of. 

And be not jealous of me, gentle Brutus ; 

Were I a common laugher, or did use 
To stale ^ with ordinary oaths my love 
To every new protester ; if you know 
Tliat I do fawn on men, and hug them hard, 

And after scandal them ; or if you know 
That I profess myself in banqueting 
To all the rout, then hold me dangerous^**” 

[Flourish, and Shout* 
Bru* What means this shouting? 1 do fear, the 
people 

Choose Cnsar for their king. 

Cas* Ay, do you fear it ? 

Then must I think you would not have it so. 

Bru* I would not, Cassius; yet I love him well : 
But wherefore do you hold me here so long? 

What is it that you would impart to me? 

If it be aught toward the general ^od» 

Set honour in one eye, and death i’tlie adieri 
And 1 will look on both indifferently; 

» The nature of your ftjelings, • Hake common. 
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Foti let the gods so speed me> as 1 love 
The name of honour more than 1 fear death. 

Cos. I know that virtue to he in you, Brutus, 

As well as 1 do know your outward favour.J^ 

Well, honour is tlie subject of my story. 

1 cannot tell, what you and other men 
Think of this life ; but, for my single self, 

I had as lief not be, as live to be 
In awe of such a thing as 1 myself. 

I was born free as Csesar; so were you: 

We both have fed as well : and we can both 
Endure the winter’s cold, as well as he. 

For once, upon a raw and gusty day. 

The troubled Tyber chafing with her shores, 

Csesar said to me, JOar'st thoui Cassius, now, 

Leap in with nie into this aiigty flood. 

And swim to yonder point ? Upon the word, 
Accoutred as I was, 1 plunged in, 

And bade him follow : so, indeed, he did. 

Tlie torrent roar’d ; and we did buffet it 
With lusty sinews ; throwing it aside 
And stemming it with hearts of controversy. 

But ere we could arrive the point propos’d, 

Ccesar cry’d, Help me, Cassius, or I sink* 

1, as iB^iieas. our great ancestor, 

Did from the flames of Troy upon his shoulder 
The old Anchises bear, so, from the waves of Tyber 
Did I the tired Cmsar : And this man # 

Is now become a god ; and Cassius is 
A wretched creature, and must bend his body, 

If Caesar carelessly but nod on him. 

'He had a fever when he was in Spain, 

And, when the fit was on him, 1 did mark 
; How he did shake : ’tis true, this god did shake t 
' His coward lips did from their colour fiy ; 

And that same eye, whose bend doth awe the world, 
I Did lose his lustre : I did hear him groan : 

Ay, and that tongue of his, that bade tlie Romans 
i Mark him, and write his speeches in their books, 

( Alas f it cried, Give me some drink, Titinius, 

As a sick girl. Ye gods, it doth amaze ’me, 

A man of such a feeble temper 7 should 
So get the start of the intjestick w'orld, 

; And bear the palm alone. [Shout* Fhumh* 

* Btu* Another genepiil shout ! 

I do believe, that these applauses are 

For some new honours that are heap’d on Csesar. 

Cas. Why, roan, he doth bestride the narrow world, 
like a Colossus ; and we petty men 
Walk under his huge legs, and peep about 
To find ourselves dishonourable graves. 

Men at some time are masters of their fates ; 

The tkult, dear Brutus, is not in our stars, 

But in ourselves, that we are underlings. 

Brutus and Ceesar t Wliat sliould be in that Caesar? 
Wk^ slm^ that name be sounded more than yours ? 
Write 6iSin together, yours is as fair a name ; 
Sound them, it doth become the mouth as well ; 

. WMgh them, it is as heavy; conjure with them, 

/ * spirit as soon as Cassar. 

m rile names of all the gods at once, 

UpOh what meat doth rids our Carsar feed, 

he ia grown so great ? Age. thou art sham’d : 
Borne, thou hast lost the breed of noble bloods ! 
j When went there by an age, since the great flood, 

I But it was fam’d wirii more than with one man? 
Wlmn o(mldthey say, till now, tliat talk’d of Rome, 
. That her wide walks encompassed but one man ? 
|ifnw Is Borne Ind^ aoj ro^ 


When there is in it but one only man. 

O ! you and 1 have heard our fathers say, 

Tliere was a Brutus once, that would liave brook’d 
The eternal devil to keep his state in Rome, * 

As easily as a king. 

Bru. That you do love me, I am nothing jealous ; 
What you would work me to, 1 have some aim • ; 
How 1 have thought of this, and of these times, 

1 shall recount hereafter ; for this present, 

I would not, so with love I might entreat you, 

Be any further mov’d. What you have said, 

I will consider ; what yon have to say, 

I will witi) patience hear : and And a time 
Both meet to hear, and answer, such high things. 
Till then, my noble friend, chew ^ upon this ; 
Brutus hadrrather be a villager, 

Than to repute himself a son of Rome 
Under these hard conditions as this time 
Is ^ike to lay upon us. 

Cos* 1 am glad that my weak words 
Have struck but thus much show of fire from Brutus, 

Re-enter C.<ssAa, and his Train* 

Bru* The games are done, and Csesar is returning. 
Cos* As tliey pass by, pluck Casca by the sleeve ; 
And he will, after bis sour fashion, tell you 
What hath proceeded, worthy note, to-day. 

Bru* 1 will do so : — But look you, Cassius, 
The angry spot doth glow on Caesar’s brow, 

And all the rest look like a chidden train : 
Calplmrnia’s cheek is i^ale ; and Cicero 
Looks with such ferret • and such fiery eyes, 

As we have seen him in the Capitol, 

Being cross’d in conference by some senators. 

Cos, Casca will tell us what the matter is. 

Cees* Antonius. 

Ant* Ccesar, 

Cces* Let me have men about me that are fat j ' 
Sleek-headed men, and such as ^leep o* nights ; 
Yond’ Cassius has a 1' nn and hungry look ; 

He thinks too much : such men are dangerous. 

Ant* Fear him not, Cssar, he’s not dangerous ; 
He is a noble Roman, and well given. ^ 

C€BS* ’ Would he were fatter: — But I fear him not ; 
Yet if my name were liable to fear, 

I do not know the man I should avoid 

So soon as that spare Cassius. He reads much ; 

He is a great observer, and lie looks 

Quite through the deeds of men; he loves no pUys, 

As thou dost, Antony; he bears no musick: 

Seldom he smiles ; and smiles in sudi a sort,’ 

As if he mock’d himself, and scorn’d his spirit 
That could be mov’d to smile at any thing. 

Such men as he be never at heart’s ease, 

Whiles they behold a greater than themselves ; 

And therefore are they very dangerous. 

1 rather tell thee what is to be fear’d, 

Than what 1 fisar, for always I am Csesar. 

Come on my right hand, for this ear is deaf, 

And tell me truly what thou think’st of him. 

[Mmmt Cjbsae and kk Tredk* Casca 
I stays behind* 

Casca* You pulFd me by the cloak;, would you 
!^eak with me? ’ 

, Bru* Ay, Casca; tell us what hath chanc’d t6*day^ 
lliat Csesar looks so sad* 

Casca* Why> you were wirii htm, were you lutt? 
Btu* I idamm not then ask Casca vriiAl. luirit 
chanc’d. . . i 

* Oueii. * BymiBste. i ASunretfaMrsdegm. 
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Coica* Why, there was a crown ofTer’d him : and 
being offer’d him, he put it by with the back of his 
hand, ^iis ; and then the people fell a shouting. 

Bru* What was the second noise for? 

Casca* Why, for that too. 

Cos. They shouted thrice; What was the last 
cry for? 

Casca, Why, for that too. 

Bru. Was the crown offered him thrice ? 

Casca* Ay, marry, was’t, and he put it by thrice, 
every time gentler than other ; and at every putting 
hfi mine lionest neighbours sliouted. 

Cos. Who offer’d him tlie crown ? 

^ 'Casca. Why, Antony. 

Bru, Tell us the manner of it, gentle Casca. 

Casca* I can as well be hanged as tell the man- 
ner of it ; it was mere foolery. I did not mark it. 
I sawlVtark Antony offer him a crown ; — yet *twas 
not a crown neither, *twas one of these coronets ; 
— and, as I told you, he put it by once ; but, for all 
that, to my thinking, he would fain have had it. 
Tlien he offered it to him again ; then he put it by 
again : but, to my thinking, he was very loath to 
lay his fingers off' it. And tlicn he offered it the 
third time ; he put it the third time by : and still as 
he refused it, the rabblement hooted, and clapped 
their chopped hands, and threw up their night-caps, 
and uttered such a deal of foul breath because 
Csesar refused the crown, that it had almost choked 
Caesar ; for he swooned, and fell down at it ; And 
for mine own part, I durst not laugh, for fear of 
opening my lips, and receiving the bad air. 

Cos* But soft, I pray you : What ? did Caesar 
swoon ? 

Casca* He fell down in the market-j^lacc, and 
foamed at mouth, and was speechless. 

Bru* 'Tis very like : he hath tlie falling-sickness. 

Cos, No, Caesar hath it not ; but you, and 1, 
And honest Casca, >fe have the falling-sickness. 

Casca* 1 know not what you mean by that ; but, 
I am sure, Caesar fell down. If the tag-rag people 
did not clap him, and hiss him, according as he 
pleased, and displeased them, as they used to do the 
players in the theatre, I am no true man. 

Bru* What said he, when he came unto himself? 

Casca, Marry, before he fell down, when he per- 
ceived the common herd was glad he refused the 
qro^n, he plucked me ope his doublet, and offered 
them bis throat to cut. — An 1 had been a man of 
ahy occupation, if 1 would not have taken him at a 
word, 1 would I might go to hell among the rogues: 
«r and so he fell. When he came to himself ^ain, 
he said, If he had done, or said any thing amiss, he 
desir^ their worships to tliink it was his infirmity. 
Three or four wenches, where I stood, cried, Alas, 
ioad soul t — and forgave him with all their hearts : 
But there’s no heed to be taken of them ; if Caesar 
had stabbed their mothers, they would have done 
no less. 

Bm> And alter that, he came, thus sad, away? 
Cam* Ay. 

Cbi« Did Cicero say any tiling? 

WTO. Ay, he spoke Greek. 

To wbat efiect? 

Casca* jKayj an I tell you Biat, I’ll ne’er look you 
'' thbiiwsa : But those that understood him, 
ianil^ at one anotberr and shook their lieads ; but, 
ior mine own part| it was Greek to me. I could tell 
you tbo; MaruUus and Flavius, for 

b|rC«e^*s images, are put to silence. 


CiBSAR. 

Fare you well. There was more foolery yet, if t 
could remember it. 

Cas* Will you sup with me to-night, Casca? 
Casca* No, I am promised forth. 

Cas* Will you dine with mb to-morrow? 

Casca. Ay, if 1 be alive, and your mind hold, and 
your dinner worth the eating. 

Cas. Good ; I will expect you. 

Casca* Do so : Farewell, both. [Bxit Casca. 
Bru* What a blunt fellow this is grown to be; 
He was quick mettle, when he went to school. 

Cas* is he now, in execution 
Of any bold or noble enterprize, 

However he puts on this tardy form. 

This rudeness is a sauce to his good wit, 

Which gives men stomach to digest his words 
With better appetite. 

Bru. And so it is. For this time I will leave you : 
To-morrow% if you please to speak with me, 

I will come home to you ; or, if you will, 

Come home to me, and I will wait for you. 

Cas, I will do so : — till then, think of the world. 

[ExU Brutus. 

Well, Brutus, thou art noble ; yet, I see, 

Thy honourable metal may be wrought 
From that it is dispos’d : Therefore *tis meet 
That noblq minds keep ever with their likes : 

For who so firm, that cannot be seduc’d ? 

Ccesar doth bear me hard ; but he loves Brutus : 

If I were Brutus now, and he were Cassius, 

He should not humour ^ me. I will this night, 

In several hands, in at his windows throw, 

As if they came from several citizens, 

Writings all tending to the great opinion 
That Rome holds of his name ; wherein obscurely 
Caesar’s ambition shall be glanced at : 

And, after this, let Caesar seat him sure ; 

For we will shake him, or worse days endure. 

[BxiV. 

SCENE III. ^ A Street* • 

Thunder and Lightning* Enter, from opposite sides, 
Casca, unth his Suford drawn, and Cicxao* 

Ck* Good even, Casca: Broiight you Caesar home? 
Why are you breathless ? and why stare you so ? 
Casca* Are not you moy’d, when all the sway of 
earth 

Shakes, like a thing unfirm ? O Cicero, 

1 have seen tempests, when the scolding winds 
Have riv’d the knotty oaks ; and I have seen 
The ambitious ocean swell, and rage, and foam, 

To be exalted with the threat'ning clouds ; 

But never till to-night, never till now, 

Did I go through a tempest dropping fire. 

Either th^ is a civil strife in heaven ; 

Or else the world, too saucy with the gods, 

Incenses them to send destructiott. 

Ck* Why, saw you any thing mdre wonderlUi ? 
Casca, A common slave (you know him well by 

Held up his left hand, which did flame, and burn 
Like twenty torches jmn’d ; and yet his band, 

Not sensible of fire, remain’d unscorch’d. 

Besides (I have not since put up my sword), 
Against the Capitol I met a li<m, 

glar'd upon me, and went surly by, 

Without anne^ng me : And there were drawn 
Upon a heap a hundred ghasBy women, 
Tronsfoiined with llieir ftar ; who swore, they f»w 
s to. s Cajole. 
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Men^ all on iire, walk up and doi^ the streets. 

And, yesterday, the bird of night did sit. 

Even fit noon-*day, upon tlte market-place, 

Hooting, and shrieking. When these prodigies 
Do so conjointly meet, let not men say. 

These are their reasonsi — The^ are natural ; 

For, I believe they are portentous things 
Unto the climate that they point upon. 

dc* Indeed, it is a strange-disposed time: 

But men may construe tilings after their fashion, 
C^lewa from the pur|>ose of things themselves. 
Comes Cicsar to the Capitol to-morrow ? 

Caeca. He doth ; for he did bid Antoni us 
Send word to you, he would be there to-morrow. | 
dc. Good night then, Casca : tliis disturbed sky 
Is not to walk in. 

Casca. Farewell, Cicero. 

Enter Cassius. 

Cos. Who’s there ? 

Casca. A Roman. 

Cas. Casca, by your voice. 

Casca. If our ear is good. Cassius, what night is 
this ? 

Cas. A very pleasing night to honest men. 

Casca. Who ever knew the heavens menace so ? 
Cas. Those, that have known the earth so full of 
faults. 

For my part, I have walk’d about the streets, 
Submitting me unto the perilous night ; 

And, thus unbraced, Casca, as you see. 

Have bar’d my bosom to tlie thunder-storm ; 

And, when the cross blue lightning seem’d to open 
The breast of heaven, 1 did present myself 
Even in the aim and very flash of it. 

Casca. But wherefore did you so much tempt the 
heavens ? 

It is the part of men to fear and tremble, 

When the most mighty gods, by tokens, send 
Such dreadful heridds to astonish us. 

Cos. You are dull, Casca ; and those sparks of life 
That should be in a Roman, you do want, 

Or else you use not : You look pale and gaze, 

And put on fear, and cast yourself in wonder. 

To see the strange impatience of the heavens ; 

But if you would consider the true cause, 

Why all these fires, why all these gUding ghosts. 
Why birds and beasts, from quality and kind ^ ; 
Why old men, fools, and children calculate ; 

Why all these things change, from their ordinance, 
llieir natures and pre-formed faculties. 

To monstrous quality ; why, you shall find, 

That heaven liath infus’d them with these spirits. 

To make them instruments of fear, and w'arning, 
Unto some monstrous state. Now could I, Casca, 
Name to thee a man most like this dreadful night ; 
That thunders, lightens, opens graves, and roars 
As doth the lion in the Capitol : 

A man no mightier than thyself, or me. 

In personal action ; yet pit^igious grown, 

And fearful, as th?se strange eruptions are. 

^ca* Cassar that you mean : Is it not, 
Cassius? 

jCoa* Let it he who it is : for Romans now 
dave tbewes ^ and limbs like to their ancestors $ 
But woe tlie while I our ihthem* minds are dead, 
we are govern’d with our mothers’ spirits ; 
yoke and sulMni^ ehow us womanish. 

, , Casesh Indeed, they say, the senators to-morrow 
< Why they devlste from quality and nature. * ^uielei. 


Mean to establish Csesar as a king : ' 

And he shall wear his crown by sea and land, 

In every place, save here in Italy. 

Cas. I know where I will wear this dagger then: 
Cassius from bondage will deliver Cassius : 

Therein, ye gods, you make the weak most strong ; 
Therein, ye gods, you tyrants do defeat ; 

Nor stony tower, nor walls of beaten brass, 

Nor airless dungeon, nor strong links of iron, 

Can be retentive to the strength of spirit ; 

But life, being weary of these worldly bars, 

Never lacks power to dismiss itself. 

If I know this, know all the world besides, 

Tiiat part of tyranny, tliat I do bear, 

I can shake off at pleasure. 

Casca. So cau I : 

So every bondman in his own hand bears 
The power to cancel his captivity. 

Cas. And why should Cfiesar be a tyrant then : 
Poor man ! I know, he would not be a wolf, 

But that he sees tlie Romans arc but sheep : 

He w'ere no lion, were not Romans hinds. ® 

Those that with haste will make a mighty fire, 
Begin it with weak straws ; What trash is Rome, 
What rubbish, and what offal, when it serves 
For the base matter to illuminate 
So vile a thing as Caesar ? But, O grief ! 

Where hast thou led me ? I, perhaps, speak this 
Before a willing bondman : then I know 
My answer must be made : But I am arm’d, 

And dangers are to me indifferent. 

Casca. You speak to Casca ; and to such a man, 
That is no fleering tell-tale. Hold my hand : 

Be factious for redress of all these griefs ; 

And I will set this foot of mine as far, 

As who goes farthest. 

Cas. There’s a bargain made. 

Now know you, Casca, I have mov’d already 
Some certain of the noblest-miqded Romans, 

To undergo, with me, an enterprize 
Of honourable- dangerous consequence ; 

And I do know, by this, they stay for me 
In Pompey’s porch : for now, this fearful night, 
There is no stir, or walking in tlie streets ; 

And the complexion of the element 
Is favour’d 7, like the work we have in hand. 

Most bloody, fiery, and most terrible. 

Enter Cinna. 

Casca. Stand close awhile, for here comes one in 
haste. 

Cas. *Tis Cinna, I do know him by his gait ; 

He is a friend, — Cinna, where haste you so? 

Cin. To find out you : Who’s that ? Metellus 
Cimber ? 

Cas. No, it is Casca ; one incorporate 
To our attempts. Am I not staid for, Cinna? 

Cin. lamgladon’t. What a fearful night is this? 
There’s two or three of us have seen strange sights. 
Cas. Am I not staid for, Cinna ? Tell ihe* 

Cin. Yes 

You are. O, Cassius, if you could but win 
’Die noble Brutus to our party 

Cas. Be you conieUt: good Cinna, take this paper, 
And look you lay it in the prsstor’s chair, 

Where Brutus may but find it ; and throw this 
In at fab window : set this up with wax ’ 

Upon old Brutus’ statiio : all thb donOf ** 
E^air to Pompey’s porch, where you shall find ns. 
Is Becitts Brutus, aim Trellionitts, there ? 

• Beer. f Appisra • 
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Cin» All but Metellus Cimb^r ; and he’s gone 
To seek you at your house. Well, I will hie, 

And so bestow these papers as you bade me. 

Coll That done, repair to Pompey’s theatre. 

[Exit ClNKA. 

Come, Casca, you and I will yet, ere day, 

See Brutus at his house ; three parts of him 
Is ours already ; and the man entire. 

Upon the next encounter, yields him ours. 
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Casca. O, he sits high, in all the people's hearts : 
And that, which would appear offence in us. 

His countenance, like richest alchymy, 

Will change to virtue, and to worthiness. 

Cas. Him, and his worth, and our great need of 
him, 

You have right well conceited. Let us go, 

For it is after midnight ; and ere day, 

We will awake him, and be sure of him. [Exeunt, 


JULIUS C^SAE. 


ACT II. 


SCENE I. — Brulus’i Orchard, 

Enter Brutus. 

Eru, What, Lucius ! ho ! — 

I cannot, by the progress of the stars. 

Give guess how near to-day. — Lucius, I say ! 

I would it were my fault to sleep so soundly. 

When, Lucius, when? Awake, Isay: What, Lucius! 

Enter Lucius. 

Luc. Cull’d you, my lord ? 

Bru. Get me a taper in my study, Lucius : 

When it is lighted, come and call me here. 

IjUC. I w ill, my lord. [Exit. 

Bru* It must be by his death ; and, for my part, 

I know no personal cause to spurn at him. 

But for the general. He would be crown’d ; — 
How that might change his nature, there’s the 
question. 

It is the bright day that brings forth tlie adder ; 
And that craves wary walking. Crown him ? — 
That;-~ 

And then, I grant, we put a sting in him. 

That at his will he fnay do danger with. 

The abuse of greatness is, when it disjoins 
Remorse s from power; And, to speak truth of 
Coesar, 

I have not known when his affections swav’d 
More than his reason. But ’tis a common proof® 
That lowliness is young ambition’s l^der. 

Whereto the clim^r upward turns his face : 

But when he once attains the upmost round, 

He then unto the ladder turns his back, 

Looks in the clouds, scorning the base degrees * 

' By which he did ascend ; So Cajsar may ; 

Then, lest he may, prevent. And, since the quarrel 
Will bear no colour for the thing he is. 

Fashion it thus ; tliat what he is, augmented, 
Would run to these, and these extremities ; 

And therefore think him as a serpent’s egg, 

Which, batch’d, would, as his kind, grow mis- 
chievous ; 

And kill lum in the shell. 

Be-enter Lucxus. 

Lue. The taper bumeth in your closet, sir. 
Searching the window for a flint, I found 
This paper, thus seal’d up ; and, I am sure, 

It did not lie there when I went to bed. 

Bru. Get you to bed agtun, it is not day. 

Is not to»morrow, boy, the ides of March ? 

Zutk I know not, sir. 

Bru, Look In ^ecakndar, and bring me word, 
s rity,K»i4eimei«. » Experleace. > Lowitep*. 


Luc. 1 will, sir. 

Bru. The exhalations, whizzing in the air, 

Give so much light, that I may read by tliem. 

[Opens the Letter, and reads. 
Brutus, thou sheep' St ; aw^e, and see thpself. 

Shall Rome, ^c. Speak, strike, redress t 

Brutus, thou sleep* st ; awake 

Such instigations have been often dropp’d 
Where I have took them up. 

Shall Home, ^c. Thus, must I piece it out ; 

Shall Rome stand under one man’s awe? What! 
Home ? 

My ancestors did from the streets of Rome 
The Tarquin drive, when he was call’d a king. 
Speak, strike, redress ! — Am I entreated then 
To speak, and strike? O Rome! 1 make thee 
promise, 

If the redress will follow, thou rcceivest 
Thy full petition at thq hand of Brutus, 

Re-enter Lucius. 

Luc. Sir, Marcli has wasted fourteen days. 

[Knock within. 

Bru. *Tis good. Go to the gate; somebody 
knocks. [Exit Lucius. 

Since Cassius first did whet me against Ceesar, 

I have not slept. ^ 

Between the acting of a dreadful thing 
And the first motion, all tlie interim is \ 

Like a phantasma or a hideous dream ; 

The genius, and the mortal instruments, \ 

Are then in council ; and tlie state of 
Like to a little kingdom, suffers then / 

The nature of an insurrection. 

Re-enter Lucius. 

Luc. Sir, ’tis your brother Cassius at the door, 
Who doth desire to see you. 
jpru. Is he alone? 

Luc. No, sir, there are more with him. 
jffru. y®® know them ? 

Luc. No, sir ; their hats are pluck’d about their 
ears. 

And half tlieir faces buried in their cloaks, 

That by no means I may discover them 
By any mark of favour. ^ 

Bru, Let them enter. 

[Exit Lucius. 

They are the faction. O conspiracy ! 

Sham’st thou to show thy dangerous brow by night* 
When evils are most free ? O, tlien, by day, 
Where wilt thou find a cavern dark enough 
To mask Ay monstrous visage? Seek none, coift* 
, splracy; 

* Vision. ^ Countenance, 
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Hide it tn smilee, and afiability : 

For if thou path, thy native semblance on \ 

Not Erebus ^ itself were dim enough 
To hide thee from prevention. 

JEnter Cassius, Casca, Dacius, Cxhna, Mbtxllus 
C xBiBBR, and Trsbonius. 

Cos. I think we are too bold upon your rest : 
Good morrow, Brutus ; Do we trouble you ? 

Bru. I have been up this hour ; awake all night. 
Know I these men, that come along wjth you? 

Cas. Yes, every man of them ; and no man here. 
But honours you : and every one doth wish, 

You had but that opinion of yourself, 

Which every noble Roman bears of you. 

This is Trebonius. 

J3ru» He is welcome hither. 

Cas, This, Decius Brutus. 

JBru, He is welcome too. 

Cas, This, Casca ; this, Cinna ; 

And this Metellus Cimber. 

Bru, They are all welcome. 

What watchful cares do interpose themselves 
Betwixt ybur eyes and night ? 

Cas* Shall 1 entreat a word? [^Thet/ whisper, 
Dec, Here lies the east ; Doth not the day break 
here? 

Casca, No. 

Cin, O, pardon, sir, it dotli ; and yon grey lines. 
That fret the clouds, are messengers of day. 

Casca, You shall confe8S,that you are both deceiv'd. 
Here, as 1 point my sword, the sun arises ; 

Whic^ is a great way growing on the south, 
Weighing the youthful season of the year. 

Some two months hence, upliigher toward the north 
He first presents his fire ; and the liigh cast 
Stands, as the Capitol, directly here. 

JBru, Give me your hands all over, one by one. 
Cas* And let us swear our resolution. 

Bru* No, not an oath : If not the face ^ of men. 
Hie sufferance of our souls, the time’s abuse, — 

If these be motives weak, break off betimes. 

And every man hence to his idle bed ; 

So let high-sighted tyranny range on. 

Till each man drop ^ lottery. But if these. 

As I am sure they do, bear fire enough 
To kindle cowards, and to steel with valour 
The melting spirits of women ; then, countrymen, 
What need we any spur, but our own cause, 

To prick us to redress ? what other bond. 

Than secret Romans, that have spoke the word, 
And will not palter?? and what other oath. 

Than honesty to honesty engag’d, 

That this shall be, or we will fall for it ? 

Swear priests, and cowards, and men cautelous 
Old feeble caxrions, and such suffering souls 
That welcome wrongs ; unto bad causes swear 
£|u<di creatures as men doubt ; but do not stain 
The even virtue of our enterprise. 

Nor the insuppressive mettle of our spirits. 

To think, that, or our cause, or our pWformance, 
XMd need an path ; when every drop of blood, 

That every Boxnan beats, and nobly bears. 

Is guilty of a several bastardy. 

If be do break the smallest particle 
Of any paxxnise that bath pass’d from hixp. 

Chs» But what of Cicero ? 3hall we sound him ? 
I thiuk, he will stehd very strong with tis. 

* Wsax hi ffly traeftna. ’ HoU. 


Casca, Let us not leave him out. 

Cin, No, by no means. 

Met, O, let us have liim ; for his silver hairs 
Will purchase us a good opinion, • 

And buy men’s voices to commend our deeds ; 

It shall be said, his judgment rul’d our hands ; 

Our youths, and wildness, shall no whit appear, 
But all be buried in his gravity* 

Bru, 0,name him not;Ietus not break with him 
For he will never follow any thing 
That other men begin. 

Cas, Then leave him out. 

Casca, Indeed, he is not fit. 

Dec, Shall no man else be touch’d but only 
Caesar ? 

Cas, Decius, well urg’d ; — I think it is not meet, 
Mark Antony, so well belov’d of Caesar, 

Should outlive Caesar. We shall find of him 
A shrewd contriver ; and, you know, his means, 

If he improves them, may well stretch so far. 

As to annoy us all : which to prevent. 

Let Antony, and Caesar, fall together. 

Bru, Our course will seem too bloody, Cauus 
Cassius, 

To cut the head off*, and then hack the limbs ; 

Like wrath in death, and envy * afterwards : 

For Antony is but a limb of Cwsar. 

Let us be sacrificers, hut no butchers, Caius. 

We all stand up against the spirit of Caesar ; 

And in the spirit of men there is no blood : 

O, that we then could come by Caesar’s spirit, 

And not dismember Caesar ! But, alas, 

Caesar must bleed for it ! And, gentle friends, 

Let’s kill him boldly, but not wrathfully ; 

Let’s carve him as a dish fit for tlie gods, 

Not hew him as a carcase fit for bounds : 

And let our hearts, as subtle masters do, 

Stir up their servants to an act of rage, 

And after seem to chide them. , This shall make 
Our purpose necessary, and not envious : 

Which so appearing to the common eyes. 

We shall be call’d purgers, not murderers. 

And for Mark Antony, think not of him ; 

For he can do no more than Csesar’s arm, 

When Caesar’s head is oif. 

Ca^, Yet I do fear him : 

For in the ingrafted love he bears to CsDsar : — 
Bru, Alas, good Cassius, do not think of him : 
If he love Caesar, all that he can do 
Is to himself; take thought, and die for Cisser: 
And that were much be should ; for he is given 
To sports, to wildness, and much company. 

Treh, There is no fear in him, let him not die ; 
For he will live, and laugh at this hereafter. 

[Clodt strihs, 

Bru, Peace, count the clock. 

Cas. The clock hath stricken three. 

Treb, * Tis time to part. 

Cas. But it is doubtfhl yet, 

Whe’r Caesar will come forth to-day, or no ; 

For he is superstitious grown of late ; 

Quite froiti the main opinion he held once * 
Of fantasy, of dreabiit, and eeremoniea ; 

It may be, these apparent proxHgtes, 

The unaccostom’d textnr ffiis ni^t, 

And the nersHaaion bf hie augurets. 

May hold him ftom ^ Capitol to^y. 

Dec, Never fear that; If he be ao tiiol^di; 

I can o’etsway Ite ; fbr he loves to baoi^ 
a let ua net break the matter to him,. , Mlanee> 
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That unicorns may be betwty’d with trees, t 
And bears with glasses, elephants with holes, 

Lion^ with toils, and men with flatterers. 

But, when I tell him, he hates flatterers. 

He says, he does ; being then most flattered. 

Let me work : 

For I can give his humour the true bent ; 

And I will bring him to the Capitol. 

Cas. Nay, we will all of us be there to fetch him, 
J?rM. By the eighth hour : Is that the uttermost? 
Cm. Be that the uttermost, and fail not then. 
Met. Caius Ligarius doth bear Caesar hard, 

Who rated him for speaking well of Pompey ; 

I wonder, none of you have thought of him. 

J3ru. Now, good Metellus, go along by him ^ : 
He loves me well, and I have given him reasons ; 
Send him but hither, and Pll fashion him. 

Cos, The morning comes upon us ; We’ll leave 
you, Brutus : — 

And, friends, disperse yourselves : but all remember 
What you have said, and show yourselves true 
Romans. 

JBru. Good gentlemen, look fresh and merrily ; 
Let not our looks put on our purposes ; 

But bear it as our Roman actors do, 

With un tir’d spirits, and formal constancy : 

And so, good morrow to you every one. 

{Exeunt all but Brutus. 
Boy ! Lucius ! Fast asleep ? It is no matter ; 
Enjoy the honey-heavy dew of slumber : 

Thou hast no figures s, nor no fantasies. 

Which busy care draws in the brains of men ; 
Therefore ^ou sleep’st so sound. 

Enter Portia. 

Por. Brutus, my lord ? 

Bru* Portia, what mean you ? Wherefore rise 
you now ? « 

It is not for your Ifealth thus to commit 
Your weak condidon to the raw-cold morning. 

Por, Nor for yours neither. You have urgently, 
Brutus, 

Stole from my bed ; And yesternight, at supper, 
You suddenly arose, and walk’d about, 

Musing, and sighing, with your anns across ; 

And when I ask’d you what the matter was. 

You star’d upon me with ungentle looks : 

I urg’d you further ; then you scratch’d your head. 
And too impatiently stamp’d with your foot : 

Yet I insist^, yet you answer’d not ; 

But with an angry wafture of your hand, 

Gave sign for me to leave you : So I did ; 

Fearing to strengthen that impatience. 

Which seem’d too much enkindled ; and, withal. 
Hoping it was but an effect of humour, 

WMch sometime hatli his hour with every man. 

It will not let you eat, nor talk, nor sleep ; 

An^ could it work so much upon your shape 
As it ^th much prevail’d on your condition % 

X should not know you, Brutus. Dear my lord, 
Make me acquainted with your cause of grief. 

JBru, 1 am not well in health, and that is all. 
Por. Brutus is wise, and were he not in health, 
He would embrace the means to come by it. 

Why, so I do : «-good Portia, go to bed. 
Is Brutus sick? and is it physical 
To wedk unhraeed, and suck up the humoun 
Of the dank^ znomlng? What, is Brutus sick ; 

Ityhts house a fibapasimtedhy iioaglnatioa 

< Ttau>sr. . P Damp. 
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And will he steal out of his wholesome bed, ' 

To dare the vile contagion of the night? 

And tempt the rheumy ^ and unpurged air \ 

To add unto his sickness ? No, ray Brutus ; ' 

You have some sick offence within your mind, 
Which, by the right and virtue of my place, / 

I ought to know of : And, upon my knees, “i ^ 
I charm you, by my once commended beauty, ’ 

By all your vows of love, and that great vow j 
Which did incorporate and make us one, 

That you unfold to me, yourself, your half, \ 

Why you are heavy ; and what men to-night j 
Have had resort to you ; for here have been \ 
Some six or seven, who did hide their faces 
Even from darkness. 

Bru. Kneel not, gentle Portia. 

por. I should not need, if you were gentle Brutus. 
Within the bond of marriage, tell me, Brutus, 

Is it excepted, I should know no secrets 
That appertain to you ? Am I yourself, 

But, as it were, in sort, or limitation ; 

To keep with you at meals, comfort your bed, 

And talk to you sometimes ? Dwell I but in the 
suburbs 

Of your good pleasure ? If it be no more, 

Portia is Brutus’ harlot, not his wife. 

Bru. You are my true and honourable wire ; 

As dear to me, as are the ruddy drops 
That visit my sad heart. 

Por. If this were true, then should I know this 
secret. 

I grant, I am a woman, but, withal, 

A woman that lord Brutus took to wife ; 

I grant, I am a woman ; but, withal, 

A woman well reputed ; Cato’s daughter. \ 

Think you, I am no stronger than my sex, 

Being so father’d, and so husbanded ? 

Tell me your counsels, I will not disclose them : 

I have made strong proof of my constancy, 

Giving myself a voluntary wound 

Here, in the thigh : Can I bear that with patience, 

And not my husband’s secrets ? 

Bru, O ye gods. 

Render me worthy of this noble wife ! 

' [Knocking within* 

Hark, hark ! one knocks : Portia, go in a while ; 
And by knd by thy bosom shall partake 
Tlie secrets of my heart. 

All my engagements I will construe to thee, 

All the charactery of my sad brows: — 

Leave me with haste. [J^ Portia. 

Enter Lucius and Lxoarxus. 

Lucius, who is that, knocks ? 

Luc, Here is a sick man, that would speak with you. 
Bru, Caius Ligarius, that Metellus spake of. — 
Boy, stand^aside. — Caius Ligarius ! how ? 

Lig, Vouchsafe good morrow from afeeble tongue. 
Bru, O, what a time have you chose out, brave 
Caius, 

To wear a kerchief? ^Would you were not sick ! 

Lig, 1 tun not sick, if Brutus have in hand 
Any exploit worthy the name of honour. 

Bru. Such an exploit have I in hand, Ligarius^ 
Had you a healthful ear to hear of it. 

Lig* By all the gods that Romans bow before^ 

I here discard my sickness. Soul of Rome ! 

Brave son, deriv’d from honound>le Imns ! 

Thou, like an exorcist, hast coqjur’d up 
Moist 
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Mf mortified spirit. Now bid me run, 

And 1 will strive with things impossible ; 

Yea, .get the better of them. What’s to do ? 

Bru, A piece of work, that will make sick men 
whole. 

Lig. But are not some whole, that we must make 
sick? 

Bru* That must we also. What it is, my Caius, 
I shall unfold to thee, as we are going ; 

To whom it must be done. 

Lig. Set on your foot ; 

And, with a heart new fir’d, I follow you, 

To do I know not what : but it sufficeth, 

Tliat Brutus leads me on. 

Bru* Follow me then. 

[Exeunt* 

SCENE II. — A Room in Caesar’s Palace* 

Thunder and Lightning. Enter CjSsar, in his 
Night-gown. 

Ctes. Nor heaven, nor earthy have been at peace 
to-night : 

Thrice hafh Calphurnia in her sleep cried out, 

Helpi ho / they murder Cmar i Who’s W’ithin ? 
EnJter a Servant. 

Serv. My lord ? 

Cas. Go bid the priests do present sacrifice, 

And bring me their opinions of success. 

Serv. I will, my lord. [Exit. 

Enter CALVHURniA. 

Cai. What mean you, Cajsar? Think you to 
walk fortli ? 

You shall not stir out of your house to-day. 

C<KS’ Caesar shall forth : The things that ^reaten’d 
me, 

Ne’er look’d but on my back ; when they shall see 
The face of Caesar, they are vanished. 

Cal. Caesar, I never stood on cerempnics 7, 

Yet now they fright me. There is one within. 
Besides the ^ings that we have heard and seen, 
Recounts most horrid sights seen by the watch. 

A lioness hath whelped in the streets ; 

And graves have yawn’d, and yielded up their dead: 
Fierce fiery warriors fight upon the clouds, 

In ranks, and squadrons, and right form of war, 
Which drizzled blood upon the Capitol : 

The noise of battle hurtled ^ in the air, 

Horses (Ud neigh, and dying men did groan ; 

And ghosts did shriek, and squeal about the streets. 
O Caesar ! these things are beyond all use, 

And I do fear them. 

Cats. What can be avoided, 

Whose end is purpos’d by the mighty gods ? 

Yet Caesar shall go forth : for these predictions 
Are to the world in general, as to Caesar. 

, Calf When beggars die, there are no comets seen ; 
The beevens themselves blaze forth the death of 
princes. 

Cm. Cowards die many times before their deaths) 
The valiant never taste of death but once. 

Of all the wonders that I yet have heard. 

It seems to me most strange that men should fear ; 
Seeing that death, a necessary end, 

Will corner when it will come. 

Better a Servant 

What say tite augurers? 
Serv. They would not have you to stir fbrih to-day. 
paid tegard to prodigies or omena < Encountered. 


Plucking the entrails of an ofifbnng foith, 

They could not find a heart within the beast 
Cas. The gods do this in shame of coward^ : 
Caesar should be a beast without a heart 
If he should stay at home to-day for fear. , 

No, Caesar shall not : Danger knows full well, 
That Ccesar is more dangerous than he. 

We were two lions litter’d in one day, ^ , 

And X the elder and more terrible ; / = 

And Caesar shall go forth. / ' ! 

Cal. Alas, my lord* 

Your wisdom is consum’d in confidence* 

Do not go forth to-day : Call it my fear, 

That keeps you in the house, and not your own. 
We’ll send Mark Antony to the senate-house ; 

And he shall say, you are not well to-day : 

Let me, upon my knee, prevail in this, 

Cas. Mark Antony shall say, I am not well ; 
And, for thy humour, I will stay at home. 

Enter Decius. 

Here’s Decius Brutus, he shall tell them so. 

Dec. Caesar, all hail! Good morrow, worthy Caesar: 
I come to fetch you to the senate-house. 

Cas. And you are come in very happy time, 

To bear my greeting to the senators. 

And tell tliem, that I will not come to-day : 
Cannot, is false ; and that I dare not, falser ; * 

I will not come to-day ; Tell them so, Decius. 

Cal. Say, he is sick. 

Cas. Shall Caesar send a lie? 

Have I in conquest stretch’d mine arm so far, 

To be afeard to tell grey-beards the truth ? 

Decius, go tell them, Caesar will not come. 

Dec. Most mighty Caesar, let me know some cause, 
Lest I be laugh’d at, when I tell tliem so. 

Cas. The cause is in my will, 1 will not come ; 
That is enough to satisfy the senate. 

•But, for your private satisfaction, 

Because I love you, I will let you know. 
Calphurnia here, my wife, stays me at home : 

She dreamt to-night slie saw my statua, 

Which like a fountain with a hundred spouts, 

Did run pure blood ; and many lusty Romans 
Came smiling, and did bathe their hands in it. 

And these does she apply for warnings, portents, 
And evils imminent ; and on her knee 
Hath begg’d, that I will stay at home to-day, 

Dec. This dream is all amiss interpreted ) 

It was a vision, fair and fortunate : 

Your statue spouting blood in many pipes, 

In which so many smiling Romans Imth’d, 
Signifies that from you great Rome shall suck 
Reviving blood ; and that great men shall press 
For tinctures, stains, relicks, and cognizance* 

This by Calphurnta’s dream is Mgnified. 

Cas. And this way have you well expouiided it. 
Dec. I have, when you have heard what I can say : 
And know it now ; The senate have concluded 
To give, this day, a crown to mighty Cassar. 

If you shall send them word, you will not come, 
Their minds may change. Besides, it were a mock 
Apt to be rendered, ibr some one to say, 

Break up the senate till another timet 

When Cmsar's wife skaU meet with better dreams. 

If Ceesar hide lumself, shali they not whisper,^ 

Lo, Casar is ^raid f 

I Pardon me, Cjassar $ for my dear, dear love 
To pur proceeding bids me tell you this; 

And reason to my love is liable* ^ 

» Subordinate. 
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Cas* How foolisli do your fears seem now. Cal- 
phumia ? 

I am ashamed I did yield to them. — 

Give*me my robe, for I will go ; — 

Enter Pubuus, Brutus, Ligarius, Mktellus, 
Casca, Treboxius, and Cinna. 

And look where Publius is come to fetch me. 

Pub» Good morrow, Caesar. 

Cas* Welcome, Publius. — 

What, Brutus, are you stirr’d so early too ? — 

Good morrow, Casca. — Caius Ligarius, 

Caesar was ne’er so much your enemy, 

As that same ague which hath made you lean. 

What is’t o’clock ? 

Bnu Caesar, ’tis strucken eight. 

I thank you for your pains and courtesy. 

Enter Antony. 

Sec ! Antony, that revels long o* nights, 

Is notwithstanding up : — 

Good morrow, Antony. 

JnU So to most noble Caesar. 

'CVps. Bid them preijare within : — 

I am to blame to be thus \vaited for. «— 

Now, Cinna ; — Now Mctellus : — What Trcbo- 
nius ! 

I have an hour’s talk in store for you ; 

Remember tliat you call on me to-day ; 

Be near me, that I may remember you. 

Treb, Caesar, I will : — and so near will I be, 

l^Aside, 

That your best friends shall wish I had been further. 
Cecs. Good friends, go in, and taste some wine 
with me ; 

And we, like friends, will straightw'ay go together. 

JSru. That every like is not the same, O Caesar, 
The heart of Bruti|s yearns * to think upon ! 

[ExeurU. 

SCENE III. — A Street near the Capitol, 

Enter Artemidorus, reading a Paper, 

Art. Caesar, beware of Brutus ; take heed of Cas- 
sius ; come not near Qisca j have an eye to Cinna ; 
trust not Trebonius; mark well Metellus Cimber; 
Decius Brutus loves thee not ; thou hast wronged 
Ciuus Ligarius. There is but me mind in all tkese^ 
meUi and it is bent against Caesar. If thou be*st not 
immortal^ look about you : Security gives way to con- 
spiracy. The mighty gods defend thee ! Thy lover-, 

Artehidorus. 

Here will I stand, till Caesar pass along 
And as a suitor will 1 give him this. 

My heart laments, that virtue cannot live 
Out of (he teeth of emulation. ^ 

If thou read this, O Caesar, thou mayst live ; 

If not, the fates with traitors do contrive. 

- Envy. 


SCENE IV — Another Part of the same Streett 
before the House of Brutus. 

ErUer Portia and Lucius. 

For. I pr’ythee, boy, run to the senate-house ; 
Stay not to answer me, but get thee gone ; 

Why dost thou stay ? 

Lue, To know my errand, madam. 

For, I would have had thee there, and here again, 
Ere I can tell thee what thou shouldst do there. — 

0 constancy, be strong upon my side ! 

Set a huge mountain ’tween my heart and tongue ! 

1 have a man’s mind, but a woman’s might. 

How hard it is for women to keep counsel ! 

Art thou here yet ? 

Lvc. Madam, what should I do ? 

Run to the Capitol, and nothing else ? 

And so return to you, and nothing else ? 

For, Yes, bring me word, boy, if thy lord look well, 
For he went sickly forth ; And take good note, 
What Ca'sar doth, what suitors press to him. 

Hark, boy ! what noi.se is that ? 

Luc, I hear none, madam. , 

For, Pr’ythee, listen well j 

I heard a bustling rumour, like a fray, 

And the wind brings it from the Capitol. 

Luc. Sooth madam, I hear notiiing. 

Enter Soothsayer. 

For. Come hither, fellow ; 

Which way hast thou been ? 

Sooth. At mine own house, good lady* 

For. What is’t o’clock ? 

Sooth, About the ninth hour, lady. 

For. Is Caesar yet gone to the Capitol ? 

Sooth, Madam, not yet ; I go to take my stand, 
To see him pass on to the Capitol ? 

For. Thou hast some suit to Caesar, hast thou not? 
Sooth. That I have, lady : if it will please Caesar 
To be so good to Caesar, as to hear me, 

1 shall beseech him to befriend himself. 

For, Why, know’st thou any harm’s intended 
towards him ? 

Sooth, None that I know will be, much that I fear 
may chance. , 

Good-morrow to you. Here the street is narrow : 
The throng that follows Ca*$ar at the heels, 

Of senators, of praetors, common suitors, 

Will crowd a feeble man almost to death : 

I’ll get me to a place more void, and there 
Speak to great Caesar as he comes along. [Exit, 
For, I must go in. — Ah me ! how weak a thing 
The heart of woman is ! O Brutus ! 

The heai^n speed Uiee in thy enterprise I 
Sure, the boy heard me : — Brutus hath a suit, 
lliat Caesar will not grant — O, I grow faint ; — 
Run, Lucius, and commend me to my lord ; 

Say, I am merry : come to me again, 

And bring me word what he do£ say to thee. 

[Eavwal 


* Orievea 


* In truth. 
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SCENE I. — - The Capitol t the Senate sitting* 
ji Crowd of People in the Street leading to the Ca^- 
pitol : among them Artf^midorus and the Sooth- 
sayer. Flourish. Enter Cjbsar, Brutus, Cas- 
sius, ,Casca, Decius, Metellus, Trebomius, 
CiMNA, Antony, Lepxous, Popilius, Publius, 
and others. 

Ceps, The ides of March are come. 

Sooth. Ay, Caisar ; but not gone. 

Art, Hail, Caesar ! Read this schedule. 

Dec. Trebonius doth desire you to o’er-rcad, 

At your best leisure, this his humble suit. 

Art. O Ciesar, read mine first ; for mine's a suit 
That touches Caesar nearer *. Read it, great Caesar. 
Cees. What touches us ourself, shall be last serv*d. 
Art. Delay not, Caesar ; read it instantly. 

Ca$. What, is the fellow mad ? 

Pub. s Sirrah, give place. 

Cos. What, urge you your petitions in the street? 
Come to the Capitol. 

C.ASAR enters the Capitol, the rest following. 

AM the Senators rise. 

Pop. I wish your enterprise to-day may thrive. 
Cos. What enterprise, Popilius ? 

Pop. Fare you well. 

[Advances to Cjesar. 
Bru. What said Popilius Lena ? 

Cos. II e wish'd to-day our enterprize might thrive. 

1 fear, our purpose is discover'd. 

JSru. Look, how he makes to Cassar : Hark him. 
CoS. Casca, be sudden, for we fear prevention. — 
Brutus, what shall be done ? If this be known, 
Cassius or Caesar never shall turn back. 

For I will slay myself. 

Bru. Cassius, be constant ; 

Popilius Lena speaks not of our purposes ; | 

For, look, he smiles, and Caesar doth not change. 
Cos. Trebonius knows his time ; for look you, 
Brutus, ^ 

He draws Mark Antony out of the way. 

[Exeunt Antony and Trebonius. Cjbsab 
and the Senators take their Seats. 

Dec. Where is Metellus Cimber ? Let him go. 
And presently prefer his suit to Caesar. 

Bru. He is address'd * : press near, and second him. 
Cin. Casca, you are the first that rears your hand. 
Ccps. Are we all ready ? what is now amiss, 

That Caesar, and his senate must redress? 

Met. Mo^ high, most mighty, and mon puissant 
Caesar, 

Metellus Cimber throws before thy seat 
An humble heart : [EheeUng. 

Cees. I must prevent thee, Cimber. 

These couchings, and these lowly courtesies, 

Might fire the blood of ordinary men. 

And turn pre-ordinance, and first decree, 

Into the law of children. Be not fond, 

To think that Caesar bears such rebel blood. 

That will be thaw'd from the true quality 
Wilb that which melteth fools ; I mean, sweet words, 
t,Qw«crooked courPaies, and base spaniel fawning. 
Thy bmthW by decree h banished ; 

If thou doit bend, and pray, and'liiwn for him, 

4 Biidy. 


I spurn thee like a cur out of my way. 

Know, Caesar doth not wrong ; nor without cause 
Will he be satisfied. 

Met. Is there no voice more worthy than my own, 
To sound more sweetly in great Caesar's ear, 

For the repealing of my banish'd brother ? 

Bru. I kiss thy hand, but not in flattery, Caesar ; 
Desiring thee, that Publius^ Cimber may 
Have an immediate freedom of repeal. 

CiBs. What, Brutus? 

Cos. Pardon, Caesar ; Caesar, pardon ; 

As low as to tliy foot doth Cassius fall, 

To beg enfranchisement for Publius Cimber. 

Cees. I could be well mov’d, if I were as you ; 

If I could pray to move, prayers would move me j 
But I am constant as the northern star. 

Of whose true fix’d and resting quality. 

There is no fellow in the finnament. 

The skies are painted with unnumber’d sparki, 

They are all fire, and every one doth shine ; 

But there’s but one in all doth hold his place : 

So, in the world ; 'tis furnish'd well with men, 

And men are flesh and blood, and apprehensive ^ ; 
Yet, in the number, 1 do know but one 
That> unassailable holds on his rank, 

Unshak’d of motion ® : and, that I am he : 

Let me a little show it, even in this ; 

That I was constant, Cimber should be banish’d, 
And constant do remain to keep him so. 

Cin. O Caesar, - 

Cm. Hence ! Wilt thou lift up Olympus ? 

Dec, Great Caesar, 

Cm, Doth not Brutus bootless 7 kneel ? 

Casca. Speak, liands, for me. 

[Casca stabs Cjbsar in the neck. Caesar 
catches hold of his arm. He is then stabbed 
by several other ConspiratorSf and at last 
by Marcus Brutus. 

Caes. Et tu. Brute f 8 — Then, fall, Caesar. 

[Dies. The Senators and People retire In 
confiision. 

Cin. Liberty ! Freedom I Tyranny is dead ! ^ 
Run hence, proclaim, cry it about the streets, 

Cos. Some to the common pulpits, and cry out, , 
Liberty, freedom, and erfranchisement / 

Bru. People, and senators ! be not affrighted $ 
Fly notj stand still; — ambition's debt is paid. 
Casca. Go to the pulpit, Brutus* 

Dec. And Cassius too. 

Bru. Where's Publius? 

Cin. Here, quite confounded with this mutiny. 
Met. Stand fast together, lest some IHend of 
, Caesar's 

Should chance — . 

Bru. Talk not of standing; — Publius, goodchCer; 
There is no harm intended to your person. 

Nor to no Roman else ; so tell them, Publius. 

Cap. And leave us, Publius, lest tl^ the people, 
Rushing on us, should do your age aemt mischief* 
Bru. Do so ; and let no man abide tkdt deed, 
But we the doers. ^ ^ 

JRe-enler Tiunovins* ■ * 

Cat. Whereas Antody? 

d InteiUgeBi Sflolidtatfon.''' 

7 UmaeeesslUllyi * And theu, Bratus 
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Trt* to his house amaz’d : 

Men, wives, and children, stare, ciy out, and run, 
As It were doomsday. 

Bnu Fates ! we will know your pleasures : — 
That we shall die, we know ; ’tis but the time, 

And drawing days out, that men stand upon. 

CVm. Why, he that cuts oil’ twenty years of life, 
Cuts off so many years of fearing death. 

Bru* Grant that, and then is death a benefit : 

So arc we Caesar’s friends, that have abridg’d 
liis time of fearing death. — Stoop, Ilomans, stoop, 
And let us bathe our hands in Caesar’s blood 
Up to the elbows, and besmear our swords : 

Then walk we forth, even to the market-place: 

And, waving our red weapons o’er our heads, 

IasVs all cry, Peace ! Freedom ! and Liberty ! 

Cas» Stoop, then, and wash. How many ages 
hence. 

Shall this our lofty scene be acted over, 

In states unborn, and accents yet unknown ! 

Btiu How many times shall Caesar bleed in sport. 
That now on Pompey’s basis lies along. 

No worthier than the dust ! 

Cas* So oft as that shall be, 

So often shall the knot of us be call’d 
The men that gave our country liberty. 

Dec» What, shall we forth ? 

Cat, Ay, every man away ; 

Brutus shall lead ; and we will grace his iieels 
With the most boldest and best hearts of Rome. { 

Enter a Servant. 

Bru* Soft, who comes here? A friend of An- 
tony’s. 

Serv. Tims, Brutus, did my master bid me kneel ; 
’I’hus did Mark Antony bid me fall down ; 

And, being prostrate, thus he bade me say, 

Brutus is noble, wise, valiant, and honest ; 

Caesar was mighty,^bold, royal, and loving : 

Say, I love Brutus, and 1 honour him ; 

Say, I fear’d Caesar, honour’d him, and lov’d him ; 
If Brutus will vouchsafe, that Antony 
May safely come to him, and be resolv’d 
How Caesar hath deserv’d to lie in death, 

Mark Antony shall not love Caesar dead 
So well Brutus living ; but will follow 
The fortunes and affairs of noble Brutus 
Thorough the hazards of this untrod state, 

With all true faith. So says my master Antony. 

Bnu Thy master is a wise and valiant Roman ; 

I never thought him worse. 

Tell him, so please him come unto this place, 

He shall be satisfied ; and, by my honour. 

Depart untouch’d. 

Serv, I’ll fetch him presently. 

[Exit. 

Bru, I know that we shall have him well to friend. 
Cas» I wish we may ; but yet have I a iflind, 
Tliat fears him much ; and my misgiving still 
Falls shrewdly to the purpose. 

Better Avtoht. 

Bru, But here comes Antony. — Wclwme, Mark 
Antony. 

Ant* O mighty Csssar ! Dost tliou lie so low ? 
Are all fhy conquests, glories, triumphs, spoils, 
ShrudW to this little measure ? Fare tliee w'ell. — • 
I know not, genUemen, what you inteiid, 

Who else must be let blood, who else is rank ® : 
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If I myself, there is no hour sd fit 
As Caesar’s death’s hour ; nor no instrument 
Of half that worth, as those your sWords, made rich 
With the most noble blood of all this world. 

‘1 do beseech yo, if you bear me hard, 

Now, whilst your purpled hands do reck and smoko. 
Fulfil your pleasure. Live a thousand years, 

I shall not find myself so apt to die ; 

No place will please me so, no mean of death, 

As here by Caesar, and by you cut off, 

TJie choice and master spirits of this age. 

Bru, O Antony ! beg not your death of us. 
Though now we must appear bloody and cruel, 

As, by our hands, and this our present act. 

You see we do ; yet see you but our hands. 

And this the bleeding business they have done : 
Our hearts you see not, they are pitiful ; 

And pity to the general wrong of Rome 
(As fire drives out fire, so pity, pity,) 

Ilatli done this deed on Csesar. For your part, 

To you our swords have leaden points, Mark A iitony : 
Our arms, in strength of malice, and our hearts. 

Of brother’s temper, do receive you in » 

With all kind love, good thoughts, and reverence. 

Cfis. Your voice shall be as strong as any man’s. 
In the disposing of new dignities. 

Bru, Only he patient, till we have appeas’d 
The multitude, beside themselves with fear. 

And then we will deliver you the cause. 

Why 1, that did love Caesar when I struck him. 
Have thus proceeded. 

Ant, I doubt not of your wisdom. 

Let each man render me his bloody hand : 

First, Marcus Brutus, will I shake with you : — 
Next, Caius Cassius, do I take your hand ; 

Now, Decius Brutus, yours ; — now yours, Me- 
tellus; 

Yours, Cinna; — and, my valiant Casca, yours ; — 
Though last, not least in love, yours, good Trebo* 
niiis. 

Gentlemen all, — alas! what shall I say? 

My credit now stands on such slippery ground, 
I'hat one of two bod ways you must conceit me, 
Kither a coward, or a flatterer. — 

I That I did love thee, Caesar, ©, ’tis true : 

If then thy spirit look upon us now. 

Shall it not grieve thee, dearer than thy death, 

To see thy Antony making his peace, 

Shaking die bloody fingers of thy foes, 

Most noble ! in the presence of thy corse ? 

Had I as many eyes as thou hast wounds, 

Weeping as fast as they stream forth thy blood. 

It would become me better, than to close 
In terms pf friendship witli thine enemies. 

Pardon me, Julius ! — Here wast ibou bay’d, brave 
hart ; 

Here didst thou fall ; and hem thy hunters stand, 
Sign’d in thy spoil, and crimson’d in thy lethe. 

O world ! thou wost the forest to this hart ; 

And this, indeed, O world, the heart of thee. — 
How like a deer, stricken by many princes. 

Dost thou here He ! 

Cor. Mark Antony, 

Ant. Pardon me, Caius Cassius < 

The enemies of C«sar shall say this} 

Then, in a friend, it is cold modesty. 

Cos. I blame you not for praising Cae.sar so s 
But what comp^t mean you to have with m ? 

Wm yo« be prick’d in number of our friends ; 

Or sJiall we on, and not depend on you ? 

Yy 
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AnU Therefore 1 took your hands ; but was^ indeed, 
Swayed from the point, by looking down on Caesar. 
Friends am 1 witli you all, and love you all ; 

Upon this hope, that you shall give me reasons, 
'Why, and wherein, Caesar was dangerous. 

£ru* Or else were this a savage spectacle ; 

Our reasons are so full of good regard. 

That were you, Antony, the son of Caesar, 

You should be satisfied. 

Ant* Thatis all I seek : 

And am moreover suitor, that 1 may 
Produce bis body to the market-place ; 

And in the pulpit, as becomes a friend, 

Speak in the order of his funeral. 

Ih'u. You shall, Mark Antony. 

Cor. Brutus, a word with you. — 

You know not what you do ; Do not consent. 

Aside* 

That Antony speak in his funeral : 

Know you how much the people may be mov’d — 
By tliat wliich he will utter ? 

Bru* By your pardon ; 

I will myself into the pulpit first. 

And show the reason of our Caesar's death • 

'What Antony shall speak, 1 will protest 
He speaks by leave and by permission ; 

And that we are contented, Caesar shall 
Have all true rites, and lawful ceremonies. 

It shall advantage more, than do us wrong. 

Cos* 1 know not what may fall ; I like it not. 
Bru* Mark Antony, here, take you Caesar’s body. 
You shall not in your funeral speech blame us. 

But speak all go^ you can devise of Caesar ; 

And say, you do’t by our permission ; 

Else shall you not have any hand at dl 
About his funeral ; And you shall speak 
In the same pulpit whereto I am going, 

Alter my speech is ended. 

Ant, Be it so ; 

1 do desire no more. 

Bru, Prepare the body then, and follow us. 

[Exeunt aU but Antony. 
Ant, O, pardon me, thou bleeding piece of earth. 
That I am meek and gentle with these butchers ! 
Thou art the ruins of the noblest man. 

That ever lived in the tide of times. 

Woe to the liand that shed this costly blood j 
Over thy wounds now do I prophesy — 

'Which like dumb mouths, do ope their ruby lips, 
To beg tile voice and utterance of my tongue ; — 
A curse shall light upon the limbs of men $ 
Domestick fury, and fierce civil strife, 

Shall cumber ^1 the parts of Italy : 

Blood and destruction shall be so in use, 

And dreadful objects so familiar, 

That mothers shall but smile, when they behold 
Their infants quarter'd with the hands of war ; 

All pity chok'd with^ustom of fell deeds ; 

And Csssar's spirit, ran^ng for revenge. 

With At^ by his side, come hot from hell, 

Shall in tliese confines, with a monarch's voice. 
Cry, Jfttvockf ‘ and let slip the dogs of war; 

Tlit this foul deed shall smell above the eaith, 
With carrion men groaning for burial. 

Enter a Servant. 

You serve Octavius Ctesar, do you not ? 

Seru, 1 do, Antony, 

Ant, Csesar did write for him to come to Home, 
1 The signal for giving no quarter. 
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SerXf, He did receive his letters, and is coming : 
And bid me say to you by word of mouth, 

0 Caesar ! — fSemg ttie Body, 

Ant. lliy heart is big, get thee apart and n«ep. 

Passion, 1 see, is catching; for mine eyes 
Seeing those beads of sorrow stand in thine, 

Began to water. Is thy master coming ? 

Serv. He lies to-night within seven leagues of 
Rome. 

ArU, Post back with speed, and tell him what hatli 
chanc’d : 

Here is a mourning Rome, a dangerous Rome, 

No Rome of safety for Octavius yet ; 

Hie hence, and tell him so. Yet, stay a while ; 
Thou shalt not hack, till I have home this corse 
Into the market-place : there shall I try. 

In my oration, how the people take 
The cruel issue of these bloody men ; 

According to the wliich, thou shalt discourse 
To young Octavius of the state of tilings. 

Lend me your hand. [Exeunt, with Cesar’s Body. 

SCENE II. — T/iC Forum. 

Enter Brutus and Cassius, and a Throng of 
Citizens. 

CU, We will be satisfied ; let us be satisfied. 

Bru, Then follow me, and give me audience, 
friends. — 

Cassius, go you into the other street, 

And part the numbers. — 

Those that will hear me speak, let them stay here ; 
Those that will follow Cassius, go with him ; 

And publick reasons shall be rendered 
Of Ciesar's death, 

1 CU, I will hear Brutus speak, 

2 Cit, I will hear Cassius, and compare their 

reasons, 

When severally we hear tliem rendered, 

[Exit Cassius, with iomt? if the Citizens. 
Brutus goes into the Rostrum. 

CU, The noble Brutus is ascended ; Silence ! 
Bru, Be patient till the last. 

Romans, countrymen, and lovers ! hear me for my 
cause ; and be silent tliat ye may hear j believe me 
for mine honour ; and have respect to mine honour, 
that you may believe ; censure me in your wisdom ; 
and awake your senses that you may the better 
judge. If there be any in this assembly, any dear 
friend of Caesar's, to him I say, that Brutus’ love 
to Caesar was no less than his. If then that friend 
demand, why Brutus rose against Caesar, this is my 
answer, — Not that I loved Caesar less, but tliat 1 
loved Rome more. Had you rather Caesar were 
living, and die all slaves; tlian that Caesar were 
dead, to live all free men ? As Caesar lov^ me, I 
weep for him ; as he was fortunate, I rejoice at it ; 
as he was valiant, I honour him ; but, as lie was 
ambitious, I slew him ; There is tears, for his love ; 
joy, for his fortune ; honour, for his valour ; and 
death, for his ambition. Who is here so base, that 
would be a bondman ? If any, speak ; for him 
have I offended. 'Who is here so rude, that would 
not be a Roman? If any, speak; for him have I 
offended. Who is here so vile, that will not love his 
country ? If any, speak ; for him have I offended. 

1 pause for a reply. 

Cit, None, Brutus, none. 

[Several yaking at once* 
> FrieiNlR 
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Itru» Then none have 1 offended. I have done no 
more to Cflssar, than you idiould do to Biutus. The 
question of his death is enrolled in the Capitol ; his 
glory 4:»ot extenuated, wherein he was worthy ; nor 
bis oflcnces enforced, for which he sudered death. 

£7it€r Antony and others^ mth C^sak 6 JBodi/, 
Here comes his body, mourned by Mark Antony : 
Who, though he had no hand in his death, shall 
receive the benefit of his dying, a place in the 
commonwealth ; As which of you shall not ? Widi 
tliis I depart ; That as 1 slew my best lover for the 
good of Rome, I have the same dagger for myself, 
when it shall please my country to need my death. 
CV. Live, Brutus, live ! live * 

1 Cit* Bring him with triumph home unto his 

. house. 

2 Cit* Give him a statue with his ancestors. 

3 Cit. Let him be Cajsar. 

4 CU* Ca?sar’s better parts 

Shall now be crowned in Brutus. 

1 Cit. We’ll bring him to his house with shouts 

and clamours. 

J?m. My countrymen, — 

2 Cit. Peace ; silence ! Brutus speaks. ! 

1 CU, Peace, ho • 

Good countrymen, let me depart alone. 
And, for my sake, stay here with Antony : 

Do grace to Ccesai’s corpse, and grace his speech 
Tending to CtC'iar’s glories; which«Maik Antony, 
By our pei mission, is allow’d to make. 

1 do entreat you not a man depart, 

Save I alone, till Antony have spoke. [EiU* 

1 Cu» Stay, ho ' and let us hear ]\lark Antony. 

3 CU^ Let liim go up into the puhlick chair ; 
We’ll hear him ; — Noble Antony, go up. 

ufnt. For Brutus’ sake, I am lieholden to you. 

4 CU* What does he say of Brutus ? 

3 CUn He says for Brutus’ sake. 

He finds liimself bcltoldcn to us all. 

4 Ckt. ’Twere best he s[)eak no harm of Brutus here. 

1 Ctt* I'his Caisai was a tyrant. 

3 Cit* Nay, that’s certain ; 

We are bless’d that Rome is rid of liim. 

2 Cit, Peace ; let us hear what Antony can say. 

AnU You gentle Romans, 

Cu, Peace, ho ’ let us hear him. 

Ani, Friends, Romans, countiymen, lend me 
your ears ; 

I come to bury Caesar, not to piaise him. 

The evil, that men do, lives after them ; 

The good is oft interred witfi their bones ; 

^ So let it be with Caesar. The noble Brutus 
Hatli told you, Caesar was ambitious ; 

If it were so, it was a grievous fault ; 

And grievously hath Caesar answer’d it. 

Here, under leave of Brutus, and the rest, 

(For Brutus is an honourable man ; 

So are they all, all honourable men ;) 

Come I to speak in Caesar’s funeral. 

He was my friend, faithful and just to me ; 

But Brutus says, he was ambitious ; 

And Brutus is an honourable man. 

He hatli brought many captives home to Rome, 
Whose ransoms did the general coffers fill . 

Did this in Caesar seem ambitious ? 

When that the poor have cried, Caesar hath wept : 
Ambition should be made of sterner stuff : 

Yet Brutus says, he was ambitious ; 

And Brutus is an honourable man. 


You all did see* that on the Lupercal, 

I thrico presented him a kingly crown. 

Which he did thrice refuse. Was this ambition? 
Yet Brutus says be was ambitious ; 

And, sure, he is an tiouour.ible man. 

I speak not to disprove what Bi utus spoke. 

But here I am to speak what I dt> know. 

You all did love him once, not without cause ; 

What cause witliholds you then to mourn for him ? 

0 judgment, thou art tied to brutish beasts. 

And men have lost their reason ' — Bear with me ; 
My heart is in the coffin there with Ccesar, 

And I must pause till it come back to me. 

1 Cit, Methiiiks there is much reason in his 

sayings. 

2 CU. If tiiou consider rightly of the matter, 
Casar has had great wrongs. 

3 Cu, Has he, masters ? 

1 fear, there will a worse come in his place. 

4 Cu, Mark’d ye bis woids? He would not take 

the crown ; 

Therefore, ’tis certain, he was not ambitious. 

1 CU, If it be found so, some will dear abide it. 

^2 CU, Poor soul! his eyes are led as fiie with 

weeping. 

3 CU, There’s not a nobler man in Rome, than 

Antony. 

4 Cd, Now mark him, he begins again to speak. 
Ant, But yesterday, tlic word of Ccesar might 

Have stood against the world : now lies he tliere. 
And none so poor to do him revel encc. 

0 masters ! if 1 were dispos’d to stir 
Your hearts and minds to mutiny and rage, 

1 should do Brutus wiong, and Cassius wrong, 
Who, you all know, are lionourable men *. 

I will not do them wrong ; I rather choose 
To wrong the dead, to wrong myself, and you, 
Than I will wrong such honourable men. 

But here’s a parchment, w ith the seal of Ccesar, 

I found it in his closet, ’tis his will : 

Let but Hie commons hear this testament, 
fWhich^ pardon me, I do not mean to read,) 

And they would go and kiss dead Ceesar’s wot.uds, 
And dip their napkins in his sacred blood ; 

Yea, beg a hair of him for memory. 

And, dying, mention it within their wills, 
Bequeatliing it, as a rich legacy, 

Unto their issue. 

4 Cu We’ll hear the will . Read it, Mark Antony* 
CU. The will, the will ; we will hear CadhuCn will, 
Anl, Have patience, gentle friends, I must not 
read it ; 

It is not meet you know how Ccesar lov’d you. 

You are not wood, you arc not stones, but men ; 
And being men, heftriiig tlie will of Cscsar, 

It will infiame you, it will make you mad : 

’Tis good you know not that you are his heirs ; 

For if you should, O, what would come of it ! 

4 Cu Read tlie will ; we will liear it, Antony , 
You shall read us the will ; Ccesar’s will. 

Ant, Will you be patient? Will you slay awhile? 
I have o’ershot myself, to tell you of it. 

1 fear, 1 wrong the honourable men, 

Whose daggers have stabb’d Ccesar : I do fear it. 

4 Cit, They were triutors: Honourable men ! 

Cu, The will ! Uic testament ! 

2 Cii. They were villains, murderers: Tlie will f 
read the will I 

Ant, You will compel me then to read the will? 
llicn make a ring about the corpse of Caesar, 

Yy 2 
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And let me show you him that made the will. 

Shall I descend? And will you give me leave? 

Cit> Come down. 

2 Cit» Descend, f He comes down from the Pulpit* 

3 Cit* You shall have leave. 

4 Cit* A ring ; stand round. 

1 Cit* Stand flrom the hearse, stand from the body. 

2 Cit* Room for Antony; — most noble Antony. 
Ant, Nay, press not so upon me ; stand far off. 
Cit, Stand back ! room ! bear back ! 

AnU If you have tears, prepare to shed them 
now. 

You all do know this mantle ; 1 remember 
The first time ever Ctesar put it on ; 

*Twas on a summer’s evening in his tent ; 

That day he overcame the Nervii : — 

Look ! in this place, ran Cassius’ dagger through : 
See, what a rent the envious Casca mide : 

Through this, the well-beloved Brutus stabb’d ; 
And, as he pluck’d his cursed steel away, 

Mark how the blood of Ca?sar follow’d it ; 

As rushing out of doors, to be resolv’d 
If Brutusyso unkindly knock’d, or no ; 

For Brutus, as you know, was Caesar’s angel : 
Judge, O you gods, how dearly Caesar lov’d him ! 
This was the most unkindest cut of all : 

For when die noble Caesar saw him stab, 
Ingratitude, more strong than traitor’s arms, 

Quite vanquish’d him : then burst his mighty heart; 
And, in his mantle muffling up his face, 

Even at the base of Pompey’s statua 
Which all the while ran blood, great Caesar fell. 

O, what a fall was there, my countrymen ! 

Then I, and you, and all of us fell down, 

Whilst bloody treason flourish’d over us. 

O, now you weep ; and, I perceive, you feel 
The dint * of pity : these are gracious drops. 

Kind souls, what, weep you, when you but behold 
Our Caesar’s vesture wounded ? Look you here. 
Here is himself, marr’d, as you see, with traitors. 

1 Cit, O piteous spectacle ! 

2 Cit. O noble Caesar ! 

5 Cit. O woful day ! 

4 Cit. O traitors, villains ! 

1 Cit, O most bloedy sight ! 

2 Cit. We will be revenged ; revenge ; about, 
seek, — burn, — fire, — kill, — slay ! — let not a 
traitor live. 

Ant. Stay, countrymen. 

1 CU. Peace there : — Hear the noble Antony. 

2 Cil. We’ll hear him, we’ll follow him, we’ll die 
witli him. 

Ant. Good friends, sweet friends, let me not stir 
you up 

To such a sudden flood of mutiny. 

They, that have done this deed, are honourable ; 
What private griefs ^ they have, alas, I know not. 
That made them do it ; they are wise and honourable, 
And will, no doubt, with reasons answer you. 

1 come not, friends, to steal away your hearts ; 

I am no orator, as Brutus is : 

But, as you know me all, a plain blunt man, . 
That love my friend ; and that they know full well 
That gave me public leave to speak of him. 

For I have neither wit, nor words, nor worth, 
Action, nor utterance, nor the power of speech, 

To stir men’s blood : 1 only speak right on ; 

I tell you that, which you yourselves do know ; 

* Statoa foT statue, if common among the old writers. 

* Impmslon. * Grievances. 
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Show you sweet Cmsor’s wounds, poor, poor dumb 
mouths. 

And bid them speak for me : But were I Brutus, 
And Brutus Antony, there were an Antony » 
Would ruffle up your spirits, and put a tongue 
In every wound of Caesar, tluit should move 
The stones of Rome to rise and mutiny. 

CU, We’ll mutiny. 

1 Cit. We’ll burn the house of Brutus. 

3 Cit. Away then, come, seek the conspirators. 
Ant. Yet hear me, countrymen ; yet hear me speak. 
Cit. Peace, ho! Hear Antony, most noble Antony. 
Ant, Why, friends, you go to do you know not 
what: 

Wherein hath Cmsar thus deserv’d your loves? 

Alas, you know not : — I must tell you then : — 
You have forgot the will I told you of. 

Ctt. Most true ; — the will ; — let’s stay, and hear 
the will. 

Ant. Here is the will, and under Csesar’s seal. 
To every Roman citizen he gives, 

To every several man, seventy-five drachmas.^ 

2 Cit. Most noble Cajsar ! — we’ll revenge his 

death. 

3 CH, O royal Ccesar ! 

Ant. Hear me with patience. 

Cit. Peace, ho ! 

Ant. Moreover, he hath left you all his walks, 
His private arbours, and new-planted orchards, 

On this side Tyber ; he hath left them you. 

And to your heirs for ever ; common pleasures, 

To walk abroad, and recreate yourselves. 

Here was a Ciesar : When comes such another ? 

1 Cit. Never, never : — Come, away, away ; 
We’ll burn his body in tlic holy place, 

And with the brands fire the traitors’ houses. 

Take up the body. 

2 CU. Go, fetch fire. 

3 Cit. Phick down benclies. ^ 

4 Ctt. Pluck down fonns, windows, any thing. 

[Exeunt Citizens, with the Body. 
Ant. Now let it work : Mischief, thou art afoot, 
Take thou what course thou wilt ! — How now, 
fellow ? 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Sir, Octavius is already come to Rome. 
Ant. Where is he ? 

Serv. He and Lepidus are at Caesar’s house. 
Ant. And tliitlicr will 1 straight to visit him : 
He comes upon a wish. Fortune is merry, 

And in this mood will give us any thing. 

I Serv. I heard him say, Brutus and Cas.sius 
Are rid like madmen tiirough the gates of Rome. 

Ant. Belike, they had some notice of the people, 
How 1 had mov'd them. Bring me to Octavius. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE III. A Street. 

Enter Cimna, the Poet. 

Cin. 1 dreamt to-night that I did feast with Caesar 
And tilings unluckily charge my fantasy : 

I have no will to wander forth of doors, 

Yet something leads me forth. 

Enter Citisens. • 

1 Cit. What is your name ? 

2 Cit. Whither are you going? 

s Kear fifty shillingt. 


JULIUS a«SAR. 



JULIUS CiESAR, 


693 


Act IV. Scene I. 

3 at. Where do you d^ell ? 

4 at. Are you a married man, or a bachelor? 

2 at* Answer every man directly. 

1 jOt. Ay, and briefly. 

4 Ot. Ay, and wisely. 

3 at. Ay, and truly, you were best. 

a ft,. What is my name ? Whither am I going ? 
Where do I dwell ? Am I a married man, or a 
bachelor? Then to answer every man directly 
and briefly, wisely, and truly. Wisely I say, I am 
a baclielor. 

2 at. That’s as much as to say they are fools that 
marry — You’ll bear me a bang for that, 1 fear. 
Troceed; directly. 

an. Directly, I am going to Cajsar’s funeral. 

1 at. As a friend, or an enemy ? 
an. As a friend. 


2 at. That matter is answered directly. 

4 at. For your dwelling, — briefly. 
an. Briefly, I dwell by tlie Capitol, 

4 at. Your name, sir, truly. 
an. Truly, my name is Cinna. 

1 at. Tear him to pieces, he’s a conspirator. 
an. 1 am Cinna the poet, 1 am Cinna tlie poet, 
4 at. Tear him for liis bad verses, tear him for 

his bad verses. 

On. 1 am not Cinna the conspirator. 

2 Cit. It is no matter, his name’s Cinna; pluck 
but his name out of his heart, and turn him going. 

3 Cit. Tear him, tear him. Come, brands, ho ! 

firebrands. To Brutus’, to Cassius* ; burn all. 
Some to Dccius’ house, and some to Casca’s : some 
to Ligarius’: away; go. [Exeunt* 


ACT IV. 


SCENE I. — Eootn in Antony’s House. 

Antony, Octavius, and Lkpidus, seated at a Table. 

Ant. These many then shall die ; their names are 
I)rick’d. 

Oct. Your brother too must die ; Consent you, 
Lepidus ? 

Lep. 1 do consent. 

Oct. Prick 7 him down, Antony. 

Lep. Upon condition Publius shall not live. 

Who is your sister’s son, Mark Antony. 

Ant. He shall not live; look, with a spot 1 damn ^ 
him. 

But, Lepidus, go you to Cafsar’s house ; 

Fetch the will hitlvr, and we will determine 
How to cut off some charge in legacies. 

Lep. What, shall 1 find you here? 

Oct. Or here, or at 

The Capitol* [A’rtt Lewdus. 

Ant. lliis is a slight unmcritable man, 

Meet to be sent on errands : Is it lit. 

The three>fold world divided, he should stand 
One of the three to share it ? 

Oct. ‘ So you thought him ; 

And took his voice who sliould be prick’d to die. 

In our black sentence and proscription. 

Ant. Octavius, 1 have seen more days than you ; 
And though we lay these honours on this man, 

To ease ourselves of divers slanderous loads, 

He shall but bear them as the ass bears gold. 

To groan and sweat under the business. 

Either led or driven, as we point the way ; 

And having brought our treasure where we will. 
Then take we down this load, and turn him off. 
Like to the empty ass, to shake his ears, 

And graze in commons. 

Oct, You may do your will ; 

But he’s a tiied and valiant soldier. 

Ant. So is my horse, Octavius ; and, for that, 

I do appoint him store of provender. 

It is a creature that 1 teach to fight, 

To i^pnd, to stop, to run directly on ; 

His corporal motion govern’d by my spirit. 

And, in some taste, is Lepidus but so ; 

He must be taught, and train’d, and bid go forth : 

7 Set, mark. » Condemn. 


A barren-spirited fellow ; one that feeds 
On objects, arts, and imitations ; 

Which, out of use, and stal’d by other men, 

Begin his fashion : Do not talk of him. 

But as a property. And now, Octavius, 

Listen great things. — - Brutus and Cassius, 

Are levying powers: we must straight make head. 
'J’herefore, let our alliance be combin’d, 

Our best friends made, and our best means stretch’d 
out; 

And let us presently go sit in council, 
llow covert matters may be best disclos’d, 

And oiHJii perils surest answered. 

Oct. Let us do so ; for we are at the stake, 

And bay’d 9 about witli many enemies ; 

And some, that smile, have in their hearts, I fear. 
Millions of mischief. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II, ^Before Brutus’ Teia^ in the Camp 
near Sardis. 

Drum. Enter Brutus, Luni.ius, Lucius, and 
Soldiers : Titinius and Pinuarus rtu'eling them. 
Bru. Stand here, 

Lit£. Give the word, Iio ! and stand. 

Bru. What now, Lucilius ? is Cassius near ? 
Luc. He is at hand ; and Pindarus is come 
To do you salutation from his master. 

[Pinuarus gives a Letter to Brutus. 
Bru. He greets me well, — Your master, Pin- 
darus, 

In his own charge, or by ill offices. 

Hath given me some worthy cause to wish 
Things done, undone : but, if he be at hand, 

I shall be satisfied. 

Pin. I do no doubt. 

But that my noble master will appear 
Such as he is, full of regard, and honour. 

Bru. He is not doubted. A word, Lucilius : 
How he receiv’d you, let me be resolv’d. 

Luc. With courtesy, and with respect enough ; 
But not with such familiar instances. 

Nor with such free and friendly conference. 

As be hath used of old. 

Bru. Thou hast describ’d 

A hot friend cooling : Ever note, Lucilius, 

9 Surrounded, baited. 
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When love begins to sicken and deeay. 

It useih an enforced ceremony. 

There are no tricks in plain and simple faith : 

But hollow men, like horses hot at hand, 

Make gallant show and promise of their mettle : 
But when they should endure the bloody spur, 
They fall their crests* and, like deceitful jades, 

Sink in the trial. Comes his army on ? 

Luc. They mean tliis night in l^rdis to be quar- 
terid; 

The greater part, the horse in general, 

Are come with Cassius. [March mlhin. 

Tiru. Hark, he is arriv'd : — 

March gently on to meet him. 

Enter Cassius and Soldiers. 

Cas. Stand, ho ! 

Eru. Stand, ho ! Speak the word along. 
[mthin.] Stand. 

Within A Stand. 

Within. \ Stand. 

Cos. Most noble brother, you have done me wrong. 
Em. Jqdge me, you gods ! Wrong I mine ene- 
mies? 

And, if not so, how should I wrong a brother ? 

Cm. Brutus, this sober form of yours hides 
wrongs ; 

And when you do them 

Bru. Cassius, be content, 

Speak your griefs softly, — I do know you well : — 
Before the eyes of both our annies here, 

Which should perceive nothing but love from us, 
Let us not wrangle : Bid them move away ; 

Then in my tent, Cassius, enlarge your griefs. 

And I will give you audience. 

Cos. Pindarus, 

Bid our commanders lead their charges off 
A little from this ground. 

Bru. Lucilius, do the like ; and let no man 
Come to our tent, till we have done our conference. 
Let Lucius and Titinius guard our door, [Exeunt. 

SCENE III. — Within the Tent ^Brutus. 

Lucius and TiTiKifts at some distance from it. 

Enter Beutus and Cassius. 

Cas. That you have wrong’d me doth appear in 
this : 

You have condemn’d and noted Lucius Pella, 

For taking bribes here of tlie Sardians ; 

Wherein my letters, praying on his side. 

Because I knew the man, were slighted off. 

Bru. You wrong’d yourself, to write in such a case. 
Cas. In such a time as this, it is not meet 
That every nice * offence should bear his comment. 

BrtJL* Let me tell you, Cassius, you yourself 
Are mucli condemn’d to have an itching palm ; 

To sell and mart your offices for gold, 

To undeservers. 

Cas. 1 an itching palm ? 

You kndw tluit you are Brutus that speak this, 

Or, the gods, this speech were.else your last. 

^ Bru. The name of Cassius honours this corruption, 
And chastisement doth therefore hide his iiead. 

Cas. Ch^tisemSht! 

Bru. j^member March, the ides of March re* 

, .member! 

XHd ncH great Julius bleed for justice* sake ? 
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Wliat villain touch’d his body, that did stab. 

And not for justice ? What, shall one of us. 

That struck the foremost man of all this world. 
But for supporting robbers ; shall we now • 
Contaminate our fingers with base bribes ? 

And sell the mighty space of our large honours, 
For so much trash, as may be grasped thus ? — 

I had rather be a dog, and bay the moon, 

Tlian such a Roman. 

Cas, ^ Brutus, bay not me ; 

I’ll not endure it ; you forget yourself 
To hedge me in ; I am a soldier, I, 

Older in practice, abler than yourself 
To make conditions. 

Bru, Go to ; you’re not, Cassius. 

Cas. I am. 

Bru. I say, you are not. 

Cas. Urge me no more, I shall forget myself; 
Have mind upon your health, tempt me no further, 
Bru. Away, slight man ! 

Cas. Is’t possible? 

Bru. Hear me, for I will speak. 

Must I give way and room to your rash choler ? 
Shall I be frighted, when a madman- stares ? 

Cas. O ye gods ! ye gods ! Must I endure all this ? 
Bru. All this ? ay, more ; Fret, till your proud 
heart break ; 

Go show your slaves how cholerick you arc, 

And make your bondmen tremble. Must I budge ? 
Must I observe you ? Must I stand and crouch 
Under your testy humour ? By the gods. 

You shall digest the venom of your spleen, 

Though it do split you : for, from this day forth, 
ril use you for my mirth, yea, for my laughter, 
When you are waspish. 

Cas, Is it come to this? 

Bm. You say, you are a better soldier ; 

Let it appear so ; make your vaunring true. 

And it shall please me w ell i For mine own part, 

I shall be glad to learn of noble men. 

Cas. You wrong me every way ; you wrong me, 
Brutus : 

I said, an elder soldier, not a better t 
Did I say, better? 

Bru. If you did, I care not. 

Cas, When Cscsar lived, he durst not thus have 
mov’d me. 

Bru, Peace, peace; you durst not so have tempted 
him. , 

Cas, I durst not? 

Bru, No, 

Cas. What ? durst not tempt him ? 

Brn. For your life you durst not 

Cas. Do not presume too much upon my love, 

I may do that I shall be sorry for. 

Bru. You have done that you should be sorry for. 
There is no terror, Cassius, in your threats ; 

For I am ann’d so strong in honesty, 

That they pass by me^‘ as the idle wind. 

Which I respect not. 1 did send to’ you 

For certain sums of gold, which you denied iqe ; — 

For I can raise no mqney by vile means : 

By heaven, I' had ratter coin my teeri, 

And drop my blood for drachmas, than to wring 
From the hard hands of peasants theit vile trash 
By any indirectiom tmdsend * 

To you for gold to pay my legions, 

Wiiieh you denied me ; Was that done like CasSius ? 
Should I have answer’d Caius D^us so? 

Wten Marcus Brutus grows so coVetohs, 
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To lock such rascal counters from his friends, 

Be ready, gods, with aU your tliunderbolts. 

Pash him to pieces I 
C(js. 1 denied you not. 

Bru, You did. 

Cos* I did not : — he was but a fool, 

That brought my answer back. — Brutus hath riv’d ® 
my heart: 

A friend should bear his friend’s infirmities, 

But Brutus makes mine greater than they are. 

Bru» I do not, till you practise them on me. 

Cos* You love me not. 

Bru* I do not like your faults. 

Ca 5 . A friendly eye could never see such faults. 
Brtt, A flatterer’s would not, though they do 
appear 

As huge as high Olympus. 

Cas. Come, Antony, and young Octavius, come, 
Revenge yourselves alone on Cassius, 

For Cassius is aweary of the world ; 

Hated by one he loves ; brav’d by his brother ; 
Check’d like a bondman ; all his faults observ’d, 

Set in a note-book, learn’d, and conn’d by rote. 

To cast into my teeth. O, I could weep 
My spirit from mine eyes ! — There is my dagger, 
And here my naked breast ; within, a heart 
Dearer than Plutus* mine, richer than gold : 

If that thou be’st a Roman, take it forth ; 

I, that denied thee gold, will give my heart : 

Strike, as thou didst at Caesar ; for, I know, 

When thou didst hate him worst, thou lov’dst him 
better 

Than ever thou lov'dst Cassius. 

Bnt$ Sheathe your dagger : 

Be angry when you will, it shall have scope ; 

Do what you will, dishonour shall be humour. 

O Cassius, you are yoked with a lamb 
That carries anger, as the flint bears fire ; 

Who much enforced, shows a hasty spark, 

And straight is cold again. 

Cas. Hath Cassius liv’d 

To be but mirth and laughter to his Brutus, 

When grief, and blood iil-temper’d, vexeth him ? 
Bru. When I spoke tliat, I was ill-tempcr’d too. 
Cas. Do you confess so much? Give me your 
hand. 

Bru, And my heart too. 

Cos, O Brutus ! 

Bru, What’s the matter? 

Cas. Hav^ you not love enough to bear with me, 
When that rash humour, which my motlier gave me, 
Makes me forgetful ? 

Bru, Yes, Cassius ; and henceforth, 

When you are over-earnest with your Brutus, 

He’ll think your mother chides, and leave you so. 

[jybMC within. 

Boet. [ Within.] Let me go in to see the generals : 
There is some grudge between tliem, ’tis not meet 
They be alone. 

Luc. .[JFUhm,] You shall not come to them. 
Boet. iWUhin.] Nothing but death shall stay me. 

Enter Poet. 

Co#. Howim^W? What’s tfle matter ? 

For you generals: What do you 

mean? 

Love,iitnd be Aiends, as such men should be ; 
ForT have seen more years, I am sure, than ye* 

Ha^ lie j how vilely doth this cynick rhyme I 


Bru. Get you hence, sirrah ; saucy fellowi^ hence. 
Cas. Bear with him, Brutus ; ’tis his fhshion* 
Bru. 1*11 know liis humour, when he knows his 
time : 

What should the wars do with these jigging fools? 
Companion % hence. 

Cos. Away, away, begone. 

l^Exit Poet. 

Enter Lucinus and Titinius. 

Bru. Lucilius and Titinius, bid the commanders 
Prepare to lodge their companies to-night. 

Cas. And come yourselves, and bring Messala 
with you, 

Immediately to us, [^Exeunt Lucilius owd Titinius. 
Bru. Lucius, a bowl of wine. 

Cas. I did not think, you could have been so angry. 
Bru. O Cassius, T am sick of many griefs. 

Cas. Of your philosophy you make no use, 

If you give place to accidental evils. 

Bru. No man bears sorrow better ; — Portia is 
dead. 

Cas. Ha ! Portia ? 

Bru. She is dead. • 

Cas. How scap’d I killing, when I cross’d you 
so? — 

0 insupportable and touching loss ! — 

Upon what sickness? 

Br%i. Impatient of my absence ; 

And grief, that young Octavius with Mark Antony 
Have made themselves so strong ; — for with her 
death 

That tidings came ; — With this she fell distract, 
And, her attendants absent, swallow’d fire, 

Cas. And died so ? 

Bru. Even so. 

Cas, O ye immortal gods ! 

Enter Lucius, with Wine and Tapers. 

Bru* Speak no more of her. . — Give me a bowl 
of wine ; — 

In this I bury all unkindness, Cassius. [Drrnkt. 

Cas. My heart is thirsty for that noble pledge : •— 
Fill, Lucius, till the wine o’erswell the cup ; 

1 cannot drink too much of ^utus* love. {^Drinks, 

Be-^enter Titinius, with Messala, 

Bru. Come in, Titinius ; — Welcome, good Mes- 
sala. — 

Now sit we close about this taper here, 

And call in question our necessities. 

Cas. Portia, art thou gone ? 

Bru. No more, I pray you, — 

Messala, I have here received letters, 

That young Octavius, and Mark Antony, 

Come down upon us with a mighty power, 

Bending their expedition toward Philippi. 

Mes. Myself have letters of the self-same tenour. 
Bru. With what addition ? 

Mes. That by proscription, and bills of outlawry, 
Octavius, Antony, and Lepidus, 

Have put to death an hundred senators. 

Bru. Therein our letters do not well agree i 
Mine speak of seventy senators, that died 
By their proscriptions, Cicero teing one. 

Cas, Cicero one ? 

Mes, Ay, Cicero is dead, 

And by that order of proscription. — 

Had you your letters from your wife, my lord ? ^ 

» Fellow. 
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Sru* No» Messala. 

Nor nothing in your letters writ of her ? 
i?ru. Notliing, Messala. 

Mes» That, methinks, is strange. 

Jfru, Why ask you ? Hear you aught of her in 
yours ? 

Mes, No, my lord. 

JBru* Now, as you are a Roman, tell me true. 
Mes» Then like a Roman bear the truth 1 tell . 
For certain she is dead, and by strange manner. 
Bru» Why, farewell, Portia. — We must die, 
Messala : 

With meditating that she must die once, 

1 have the patience to endure it now. 

Even so great men great losses should endure. 
Cas* I have as much of this in art ^ as you. 

Put yet my nature could not bear it so. 

Bru* Well, to our work alive. What do you think. 
Of marching to Philippi presently ? 

Cos* I do not think it good. 

Bru, Your reason ? 

Col. This it is : 

*Tis better, that the enemy seek us : 

So shall he waste his means, weary his soldiers, 
Doing himself odence ; whilst we, lying still, i 
Are full of rest, defence, and nimblcness. I 

jtfrtt. Good reasons must, of force, give place to I 
better. j 

The people, ’twixt Philippi and this ground, 

Do stand but in a forc’d afiection ; 

For they have grudg’d us contribution ; 

The enemy, marching along by them. 

By them shall make a fuller number up, 

Come on refresh’d, new^added, and encourag’d ; 
From which advantage shall we cut him off'. 

If at Philippi we do face him there, 

These people at our back. 

Cos* Hear me, good brother. 

Bru* Under your pardon. — You must note be- 
side, 

That we have try’d the utmost of our ^friends, 

Our legions are brim-full, our cause is ripe : 

The enemy increaseth every day, 

We, at the height, are ready to decline. 

I There is a tide in the affairs of men, 

1 Which taken at the flood, leads on to fortune ; 

\ Omitted, all the voyage of their life 
I Is bound in shallows, and in miseries. 

I On such a full sea are we now afloat ; 
j And we must take the current when it serves, 

: Or lose our ventures. 

J Cor. Then, with your will, go on j 

W«T1 on ourselves, and meet him at Pljilippi. 

Btu» The deep of night is crept upon our talk, 
And nature must obey necessity ; 

Which we will niggard with e little rest. 

There is no more to say ? 

Car. No more. Good night ; 

Early to-morrow will we rise, and hence, 
jffru. Lucius, my gown, Lucius.] Fare- 

well, good Messala : 

Good night, Titinius : — Noble, noble Cassius, 
Good mght, and good repose. 

Car* O my dear brother i 

This was ait i)l beginning of tlie night : 

Nevar come such division ’tween our souls ! 
it not, Brutus. 

Bru* Every thing i;B well. 

Cm Goodnight, my 

•nilBory. 


Uru. Good night, good brotfaor. 

TU. il/cr. Good night, lord Brutus. 

Bru» Farewell, every one. 

[BxeurU Cas. Tit. aniLMxs, 

Re-^rUer Lucius, vHth Ute Qown* 

Give me the gown. Where is thy instrument ? 
Luc* Here in the tent. 

Bru» What, thou speak’st drowsily ? 

Poor knave, 1 blame thed not; thou art o’er- watch’d. 
Call Claudius, and some other of my men ; 

I’ll have them sleep on cushions in my tent. 

Luc* Varro, and Claudius ! 

Enter Vakro and Claudius. 

Var, Calls my lord ? 

Bru* I pray you, sirs, lie in my tent, and sleep ; 
It may lie, I shall raise you by and by 
On business to my brother Cassius. 

Var* So please you, we will stand, and watch your 
pleasure. 

Bru* I will not have it so : lie down, good sirs ; 
It may be, I sliall otherwise bethink me. 

Look, Lucius, here’s the book I sought for so; 

I put it in the pocket of my gown. 

[Servants lie down* 
I,uc* I was sure your lordship did not give it me. 
Bi'u* Bear witli me, good boy, I am much for- 
getful. 

Canst thou hold up tliy heavy eyes awhile, 

And touch thy instrument a strain or two. 

Luc* Ay, my lord, an it please you. 

Bru* It does, my boy ; 

I trouble thee too much, but thou art willfp'r 
IjUC* It is my duty, sir. 

Uru. I should not urge thy duty past thy might ; 
I know, young bloods look for a time of rest. 

Luc. I have slept, my lord, already. 

Bm. It is well done ; and thoU shalt sleep again ; 
I will not hold thee long : if 1 do live, 

I will be good to thee. [Muaick and a Song^ 

This is a sleepy tune : — O murd’rous slumber 1 
Lay’st thou thy leaden mace ^ upon my boy, 

That plays thee musick ? — Gentle knave, good 
night ; 

I will not do thee so much wrong to wake thee. 

If thou dost nod, thou break’st thy instrument ; 

ITl take it from thee ; and, good boy, good night. 
Let me see, let me see ; — Is not leaf turn’d 
down, 

Where I left reading ? Here it is, I tldnk. 

[He tils down. 

Enter the Ghost qf C^sar* 

How ill this taper burns! — Ha! who comes here ? 
I think it is the weakness of mine eyes. 

That shapes tliis monstrous apparition* 

It comes upon me — art thou any thing ? 

Art thou some god, soxne angel, or some deyil, . 
That mak’st my blood cold, and my hair to stare ? 
Speak to me, what ait thou, 

Ghott. Thy evil spyit, Brutus. 

Bru* ‘ Whyoom’sttteuu? 

GhotU To tell thee, thou shalt see me at B|i%pi* 
WeU; 

Then I shall see thee again? > j , 

(Sftost. Ay,iA.Pli^V;t. 

, ,, 
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Act V. Scene 1. JULIUS 

JBtu» Why, t will see thee at Philippi then* — > 
Now 1 liave ^en heart, thou vanishest . 

Ilhiq^t, I would hold more talk with thee. 
Bi^t«Lucius Varro ! Claudius ! Sirs, awake ! — 
Claudius ! 

Luc* The strings, my lord, arc false, 

J?rM. He tbink^ he still is at his instrument. — 
Lucius, awake. 

Luc* My lord I 

JSru* Didst thou dream, Lucius, that thou so 
cry’dst out? 

Luc* My lord, I do not know that I did cry. 
JBru* Yes, that thou didst : Didst thou see any 
thing ? 

Lwc. Notliing, my lord. 
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Bru* Sleep again, Lucius. — • Sirrah, Claudius ! 
Fellow thou ! awake. 

Far. My lord! 

C/ou. My lord ! 

^ 1 . Why did you so cry out, sirs, in your sleep ? 
Far. Clau* Did we, my lord? 
jBru* Ay ; Saw you any thing ? 

Far, No, my lord, I saw notliing. 

Clau* Nor I, my lord. 

i?rtt. Go, and commend me to my brother Cassius ; 
Bid him set on his powers betimes before, 

And we will follow. 

Far. Clau* It shall be done, my lord. 

[Exeunt, 


ACT V. 


SCENE I. — The PlatTU of Philippi. 

Enter Octavius, Antony, and their Army* 

Oct, Now, Antony, our hopes are answered ; 

You said the enemy would not come down, 

But keep the hills and upper regions ; 

It proves not so : their battles are at hand ; 

They mean to warn ^ us at Philippi here, 

Answering before we do demand of them. 

Ant. Tut, I am in their bosoms, and I know, 
Wherefore they do it : they could be content 
To visit other places ; and come down 
With fearful bravery, thinking, by this face, 

To fasten in our thoughts that they have courage ; 
But *tis not so. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mesi, Pr^are you, generals ; 

The enemy comes on in gallant show ; 

Their bloody sign of battle is hung out, 

And something’s to be done immediately. 

Ant, Octavius, lead your battle softly on, 

Upon the left hand of the even field. 

Otti Upon the right hand I, keep thou the left. 
AfU, Why do you cross me in this exigent? 

Oct, 1 do not cross you ; but I will do so, 

[March, 

Drum. Enter BauTUS, Cassius, and their Army ; 
Lucilius, Tztinius, Mbssala, and others, 

Bru* They stand, and would have parley. 

Cds, Stand fast, Titinius : We must out and talk. 
Oct, Mark Antony, shall we give sign of battle ? 
Ant, No, Casar, we will answer on the charge. 
Moke forth, the generals would have some words. 
Oct, Stir not until the signal. 

Bru, Words before blows; Isitso, countiymen? 
Oct, Not that we love words better, as you do. 
Bru* Good words are better than bad strokes, 
Octavius. 

Ani, In your bad strokes, Brutus, you give good 
words : 

WiMIs die hole you made in Caesar’s heart, 
Cryiilg, Jtinglhet hail Ceetdrf 
Cos* Antony, 

The pdkure of your blows are yet unknown j 
But Ibr youT ivords, diey rob the Hybla bees, 

Mth honey less* 

« Sumincm. 


Ant. Not Btingless too. 

Bru. O, yes, and soundless too ; • 

For you have stol’ii their buzzing, Antony, 

And, very wisely, tlireat before you sting. 

Ant* Villains, you did not so, when your vile 
daggers 

Hack’d one another in the sides of Caesar : 

You show’d your teeth like apes, and fawn’d like 
hounds, 

And bow’d like bondmen, kissing Caesar’s feet, 
Whilst damned Casca, like a cur behind. 

Struck Caesar on the neck. O flatterers ! 

Cos* Flatterers ! — Now, Brutus, thank yourself ; 
This tongue had not offended so to«day, 

If Cassius might have rul’d. 

Ocl* Come, come, the cause : If arguing make us 
sweat, 

The proof of it will turn to redder drops. 

Look ; 

1 draw a sword against conspirators ; 

When think you that the sword goes up again ? — 
Never till Caesar’s tliree and twenty wounds 
Be well aveng’d ; or till another Caesar 
Have added slaughter to the sword of traitors. 

Bru, Caesar, thou const not die by traitors’ hands, 
Unless thou bring’st them with thee. 

Oct* So I hope ; 

I was not horn to die on Brutus* sword. 

Bru. O, if thou wert the noblest of thy strain, 
Young man, thou couldst not die more honourable. 
Ca$* A peevish school-boy, worthless of such 
honour, 

Join’d with a masker and a reveller. 

Ant. Old Cassius still ! 

Oct. Come, Antony ; away* — . 

Defiance, traitors, hurl we in your teeth : 

If you dare fight to day, come to the field ; 
j If not, when you have stomachs. 

[Exeunt Octavius, Antony, and their Army* 
Cos. Why now, blow, wind j swell, billow j and 
swim, bark ! 

The storm is up, and all is on Uie hazard. 

Bru* Ho! 

Lucilius J hark, a word with you. 

Luc. My lord. 

[Beutus and Luciuus converse aparif 

C!0$m ■■*** 

Mes* What says my general ? 

Cas, Messalsi 
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Tills is birth-day ; as this very day 

Was Cassius bom. Give me thy hand, Messala^ 

Be thou my witness, that, against my will, 

As Pompey was, am 1 compelPd to set 
Upon one battle all our liberties. 

Tou know, that 1 held Epicurus strong, 

And his opinion : now 1 change my mind, 

And partly credit things that do presage. 

Coming from Sardis, on our former ^ ensign 
Two mighty eagles fell, and there they perch’d, 
Gorging and feeding from our soldiers’ liands ; 

Who to Philippi here consorted * us ; 

This morning are they fled away, and gone ; 

And in their steads, do ravens, crows, and kites. 

Fly o’er our heads, and downward look on us, 

As we were sickly prey ; their shadows seem 

A canopy most fatal, under which 

Our army lies, ready to give up the ghost. 

Mes$. Believe not so. 

Cas. I but believe it partly ; 

For I am fresh of spirit, and resolv’d 
To meet all perils very constantly. 

JBru, {Iven so, Lucilius. 

Cas, Now, most noble Brutus, 

The gods to day stand friendly ; that we may. 
Lovers in peace, lead on our days to age ! 

But, since tlie aflairs of men rest still uncertain. 
Let's reason with the worst that may befall. 

If we do lose this battle, then is this 
The very last time we shall speak together : 

What are you then determined to do ? 

Sru. Even by the rule of that philosophy. 

By which I did blame Cato for the death 
Which he did give himself ; — • I know not how. 
But I do find it cowardly and vile. 

For fear of what might fall, so to prevent 
The time of life : arming myself with patience, 

To stay the Providence of some high powers 
That govern us below. 

Cas, Then, if wc lose tins battle, 

You are contented to be led in triumph 
Thorough the streets of Rome ? 

Mru, No, Cassius, no: think not, thou noble 
Roman, 

That ever Brutus will go bound to Rome ; 

He bears too great a mind. But tins same day 
Must end that work the ides of March begun ; 

And whether we shall meet again I know not. 
Tlierefore our everlasting farewell take : — - 
For ever, and for ever, farewell, Cassius I 
If we do meet again, why we sliall smile ; 

If not, why then tliis parting was well made. 

Cos, For ever, and for ever, farewell, Brutus ! 

If we do meet again, we’ll smile indeed : 

If not, 'tis true, tins parting was w'ell made. 

Bru, Why then, lead on — O, that a man might 
know 

The end of tliis day’s business, ere it come ! 

But it sufHccth, that the day will end, 

And then tlie end is known. Come, ho ! away ! 

[EjccutU, 

SCENE II. -- TAe Field of Bailie, 

AktruTTs, Enter Brutus and Mjsssala. 

Bru. Ride, ride, Messala, ride, and give these 
bills® 

llhtothe legions on the other side;, [Xoud Alartm* 

' » Accompanied* 

* Biiecttoni Hsr the ofllcefii 


Ijet them set on at once ; for I perceive 
But cold demeanour in Octavius’ wing, 

And sudden push gives them the overthrow. 

Ride, ride, Messala : let them all come down. 

[Ereimt, 

SCENE HI. — Another Part of the Field. 
Alarum, Enter Cassius and Titinius. 

Cas, O, look, Titinitis, look, the villains fly : 
Myself have to mine own turn’d enemy ; 

This ensign here of mine was turning back ; 

I slew the cow^d, and did take it from him. 

Tit. O Cassius, Brutus gave tlie word too early ; 
Who having some advantage on Octavius, 

Took it too eagerly : his soldiers fell to spoil. 
Whilst we by Antony were all enclos’d. 

Enter Pinoarus. 

Pin, Fly further off, my lord, fly further off; 
Mark Antony is in your tents, my lord ! 

Fly therefore, noble Cassius, fly far off. 

Cas. This hill is far enough. Look, look, Titinius; 
Are those my tents, where I perceive the Are ? 

Tit, They are, my lord. 

Cos. Titinius, if thou lov’st me, 

Mount thou my horse, and hide thy spurs in him, 
Till he have brought thee up to yonder troops, 

And here again that I may rest assur’d, 

Whether yond* troops are friend or enemy. 

Tii, I will be here again, even with a thought. 

Cas, Go, Pindarus, get higher on that hill ; 

My sight was ever thick ; regard Titinius, 

And tell me what thou not’st about the field. — 

[^Exit PiMDARUS. 

This day I breathed first : time is come round. 
And where I did begin, there I shall end ; 

My life is run his compass. — ^irrah, what news? 
Pin, [Above,'^ O my lord ! 

Cas. What news ? 

Pin, Titinius is 

Enclosed round about with horsemen, that 
Make to him on the spur ; — yet he spurs on. — 
Now they are almost on him ; now, Titinius ! — 
Now some ’light ; — O, he ’lights too —-lie’s ta’en 
— and, hark ! [Shout* 

They shout for joy. 

Ca5. Come down, behold no more. — 

O, coward that I am, to live so long. 

To see my best friend ta’en before my face t 

Enter Pimbarus, 

Come hither, sirrah ; 

In Partliia did I take thee prisoner ; 

And then I swore thee, saving of thy life> 

Tliat whatsoever I did bid thee do, 

Thou shouldst attempt it. Come now, keep thine 
oath ! 

Now be a freeman ; and, with this good sword. 
That ran through Caesar’s bowels, search tins bosom. 
Stand not to answer : Here* take thou tlie hilts ; 
And, when my face is cover’d as ’tis now, 

Guide thou the sword, — Csssor, thou art reveng’d, 
Even with the sword that kill'd thee. [Dies, 

Pin, So 1 am free, yet would not so have b^n, 
Durst 1 have done my will* O Cassius ! * 

Far from this country Flndnrus shall run« 
jliFhere nev^ Boman shall take ilMile of Idim 
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Re-enter Titinius with Mg.ssAtA. 

Mes It is but change, Titinius ; for Octavius 
Is ov^thrown by noble Brutus' power, 

As Cassius’ legions are by Antony. 

Tliese tidings will well comfort Cassius. 
Mes Where did you leave him ? 

Tit* All disconsolate, 

With Pindarus his bondman, on this hill. 

Mes, Is not that he, that lies upon the ground ? 
TU* He lies not like the living. O my heart ! 
Mes* Is not that he ? 

T'it* No, this was he, Messala, 

But Cassius is no more. — 0 setting sun ! 

As in thy red rays thou dost sink to-niglit, 

So in his red blood Cassius* day is set ; 

The sun of Rome is set ! Our day is gone ; 

Clouds, dews, and dangers come ; our deeds are done ; 
Mistrust of my success hath done this deed. 

Mes. Mistrust of good success hath done this deed. 

0 hateful error, melancholy’s child ! 

Why dost thou show to the apt thoughts of men 
TJie things that are not? O error, soon conceiv’d, 
Tiiou never com’st unto a happy birth. 

But kiH’st the mother that engender’d thee. 

TU* What, Pindarus? Where art tlioii, Pindarus? 
Mes. Seek him, Titinius ; whiht I go to meet 
The noble Brutus, tlirusting this report 
Into his ears ; I may say, thrusting it ; 

For piercing steel, and darts envenomed, 

Shall be as welcome to the ears of Brutus, 

As tidings of this sight- 

TU. Hie you, Messala, 

And I will seek for Pindarus the while. 

Messala. 

Why didst thou send me forth, brave Cassius ? 

Did I not meet thy friends, and did not they 
Put on my brows this wreath of victory. 

And bid me givT th^? Didst thou not hear their 
shouts ? 

Alas ! thou hast misconstrued every thing. 

But hold thee, take this garland on thy brow ; 

Thy Brutus bid me give it thee, and I 
Will do his bidding. — Brutus, come apace. 

And see how I regarded Caius Cassius. — 

By your leave, gods : — This is a Roman’s part : 
Come, Cassius’ sword, and find Titinius’ heart. 

[Dies. 

Alarum. Re-enter Messala, with Brutus, young 
Cato, Strato, Volumnius, and Lucimus. 

Rru. Where, where, Messala, doth his body lie? 
Mes. Lo, yonder ; and Titinius mourning it. 
Rru. Titinius’ face is upward. 

Cato. He is slain. 

Rru, O Julius Caesar, thou art mighty yet ! 

Thy spirit walks abroad, and turns our swords 
In our own proper entrails. [Toiv Alarums. 

Cato. Brave 'ritinius ! 

Look, whe’r he have not crown’d dead Cassius ! 

Bi*u, Are yet two Romans living such as tliese? — 
The i^t of all the Romans, fare thee well ! 

It is impossible that ever Rome 

Should breed thy fellow. — Friends, I owe more tears 

To this dead man, than you shall see me pay. — 

1 sliall find time, Cassius, I shall find time. — 
Come, therefore, and to Tliassos send his body ; 
His funeral shndl not be in our camp, 

Iiest it diseomfoit us. — Lucilius, come ; 

Ainfi eome^ young Cato, let us to the field. — 


Labeo, and Flavius, set our battles on ; — • 

’Tis three o’clock ; and, Romans, yet ere night 
We shall try fortune in a second fight. [Exeunt, 

SCENE IV. — Another Part of the Field, 

Alarum. Enter ^ fightings Soldiers of both Armies t 
then Brutus, Cato, Lucilius, ami others. 

Rru, Yet, countrymen, O, yet hold up your heads ! 
Cato. What bastard doth not ? Who will go with 
me? 

I will proclaim my name about the field : 

I am the son of Marcus Cato, ho ! 

A foe to tyrants, and my country’s friend ; 

I am the son of Marcus Cato, ho ! 

[Charges the Enemy, 

Rru. And T am Brutus, Mnreus Brutus, 1 ; 
Brutus, my country’s friend ; know me for Brutus* 
[Exit, charging the Enemy. Cato is over- 
poweredi and falls. 

Luc. O young and noble Cato, art thou down ? 
Why, now thou diest as bravely as Titinius ; 

And mayst be honour’d, being Cato’s son.» 

1 Sold. Yield, or thou diest. 

Liic. Only I yield to die i 

There is so much that thou wilt kill me straight ; 

[Offering Money, 

Kill Brutus, and be honour’d in his death. 

1 Sold. We must not. — A noble prisoner ! 

2 Sold. Room, ho ! Tell Antony, Brutus is ta’en. 
1 Sold, ril tell the news. — Here comes the 

general : 

Enter Antony. 

Brutus is ta’cn, Brutus is ta’en, my lord. 

Ant. Where is he? 

Luc. Safe, Antony ; Brutus is safe enough ; 

I dare assure thee, that no enemy 
Shall ever take alive the noble Brutus : 

The gods defend tiim from so great a shame ! 
When you do find him or alive, or dead, 

He will be found like Brutus, like himself. 

Ant. This is not Brutus, friend ; but, I assure you, 
A prize no less in worth : keep this man safe, 

Give him all kindness ; I had rktlier have 
Such men my friends than enemies. Go on. 

And see whe’r Brutus be alive, or dead : 

And bring us word, unto Octavius’ tent. 

How every thing is chanc’d. [Exeunt, 

SCENE V. — Another Part of the Field, 

Enter Brutus, Dardanius, Clitus, Staato, and 
Volumnius. 

Rru. Come, poor remains of friends, rest on this 
rock. 

Cli. Statilius show’d the torch-light; but, my lord, 
He came not back ; he is or ta’en, or slain. 

Rru. Sit thee down, Clitus, slaying is the word; 
It is a deed In fashion. Hark thee, Clitus. — 

[ Whupering, 

Cli. What, I, my lord ? No, not for ail the world. 
Rru* Peace, then, no words. 

CIU I’ll rather kill myself. 

Rru. Hark thee, Dardanius ! [IVUspers him, 
Dar, I do such a deed? 

CU, O, Dardanius * 

Dar. O, Clitus! 

Cli. What ill request did Brutus make to thee ? 
Dar, To kill him, Clitus : I.iOok, he meditates. 
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CE Now is th«t noble vessel full of gnef, 

That it runs over even at his eyes. 

Bru* Come hither, good Volumnius : list a word. 
Vol. What says my lord? 

Bnu Why, this, Volumnius : 

The ghost of Caesar hatti appear'd to me 
Two several times by night: at Sardis, once ; 

And, this last night, here in Philippi’ fields. 

I know, my hour is come. 

Vol* Not so, my lord. 

Sru» Nay, I am sure it is, Volumnius. 

Thou seest the world, Volumnius, how it goes ; 
Our enemies have beat us to the pit : 

It is more worthy to leap in ourselves, 

Than tarry till they push us. Good Volumnius, 
Thou know’st, that we two went to school together ; 
Even for that our love of old I pray thee, 
liold thou my sword-hilts, whilst 1 run on it. 

To/. That’s not an office for a friend, my lord. 

^Alarum slUl» 

CU* Fly, fly, my lord ; there is no tarrying here. 
Bm- Farewell to you ; — and you ; — and you, 
, Volumnius. 

Strato, tliou hast been all this while asleep ; 
Farewell to thee, too, Strato. — Countrymen, 

My heart doth joy, that yet in all my life, 

X found no man, but he was true to me. 

I shall have glory by this losing day, 

More than Octavius, and Mark Antony, 

By this vile conquest shall attain unto. 

^ fare you well at once ; for Brutus’ tongue 
Hath almost ended his life’s history : 

Night hangs upon mine eyes ; my bones would rest. 
That have but labour’d to attain this hour. 

l^Alarunu Cry wUhin ; Fly, fly, fly. 
CK. Fly, my lord, fly. 

Bru* Hence ; I will follow thee. 

[Exeunt Cutus, Dabdanxus, and Volumnius. 
I pr’ythee, Strato, stay thou by thy lord : 

Thou art a fellow of a good respect ; 

Thy life hath had some smatch of honour in it : 
Hold then my sword and turn away thy face. 
While I do run upon it. Wilt thou, Strato? 
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Sim, Giv^ me your hand first : Fare you well, 
my lord. 

Bru. Farewell, good Strato.-— Csesar, now be stir 
1 kill’d not thee with half so good a will. * 

[He runs on his Sioordi and diau 

Alarum, BetreaU Enter Octavius, Antony, 
Mxssala, Lucilius, and their Army, 

Oct. What man is that ? 

Mes, My master’s xnan. — Strato, where is thy 
master ? 

Stra, Free from the bondage you are in, Messala; 
The conquerors can but make a fire of him ; 

For Brutus only overcame himself. 

And no man else hath honour by his death. 

Luc, So Brutus should be found. — I thank thee, 
Brutus, 

That thou hast prov’d Lucilius* saying true. 

Oct, All that serv’d Brutus, I will entertain them.^ 
Fellow, wilt thou bestow thy time with me ? 

Stra, Ay, if Messala will prefer ^ me to you. 

Oct, Do so, Messala. 

Mes, How died my master, Strato ! 

Stra, I held the sword, and he did run on it 
Mes, Octavius, then take him to follow thee. 
That did the latest service to my master. 

Ant, Tills was the noblest Roman of them all : 
All the conspirators, save only he, 

I Did that they did in envy of great Ciesar ; 

He only, in a general honest thought, 

' And common good to all, made one of them. 

I His life was gentle, and the elements 
i So mix’d in him, that Nature might stand up, 

I And say to all the world, This was a man / 

Oct, According to his virtue let us use liim. 
With all respect and rights of burial. 

Within my tent his bones to-night shall lie, 

Most like a soldier, order’d honourably. — 

So, call the field to rest : and let’s away, 

To part the glories of this happy day. [Exeunt, 
^ Receive into my service. > Recommend. 
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ACT I. 


SCENE I. <— Alexandria. A Room in Cleo- 
patra’a Palace* 

Enter Demetrius and Philo. 

PhL Nay, but this dotage of our general's. 
Overflows the measure : Those his goodly eyes, 
'fliat o’er the files and musters of the war 
Have glow'd like plated Mars, now bend, now turn. 
The office and devotion of their view 
Upon a tawny front : his captain’s heart. 

Which in the scuffles of great fights had burst 
The buckles on his breast, reneges • all temper ; 
And is l>ecome the bellows and the fan, 

To cool a gipsy's will. Look, where they come ! 

Flourish, Enter Antony and Cleopatra, with 
tlteir Trains / Eunuchs fanning her* 

Take but good note, and you shall see in him 
The triple pillar of the world transform'd 
Into a strumpet's fool : behold and see. 

Cleo, If it be love indeed, tell me how much. 
Ant* There’s beggary in the love that can be 
reckon'd. 

Cleo, ril set ^boum ^ how far to be belov'd. 
Ant* llieti must thou needs find out new heaven, 
new earth. 

< Bound or limit 


Enter an Attendant. 

Alt* News, my good lord, from Rome. 

ArU* Grates*^ me : — The sum ? 

Cleo* Nay, hear them, Antony. 

Fulvia, perchance, is angry ; Or, who knows 
If the scarce-bearded Cssar have not sent 
His powerful mandate to you, Do thiSf or this g 
Take in * that kingdom^ and enfranchise that ; 
Perform' ti or pise we damn thee. 

Ant* How, my love ! 

Cleo* Perchance, — nay, and most like, 

You must not stay here longer, your dismission 
Is come from Carsar ; tlierefore hear it, Antony, 
Where’s Fulvia’s process?^ Caesar's, I would say ?— 
Both? — 

Call in the messengers. — As I am Egypt’s queen# 
lliou blushest, Antony ; and that blo^ of thine 
Is Caesar’s homager : else so thy check pays shame, 
When shrilLtongued Fulvia scolds. — The mes* 
sengers. 

Ant* Let Rome in Tyber melt ! and the wide arch 
Of the rang’d empire fhll ! Here is my space ; 
Kingdoms are clay ; our dungy earth alike 
Fee£ beast as man : The nobleness of life 
Is, to do thus ; when such a mutual pair 

I] Embracing, 

And such a twain can do’t, in which, I bind, 

3 Oilbndt. ^ Sutidue, conquer. » Summons. 


* Renounces. 
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On pain of punishment, the world to woet 
Wi' stand up peerless. 

Cleo. Excellent falsehood ! 

Why did he marry Fulvia, and not love her ? — 

I’ll seem the fool I am not ; Antony 
Will be liimself. 

Ant. But stirr’d by Cleopatra. — 

Now, for the love of Love, and her soft hours, 

Let’s not confound 7 the time with conference harsh : 
There’s not a minute of our lives should stretch 
Without some pleasure now : What sport to-night ? 

CUio. Hear the ambassadors. 

Ant* Fyc, wrangling queen ! 

Whom every thing becomes, to chide, to laugh. 

To weep ; whose every passion fully strives 
I’o make itself, in thee, fair and atlmiV’d ! 

No messenger, but thine and all alone, 

To-night, we’ll wander through the streets, and note 
The qualities of people. Come, my (pieen ; j 

Last night you did desire it ; — Syreak not to us. 

[Exeunt Ant. and Cleop. with their Train. 

Dem* Is Cresar with Antonius priz'd so slight? 

PAi. Sir, sometimes, when he is not Antony, 
lie comes too short of that great properly 
Which still should go with Antony. 

Denu I am full sorry, 

That lie approves the common liar who 
Thus s))eaks of him at Home : But I will hope 
Of better deeds to-morrow. Rest you bappy ! 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE 11. — Another Room. 

Enter CuARitiAN, Iras, Alexas, and a Soothsayer. 

Char, Lord Alexas, sweet Alexas, most any thing 
Alexas, almost most absolute Alexas, where’s the 
sootlisaycr that you praised so to the queen? O, that 
1 knew this husband, which, you say, must change 
his liorns with garlands ! 

Alax. Soothsayer, 

Sooth. Your will ? 

C/mr. Is this die man ? — Is’t you, sir, that know 
things? 

Sooth. In nature’s intinite book of secrecy, 

A little I can read. 

Alex. Show him your hand. 

Enter Enobarbus. 

Eno. Bring in the banquet quickly : wine enough, 
Cleopatra’s health to drink. 

Char. Good sir, give me good fortune. 

Sooth. I make not, but foresee. 

Char, Pray, then, foresee me one. 

Sooth. You shall be yet far fairer than you are. 

Char, lie means, in flesh. 

Iras. No, you shall paint when you are old. 

Char* Wrinkles forbid ! 

. Akx* Vex not his prescience ; be attentive. 

Char. Hush! 

Sooth. You shall be more beloving, than beloved. 

Char. I had rather heat my liver with drinking. 

Alex. Nay, hear him. 

Char. Good now, some excellent fortune ! Let 
the be married to three kings in a forenoon, and 
widow them all ; And me to marry me with Octavius 
Cticsar, and companion me witli my mistress. 

Sooth* You shall outlive the lady whom you serve. 

Char* O excellent! 1 love long life better than flgs. 

Sooth. You have seen and proved a fairer former 
fortune 

Than that which is to approach, 

^ Know, ^ Consume. * Fame. 


Char. Nay, come, tell Iras hers. 

Alex, We’ll know all our fortunes. 

Eno. Mine, and most of out fcriunes to-nighl, 
shall be — drunk to bed. 

Char. Pr’ythec, tell her but a worky-day fortune. 
Sooth. Your fortunes are alike. 

Iras. But how ? but how? give me particulars. 
Sooth. 1 have said. 

Char. Our woi*8er thoughts heavens mend ! Alex- 
as, — come, his fortune, his fortune. — O, let him 
marry, sweet Isis I beseech thee ! And let her die, 
and give him a worse ! and let worse follow worse, 
till the worst of all follow him laughing to his grave. 
Good Isis, hear me this prayer, tliough thou deny me 
a matter of more weight ; good Isis, I beseech thee ! 

Ira.s. Amen. Dear goddess, hear that ]irayer of 
the people ! Dear Isis, keep decorum, and fortune 
him accordingly ! 

C/ior. Amen. 

Eno. Hush ! here comes Antony. 

Char. Not he, the queen. 

Elder Cleopatra. 

Cleo. Saw you my lord ? 

Eno. No, lady. 

Cleo. Wix& he not here ? 

Char. No, madam. 

Cleo. He was disposed to mirth ; but on a sudden 
A Homaii thought hath struck Iiim. — Enobarbus. 
Eno. Madam. 

CU’o. Seek him and bring him hither. Where’s 
Alexas ? 

Alex. Here, madam, at your service. — My lord 
approaches. 

Enter Antony, wUh a Messenger and Attendants. 
Cleo. We will not look upon him ; Go with us. 
[Exeunt Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Alexas, 
I R A s, Cu A KMi A N, Soothsaycr, and Attendants. 
Mess. Fulvia thy wife first cwne into the field. 
Ant. Against my brother Lueius? 

Mess. Ay : 

But soon that war had end, and the time’s state 
Made friends of them, jointing their force ’gainst 
Csssar ; 

Whose better issue in the war, from Italy, 

Upon the first encounter, drave them. 

Ant. Well, 

What worst? 

Mess. The nature of bad news infects the teller. 
Ant. When it concerns the fool, or coward. — On ; 
Things, that are past, are done with me. — *Tis thus; 
Who tells me true, though in his talc lie death, 

I hear him as he flatter'd. 

Mess, Labienus 

(This is stiff news) hatlh with his Parthian force. 
Extended ^ Asia fVom Euphi &tes ; 

His conquering banner shook, from Syria 
To Lydia, and to Ionia ; 

Whilst 

Ant. Antony, thou wouldst say — 

Mess, Of my lortl ! 

Ant. Speak to me home, mince not tlie general 
tongue; 

Name Cleopatra as she’s call’d in Rome ; 

Rail thou in Fulvia’s phrase : and taunt my faults 
With such full licence, as both truth and tnaUpe 
Have power to utter. O, then^we bring forth 
weeds, 

. 9 An £;gyptisn goddess, Over-rua 
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When our quick winds * lie still; and our ills told us, 
Is as our earing.^ Fare tlicc well a while» 

Mess. At your noble pleasure. [Exit. 

Am* From Sicyon how the news ? Speak there. 

1 Att. The man from Sicyon. — Is tliere such an 

one? 

2 Att. He stays upon your will. 

Ant. Let him appear, — 

These strong Egyptian fetters I must break, 

EiUer another Messenger. 

Or lose myself in dotage. — What are you ? 

2 Mess. Fulvia thy wife is dead. 

Ant, Where died she ? 

2 Mess- In Sicyon ; 

Her length of sickness, with what else more serious 
Impoiteth thee to know, this bears. [ Gives a Letter. 

Ant. Forbear me. — 

. [ ExU Messenger. 

There’s a great spirit gone ! Thus did I desire it : 
What our contempts do often hurl from us, 

We wish it ours again ; the present pleasure, 

By revolution lowering, does become 
The opposite of itself i she’s good, being gone ; 
The hand could ])Uick her back, that shov’d her on. 
I must from this enchanting queen break off; 

Ten thousand harms, more than the ills 1 know, 

My idleness dotli hatch. — How now ! Enobarbus ! 

Enter Enobarbus. 

Eno. What’s your pleasure, sir ? 

Ant. I must w'ith haste from hence. 

Eno. Why then, we kill all our women : We see 
how mortal an unkindness is to them ; if they suffer 
our departure, death’s the word. 

Ant. I must be gone. 

Eyw. Under compelling occasion, let women die : 
It were pity to cast them away for nothing ; though, 
between them and a great cause, they sliould be 
esteemed nothing. Cleopatra, catching but the 
least noiseipf tliis, dies instantly ; I have seen her 
die twenty times upon far poorer moment. 

Ant. She is cunning past man’s thought. 

Em. Alack, sir, no ; her passions are made of 
nothing but the finest part of pure love ; We can- 
not call her winds and waters, sighs and tears ; they 
are greater storms and tempests ^an almanacks can 
report : this cannot be cunning in her ; if it be, she 
makes a shower of rain as well as Jove. 

Ant. ’Would I had never seen her ! 

Eno. O, sir, you had then left unseen a wonder- 
ful piece of work ; which not to liave been blessed 
withal, would have discredited your travel. 

Am. Fulvia is dead. 

Eno. Sir? 

Ant. Fulvia is dead. 

Efio. Fulvia? 

Ant. Dead. 

Eno. Why, sir, give the gods a thankful sacrifice. 
When it pleaseth their deities to take the wife of a 
man from him, it shows to roan the tailors of the 
earth ; comforting therein, that when old robes are 
worn out, there are others to make new. If there 
were no more women but Fulvia, then had you in- 
^^ed a cut, and the case to be lamented : tins grief 
is ei^wn^ with consolation ; and, indeed, the tears 
Hve in an onion, that should water this sorrow. 

a editions mimts. 

Tilling, ploughing ; prepares us to produce good teed. 


Ant. The business she hatli broached in the state. 
Cannot endure my absence. 

Eno- And the business you have broached here, 
cannot be without you ; especially that of Cleopatra’s, 
which wholly depends on your abode. 

ArU. No more light answers. Let our officers 
Have notice what wc propose. I shall break 
The cause of our expedience to the queen, 

And get her love ^ to part. For not alone 
The death of Fulvia, with more urgent touches. 

Do strongly speak to us : but the letters too 
Of many our contriving friends in Home 
Petition us at home : Jk‘Xtus Pompeius 
Hath given the diu*e to Caesar, and commands 
The empire oftluj sea: our slippery people 
(Whose love is never link’d to the deserver, 

'fill his deserts are past,) begin to throw 
Pompey the great, and all his dignities, 

Upon his son ; who, high in name and power. 
Higher tluin both in blood and life, stands u[» 

For the main soldier: whose quality, going on, 
The sides o’the world may danger . Much is breeding, 
Which, like the courser’s hair, hath yet but life, 

And not a serpent’s poison. Say, our pleasure, 

To such W'hose place is under us, requires 
Our quick remove from hence. 

Eno, I shall do’t, [Exeu7it* 

SCENE III. 

Enter ^leopatra, Chahmian, Iras, and Alexas. 
Cleo.^ Where is he ? 

Char. I did not see him since. 

Cleo. See where he is, who’s with him, wliat he 
does : — 

I did not send you® : — If you find him sad. 

Say, I am dancing ; if in mirth, report 
That I am sudden sick : Quick, and return. 

[Exit Alexas. 

Char. Madam, methinks, if you did love him dearly. 
You do not hold tlie method to enforce 
The like from him. 

Cleo. What should I do, I do not ? 

Char. In each thing give him, way, cross him in 
nothing. 

C/eo. Thou teachest likeafool : the w'ay to lose him. 
Chai'. 'I'enipt him not so too far : I wish, forbear ; 
In time we hate that which we often fear. 

Enter Antony. 

But here comes Antony. 

Cleo I anfi sick, and sullen. 

Ant. I am sorry to give breathing to iriy pur))ose.— 
Cleo. Help me away, dear Channian, I sliall fall ; 
It cannot be thus long, the sides of nature 
Will not sustain it. 

Ant. , Now, my dearest queen, — 

Cleo. Pray you, stand furtlier fioin me. 

Ant. What’s the matter ? 

Cleo. I know, by that same eye, there’s some good 
news. 

What says the married woman ? — You may go ; 
’Would, she had never given you*leave to come ! 
Let her not say, ’tis I that keep you here, 

I have no power uiion you ; hers you are. 

Ant. The ^ods best know,— 

Cleo. O, never, w^as tlicrc queen, 

4 Expedition. ^ Leave. 

4 Look as if 1 did not send you. 
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So mightHy iKstray’d ! Yet, at the first, | 

I saw die treasoi;i8 planted* | 

jint* Cleopatra, | 

Why should I lhiii|c»youcanbemine,and true, 
Though you in swearing shake the throned gods, 
Who liave been false to Fulvia? Riotous madness, 
To be entangled with those mouth-made vows, 
Which break themselves in swearing ! 

Ant^ ^ Most sweet queen, — 

Cteo, Nay, pray you, seek no colour for your going, 
But bid farewell, and go : when you sued staying, 
Then was the time for words ; No going then ; — 
Eternity was in our lips, and eyes ; 

Bliss in our brows bent 7 • none our parts so poor. 
But was a race ^ of heaven ; They are so still, 

Or thou, the greatest soldier of tlie world, 

Art turn’d the greatest liar. 

Ant. How now, lady ! 

Cieo. I would, Ihad thy inches ; thou shouldst know, 
There were a heart in Egypt. 

Ant, p Hear me, queen ; 

The strong necessity of time commands 
Our serv^es awhile ; but my full heart 
Remains in use with you. Our Italy 
Shines o’er with civil swords : Sextus Pompeius 
Makes his approaches to the port 9 of Rome : 
Equality of two domestick powers 
Breeds scrupulous faction: The hated, grown to 
strength. 

Are newly grown to love ; the condemn’d Pompey, 
Rich in his father’s honour, creeps apace 
Into the hearts of such as have not thriv’d 
Upon the present state, whose numbers threaten ; 
And quietness, grown sick of rest, would purge 
By any desperate change : My more particular, 

And that which most with you should safe my going, 
is Fulvia’s death. 

Cleo» Though age from folly could not give me 
freedom, 

It does from childishness : — Can Fulvia die ? 

Ant. She*s dead, my queen : 

Look here, and, at thy sovereign leisure, read 
The garboils she awak’d ’ ; at the last, best : 

See, when, and where she died. 

Cteo. * O most false love ! 

Where be the sacred vials thou sliouidst fill 
With sorrowful water? Now I see, I see, 

In Fulvta’s death, bow mine receiv’d shall be. 

Ant, Quarrel no more, but be prepar’d to know 
The purposes I bear; which are, or cease, 

As you ^all give the advice : Now, by the fire, 
That quickens Nilus’ slime, I go from hence, 

Tliy soldier, servant ; making peace, or war. 

As thou aifect’st. 

Ofeo. ^ Cut my lace, Charmian, come; — 

But let it be. — - 1 am quickly ill, and well : 

So Antony loves. 

My precious queen, forbear ; 
And give true evidence to his love, which stan^ 
An honourable trial* 

Cteo. So Fulvia told me. 

1 pr’ythee, turn aside, and weep fi>r her ; 

Then bid adieu to pie, and say, the tears 
Belong to Egypt* : Good i^ow, play one scene 
Of excellent dissembling ; let it look 
Like perfitci honour. 

Ant, YouV heat my blood ; no mom. 

a ***** ^ ^ **y*“V^** ® or flavour, 

l i’***' The cwmimotton she occasioned. 

* f 0 me, the queen of BIgrpt. 


Aer t 

Cleo, You can do better yet ; but tliis is meetly. 
Ant. Now by my sword, — ^ 

Cleo. And target, — Still he mends ; 

But this is not the best t Look, pFythee, Chinnian, 
How this Herculean Roman does become 
The carriage of his chafe. ^ 

Ant. 1*11 leave you, lady* 

Cleo. Courteous lord, one word. 

Sir, you and I must part, , — but that’s not it i 
Sir, you and I have lov’d, — but there’s not it ; 

That you know well : Something it is I would, 

O, my oblivion ♦ is a very Antony, 

And I am all forgotten. 

Ant, But that your royalty 

Holds idleness your subject, I should take you 
For idleness itself. 

Cleo. ’’Pis sweating labour, 

To bear such idleness so near the heart 
As Cleopatra this. But, sir, forgive me ; 

Since my becomings kill me, when they do not 
Eye well to you : Your honour calls you hence; 
Therefore be deaf to my unpItied folly. 

And all the gods go with you ! upon your sword 
Sit laurel’d victory ! and smooth success 
Be strew’d before your feet ! 

Ani. Let us go. Come ; 

Our separation so abides, and Hies, 

That thou, residing here, go’st yet with me. 

And I, hence fieeting, here remain with tl)ee. 
Aw'ay. l^JExetitU, 

SCENE IV. — Rome. An Apartment in Cmsar’j 
House. 

Enter Octavius C^sar, Lepidus, and Attendants. 

Cees. You may sec, Lepidus, and henceforth know 
It is not Caesar’s natural vice to hate 
One great competitor : From Alexandria 
This is the news ; He fishes, drinks, and wastes 
The lamps of night in revel : is not more manlike 
Than Cleopatra ; nor the queen Ptolemy 
More womanly than he : hardly gave aiMience, or 
Vouchsaf’d to think he had partners : You shall 
find there 

A man, who is the abstract of all faults 
That all men follow. 

Lej). I must not think, there are 

Evils enough to darken all his goodness ; 

His faults, in him, seem as the spots of heaven. 
More fiery by night’s blackness ; hereditary, 

Rather than purchas’d ^ ; what he cannot change, 
Than what be chooses. 

C<Bs, You are too indulgent : Let us grant, it is 
not 

Amiss to press the bed of Ptolemy ; 

To give a kingdom for a mirth ; to sit 
And keep the turn of tippling with a slave ; 

To reel Ae streets at noon, and stand the buffet 
With knaves unworthy ; say, this becomes him, 
(As his composure must be rare indeed. 

Whom these things cannot blemish, )yet must Antony 
No way excuse his soils, when we do bear 
So great weight in his lightness. If he fill’d 
His vacancy with his voluptuousn^ 

Full surfeits, and the dryness of his bones, . 

Call on Idm ® for’t ; but, to confound 7 such*tiino» 
That druiqa him from his sport, and speaks as looa 

3 Esfa ^ Oblivious memory. 

3 Procured by bis own ftiult ‘ 

« vm him. 7 Coniunm. 
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SCBHE IV. 

A» his own state, and ours, — *tis to be chid 
As we rate boys ; who being mature in knowledge, 
Pawn their experience to their present pleasure,* 
And %o rebel to judgment. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Here’s more news. 

jl/m. Thy biddings have been done ; and every 
hour, 

Most noble Ccesar, shalt thou have report 
How *tis abroad. Poinpey is strong at sea ; 

And it appears, he is belov’d of those 
That only have fear’d Caesar ; to the ports 
The discontents » repair, and men’s reports 
Give him much wrong’d 

I should have known no less . — 
It hath been taught iis from tlic primal state, 

That he, which is, was wish’d, until he were; 

A _ J aI- _ -1 1 S J _ _ „ -1 1 S 1 -*11 * .1 
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lhat he, which is, was wishd, until he were; t teo. q A, . * 

And the ebb’d man, ne’er lov’d, till ne’er worth love, |Wliert‘ think’st thou he is now ? 

Comes dcar’d. bvbeimr lack’d.9 This common bodv. he ? «ts 


AAiiat IVY Wj wii iw VI rvuiiii awyv'j 

Coipes dcar’d, by being lack’d.9 This common body, 
Like a vagabond flag upon the stream, 

Goes to, and back, lackeying the varying tide. 

To rot itself with motion. 

Mess. Capsar, I bring thee word 

Meneciatcs and Menas, famous pirates 
Make the sea serve tliem ; which tl 
With keels of every kind; Many ..v,., 

They make in Italy ; the borders maritime 
Lack blood ^ to tiunk on’t, and flush youth revolt 
No vessel can peep forth, but ’tis as soon 
Taken as seen ; for Pompey’s name strikes more 
I’kan could his war resisted. 

Cas. Antony, 

Leave thy lascivious wassels.'^ When thou one 
Was beaten from Modena, w here thou slew’st 
llirtlus and Pansa, consuls, at thy heel 
Did famine follow ; whom thou fought’st agair 
Though daintily brought up, with patience mo 
Than savages could suffer . Thou didst drink 
What beasts w'ould 'cough at ; thy palate thcij 
deign 

The roughest berry on the rudest hedge ; 

Yea, like the stag, when snow the pasture she< 

'ilie barks of trees thou browsed’st ; on the A 
It is reported, thou didst eat strange flesh, 

Which some did die to Kx)k on . And all this 
(It wounds tliine honour, that I speak it now 
Was home so like a soldier, that thy cheek 
So mucli as lank’d not. 

Lep. It is pity of him. 

Cues, I>et his shames quickly 
Drive him to Rome ; ’Tis time we twain 
Did t>how ourselves i’ the field ; and, to that e 
Assemble we immediate council ; Pompey 
Thrives in our idleness. 

Lep, To-morrow, Ceesa 

I slioll be furnish’d to inform you rightly 
Both, what by sea and land I can be able, 

1 o Tront this present time. 

C«i» Till which ened 

It is my business too. Farewell. 

Eep* Farewell, my lord ; Wliat you shal ^ 
mean time 

Of Stirs abroad, I shall beseech you, sir. 

To let me be partaker. ^ 

Doubt not, sir ; 

1 kuavf it for my bond.® [J^ 

’ )Dl«eonteatedL » Endesred by being wImJ 

‘ pale. 

* t a vsft 


SCENE V. Alexandria. A Room in the Pohee. 

Enter Ct.o«xa*, CBAa„un. Ua,, M*an.AB 

Cleo. Charmian, 

Char. Madam, 

Cleo. Ha, ha ! — 

Give me to drink mandragora.4 

Qleo Thnt T miirhi- i madam ? 

rime,^ of 

|AIy Antony is away. 

Youarinkofhim 

Cleo. O, treason ! 

Madam, ^ I trust, not so. 
O Charmian, 


he ? 

»r docs he walk ? or is he on Ids horse ? 

"‘"movlr?'’ "horn Uiou 

^ deini-Atlas of tins earth, the arm * 
pirates, ■ ^ burgonet » of men. _ He’s speakina now 

they earand woun. />nnim„nng, ir/,ere\ „y serpent of A’L f 
,y hot irn^ads «> he calls me : Nowl fe^ myiv ' 

delicious poison : — . Tliink nn 

rnd‘:rinki"'l pincbrbTatk, 

ith looking on his life. 

Enter Alfxas. 

Cleo. How much unlike art thliu M^FAntonv? 

Lt coming from him. th.'if; ermaf ■ ^ 


- ujiuite art tftou Murk Antn 

kiss d, — the last of many doubled kisses 

in ^hTart. 

Cfro. Mine ear must pluck it thence. 

f,.e,/irm Roman to 
To mend the j^ty jmesent, I mil Joe 

What, was he sad, or merrv ? 

o-tOeyearlitwZ^' 

O well-divided disposition ! _ Note him 

”“‘*'“”’hfm‘r* manTbrn’rotc 

Sr.trakTthi=.xv.sf ™ 

In Egypt With his joy; but between both : ^ 

O heavily mingle ! — Be’st thou sad or tSwiry 
The violence of either thee becomes ; 

So does It no man else. - Mefst thou my posts > 

< A deopy potton. .A Helmet « pvnoas 



,Qg ANTONY AND 

jOex. Ay, madam, twenty several messengers : 
Why do you send so thick ? 

Clc6* . 

When I forget to send to Antony, 

ThaU die aLggar. - Inkandi«^r Cha^mn - 

Welcome, my good Alexas. — Did I, Charmian, 

Ever love Cicsar so ? « i 

™ o tJiat brave Csesar ! 

Cleo’ Be chok’d with such another emphasis . 

Sav» the brave Antony. 

CAor. ThevaUantCassar! 


CLEOPATRA. Acx II, 

Cleo* By Isis* I will give thee bloody teeth, 

If thou with Caesar paragon again 
My m?n of men. 

' 'cA*r. " ’ By your most gracious pardon, 

I si<g but after you. 

Jleo* My salad days ; 

v/hen 1 was green in judgment : — Cold in blood, 
To say, as I said then ! — But, come, away ; 

Get me ink and paper ; he shall liave every day 
A several greeting, or I’ll unpeople Egypt. 

[Exeunt* 


act II. 


SCENE I. Messina. A Room in Pompey s 
House* 

Enter Pompkv, Menucbates, and Mkhas. 
Pom. If the great gods ho just, tlicy shall assi 
The deeds of justest men. 




Can from the lap of Egypt’s widow pluck 
The ne’er lust-wearied Antony. 

Hen* I cannot hope, 

Cajsar and Antony shall well greet together : 

His wife, that’s dead, did trespasses to Cwsar ; 
Ilis brother warr’d upon him ; although, I think, 
Not mov’d by Antony. 

Pom. I know not, Menas, 

Tow lesser enmities may give way to greater. 

) 'V'’v~..tA —..A. .IVN fViovn oil 


1 


inene* . , , Aenv. ' eiuiuuub umy 

hat what they do delay, tn y throne, \ TVe’t not that we stand up against them all, 

Pom* Whiles we are suitors to their thro e, i 

‘ themselves ; 

F^they have entertained cause enough 
T^raw their swords : but how the fear of us 
Mc4mcnt their divisions, and bind up 

.I!!** A 


decays 

The thing we sue for. of ourselves, 1 

BeSn our own arms, which the wi» powers 
DeWrfor our good , so find we profit. 

By losing of our prayers. ^ _ 

KSS ‘.S ii» i 

No w^‘>^Sout“’ 

Nor either cares for him. Lep^us 

Amtathe field; 

Pom. Where hav. you thrs? ^r. 


Pom. He dreams; 1 know, they arc in Borne 

Looking foffiny: But aU _^arms of love. 

Salt Cl^patra, soften thy wan d Up . 

Let witchcraft jo m with beauty . 

Tie uo the libertine in a field ot leasts, 

Keep Us brain fuming; 

now, 

Enter Varrius. 

Var* This is most certain th^ I slwB deliver : 
Mark Antony is every hour in 
Expected ; ance he went from Egypt, tis 
A s^ for ftirdier tra^k 

Fur such a petty war : his sol^ership 

The higher our opinion, that our sUrr ng 

. Declined, J ISunet 

» npnc on } i- e, put on. * 


Tl^ctty difference, we yet not know. 

Bc|is our gods will have it ! It only stands 
Olives upon, to use our strongest hands. 

Coj Menas. [Exeunt* 

I SC^E II. ■— Rome. A Room in the House of 
’ Lepidus. n 

Enter Enobarbus and Lepidus. 

I X Good Enobarbus, *tis a wortliy deed, 

I An4ll liecome you well, to entreat your captain 
To and gentle speech. 

l\ I shall entreat liim 

To ^er like himself : If Cassar move liim, 

Let Sony look over Caesar’s head, 

Andik as loud as Mars. By Jupiter, 

Weihe wearer of Antonius’ beard, 

I w^ot sliave to-day. 

I* *Tis not a time 

Fonie stomaching. 

Every time ^ 

Ser' the matter that is then bom in it.^ 

I ut small to greater matters must give way. 
L Tot if the small come 6rst. 

Z Your speech is passion : 

But you, stir no embers up. Here comes 
Th«4 Antony. 


^nter Antony and Ventidius. 

And yonder, Caesar. 

Cjbsar, Mscjinas, and AGRiPfA. 
compose ® well here, to Parthia ; 

ci I do not know, 

MeJask Agrippa. 

I^rel 


5 Agrea 
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ScEins II. 

hep* Noble fHenda, 

That which combined us was most great, and let not 
A le^er action rend us. What’s amiss, 

May it be gently heard : When we debate 
Our trivial diflerence loud, we do commit 
Murder in healing wounds : Then, noble partners, 
(The rather, for I earnestly beseech,) 

Touch you the sourest points witli sweetest terms. 
Nor curstness 7 grow to the matter. 

Ant* ’Tis spoken well ; 

Were we before our armies, and to fight, 

I sliould do thus. 

CcBs* Welcome to Rome. 

Ant* Thank you. 

Cee&* Sit. 

Ant* Sit, sir ! 

C<Bs* Nay, 

Then — 

AnJt* I learn, you take things ill, which arc not so ; 
Or, being, concern you not. 

Cces* I must be laugh’d at. 

If, or for nothing, or a little, 1 
Should say myself oifended ; and with you 
Chiefly i* the world : more laugh’d at, that I should 
Once name you derogately, when to sound your 
name 

It not concern’d me. 

Ant* My being in Egypt, Ca3sar, 

What was’t to you ? 

CesES* No more than my residing here at Rome 
Might be to you in Egypt : Yet, if you there 
Did practise 8 on my state, your being in Egypt 
Might be my question. 9 

Ant* How intend you, practis’d ? 

C(Es. You may be pleas’d to catch at mine intent. 
By what did here befall me. Your wife, and brother, 
Made wars upon me ; and their contestation 
Was tlicme for you, you were the word of war. 

Ant* You do iniAake your business ; my brotlier 
never 

Did urge me in his act ; I did enquire it ; 

And have my learning from some true rejjorts, 
That drew their swords with you. Did he not rather 
Discredit my authority witli yours ; 

And make the wars alike against my stomach. 
Having alike your cause ? Of this, my letters 
Before did satisfy you. If you’ll patch a quarrel, 
As matter whole you have not to make it with, 

It must not be with this. 

C€Bs* You praise yourself 

By laying defects of judgment to me ; but 
You patch’d up your excuses. 

AnJt* Not so, not so ; 

I know you could not lack, I am certain on’t. 

Very necessity of this thought, that I, 

Your partner in the cause ’gainst which he fought, 
Could not with graceful eyes attend those wars 
Which fronted * mine own peace. As for my wife, 
I would you had her spirit in such anotlier ; 

The third o’ the world is yours ; which with a snaffle 
You may pace easy, but not such a wife. 

Eno* ’Would we had all such wives, tliat the men 
might go to wars with the women ! 

Ant. So much uncurablc, her garboils % Cessar 
Made out of her impatience^ (which not wanted 
Shrewdness of policy too,) I grieving grant, 

Did you too much disquiet : for that, you must 
But say, 1 could not help it. 

7 Let not Ul humour be added. 8 Use bad arts or stratagems. 
^ Subject of conversation. * Opposed. > C(»nmotions. 


Cm* ^ T wrote to you, 

When rioting in Alexandria ; you 
Did pocket up my letters, and with taunts 
Did gibe my missive 3 out of audience. 

Ant. Sir, 

He fell upon me, ere admitted ; then 
Three kings I had newly feasted, and did want 
Of what I was i* the morning ; but, next day, 

I told him of myself ; which was as much 
As to have ask’d him pardon : Let this fellow 
Be nothing of our strife; if we contend, 

Out of our question * wipe him. 

Cm* You have broken 

The article of your oath ; which you shall never 
Have tongue to clKU*gc me with. 

Ltp* Soft, Crnsar. 

Ant. No, Lepidus, let him speak ; 

The honour’s sacred which he talks on now, 
Supposing that I lack’d it : But on, Caesar ; 

The article of niy oath, — 

CeBs. To lend me arms, and aid, when I requir’d 
them ; 

The which you both denied. • 

A fit* Neglected, rather ; 

And then, when poison’d hours had bound me up 
From mine own knowledge. As nearly as I may. 
I’ll play the penitent to you ; but mine honesty 
Shall not make poor my greatness, nor my power 
Work without it : Truth is, that b’lilvia, 

To have me out of Egypt, made wars here ; 

For which myself, the ignorant motive, do 
So far ask pardon, as befits mine honour 
To stoop in such a case. 

hep, *Tis nobly spoken. 

Mec* If it might please you, to enforce no further 
The griefs * between ye : to forget them quite, 
Were to remember tliat the present need 
Speaks to atone ® you. 

hep. Worthily spoke, Mecouias. 

Eno. Or, if you borrow one another’s love for 
Uie instant, you may, wlien you hear no more words 
of Pompey, return it again : you shall have time to 
wrangle in, when you have nothing else to do. 

Ant, Thou art a soldier onl^ ; speak no more. 

Eno. That truth should be silent, I bad almost 
forgot. 

Ant. You wrong this presence, therefore speak 
no more. 

Eno. Go to, then ; your considerate stone. 

Cm. 1 do not much dislike the matter, but 
The manner of liis speech ; for it cannot be. 

We shall remain in friendship, our conditions 7 
So diifcring in their acts. Yet, if I knew 
What hoop should hold us staunch, from edge to edge 
O’ the world I would pursue it. 

Agr* Give me leave, Ceesar, — 

Cm. Speak, Agrippa. 

Agr. Thou hast a sister by the mother’s side, 
Admir’d Octavia: great Mark Antony 
Is now a widower. 

Cws* Say not so, Agrippa ; 

If Cleopatra heard you, your reproof 
Were well deserv’d of rashness. 

Ant* I am not married, Caesar ; let me hear 
Agrippa further speak. 

Agr, To hold you in perpetual amity, 

To make you brothers, and to knit yow hearts 
With an unslipping knot, take Antony 

* Meascnjser. > ** Conversation. * Grievances. 

6 Hecoticue. * Disposition. 

Zc 2 
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Ocfavia to his wife : whose beauty claims 
No worse a Imsband thau tlie best of men ; 

Whose virtue, and whose general graces, speak 
That which none else can utter. By this marriage, 
All little jealousies, which now seem great, 

And all great fears, which now import their dangers, 
Would then be nothing ; truths would be but tales 
Where now half tales be truths : her love to both, 
Would, each to other, and all loves to both, 

Draw after her. Pardon wliat I have spoke ; 

For *tis a studied, not a present thought, 

By duty ruminated. 

Ant* Will Ccesar speak ? 

Cces* Not till he hears how Antony Is touch’d 
Witli what is spoke already. 

Ant* What power is in Agiippa, 

If 1 w'ould say, Agrippa, be it so. 

To make this good ? 

Cess* The power of Cfc-sar, and 

Ilis power unto Octavia. 

Ant. May I never 

To tins good purpose, that so fairly shows, 

Dream of ftnj)ediinent ! — Let me have thy hand : 
Further this act of grace ; and, from this hour, 

The heart of brothers govern in our loves. 

And ay our great designs ! 

Cees. Tlierc is my hand. 

A sister I bequeath you, whom no brother 
Did ever love so dearly : Let her live 
To join our kingdoms, and our hearts ; and never 
FJy off our loves again ! 

Lep. Happily, amen ! 

Ant. I did not think to draw my sword ’gainst 
Pompey ; 

For he hath laid strange courtesies, and great, 

Of late upon me ; 1 must thank him only. 

Lest my remembrance suffer ill report ; 

At heel of that, defy him. 

Lcp. Time calls upon us : 

Of u.s must Pompey presently be sought, 

Or else he seeks out us. 

Ant* And where lies he ? 

Cws. About the Mount Misenum. 

Ant. What’s his strength 

By land ? 

Cofs. Great and increasing ; but by sea 
He is an absolute master. 

Ant* So is the fame. 

’Would, we had spoke together ! Haste we for it : 
Yet, ere we put ourselves in arras, despatch we 
The business we have talk’d of. 

Civs, With most gladness ; 

And do invite you to my sister’s view, 

Whither straight I will lead you. 

Ant, Let us, Lepidus, 

Not lack your company, 

Lep. Noble Antony, 

Not sickness should detain me. 

[Flourish. Exeunt C.i&sar, Antony, and 
Lepidus. 

Mec* Welcome from Egypt, sir. 

Eno* Half the heart of Caesar, worthy Mecsenas ! 
— my honourable friend, Agrippa ! — 

Agr* Good Enobarbus ! 

Mec. We have cause to be glad, that matters ore 
so well digested. You staid well by it in Egypt. 

Eno. Ay, sir; we did sleep day out of counte« 
nance, and made the night light with drinking, 
Mec. Eight wild boars roasted whole at a break- 
fast, and but twelve persons there ; Is this true ? 


Eno. This was but as a fly by an eagle : we had 
much more monstrous matter of feast, which worthily 
deserved noting. , 

Mec. She’s a most triumphant lady, if report be 
square 8 to her. 

Eno. VV’heii she first met Mark Antony, she 
pursed up his heart upon tlie river of Cydnus. 

Agr. There she appeared indeed ; or my reporter 
devised well for her, 

Eno. 1 will tell you : 

The barge she sat in, like a burnish’d tlirone, 
Burn’d on the water : the poop was beaten gold ; 
Purple the sails, and so perfumed, that 
The winds w ere love-sick with them ; the oars were 
silver ; 

Which to the tunc of fiutes kept stroke, and made 
Tile water, which they beat, to follow faster, 

As amorous of their strokes. For her own person, 
It beggar’d all description : she did lie 
In her {lavilion, (cloth of gold, of tissue,) 
O’er-picturing tliat Venus, where wc see, 

The fancy out-work nature : on each side her, 
Stood pretty dimpled boys, like smiling Cupids, 
With dlverse-colour’d fans, whose wind did seem 
To glow the delicate cheeks which they did cool, 
Ami what they undid, did. 

Agr. O, rare for Antony ! 

Eno. Her gentlcw'omen, like the Nereides, 

So many mermaids, tended her i’ the eyes, 

And made their bends adornings : at the helm 
A seeming mermaid steers ; the silken tackles 
Swell with the touches of those flower-soft hands. 
That yaiely frame 9 the office. From the barge 
A strange invisible p<^rfumc hits the sense 
Of tlie adjacent wharfs. The city cast 
Her people out upon her ; and Antony, 

Enthron’d in the market-place, did sit alone, 
Whistling to the air ; which, but for vacancy, 

Had gone to gaze on Cleopatra^oo, 

And made a gap in nature. 

Agr. Rare Egyptian ! 

Eno. Upon her landing, Antony sent to her, 
Invited her to supper ; she replied, 

It should be better, he became her guest ; 

Whicli she entreated : Our courteous Antony, 
Whom ne’er the word of No woman heard speak, 
Being barber’d ten times o’er, goes to the feast ; 
And, for his ordinary, pays his heart, 

For what his eyes eat only. 

Agr. Royal wench ! 

She made great Caesar lay his sword to bed. 

Eno. I saw her once 

Hop forty paces through the public street : 

And having lost her breath, she spoke, and panted, 
That she did make defect, perfection. 

And, breathless, power breathe forth. 

Mec. Now Antony must leave her utterly. 

Eno. Never ; he will not. ^ 

Age cannot wither her, nor custom stale ] 

Her infinite variety ; Otlier women ^ 

Cloy th* appetites they feed ; hut she makes hungry 
Where most she satisfies. For vilest things 
Become themselves in her. 

Mec. If beauty, wisdom, modesty, can settle 
The heart of Antony, Octavia is 
A blessed lottery to him. • 

Agr. Let us ga — 

Good Enobarbus, make yourself roy guest, 

Whilst you abide here. 

» Suit with her merito. » Readily peribm.^ 
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Eno* Huinbly> siri I thank you. 

\^Es‘eunt. 

SCENE III. — A Room in Caisar’s ffotise. 

Enter C^sar, Antony, Octavia between thenii 
Attendants and a Soothsayer. 

AtU. The world, and my great office, will some- 
times 

Divide me from your bosom. 

Octa* All which time 

Before the gods my knee shall bow in prayers 
To them for you. 

Ant. Good night, sir. — My Octavia, 

Read not my blemishes in the world’s report ; 

I have not kept my square ; but that to come 
Shall all be done by the rule. Good night, dear 
lady. — 

Octa* Good night, sir. 

Cens * Good night. [Exeunt Cjesar and Octavia, 
Ant. Now, sirrah ! you do wish yourself in Egypt? 
Sooth. Would 1 had never come from thence, nor 
you 

Tliither ! 

Ant* If you can, your reason ? 

Sooth* 1 see’t in 

My motion, have it not in my tongue ; But yet 
Hie you agiun to Egypt. 

Ant* Say to me, 

Whose fortunes shall rise higher, Cyesar’s, or mine? 
Sooth* Cajsar’s. 

Therefore, O Antony, stay not by his side ; 

Thy daemon, that’s thy spirit which keeps thee, is 
Noble, courageous, high, unmatchable. 

Whore Cajsar’s is not ; but near him, thy angel 
Becomes a Fear, as being o’erpower’d ; therefore 
Make space enough between you. 

Ant* Speak this no more. 

Sooth* To none but thee ; no more, but when to 
thee. 

If thou dost play with him at any game, 

Thou art sure to lose ; and, of that natural luck, 
He beats thee ’gainst the odds ; thy lustre thickens, 
When he shines by ; I say again, thy spirit 
Is all afraid to govern thee near liim ; 

But, he away, ’tis noble. 

Ant. Get thee gone : 

Say to Ventidius, I would speak with him ; 

[Exit Soothsayer. 

He shall to Parthia. — Be it art, or hap, 
lie hath spoken true : the very dice obey him ; 
And, in our sports, my better cunning faints 
Under his chance ; if we draw lots, he speeds : 

His cocks do win the battles still of mine, 

When it is all to nought ; and his quails * ever 
Beat mine, inhoop *d 2 at odds. I will to Egypt : 
And, tliough I make tliis marriage for my peace, 

Enter Ventidius. 

I’ the east my pleasure lies : — O, come, Ventidius, 
You must to Parthia ; your commission’s ready : 
Follow me, and receive it. [Exeunt* 

SCENE IV. Street* 

Enter Lepxdus, M£02Bna8, and Aorippa. 
Trouble yourselves no further : pray you 
hasten 

Your generals after. 

> llie ancients used to match quails as we match cocks. 

* Inelos^ 


Ag,r. Sir, Mark Antony 

Will e’en but kiss Octavia, and we’ll follow. 

Lep. Till I shall see you in your soldier’s dress, 
Which will become you both, farewell. 

Mcc* We shall. 

As I conceive the journey, be at mount 3 
Before you, Lepidus. 

Lep* Your way is shorter, 

My purposes do draw me much about ; 

You’ll win two days upon me. 

Mec* Agr* Sir, good success ! 

Lep* Farewell. [Exeunt* 

SCENE V. — Alexandria. A Room in the Palace. 

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and Alexas. 

Cleo. Give me some musick ; musick; moody < food J 
Of us that trade in love. | 

Attend. The musick, ho ! ^ 

Enter Mardian. 

Cleo. Let it alone ; let us to billiards : 

Come, Charmian. • 

Char* My arm is sore, best play with Mardian. 
Cleo* Come, you’ll play with me, sir ? 

Mar, As well as I can, madam. 

Cleo. And when good will is show’d, though it 
come too short, 

The actor may plead pardon. I’ll none now : — 
Give me mine angle, — We’ll to the river : there, 
My musick playing far off, I will betray 
Tawny.finn’d fishes ; ray bended hook shall pierce 
Their slimy jaws; and, as I draw them up. 

I’ll think them every one an Antony, 

And say, Ah ! ha ! you’re caught. 

Char* *Twas merry, when 

You wager’d on your angling ; when your diver 
Did hang a salt-hsh on his hook, which he 
With fervency drew up. 

Cleo* That time ! — O times ! — 

I laugh’d him out of patience ; and next morn. 

Ere the ninth hour, I drunk him to his bed ; 

Then put my tires ^ and mantles on him, whilst 
I wore his sword Philippan. O ! from Italy ; 

EtUer a Messenger. 

Ram thou thy fruitful tidings in mine ears. 

That long time have been barren. 

Mess* Madam, madam, 

Cleo* Antony’s dead ? — 

If thou say .so, villain, thou kill’st thy mistress : . 

But well and free, j 

If thou so yield him, there is gold and hero I 

My bluest veins to kiss ; a hand, that kings | 

Have lipp’d, and trembled kissing. ' 

Mess* First, Madam, he’s well. 

Cleo. Why, there’s more gold. But, sirrah, mark ; 
We use 

To say, the dead are well ; bring it to that, 

Tlie gold I give thee, will I melt, and pour 
Down thy ill-uttering throat. 

Mess* Good madam, hear me. 

Cleo* Well, go to, 1 will ; 

But tliere’s no goodness in thy face ; if Antony 
Be free and healthful, — why so tart a favour ® 

To trumpet such good tidings ? If not well. 

Thou shouldst come like a fury crown’d with snakes, 
Not like a formal man. 7 

3 Mount Misenum. < Melancholy. ^ Hoad dresg. 

6 So sour a couutciuinco. ? A man in his souses. 
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Mm, Wiirt please you hear me ? 

Cleo, I have a mind to strike thee, ere thou speak'st : 
Yet, if thou say, Antony lives, is well, 

Or friends with Caesar, or not captive to him, 
ril set thee in a shower of gold, tmd hail 
Hich pearls upon thee. 

Mess, Madam, he*s well. 

Cteo, Well said. 

Mess, And friends with Cassar. 

Cleo, Thou’rt an honest man. 

Mess, Caesar and he are greater friends than ever. 
Cleo, Make thee a fortune from me. 

Mess, But yet, madam — 

Cleo, I do not like but yeU it does allay 
The good precedence ; fyc upon but yet : 

But yet is as a gaoler to bring forth 

Some monstrous malefactor. Pr*ythee, friend. 

Pour out the pack of matter to mine ear. 

The good and bad together : He’s friends witli 
Ctesar ; 

In state of health, thou say’st ; and, thou say’st free. 

Mess> Free, madam ! no ; I made no sucli report : 
He’s bound unto OctaVia. 

Cleo, I am pale, Charmian. 

Mess, Madam, he’s married to Octavia. 

Cleo, The most infectious pestilence upon thee ! 

[^Strikes him down. 

Mess, Good madam, patience, 

Cleo, What say you ? — Hence. 

{^Strikes him again. 

Horrible villain ! or I’ll spurn thine eyes 
Like balls before me ; I’ll unhair thy head; 

[She hales him up and down. 
Thou shalt be whipp’d with wire, and stew’d in brine. 
Smarting in ling’ring pickle. 

Mess, Gracious madam, 

1, that do bring the news, made not the match. 

Cleo, Say, ’tis not so, a province I will give thee. 
And make thy fortunes proud ; the blow thou hadst 
Shall make tliy peace, for moving me to rage ; 

And I will boot « thee witli what gift beside 
Thy modesty can beg. 

Mess, He’s married, madam. 

Cleo, Hogue, thou hast liv’d too long. 

• [ZlraMJ5 a Dagger. 

Mess, Nay, then I’ll nin ; — 

What mean you, madam ? I liave made no fault. 

[Exit, 

Char. Good madam, keep yourself within yourself ; 
The man is innocent. 

Cleo, Some innocents ’scape not the thunderbolt. — 
Melt Egypt into Nile ! and kindly creatures 
Turn all to serpents ! — Call the slave again ; 
Though I am mad, I will not bite him ; — Call. 
Char, He is afeard to come. 

Cleo, I will not hurt him : — 

These hands do lack nobility, that they strike 
^ meaner than myself; since I myself 
Have given myself the cause. — - Come hither, sir. 

Re’-enter Messenger. 

Though it be honest, it is never good 
To bring bad news : Give to a gracious message 
An host of tongues ; but let ill tidings tell 
Themselves, when they be felt. 

Mess, 1 have done my duty. 

Cleo* Is he married ? 

1 cannot hate thee worser than I do, 

If thou again say. Yes. 

B Hecompenae. 


Act II. 

Mess, He is married, madam. 

Cleo. The gods confound thee! dost thou hold 
there still ? ^ 

Mess. Should I lie, madam ? 

Cleo. O, I would, thou didst ; 

So half my Egypt were submerg’d, and made 
A cistern for scal’d snakes ! Go, get thee hence ; 
Hadst thou Narcissus in thy face, to me 
Thou wouldst appear most ugly. He is married? 
Mess. I crave your highness* pardon. 

Cleo. He is married ? 

Mess, Take no offence, that I would not offend 
you ; 

To punish me for what you make me do, 

Seems much unequal : He is married to Octavia. 

Cleo. O, that his fault should make a knave of thee, 
That art not ! — What? thou’rt sure oft? — Get 
thee hence : 

The merchandize which thou has broughtfrom Rome 
Are all too dear for me ; Lie they upon thy hand, 
And be undone by ’em ! [Exit Messenger. 

Char. Good your highness, patience. 

Cleo, In praising Antony, I have dispraised Caesar. 
Char. Many times, madam. 

• Cleo, I am paid for’t now. 

Lead me from hence, 

1 faint; O Iras, Charmian, — ’Tis no matter; — 
Go to the fellow, good Alexas ; bid him 
Report the feature of Octavia, her years, 

Her inclination, let him not leave out 

Hie colour of her liair : — bring me word quickly. — 

[Exit Alkxas. 

Let him for ever go ; — Let him not — Charmian, 
Though he be painted one way like a Gorgon, 
T’other way he’s a Mars ; — Bid you Alexas 

[2*0 Marwan. 

Bring me word, how tall she is. — Pity me, Char- 
mian, 

But do not speak to me.-— Leadrtne to my chamber. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE VI. — Near Misenum. 

Enter Pompey and Mekas, at one side^ unth Drum 
and Trumpet .* at another, Cassar, Lspinas, 
Antony, Enobarbus, Msoabnas, with Soldiers 
marching, 

Pom, Your hostages I have, so have you mine ; 
And wc shall talk before we Bght. 

Cms. Most meet, 

That first we come to words ; and therefore have wc 
Our written purposes before us sent ; 

Which, if thou hast consider’d, let us know 
If ’t vrill tie up thy discontented sword ; 

And carry back to Sicily much tall 9 youth 
That else must perish here. 

Pom. To you all three, 

'Die senators alone of this great world, 

Chief factors for the gods, I do not know, 
Wherefore my father should revengers want, 
Having a son, and friends ; since Julius Csssar, 
Who at Philippi the good Brutus ghosted *, 

There saw you labouring for him. What was it, 
Tliat mov’d pale Cassius to conspire ? And what 
Made the aU-honour’d| honest, Roman Brutus, 
With the arm’d rest, courteous of beauteous fre^4®m, 
To drench tlie Capitol ; but that they would 
Have one man but a man ? And that is it, 

Hatli made me rig my nnvy ; at whose burden 
^ Brave. ^ Haunted 
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The anger’d ocean foams ; with which I meant 
To scourge the ingratitude that despiteful Rome 
Cast on my noble father. 

CSs* Take your time. 

Ant* Thou canst not fear^ us, Poinpey, with thy 
sails, 

We’ll speak with thee at sea : at land, thou know’st 
How much we do o’er-count thee. 

Vom* At land, indeed, 

Thou dost o’er-count me of my father’s house ; 

Ihit, since the cuckoo builds not for himself, 

Keinain in't as thou mayst. 

Lep> Be pleas’d to tell us, 

(For this is from the present 3,) how you take 
The oilers we have sent you. 

Ccps* There’s the point. 

A Hi* Which do not be entreated to, but weigh 
What it is w orth embrac’d. 

CiBS, And what may follow, 

To try a larger fortune. 

Pam. You have made me offer 

Of Sicily, Sardinia ; and I must 
Hid all the sea of pirates ; then, to send 
Measures of wheat to Rome : This ’greed upon. 

To part with unhack’d edges, and bear back 
Our targe ^ undintod. 

Cm* AnU Lep* That’s our offer. 

Vom* Know then, 

I came before you, here, a man prepar’d 
To take this offer : But Mark Antony 
Put me to some iinjiatience *. — Though I lose 
The praise of it by telling, You must know, I 

When Coesar and your brothers w ere at blow's, 

Your mother came to Sicily, and did find 
Her welcome friendly. 

Ant, I have heard it, Pompey ; 

And am well studied for a liberal thanks. 

Which I do owe you. 

Pom, ^ Let me have your hand : 

I did not think, sir, to iiave met you here. 

Ant, The beds i’ the east are soft ; and tlianks to 
you, 

That call’d me, timelier than my purpose, hither, 
For 1 have gain’d by it. 

Cm, Since I saw you last. 

There is a change upon you. 

Pom, Well, I know not 

What counts ^ harsh fortune casts upon my face ; 
But in my bosom shall she never come, 

To make my heart her vassal. 

Lep. Well met here. 

Pom. I hope so, Lepidus. — Thus we arc agreed; 
I crave our composition may be written, 

And seal’d between us. 

Cm, That’s the next to do. 

Pom. We’ll feast each other, ere we part ; and 
let us 

Draw lots who shall begin. 

Ant, That will I, Pompey. 

Pom, No, Antony, take the lot : but, first, 

Or last, your fine Egyptian cookery 

Shall have the fame. I have heard, that Julius Caesar 

Grew fat with feasting there. 

Ant, You have heard much. 

Pom. I have fair meanings, sir. 

Ani* And fair words to them, 

Pom, Then so much have I heard : 

And 1 have heard, Apollodorus carried — 

* Afilright 3 Prcicnt sublect 

^ I'arg^, shield. ^ Scores, marks. 


Eno, No more of that : — He did so. 

Pom, What, I pray you ? 

Eno, A certain queen to Cmsar in a mattress. 

Pom, I know thee now ; — How far’st thou, 
soldier? 

Eno, Well : 

And well am like to do : for, I perceive, 

Four feasts are toward. 

Pom, Let me shake thy hand ; 

I never hated thee ; I have seen thee fight, 

When I have envied thy behaviour. 

Eno, Sir, 

I never lov’d you much ; but I have prais’d you. 
When you have well deserv’d ten times as much 
As I have said you did. 

Pom. Enjoy thy plainness, 

It nothing ill becomes thee. — 

Aboard my galley, T invite you all ; 

Will you lead, lords ? 

Cm, Ant, Lip. Show us the way, sir. 

Pom, Come. 

\^Exennt Pompey, Caesar, Antony, Le- 
pidus, SoldierSf and Attendants, 

Men. Thy fatlier, I’ompey, would *nc’er have 
made this treaty. [Aside.'] — You and I have 
known 6 sir. 

Eno. At sea, I think. 

Men, We have, sir. 

Eno. You have done well by water. 

Men. And you by land. 

Eno. I will praise any man that will praise me, 
though it cannot be denied what I have done by 
land. 

Men. Nor what I have done by water, 

Eno. Yes, something you can deny for your own 
safety : you have been a great thief by sea. 

Men. And you by land. 

Eno, There I deny my land service. But give 
me your hand, Menas ; If our eyes had authority, 
here they might take two thieves kissing. 

Men. All men’s faces are true, whatsoe’er their 
hands arc. 

Eno. But there is never a fair woman has a true 
face. 

Men, No slander ; they sj^pal hearts, 

Eno, We came hither to fight with you. 

Men* For my part, I am sorry it is turned to a 
drinking. Pompey doth this day laugh away his 
fortune. 

Eno, If he do, sure he cannot weep it back again. 

Men, You have said, sir. We looked not for 
Mark Antony here ; Pray you, is he married to 
Cleopatra ? 

Eno, Cmsar’s sister is called Octavia. 

Men. True, sir ; she was the wife of Caius Mar- 
cellus. 

Eno, But she is now the wife of Marcus Antonios. 

Men, Pray you, sir ? 

Eno, ’Tistrue. 

Men, Then is Ca^r and he for ever knit together. 

Eno, If I were bound to divine of this unity, I 
would not prophesy so. 

Men, I think the policy of that purpose made 
more in the marriage, than the love of the parties. 

Eno, I think so too. But you shall find, the 
.band that seems to tie tlielr friendship together, 
will be the very strangler of their amity ; Octavia 
is of a holy, cold, and still conversation. 

Men, Who would not have his wife so ? 

^ Been acquainted. 

Z z 4 
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JSno, Not he, that liimself is not so ; which is 
hlark Antony. He will to his Egyptian dish again ; 
then shall the sighs of Octavia blow tlie tire up in 
Ca‘sar ; and, as I said before, that which is the 
strength of their amity, shall prove the immediate 
author of thoir variance. Antony will use his affec- 
tion where it is ; he married but his occasion here. 

Men. And thus it may be. Come, sir, will you 
aboard ? I have a health for you. 

Eno. 1 shall take it, sir : we have used our throats 
in Egypt 

Men. Come ; let’s away. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VII. — On board Pompey’j GaUey, 
lying near Misenum. 

Mustek. Enter ttoo or three Servants, with a Banquet. 

1 Serv. Here they’ll bo, man : Some o’ their plants 9 
are ill-rooted already; tlic least wind i’ the world 
will blow them down. 

2 Sero. Lepidus is high-coloured. 

1 Serv. They have made him drink alms-drink. 

2 Serv. As they pinch one anotlier by the dis- 
position, ht cries out. No more ; reconciles them to 
ins entreaty, and himself to the drink. 

1 Serv. But it raises the greater war between 
h'm and his discretion. 

2 Serv. Wliy this it is to have a name in great 
men’s fellowship : I had as lief have a reed that will 
do me no service, as a parti zan > I could not heave. 

1 Serv. To be called into a huge sphere, and not 
to be seen to move in’t, are the holes where eyes 
should be, which pitifully disaster the checks. 

A Sennet sounded. Enter Cass a a, Antony, Pom- 

PEY, Lepidus, Aorippa, MECiBNAs, Enobahbus, 

Menas, with other Captains. 

Ant. Ilnis do they, sir; [To CuKsar.] They 
take the flow o’ the Nile 
By certain scales i’ the pyramid ; they know, 

By the height, the lowness, or the mean, if dearth. 
Or foison follow : The higher Nilus swells, 

The more it promises : as it ebbs, the seedsman 
Upon the slime and ooze scatters iiis grain, 

And shortly comes to harvest. 

Lep. You have strpnge serpents tlierc. 

Ani. Ay, Lepidus. 

Lep. Your serpent of Egypt i.s bred now of your 
mud by the operation of your sun : so is your cro- 
codile. 

Ant. Hiey are so. 

Pom. Sit, — and some wine. — A health to 
Lepidus. 

Lep. I am not so well as I should be, but 1*11 
ne’er out. 

Eno. Not till you have slept ; I fear me, you’ll 
be in, till then. 

Lep. Nay, certainly, I have heard, the Ptolemies’ 
pyramises are very goodly tilings ; without contra- 
diction, 1 have heard tliat. 

Men. Pompey, a word. [Aside. 

Pom. Say in mine ear ; What is’t ? 

Men. Forsake thy seat, I do beseech thee, captain. 
And hear me speak a word. [Aside, 

Pom. Forbear me till anon. — 

This wine for Lepidus. 

I^p. What maimer o’ thing is your crocodile ? 

Ant. It is shaped, sir, like itself ; and it is as broad 
as it hath, breadth : it is just so high as it is, and 
moves with its own organs; it lives by that which 
** I’eet. * Pika * Plenty, 
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nourisheth it ; and the elements once out of it, it 
transmigrates* 

Lep. What colour is it of? 

Ant. Of its own colour too. 

Lep. *Tis a strange serpent. 

Ant. ’Tis so. And the tears of it arc wet, 

Cas. Will this description satisfy liiin ? 

Ant. With the health that Pompey gives him, 
else he is a very epicure. . 

Pom. [To Menas Go, hang, sir, hang! 

Tell me of tliat? away ! 

Do as I bid you. — Where’s this cup I called for ? 

Men, If for the sake of merit thou wilt hear me, 
Rise from thy stool. [Aside. 

Pom. 1 think, thou’rt mad. The matter ? 

V [/fistfs, and walks aside. 
Men. I have ever held my cap off to thy fortunes. 
Pom. Tluni hast serv'd me with much faith ; 
What’s else to say ? 

Be jolly, lords. 

Ant. These quick-sands, Lepidus, 

Keep off them, for you sink. 

Men. Wilt thou be lord of all the world ? 

Pom. What sayst thou ? 

..Men. Wilt thou he lord of the whole world? 
That’s twice. 

Pom. How should that be? 

Men. But entertain it, and, 

Although thou think me poor, I am the man 
Will give thee all the world. 

Pom. Hast thou drunk well ? 

Men. No, Pompey, I have kept me from the cup. 
Tliou art, if thou dar’st he, the earthly Jove : 
Whate’er the ocean pales \ or sky inclips 4, 

Is tliinc, if thou wilt have’t. 

Pom. Show me which way. 

Men. These three world-sharers, tlicse compe- 
titors \ 

Are in thy vessel ; Let me cut tlie cable ; 

And, when we are put off', fall to their tliroats ; 

All there is thine. 

Pom. ' Ah, this thou shouldst have dune, 

And not have spoke on’t ! in me, ’tis villainy ; 

In thee, it had been good service. Thou must know, 
’Tis not my profit that doth lead mine honour ; 
Mine honour, it. Repent, that e’er thy tongue 
Hath so betray’d thine act : Being done unknown, 
I should have found it afterwards well done ; 

But must condemn it now. Desist, and drink. 

Men. For this ? [Aside. 

I’ll never follow thy pall’d ® fortunes more. — 

Who seeks, and will not take, when once ’tis offer’d, 
Shall never find it more. 

Porn. This health to Lepidus. 

A'njt. Bear him ashore. — I’ll pledge it for him, 
Pompey. 

Eno. Here’s to thee, Menas. 

Men. Enobarbus, welcome. 

Pom. Fill, till the cup be hid. 

Eno There’s a strong fellow, Menas. 

[Pointvig to the Attendant who carries 
Lepidus* 

Men, Why ? 

Eno. He tors 

The third part of the world, man j Seest not? 

Men, The third part tlien is drunk i ’Wo]|ild it 
were all, 

That it might go on wheels \ 

Eno, Drink thou ; increase the rods. 

* Encompasses * Embraces. ^ Confederates. ® Cloyf d. 
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Men* Come. 

Pam* This is not yet an Alexandrian feast. 

Ant* It ripens towards it. — Strike the vessels, ho! 
Here is to Caesar. 

C(E^* I could well forbear it. 

It’s monstrous labour when 1 wash my brain, 

And it grows fouler. 

Ant< * Be a child o* the time. 

Cces* Possess 7 it. I’ll make answer : But I had 
rather fast 

from all, four days, than drink so much in one. 

Em* Ha, my brave emperor ! [ To Antony. 

Shall we dance now the Egyptian Bacchanals, 

And celebrate our drink ? 

Pom. Let’s ha’t, good soldier. 

Ant* Come, let us all take hands ; 

1'ill that the conquering wine hath steep’d our sciisc 
In soft and delicate Lethe. 

F^m* All take hands. — 

Make battery to our ears with the loud musiek : — 
The while, I’ll place you : Then the boy shall sing; 
The holding ^ every man shall bear, as loud 
As his strong sides can volley. 

[Mustek plays* Enobarbus places them 
hand tn hand. 

SONG. 

Comej thou monarch of the vine, 

Plumpy PacchuSf with pink eyne^ : 
hi thy vats our cares be drown'd ; 

With thy grapes our hairs be crowned; 

Cup uSt liU the world go round; 

Cup us till the world go round ! 


ACT 

SCENE I. — A Plain in Syria. 

Elder Ventidius, as after Conquest* with SiLius. 
and other Romans, OJfcers-, and Soldiers; the 
dead Pody of Pacohus bo^'ne before him, 

Ven* Now, darting I’arthia, art thou struck ; and 
now 

Pleas’d fortune does of Marcus Crassus’ death 
Make me revenger. — Bear the king’s son’s body 
Before our army ; — Thy Facorus, Orodes *, 

Pays this for Marcus Crassus. 

SU* Noble Ventidius, 

Whilst yet with Parthian blood thy sword is warm, 
7’he fugitive Parthians follow ; spur through Media, 
Mesopotamia, and the shelters whither 
The routed fly ; so thy grand captain Antony 
Shall set thee on triumphant chariots, and 
Put garlands on thy head. 

Ven* O Silius, Silius, 

I have done enough ; A lower place, note well. 
May make too great an act : For learn this, Silius; 
Better leave undone, than by our deed acquire 
Too high a fame, when him we serve’s away. 

Cassar, and Antony, have ever won 
More in their officer, than person : Sossius, 

One of my place in Syria, his lieutenant. 

For <|uick accumulation of renown, 

Which he achiev’d by the minute, lost his favour ; 
Who does i* the wars more than his captain can, 

t Undemtand. * Burden, chorus. ® Eyes. 

* Pacorus utm the son otOrodeSt king of Parthia. 


Ctes* What would you more ? — Poinpey, good 
night. Good lirother. 

Let me request you off: our graver business 
Frowns at tin's levity. — Gentle lords, let’s part ; 
You see, we have burnt our cheeks ; strong Eno- 
barbe 

Is w'caker than the wine ; and mine own tongue 
Splits what it speaks ; the wild disguise hath 
almost 

Antick’d us all. Wliat needs more words ? Good 
night. — 

Good Antony, your hand. 

Pom. I’ll try you o’ tlie shore. 

Atit* And shall, sir: give’s your band. 

Pom* O, Antony, 

You have my father’s house, — But what ? we are 
friends : 

Como, down into the boat. 

Eno* Take heed you fall not. — 

[Exeutit PoMpEY, C.«5SAii, Antony, and 
Attendants* 

Menas, I’ll not on shore. 

Men* No, to my calitn. — 

These drums, these trumpets, flutes ! what ! — 

Let Neptune hear we bid a loud fai*ewell 
To these great fellows : sound, and be bang’d, 
sound out. 

[A Flourish of Trumjwts, uith Drums. 
Eno. Ho, says ’a ! — There’s my cap. 

Men* Ho ! — noble captain ! 

Come. [Exeunt, 


III. 


Becomes his captain’s captain ; and ambition, 

The soldier’s virtue, rather makes choice of loss, 
Than gain, which darkens him. 

I could do more to do Antonins good. 

But ’twould oflend him ; and in his offence 
Should my performance pcrisll. 

SU* Thou hast, Ventidius, 

That without which a soldier, and his sword. 
Grants scarce distinction. Thou wilt write to 
Antony ? 

Ven. I’ll humbly signify what in his name. 

That magical word of war, we have effected ; 

How, with his banners, and his well-paid ranks. 
The ne’er-yet-beaten horse of Parthia 
We have jaded out o’ the field, 

SU* Where is he now ? 

Ven* He purposeth to Athens : whither with what 
haste 

The weight we must convey with us will permit. 
We shall appear before liim.»-On, there; pass along. 

[Exeunt* 

SCENE II. ■— Rome. An Ante^chamher in 
Cassar’j House* 

Enter Aoeippa and Enobarbus, meeting* 

Agr* What, are the the brothers parted ? 

Eno* Tliey have despatch’d with Pompey, he is 
gone ; 

'file other three are sealing. Octavia weeps 
To part from Rome : Cassar is sad ; and Lepidus, 
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Since Porapey’s feast, as Menas says, is troubled 
With the green-sickness. 

Jfry, *Xis a noble Lepidus. 

Jifio* A very fine one ; O, how he loves Ca'sar ! 
Nay, but how dearly he adores Mark An- 
tony ! 

Em* C«sar, why he’s the Jupiter of men. 

Affr, What’s Antony ? The god of Jupiter. 

Eno. Spake you of Caesar? How ? the nonpareil ! 
A}rr* O Antony ! O thou Arabian bird ! 3 
Em* Would you prmse Ca*sar, say, — Cajsar ; — 
go no further. 

Agr* Indeed, he ply’d them both with excellent 
praises. 

Eno* But he loves Caesar best;-— Yet he loves 
Antony : 

Ho ! hearts, tongues, figures, scribes, bards, poets, 
cannot 

Think, speak, cast, write, sing, number, ho, his love 
To Antony. But as for Ca?sar, 

Kneel down, kneel down, and wonder. 

Apr. Both he loves. 

Eno. They arc his shards and he their beetle. 
So. — [ Trumpets. 

This is to hoi*se. — Adieu, noble Agrippa. 

Agr. Good fortune, worthy soldier ; and farewell. 

Etiter CiKSAB, Antony, Lepidus, ofui Octavia. 
Ant. No further, sir. 

Cas. You take from me a great part of myself ; 
Use me well in it. ■ — Sister, prove such a wife 
As my thoughts make thee, and as my furthest band ^ 
Shall pass on thy approof. — Most noble Antony, 
Let not the piece of virtue which is set 
Betwixt us, as the cement of our love. 

To keep it builded, be the ram, to batter 
Tlic fortress of it ; for better might we 
Have loved without this mean, if on both parts 
This be not cherish’d. 

Ant. Make me not offended 

In your distrust. 

Cas. 1 have said. 

Ant. You shall not find. 

Though you be therein curious 7, the least cause 
For wljat you seem fb fear : So, the gods keep you, 
And make the liearts of Romans serve your ends ! 
We will here part. 

Cas. Farewell, my dearest sister, fare thee well ; 
The elements be kind to thee, and make 
Hiy spirits all of comfort ! fare tlice well. 

Octa. My noble brother ! — 

Atit. The April’s in her eyes : It is love’s spring, , 
And these the showers to bring it on. — Be cheerful. | 
Octa. Sir, look well to my husband’s house ; and — 
Cas. What, 

Octavia? 

Octa. I’ll tell you in your ear. 

Ant. Her tongue will not obey her heart, nor can 
Her heart inform her tongue: the swan’s down 
feather, 

Tliat stands upon the swell at full of tide, , 

4nd neither way inclines* 

Eno. Will Ciesar weep ? [Aside to Agrippa. 
Agr, He has a cloud in’s face. 

Efio. He were the worse for that, were he a horse ; 
So is he, being a man. 

Agr. Why, Enobarbus? 

When Antony found Julius Caesar dead, 

* The i>lia»nix. ^ Wing-casca * BondL 

^ Octavia 7 Scrupulous 


Act hi. 

He cried almost to roaring ; and he wept, 

When at Philippi he found Brutus slain. 

Eno. That year, indeed, he was troubled lyitli a 
rheum ; 

What willingly he did confound he wail’d : 
Believe it, till I weep too. 

Cas. No, sweet Octavia, 

You shall hear from me still : the time shall not 
Out-go my thinking on you. 

Ant. Come, sir, come ; 

I’ll wrestle with you in my strcngtli of love : 

Look, here I have you ; thus I let you go, 

And give you to the gods. 

Cas. Adieu ; be liappy ! 

Lcp. Let all the number of the stars give light 
To thy fair way ! 

Cas. Farewell, farewell I [Eisses Octavia. 
Ant. Farewell ! 

[ Trumpets sound. Exeunt. 

SCENE III. — Alexandria. A Room in the Palace. 

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and A lex as. 

Cleo. Where is the fellow? 

Alex. Half afeard to come, 

Cleo. Go to, go to : — Come hither, sir. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Alex. Good majesty, 

Herod of Jewry dare not look upon you. 

But when you are well pleas’d. 

Cko. That Herod’s liead 

I’ll have ; But how ? when Antony is gone. 
Through whom I might command it. — Come thou 
near. 

Mess. Most gracious majesty, — 

Cleo. Didst thou behold 

Octavia ? 

Mess. Ay, dread queen. • 

Cleo. Where ? 

Mess. Madam, in Rome 

I look’d her in the face, and saw her led 
Between her brother and Mark Antony. 

Cleo. Is she as tall as me ? 

Mess. She is not, madam. 

Cleo. Didst licar her speak ? is she shrill-tonguM, 
or low ? 

Mess. Madam, I heard her speak ; slie is low- 
voic’d. 

Cleo. TJiat’s not so good ; — He cannot like her 
long. 

Char. Like her ! O Isis ! *tis impossible. 

Cleo. I think so, Charmian : Dull of tongue, and 
dwarfish ! — 

Wliat majesty is in her gait? Remember, 

If e’er thou look’dst on majesty. 

Mess. She creeps ; 

Her motion and her station * are as one : 

She shows a body ratlier than a life ; 

A statue, tlian a brcatlier. 

Cko. Is this certain ? 

Mess. Or I have no observance. 

Char. Three in Egypt 

Cannot make better note* 

Cko. He’s very knowing, 

I do perceive’t: . — There’s nothing in her ye*; — 
The fellow has good judgment* 

Char. Excellent. 

Cko. Guess at her years, I pr’ythec* 

® Destroy. * Standing stWL 
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Mess* Madam, 

She was a widow. 

Clee* Widow ? — Charmian, hark. 

Mess* And I do think, she’s thirty. 

Cleo* Bear’st thou her face in mind ? is it long, 
or round ? 

Mess* Round even to faultiness. 

Cleo* For the most part too, 

They are foolish tliat are so. — Her hair, what colour? 

Mess. Brown, madam : And her forehead is as low 
As she would wish it, 

Cko* There is gold for thee. 

Thou must not take my former sharpness ill : 

I will employ thee back again ; I find thee 
Most fit for business : Go, make thee ready ; 

Our letters are prepar’d. [Exit Messenger. 

Char* A proper man. 

Cleo* Indeed he is so : I repent me much, 

That so 1 harry’d^ him. Why, methinks, by him. 
This creature’s no such thing. 

Char* O, nothing, madam. 

Cleo* The man hath seen some majesty, and should 
know. 

Cltar* Hath he seen majesty ? Isis else defend, 
And serving you so long ! 

Cleo* 1 have one thing more to ask him yet, good 
Charmian : 

But *tis no matter : thou shalt bring him to me 
Where I will write ; All may be well enough. 

Char* I warrant you, mad^. [ExeunJt. 

SCENE IV. — Athens. A Room in Antony’s 
House* 

Enter Antony ami Octavia. 

Ant. Nay, nay, Octavia, not only that, «— 

That were excusable, that, and thousands more 
Of semblable import, — but he hath wag’d 
New wars ’gainst Pompey ; made his will, and read it 
To publick ear : 

Spoke scantly of me : when perforce he could not 
But pay me terms of honour, cold and sickly 
lie vented them ; most narrow measure lent me : 
When the best hint was given him, he not took’t. 

Or did it from his teeth. * 

Octa* O my good lord. 

Believe not all ; or, if you must believe, 

Stomach ^ not all. A more unhappy lady. 

If this division chance, ne’er stood between. 
Praying for both parts : 

And the good gods will mock me presently, 

When I shall pray, 0 bless my lord and husband ! 
Undo that prayer, by crying out as loud, 

Oi bless my brother! Husband win, win brother. 
Prays, and destroys the prayer ; no midway 
’Twixt tliese extremes at all. 

Ant* Gentle Octavia, 

Let your best love draw to that point, which seeks 
Best to preserve it ; If I lose mine honour, 

I lose myself : better I were not yours, 

Than yours so branchless. But, as you requested. 
Yourself shall go between us : The mean time, lady. 
I’ll raise the preparation of a war 
Shall stain ^ your brother ; Make your soonest haste : 
So your desires are yours. 

Odta* Thanks to my lord. 

The Jove of power make me most weak, most weak, 
Your reconciler ! Wars ’twixt you twain would be 

> Pulled, tugged. 3 Indistinct, through hU teeth. 

^ ECseni 3 Disgrace. 


As if the world should cleave, and that slain men 
Should solder up the rift. 

Ant* When it appears to you where this begins, 
Turn your displeasure that way ; for our faults 
Can never be so equal, that your love 
Can equally move with tliem. I’rovidc your going ; 
Choose your own company, and command what cost 
Your heart has mind to. [Exeunt* 

SCENE V. — Another Room in the same. 
Enter Enobarbus and Eaos, meeting* 

Eno* How now, friend Eros? 

Eros, There’s strange news come, sir. 

E910. What, man ? 

Eros* Ca'sar and Lepidus have made wars upon 
Pompey. 

Elio. This is old ; Wliat is the success ? ® 

Eros* Cajsar, having made use of him 7 in the 
wars ’gainst Pompey, presently denied him rivality 8 ; 
would not let liim partake in the glory of the action : 
and not resting here, accuses him of letters he had 
formerly wrote to Pompey ; upon his own appeal % 
seizes him : So the poor tliird is up, till death en- 
large his confine. 

Eno* Then, world, thou hast a pair of chaps, no 
more ; 

And throw between them all the food tliou hast, 
They’ll grind the one the other. Where’s Antony? 

I Eros* He’s walking in the garden — thus; and 
spurns 

The rush that lies before him; cries, Fool, Lepidus! 
And threats the throat of that his officer. 

That murder’d Pompey. 

Eno* Our great navy’s rigged. 

Eros. For Italy, and Cajsar. More, Domitius ; 
My lord desires you presently : my news 
I might have told hereafter. 

Eno. ’Twill be naught : 

But let it be. — Bring me to Antony. 

Eros* Come, sir. [Exeunt* 

SCENE VI. — Rome, A Room in Caesar’s House* 
Enter Cjbsar, AGRiPPAi^ond Mec^nas. 

Cces. Contemning Rome, he has done all this : 
And more ; 

In Alexandria, — here’s the manner of it, — 

I’ the market place, on a tribunal silver’d, 

Cleopatra and himself in chairs of gold 
Were piiblickly enthron’d ; at the feet, sat 
Ca^sarion, whom they call my father’s son ; 

And all the unlawful issue, that their lust 
Since then hath made between them. Unto her 
He gave the ’stablishmeiit of Egypt ; made her 
Of lower Syria, Cyprus, Lydia, 

Absolute queen. 

Mec* This in the publick eye ? 

Cas. V the common show-place, where they ex^ 
erdse. 

His sons he there proclaim’d, The kings of kings : 
Great Media, Parthia, and Armenia, 

He gave to Alexander ; to Ptolemy he assigned 

Syria, Cilicia, and Phoenicia : She 

In the habiliments of the goddess Isis 

That day appear’d ; and oft before gave audience^ 

As ’tis reported, so. 

Mec* Let Rome be thus 

Inform’d. 

e What folloWB ? ^ i e. Lepidua 

8 Equal rank. 8 Accusation. 
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Jgr. Who, queasy ‘ with his insolence 
Already, will their good thoughts call from him. 

C<es» The people know it j and have now receiv'd 
Ills accusations. 

ytffr. Whom does he accuse ? 

Cecs. Caesar : and that, having in Sicily 
Sextus Pompeius spoil'd, we had not rated ^ him 
His part o' the isle : then does he say, he lent me 
Some shi)>ping unrestor’d ; lastly, he frets, 

That liopidus of the triumvirate 

Should be depos'd ; and, being, that we detain 

All his revenue. 

Sir, this should be answer’d. 

Cm- ’Tis done already, and the messenger gone. 

I have told him, Lepidus was grown too cruel ; 
That he his high authority abus'd, 

And did deserve his change; for what I have 
conquer’d, 

1 grant him part ; but then, in liis Armenia, 

And other of his conquer’d kingdoms, I 
Demand the like. 

Mec- He’ll never yield to that 

Cm- Nor must not then be yielded to in this. 

Elder OcTAViA. 

Octa, Hail, Cassar, and my lord ! hail, most dear 
Ca* sar ! 

Cm- I'liat ever I should call thee, cast-away ! 
Ocla- You have not call’d me so, nor have you 
cause. 

Cm- Why have you stol’n upon us thus? You 
come not 

lake Caesar’s sister : The wife of Antony 
Should have an army for an usher, and 
The neighs of horse to tell of her approach, 

Long ere she did appear ; the trees by the way 
Should have borne men ; and expectation fainted, 
Longing for what it had not ; nay, the dust 
Should have ascended to the roof of heaven, 

Bais'd by your populous troops ; But you are 
come 

A market-maid to Rome ; and have prevented 
The ostent 3 of our love, which, left unshown, 

Is often left unlov’d : we should have met you 
By sea, and land ; supplying every stage 
With an augmented greeting. 

Octa- Good ray lord. 

To come thus was I not constrain’d, but did it 
On my free-will. My lord, Mark Antony, 
Hearing that you prepar’d for war, acquainted 
My griev’d ear withal ; whereon, I begg’d 
His pardon for return. 

Cm- Which soon he granted, 

Being an obstruct ’tween his lust and him. 

Octa- Do not say so, my lord. 

Cm- I have eyes upon him, 

And his affairs come to me on the wind. 

Where is he now ? 

Octa- My lord, in Athens. 

Cm- No, my most wronged sister ; Cleopatra 
Hath nodded him to her.. He bath given his empire 
To Cleopatra ; they now are levying 
The kings o’ earth for war : Ho hath assembled 
Bocchus, the king of Libya ; Archelaus, 

Of Cappadocia ; Philadelphos, king 
Of Paphlagonia ; the Thracian king, Adallas ; 
King IKalchus of Arabia; king of Pont; 

Hem of Jewry ; Mithiidates, king 
Of Comagene ; Polemon and Amintas, 

1 Slck,di(igurtCMi 9 Asiigned. ^ show, token. 
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The kings of Mede, and Lycaonta, with a 
More larger list of scepters. 

Octa. Ah me, most wretched, 

That have my heart parted betwixt two friends, 
'Diat do afflict each other ! 

Cm- Welcome hither ; 

Your letters did withhold our breaking forth ; 

Till we perceiv’d both how you were wrong led, 
And we in negligent dahger. Cheer your heart ; 
Be you not troubled with the time, which drives 
O’er your content these strong necessities ; 

But let determin’d things to destiny 

Hold unbewail’d their way. Welcome to Rome: 

Nothing more dear to me. You are abus’d 

Beyond the mark of thought : and the high gods, 

To do you justice, make tliem ministers 

Of us, and those that love you. Best of comfort ; 

And ever welcome to us. 

Agr, Welcome, lady. 

Mec- Welcome, dear madam. 

Each heart in Rome docs love and pity you : 

Only the adulterous Antony, most large 
In his abominations, turns you off; 

And gives his potent regiment^ to a trull. 

That noises it against us. 

Octa- Is it so, sir? 

Cm- Most certain. Sister, welcome : Pray you. 
Be ever known to patience ; My dearest sister ! 

l^Exeiini- 

SCENE VII. — Antony’s Camp near the Pro- 
montory of Actium, 

Enter Cleopatra ami Enobarbus. 

Cleo. 1 will be even with tiiee, doubt it not. 

Eno- But why, why, why ? 

Cleo. Thou hast forspoke my being in these wars ; 
And say’st, it is not lit. 

Eno- W^l,^ is it ? is it ? 

Cleo. Is’t not ? Denounce against us, wdiy should 
not we 

Be there in person ? 

Eno. Weil, I could reply : — 

Cleo. What is’t you say ? 

Eno- Your presence ne?ds must puzzle Antony ; 
Take from his heart, take from his brain, from his 
time, 

What should not then be spar’d. He is already 
Traduc’d for levity ; and ’tis said in Rome, 

That Photinus an eunuch, and your maids, 
Manage this war. 

Cleo. Sink Rome ; and their tongues rot, 

That speak against us ! A charge we bear i* the war. 
And, as the president of my kingdom, will 
Appear there for a man. Speak not against it ; 

1 will not stay behind. 

Eno. Nay, 1 have done : 

Here comes the emperor, 

Eiiter Antont and Cakidius. 
jint. Is’t not strange, Canidius, 

That from Tarentum, and Brundusium, 

He could so quickly cut the Ionian sea, 

And take in® Toryne? — You have heard ou’t, 
sweet ? 

Cleo, Celerity is never more admir'd, « 
Than by the negligent 
Ant. A good rebuke, 

Which might have well become the best of men, 

* Government * Forbid. « Tske, sulwiu®. 



Scene VII. ANTONY AND 

To taunt at slackness. — Canidius, we 
Will fight with him by sea, 

Clem By sea ! What else ? 

Can. Why will my lord do so ? 

Ant. For 7 he dares us to’t. 

Eno. So hath my lord darM him to single fight. 
Can. Ay, and to wage this battle at Pliarsalia, 
Where Caesar fought with Pompey : But these offers, 
Which serve not for his vantage, he shakes off'; 

And so should you. 

Eno. Your ships are not w ell mann’d : 

Your mariners are muleteers, reapers, people 
Ingross’d by swift impress ® ; in Caesar’s fleet 
Are those, that often have ’gainst Pompey fought : 
Their ships are yare 9 ; yours, heavy. No disgrace ! 
Shall fall you for refusing him at sea. 

Being prepar’d for land. 

Ant. By sea, by sea. 

Eno. Most w'orthy sir, you therein throw away 
The absolute soldiership you have by land ; 

Distract your army, which doth most consist 
Of war-mark’d footmen ; leave unexecuted 
Your own renowned knowledge ; quite forego 
The way which promises assurance ; and 
Give up yourself merely to chance and hazard. 

From firm security. 

Ant. I’ll fight at sea. 

Cleo. I have sixty sails ^ Ca?sar none better. 

Ant. Our overplus of shi})ping will w'C burn ; 

And, with the rest full-mann’d from the head of 
Actium 

Beat the approaching Caesar. But if we fail. 

Enter a Me.ssenger. 

We then can do’t at land. — Tliy business ? 

^fcss. The news is true, my lord ; he is descried ; 
Ci'esur has taken Torj'ne. 

Ant. Can he be t]iere in person? ’tis impossible; 
Strange, that his power should be. Canidius, 

Our nineteen legions thou shall hold by land. 

And our twelve thousand horse ; —We’ll to our 
ship; 

Enter a Soldier, 

Away, my Thetis ! ® — How now, w'orthy soldier ? 

Sold, O noble emperor, do not fight by sea ; 

Trust not to rotten planks : Do you misdoubt 
This sword, and these my wounds? Let the 
Egyptians, 

And the Phamicians, go a ducking ; wo 
Have used to conquer, standing on the eaith, 

And fighting foot to foot. 

Ant. Well, well, away. 

[^Exeunt Antonv, Cleopatra, and Eno- 

BARBUS* 

Sold, By Hercules, I think, I am i’ the right. 

Can. Soldier, thou art: but his whole action grows 
Not in the power on’t : So our leader’s led, 

And we are women’s men. 

Sold. You keep by land 

The legions and the horse whole, do you not ? 

Can, Marcus Octavius, Marcus Justcius, 
Publicola, and Ccelius, are for sea : 

But we keep whole by land. This speed of Caesar’s 
Carriy 3 beyond belief. 

Sola. While he was yet in Rome, 

His power went out in such distractions, as 
Beguil’d all spies, 

7 Bcoause. " PrcBsed in haste. ^ Ready. 

> Ships. * Cleopatra. » Goes. 
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Can. Who’s his lieutenant, hear you ? 

SoUU They say, one Taurus. 

Can. Well I know the man. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. The emperor calls for Canidius. 

Can, With news the time’s with labour ; and 
tliroes forth 

Each minute, some. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VIII. — A Plain near Actium. 
Enter C.a:sAR, Taurus, Officers, and others, 

Ctvs. Taurus, — 

Taur. My lord. 

C(€s. Strike not by land ; keep whole ; 

Provoke not battle, till we have done at sea. 

Do not exceed the prescript of this scroll : 

Our fortune lies upon this jump. 3 [Exeunt, 

Enter Antony and Enobarbus. 

Ant. Set we our squadrons on yon’ side o’ the hill, 
In eye of Ca*sar*s battle ; from which plaice 
Wc may the number of the ships behold, 

And so proceed accordingly. [Exeunt. 

Enter Canidics, marching with his I.and Army one 
Way over the Stage; and Taurus, the Lieutenant 
of C^;sAR, the other Way. After their going in, 
ts heard the noise of a Sea-Fight. 

Alarum. Pe-enter Enobarbus. 

Eno. Naught, naught, all naught] 1 can behold 
no longer : 

I'he Antoniad®, the Egyptian admiral, 

With all tlieir sixty, fly, and turn the rudder; 

To see’t, mine eyes are blasted. 

Enter Scarus. 

Scar. Gods, and goddesses. 

All the whole synod of them ! 

Eno, What’s thy passion ? 

Scar. The greater cantle 7 of the world is lost 
With very ignorance ; w'e have kiss’d away 
Kingdoms and provinces. * 

Eno. How appears the fight ? 

Scar. On our side like the token’d p pestilence, 
Where death is sure. Yon* ribald-rid nag of Egypt, 
Whom leprosy o’ertake ! i’ the midst o’ the fight, — 
When vantage like a pair of twins appear’d. 

Both as the same, or rather ours the elder, — 

The brize * upon her, like a cow in June, 

Hoists sails, and flies. 

Eno. That I beheld : mine eyes 

Did sicken at the sight on’t, and could not 
Endure a further view* 

Scar. She once being loof’d *2, 

The noble ruin of her magick, Antony, 

Claps on his sea-wing, and like a doting mallard, 
Leaving the fight in height, flies after her ; 

I never saw an action of such shame ; 

Experience, manhood, honour, ne’er before 
Did violate so itself. 

Eno* Alack, alack ] 

Enter Canidius. 

Can. Our fortune on the sea is out of breath, 
And sinks most lamentably. Had our general 

< Brings forth. ® Hazard. « Name of Cleopatra*s ship. 

7 Corner. ^ Spotted. ^ Ihe gad.fly that stings cattle. 

* Brought close to the jrind. 
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Ueen what he knew himscif, it had gone well ; 

O, he has given examj>le for our flight) 

Plost grossly, by his own. 

Eno* Ay, are you thereabouts ? Wl)y then, good 
night 

indeed* [Aside* 

Can* Towards Peloponnesus are they fled. 

Scar* *Tis easy to’t; and there I will attend 
What further comes. 

Can* To Caesar will 1 render 

My legions, and my horse ; six kings already 
Show me tlie way of yielding. 

Eno* I’ll yet follow 

The wounded chance of Antony, though my reason 
Sits in the wind against me. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IX. — Alexandria. A Room in the 
Palace* 

Enter Antony and Attendants. 

Ant* Hark, the land bids me tread no more 
upon’t, 

It is ashjyn’d to bear me ! Friends, come hither, 

I am so lated 3 in the world, that I 
Have lost my way for ever ; — I have a ship 
Laded with gold ; take that, divide it : fly, 

And make your peace with Ca?sar. 

Alt* Fly ! not w'e. 

Ant* I have fled myself; and have instructed 
cowards 

To run, and show their shoulders. — Friends, be 
gone; 

I have myself resolved upon a course, 

Which has no need of you ; be gone ; 

My treasure’s in the harbour, take it. — O, 

I follow’d that I blush to look upon : 

My very hairs do mutiny ; for the white 
Reprove the brown for rashness, and they them 
For fear and doting. — Friends, be gone ; you shall 
Have letters from me to some friends, tliat will 
Sweep your way for you. Pray you, look not sad. 
Nor make replies of loathncss ; take the hint 
Which my despair proclaims ; let that be left 
Which leaves itself: to the sea-side straightway : 

I will possess you of that ship and treasure. 

Leave me, 1 pray, a little ; *pray you now ; — . 

Nay, do so ; for, indeed, I have lost command. 
Therefore I pray you : — I’ll see you by and by. 

down* 

Elder Eros, and Cleopatra, led by Charmian and 
Iras. 

Eros* Nay, gentle madam, to him: — Comfort 
liim. 

Ircw. Do, most dear queen. 

Char* Do ! Why, what else ? 

Cko* Let me sit down, O Juno ! 

Ant* No, no, no, no, ho. 

Eros* See you here, sir ? 

Ant* O fye, fyc, fye. 

Char* Madam, — 

Iras* Madam ; O good empress ! — 

Eros* Sir, sir, — 

Ant. Yes, my lord, yes ; — He at Philippi, kept 
Hia sword even like a dancer ; while 1 struck 
The lean and wrinkled Cassius : and ’twas 1, 

That the mad Brutus ended : he alone 
Dealt on lieutenantry and no practice had 
In the brave squares of war ; Yet now — No matter. 
3 Belated, benighted- ^ Ctesar. 

* Fought by his ofUcers* 


Act III. 

Cleo* Ah, stand by. 

Eros. The queen, my lord, the queen. 

Iras* Go to him, madam, speak to him ; • 
lie is unqiialiticd ^ with very shame. 

Cleo* Well then. — Sustain me ; — O ! 

Eros. Most noble sir, arise; the queen aj>- 
proaches ; 

Her head’s declin’d, and death will seize her ; hut 7 
Your comfort makes tlie rescue. 

Ant. I have offended reputation ; 

A most unnoble swerving. 

Eros. Sir, the queen. 

Ant. O, whither hast thou led me, Egypt? See, 
How I convey my shame out of thine eyes 
By looking bock on wliat I have left behind 
’Stroy’d in dishonour. 

Cleo. O my lord, my lord ! 

Forgive my fearful sails ! I little thought, 

You would have follow’d. 

Ant. Egypt, thou knew’st too well, 

My heart was to thy rudder tied by the strings, 

And tliou shouldst tow me after : O’er my spirit 
'fhy full supremacy thou knew’st ; and that 
Thy heck might from the bidding of the gods 
Command me. 

Cleo* O, my pardon. 

Ant* Now I must 

To tile young man send humble treaties, dodge 
And x)alter in the shifts of lowness ; who 
With half the bulk o’ the w'orld play’d as I pleas’d 
Making, and marring fortunes. You did know 
How much you were my conqueror ; and that 
My sword, made weak by my afiection, would 
Obey it on all cause. 

Cleo* O pardon, pardon. 

Ant. Fall not a tear, 1 say ; one of tliem rates « 
All that is won and lost : Give me a kiss ; 

Even this repays me. We sent our schoolmaster 
Is he come back ? — Love, I am full of lead : — • 
Some wine, within there, and our viands : — For- 
tune knows, 

Wc scorn her most, when most she offers blows. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE X. — Caisar’s Camp in Egypt. 

Enter C^bsar, Dolabella, Thyrbus, and others. 

Cces* Let him appear that’s come from Antony. — 
Know you him ? 

Eol. CoBsar, ’tis his schoolmaster 9 ; 

An argument that he is pluck’d, when hither 
He sends so poor a pinion of his wing, 

Whi( h had superfluous kings for messengers, 

Not many moons gone by. 

Enter Euthronius. 

Cas. Approach, and speak. 

Evp. Such as I am; I come from Antony : 

I was of late as petty to his ends, 

As is the mom-dew on the myrtle leaf 
To his grand sea. 

C<ss. Be it so ; Declare thine office. 

Eup. Lord of his fortunes he salutes thee, and 
Requires to live in Egypt : which not granted. 

He lessens his requests : and to thee sues, ^ 

To let him breathe between the heavens and earth, 
A private man in Athens : This for him. 

Next, Cleopatra does eemfess thy greatness ; 

6 Divested of his faculties. » Uatou. « Equal# in value 
9 Euyhroniust schoolmaster to Ant<»ty*k cMkuen. 
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Scene XL 

Submits her to thy might j and of thee craves 
Tlie circle ' of the Ptolemies for her heirs, 

Now hazarded to thy grace. 

CVri. For Antony, 

I have no cars to lus request. The queen 
Of audience, nor desire, shall fail ; so she 
From Kgypt drive her all-disgraced friend, 

Or take his life there ; This if she perform, 

She shall not sue unheard. So to them both. 

Eup, Fortune pursue thee ! 

Ctes* Bring him through the bands. 

[Exit Euphronius. 

To try thy eloquence, now ’tis time : Despatch ; 
From Antony win Cleopatra : promise, 

[To Tiiyreus. 

And in our name, what she requires ; add more. 
From thine invention, ofFer.s : women are not, 

In their best fortunes, strong ; but want will perjure 
The ne’er touch’d vestal ; Try thy cunning, Thyreus; 
Make thine own edict for thy pains, which we 
Will answer as a law, 

Thyr. Cajsar, I go. 

CVir5. Observe iiow Antony becomes his flaw * ; 
And what thou think’st his very action speaks 
In every power that moves. 

Thyr. Ca‘sar, I shall. [Exeunt. 

SCENE XI. — Alexandria. A Room in the Palace. 

Enter Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Charmian, and 
Iras. 

Cfeo. What shall we do, Enobarbus ? 

Eno. Think, and die. 

Clco, Is Antony, or we, in fault for this ? 

Eno. Antony only, that W'ould make his will 
Lord of his reason. What although you fled 
From that great face of w’ar, whose several ranges 
Frighted each other ? why should he follow ? 

The itch of his aflTedtion should not then 
Have nick’d his captainship ; at such a point. 

When half to half the world oppos’d, he being 
The mered question 3 : ’Twas a shame no less 
Than was his loss, to course your flying flags. 

And leave liis navy gazing. j 

Cleo. Pr’ytlice, peace. 

Enter Antony, vnth Euphronius. 

Ant. Is this his answer ? 

Eup. Ay, my lord. 

Ant. The queen 

Shall tlien have coiurtesy, so she will yield 
Us up. 

Eup. He says so. 

Ant. Let her know it. — 

To the boy Caesar send this grizzled head, 

And he will fill thy wishes to the brim 
With principalities. 

Cleo. That head, my lord ? 

Ant. To him again ; Tell him he wears the rose 
Of youth upon him ; from which the world should 
note 

Something particular : his coin, ships, legions. 

May be a coward’s ; whose ministers would prevail 
Under the service of a cliild, as soon 
As i* the command of Caesar : 1 dare him therefore 
To his gay caparisons * apart, 

t Diadem, the crown 

* Clonforms himself to this breach of his fortune. 

3 The only cause of dispute. 

* Circumstances of splendour. 


And answer me declin’d sword against sword, 
Ourselves alone ; I’ll write it ; follow me. 

[Exeunt Antony and Euphronius. 
Eno. Yes, like enough, high-battled Caesar will 
Unstate his happiness, and he stag’d to the show, 
Against a sworder. — I see, men’s judgments are 
A parcel ^ of their fortunes ; and things outward 
Do draw the inward quality after them, 

To suffer all alike. That he should dream, 
Knowing all measures, the full Cnesar will 
Answer his emptiness ; «— Caisor, thou hast subdu’d 
His judgment too. 

Enter an Attendant. 

Alt. A messenger from C®sar. 

Cleo. What, no more ceremony? — See, my 
women ! — 

Against the blown rose may they stop their nose. 
That kneel ’d unto the buds. — Admit him, sir. 
Eno. Mine honesty, and I, begin to square. 7 

[Aside. 

The loyalty, well held to fools, does make 
Our faith mere folly ; — Yet, he that can endure 
To follow with allegiance a fallen lord, 

Does conquer him that did his master conquer. 

And earns a place i* the story. 

Enter Thyreus. 

Clco, Cmsar’s will ? 

7'hyr, Hear it apart. 

CUo. None but friends ; say boldly. 

Thyr. So, haply, are they friends to Antony, 
Eno. He needs as many, sir, as Caesar has ; 

Or needs not us. If Caesar please, our master 
Will leap to be his friend ; For us, you know. 
Whose he is, we are ; and that’s Caesar’s. 

Thyr. So. — 

Thus then, thou most renown’d ; Caesar entreats. 
Not to consider in what case thou stand’st, 

Further than he is Caesar. 

Cleo. Go on ; Right royal. 

Thyr. He knows, that you embrace not Antony 
As you did love, but as you fear’d him. 

Cleo. O ! 

Thyr. The scars upon your honour, diereforc, he 
Does pity, as constrained blemishes 
Not as deserv’d. 

Cko. He is a god, and knows 

What is most right : Mine honour was not yielded. 
But conquer’d merely. 

Eno. To be sure of that, [Aside. 

I will ask Antony. — Sir, sir, thou’rt so leaky, 
That we must leave thee to tliy sinking, for 
Thy dearest quit thee. [Exit Enobarbus. 

Thyr. Shall I say to Caesar 

What you require of him ? for he partly begs 
To be desir’d to give. It much would please him. 
That of his fortunes you should make a staflT 
To lean upon : but it would warm his spirits. 

To hear from me you had left Antony, 

And put yourself under his sbrowd, 

The universal landlord. 

Cleo. What’s your name ? 

Thyr. My name is Thyreus. 

Cleo. Most kind messenger. 

Say to great Caesar this, In disputation 8 
I kiss his conquering hand : tell him I am prmnpt 
To lay my crown at his feet^ and tlrere to kneel : 

» In age and power. « Are of a piece with them, f Quarrel. 
8 Su^pEwed to be an error for deputatioot i. e. by proxy. 
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Tell him, from his all-obeying 9 breath I hear 
The doom of Egypt, 

’Tif* your noblest course. 
Wisdom and fortune combating together, 

If that the former dare but what it can, 

No chance may shake it. Give me grace ' to lay 
My duty on your hand. 

C(feo. Your CiEsar’s father 

Oft, when he hath mus’d of taking kingdoms in % 
Bestow’d Ins lips on that unworthy place. 

As it rain’d kisses. 

Re-enler Antony and Enobarbits. 

jdnt. Favours, by Jove that thunders ! — 

What art thou, fellow ? 

7%i/r. One, that but performs 

The bidding of the fullest man, and woitliicst 
To have command obey’d. 

Rno* You will lie wliipp’d. 

^nt. Approach, there : — Ay, you kite ! — Now 
gods and devils ! 

A uf hority melts from me : Of late, when I cry’d. Ho f 
IJkt* boy ^ unto a muss \ kings would start foitli, 
And cry, Your will Have you no ears ? I am 

Enter Jlttendants^ 

Antony yet. Take hence this .Tack and whip liim, 
Eno* 'Tis better playing with a lion’s whelp, 
Tlian with an old one dying. 

j'int. Moon and stars ! 

Whip him ; — Were't twenty of the greatest tribu- 
taries 

That do acknowledge Cresar, should I find them 
So saucy witli the hand of she here, ( What’s her name 
Since she was Cleopatra?) — Whip him, fellows, 
I’ill, like a boy, you see him cringe his face, 

And whine aloud for mercy; Take him hence. 
Thyr, Mark Antony, — 

ArU, Tug him away : being whipp’d. 

Bring him again ; — This Jack of Caesar’s shall 
Bear us an errand to liim. 

[Exeunt Attend* with Thyreus. 
You were half blasted ere 1 knew you : — lla! 
Have I my pillow left unpress’d in Rome, 

Forborne tlie getting of a lawful race. 

And by a gem of women, to be abus’d 
By one that looks on feeders ? ^ * 

Cleo* Good my lord, — 

Ant* You have been a boggier ever: — 

But when we in our viciousness grow hard, 

(O misery on’t !) tlie wise gods seel ® our eyes j 
In our own filth drop our clear judgments ; make us 
Adore our errors ; laugh at us, wliiie we strut 
To our confusion. 

Cleo* O, is it come to this ? j 

Ant* I found you as a morsel, cold upon I 

Dead Ceesar’s trencher : nay, you were a fragment ! 
Of Cneius Pompey’s ; besides what hotter hours, 
Unregister’d in vulgar fame, you have 
Luxuriously pick’d out ; — For, I am sure. 

Though you can guess what temperance should be. 
You know not what it is. 

Cleo* Wherefore is this ? 

Ant* To let a fellow that will take rewards, 

And say, God quit you ! be familiar with 
My playfellow, your hand; this kingly seal, 

And plighter of high hearts ! — 

® Obeyed. ^ Orant me the favour. « Conquering. 

8 Scrandile ^ A term of contempt 

• Serrants. « Clote up. 


I have savage cause ; 

And to proclaim it civilly, were like 
A halter’d neck, which does the hangman thank 
For being yare 7 about him. — Is he whipp’d ? 

It e-enter Attendants, vith Thyreus. 

1 Ait* Soundly, my lord. 

Ant* Cry’d he? and begg’d he pardon ? 

1 Att. He did ask favour. 

Ant* If that thy father live, let him repent 
Thou was not made his daughter ; and be thou sorry 
To follow Ca*sar in his triumph, since 
lliou hast been whipp’d for following him ; hence- 
forth, 

The w hite hand of a lady fever thee, 

Shake tlu>ii to look on’t. — Get thee back to Caesar, 
Tell him ihy entertainment ; Look, tlioii say, 

He makes me angry with him : for he seems 
Proud and disdainful ; harping on what I am ; 

Not what he knew I was ; He makes me angry ; 
And at this time most easy ’tis to do’t ; 

Wiien my good stars, that were my former guides. 
Have empty left their orbs, and shot their fires 
Into the abysm of hell. If he mislike 
My speech, and what is done ; tell him, he has 
Hipparchus, my enfranchis’d bondman, whom 
He may at pleasure whip, or hang, or torture. 

As he shall like, to quit ® me : Urge it thou : 
Hence, w ith thy stripes, begone. [Exit Thvrfus. 
Cleo. Have you done yet ? 

Ant* Alack, our terrene ® moon 

Is now eclips’d ; and it portemls alone 
The fall of Antony ! 

Cleo. I must stay his time. 

Ant. To flatter Ca'sar, would you mingle eyes 
With one that tics his points ? 

Cleo. Not know me yet ? 

Ant* Cold-hearted toward me ? 

Cleo* ^h, dear, if I he so, 

From my cold heart let heaven engender hail. 

And poison it in the source ; and the first stone 
Drop in my neck : as it determines so 
Dissolve my life ! The next Ctcsarioii smite ! 

Till, by degrees, the memory of myself, 

Together with my brave Egyptians all, 

By the discandying 3 of tliis pelleted storm. 

Lie graveless ; till the flies and gnats of Nile 
Have buried them for prey ! 

Ant. I am satisfied. 

Cffisar sits down in Alexandria ; where 
I will oppose his fate. Our force by land 
Hath nobly held ; oiir sever’d navy too 
Have knit again, and fleet ♦ threatening most sea- 
like. 

Where hast thou been, my heart ? Dost thou hear, 
lady? 

If from the field I shall return once more 
To kiss these lips, I witl appear in blood ; 

I and my sword will earn our chronicle ; 

There is hope in it yet. 

Cleo* That’s my brave lord ! 

Ant* I will be treblc-sinew’d, hearted, breath’tl, 
And fight maliciously ; for when mine hours 
Were nice * and lucky, men did ransome lives 
Of me for jests ; but now. I’ll set my teeth, 

And send to darkness all that stop me. — Coi^e, 
Let’s have one other gaudy night : call to me 

7 Heady, handy •• Requites. » Earthly. 

* ni«iiiofvea * Her son by JuIju* Ciwar. 

3 Molting. 4 Float ^ Triflini^ 
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Acr lY. Scene I. 

All my sad captains, fill our bowls ; once more 
loot’s mock the midnight l>ell. 

Cle(h It is my birth-day ; 

I had thought to have held it poor j but, since my lord 
Is Antony again, I will be Cleopatra. 

AnU We’ll yet do well. 

Cleo^ Call all his noble captains to my lord. 

AnU Do so, we’ll speak to them ; and to-night 
I’ll force 

The wine peep through their scars. — Come on, my 
queen ; 

There’s sap in’t yet. The next time I do fight, 


lil make death love me ; for I Avill contend 
Even with liLs pestilent scythe. 

[Exeu7it Antony, Cleopatra, and 
Attendants. 

E)io. Now he’ll out-stare the lightning. To bo 
furious 

Is, to be frighted out of fear ; and in that mood, 
The dove will peck the estridge ^ ; and I sec still, 
A diminution in our captain’s brain 
Restores his heart ; When valour preys on reason, 
It eats the sword it fights with. I will seek 
Some way to leave him. [ErU* 


ACT IV. 


SCENE I. •— C:csar’s Camp at Alexandria. 

Enter CjEsar, reading a Letter; Agrippa, Me- 
c/enar, and others* 

Cces* He calls me, boy ; and chides, as he had 
power 

To beat me out of Egypt : my messenger 
He hath whipp’d with rods ; dares me to personal 
combat, 

Cajsar to Antony : Let the old ruffian know, 

I have many other ways to die ; mean time. 

Laugh at his challenge. 

Mec» Caesar must tliink, 

When one so great begins to rage, he’s hunted 
Even to falling. Give him no breath, but now 
Make boot ® of his distraction : Never anger 
Made good guard for itself. 

Cres* Let our best heads 

Know, tliat to morrow the last of many battles 
We mean to fight : — Within our files there are, 

Of those that serv’d Mark Antony but lute, 

Enough to fetch him in. See it be done ; 

And feast the army ; we have store to do’t. 

And they liave earn’d the waste. Poor Antony ! 

\ExeunU 

SCENE II. Alexandria. A Room in the 
Palace* 

Enter Antony, Cleopatra, Enorarbus, Char- 
MiAN, Iras, Alexas, and others. 

AnU He will not fight with me, Domitius. 

Eno, No. 

AnU Why should he not ? 

Eno. He thinks, being twenty times of better 
fortune. 

He is twenty men to one. 

AnU To-morrow, soldier, 

By sea and land I’ll fight : I will live, 

Or bathe my dying honour in the blood 
Shall make it live again. Woo’t thou fight well ? 
Eno* I’ll strike j and cry, Tahe all* 

Ant* Well said ; come on. — - 

Call forth my household servants ; let’s to-night 

Enter Servants. 

Be bounteous at our meal. — Give me thy hand, 
Thou hast been rig^ly honest ; so hast tliou ; — 
And thou, — and thou, — and thqu j — you have 
serv’d me well, 

And kings have been your fellows. 

< Take advantage. 


Cleo. What means this? 

Eno. ’Tis one of those odd tricks, which sorrow 
shoots [Aside* 

Out of the mind. 

Ant. And thou ait honest tqp. 

T wish J could be made so many men ; 

And all of you clapp’d up together in 
An Antony ; that I might do you service. 

So good as you have done. 

Seri). The gods forbid ! 

Ant. Well, my good fellows, wait on me to-night : 
Scant not my cups ; and make as much of me, 

As when mine empire was your fellow too, 

And suffer’d my command. 

Cleo. What does he mean ? 

Elio. To make his followers weep. 

Ant. Tend me to-night. 

May be, it is the period of your duty : 

Haply, you shall not see me more ; or if, 

A mangled shadow : perchance to-morrow 
You’ll serve another master. I look on you, 

As one that takes his leave. Mine honest friends, 
1 turn you not away ; but, like a master 
Married to your good service, stay till death ; 

Tend me to-night two hours, I ask no more. 

And the gods yield ® you for’t ! 

Eno. What mean you, sir. 

To give them this discomfort ? Look, they weep ; 
And I, an ass, am onion-eyed ; for shame, 
Transform us not to women. 

Ant, Ho, ho, ho ! 

Now the witch take me, if I meant it thus ! 

Grace grow where those drops fall ! My hearty 
friends, 

You take me in too dolorous a sense ; 

I spake to you for your comfort ; did desire you 
To burn this night witli torches : Know, my hearts, 
I hope well of to-morrow ; and will lead you, 
Where rather I’ll expect victorious life, 

Than death and honour. Let’s to supper ; come. 
And drown consideration. [Exeunt* 


SCENE HI. — Before the Pahftce* 


ErUer two Soldiers to their Guards. 


1 Sdd. Brother, good night ; to-morrow is the day. 

2 Sold. It will determine one way : fare you well. 
Heard you of nothing strange about the streets? 

1 Sold. Nothing : What news ? 

2 Sold* Belike, ’tis but a rumour : 

Good night to you* 

1 Sold* Well, sir, good night. 


7 Ostrich. » Reward. 

3 A 
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Enter two other Soldiers. 

2 Sold* Soldiers, 

Have careful watch. 

3 Sold* And you : Good night, good night. 

{The Jirst two place themselves at 
their Posts* 

4 Sold* Here we : {They taJee their Pos/s.] and 

if to-morrow 

Our navy thrive, I have an absolute hope 
Our landmen will stand up. 

3 Sold* ’Tis a brave army. 

And full of purpose. 

{Mustek of Hautboys under the Stage* 

4 Sold* Peace, what noise ? 

1 Sold* List, list ! 

2 Sold. Hark ! 

1 Sold. Musick i’ the air. 

3 Sold* Under the earth. 

4 Sold. It signs 9 well, 

Does’t not ? 

3 Sold* No. 

1 Sold*t Peace, I say. What should this mean ? 

2 Sold* ’Tis the god Hercules, whom Antony lov’d. 
Now leaves him, 

1 Sold* Walk ; let’s see if otlicr watchmen 

Do hear what we do. [2'hey advance to another Post* 

2 Sold. How now, masters ? 

Sold* How now ? 

How now? do you hear this? 

[Several speaking together* 
1 Sold* Ay ; Is’t not strange ? 

3 Sold* Do you hear, masters ? do you hear ? 

1 Sold* Follow the noise so far as we have quarter. 
Let’s see how’t will give ott'. 

Sold* {Several speaking.'\ Content ; *Tis strange. 

[Exeunt* 

SCENE IV. — Room in the Palace. 

Enter Antony and Cleopatka; Charmian, and 
others, attending* 

Ant, Eros ! mine armour, Eros ! 

Cleo* ^ Sleep a little. 

Ant. No, my chuck. — Eros, come ; mine armour, 
Eros ! 


Enter Eros, wUh Armour. 

Come, my good fellow, put thine iron on ; — 

If fortune be not ours to-day, it is 
Because we brave her. — Come. 

Cleo. Nay, I’ll help too. 

What’s this for? 

Ant* Ah, let be, let be ! thou art 

The armourerof my heart ; — False, false ; this, this. 
Cleo. Sooth, la, I’ll help : Thus it must be. 

Ant* Well, well ; 

We shall thrive now. — Seest thou, my good fellow? 
Go put on thy defences. 

Eros, Briefly, sir. 

Cleo. Is not this buckled well ? 

Ant* Rarely ; rarely : 

He that unbuckles this, till we do please 
To dolT’t ^ for our repose, shall hear a storm. — « 
Thou fumblest, Eros j and my queen’s a squire 
More tight ^ at this than thou : Despatch* — O love, 
That thou couldst see my wars to-day, and knew’st 
The royal occupation! thou shouldst see 

» Bodes. t Put it oil: « Handy. 


Enter an Officer armed* 

A workman in’t. — Good morrow to thee ; wel- 
come ; 

Thou look’st like him that knows a warlike charge : 
To business tiuit we love, we rise betime, 

And go to it with delight. 

1 Off, A thousand, sir, 

Early though it be, haye on their riveted trim, 

And at the port expect you. 

{Shout* Trumpets. Flourish, 

Eider other Officers, and Soldiers. 

2 Off. The morn is fair. — Good morrow, general. 
All. Good morrow, general. 

Ant, ’Tis well blown, lads. 

This morning, like the spirit of a youth 
That means to be of note, begins betimes. — 

So, so ; come, give me that : this way, well said 
Fare thee well, dame, whate’er becomes of me : 
This is a soldier’s kiss : rcbukable her. 

And worthy shameful check it were, to stand 
On more mechanick compliment ; I’ll leave thee, 
Now, like a man of steel. — You that will fight, 
Follow me close ; I’ll bring you to’t. — Adieu. 

Antony, Eros, Officers, and 
Soldiers. 

Char. Please you, retire to your chamber ? 

Cleo. Lead me. 

He goes forth gallantly. That he and Caesar might 
Determine this great war in single fight ! 

Then, Antony, — But now, — Well, on. [Exeunt. 


SCENE V. — Antony’s Camp near Alexandria. 


Trumpets sound. Enter Antony and Eaos ; a 
Soldier meeting them. 

Sold. The gods make this a happy day to Antony. 
Ant, ’Would thou and those thy scars had once 
prevail’d * 

To make me fight at land ! 

Sold. Hadst thou done so. 

The kings that have revolted, and the soldier 
That lias this morning left thee, would have still 
Follow’d tliy heels. 

Ant. Who’s gone this morning ? 

Sold. Who? 

One ever near thee ; Call for Enubarbus, 

He shall not hear thee ; or from Cajsar’s camp 
Say, I am none of thine. 

Ant* What say’st thou ? 

Sold. 

He is with Caesar. 

Eros* Sir, his chests and treasure 

He has not with him. 

Ant* Is he gone ? 

}^old* Most certo’n. 

Ant* Go, Eros, send his treasure after ; do it ; 
Detain no jot, I charge thee : write to him 
(I will subscribe) gentle adieus, and greetings: 
Say, that 1 wish he never find more cause 
To change a master. — O, my fortunes have 
Corrupted honest men; — Eros, despatch. {Exeunt* 

SCENE VI. — Caesar*5 Camp before Alexandria. 


Flourish* Enter CMsxKfWitk Aorippa, Enobarbus> 
and others. * 

Cies* Go forth, Agrippa, and be^n the fight: 
Our will is, Antony be took alive ; 

Make it so known. 
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Scene VII. 

Ca*«ar, I shall. [Eiiit Acrippa. 

Cess, The time of universal peace is near ; 

Prov® this a prosperous day, the three-nook 'd world 
Shall bear the olive freely. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Antony 

Is come into the fi^ld. 

Ciss, Go, charge Agrippa 

Plant those that have revolted in the van. 

That Antony may seem to spend his fury 
Upon himself. [Eseunt C^sar afid his Train, 

Eno. Alexas did revolt ; and went to Jewry, 

On affairs of Antony ; there did persuade 
Oreat Herod to incline himself to Ca;sar, 

And leave his master Antony ; for this pains, 

Cajsar hath hang’d him. Canidius, and the rest 
'I’hat fell away, liave entertainment, but 
No honourable trust. I have done ill ; 

Of which I do accuse myself so sorely, 

That I will joy no more. 

Enter a Soldier of Caesar’s. 

Sold, Enobarbus, Antony 

Hath after thee sent all thy treasure, with 
His bounty overidus; The messenger 
(>ame on my guard, and at thy tent is now, 
Unloading of his mules. 

Eno, I give it you. 

Sold, Mock me not, Enobarbus. 

I tell you true : Best that you saf’d the bringer 
Out of the host ; I must attend mine office, 

Or would have done’t myself. Your emperor 
Continues still a Jove. [ExU Soldier. 

Eno, I am alone the villain of the earth, 

And feel I am so most. O Antony, 

'I’hou mine of bounty, how wouldst thou have paid 
My better service, when my turpitude 
Tliou dost so crowfl with gold ! This blows rny 
heart ; 

If swift thought break it not, a swifter mean 
Shall outstrike thought : but thought will do’t, I feel. 

I fight against thee ! — No : 1 will go seek I 

Some ditch, wherein to die ; the fouT’st best fits 
My latter part of life. [ Exit, 

SCENE VII. — Field of Battle between the Camps, 

Alarum. Drums and Trumpets, Enter Agrippa, 
om/ others, 

Affr, Retire, we have engaged ourselves too far: 
Cajsar himself has work, and our oppression 
Exceeds what we expected. \^Exeunt. 

Alarum, Enter Antony and Scarus, wounded. 
Scar. O ray brave emperor, this is fought indeed ! 
Had we done so at first, we had driven them home 
With clouts about their heads. 

Ant, Thou bleed’s! apace. 

Scar, 1 had a wound here that was like a T, 

But now ’tis made an H. 

Ant. They do retire. 

8 ca 7 ', We’ll beat ’em into bench-holes ; I have yet 
Hoorn for six scotches ^ more. 

, ^ Enter Eros. 

Eros, They are beaten, sir j and our advantage 
serves 

For a fair victory. 

» Swells. * Cuts. 


Scar. I^et us score their backs, 

And snatch ’em up, as we take hares, behind ; 

*Tis sport to maul a runner. 

Ant. I will reward thee 

Once for thy spritcly comfort, and ten-fold 
For thy good valour. Come thee on. 

Scar. I’ll halt after. [Exeunt^ 

SCENE VIII. — Under the Walls of Alexandria. 

Alarum. Enter Antony, marching ; Scarur, and 
Forces. 

Ant. We have beat him to his camp ; Run one 
before, 

And let the queen know of our guests. — To-morrow, 
Before the sun shall sec us, we’ll spill the blood 
That has to-day escap’d. I thank you all ; 

For doughty ^-handed are you ; and have fought 
Not as you serv’d the cause, but as it had been 
Each man’s like mine ; you have shown all Hectors, 
Enter the city, clasp your wives, your friends, 

’lell them your feats ; whilst they w ilh j<iyful tears 
Wash the congeahnent from your wounds, and kiss 
llie honour’d gashes whole. — Give me thy hand ; 

[2’o SCARU.S, 

Enter Cleopatra, attended. 

To this great fairy ^ I’ll commend thy acts, 

Make her thanks bless thee. — O thou day o’ the 
world, 

Chain mine ann’d neck ; leap thou, attire and all, 

I Through proof of harness 7 to ray heart, and tlicre 
Ride on the pants trifimphing. 

Cleo, Lord of lords ! 

O infinite virtue ! corn’s! thou smiling from 
The world’s great snare uncaught ? 

Ant. My nightingale, 

We have beat them to their beds. What, girl ? 
though grey 

Do something mingle with our brown ; yet have we 
A brain that nourishes our nerves, and can 
Get goal for goal of youth. Behold this man ; 
Commend unto his lips thy favouring hand ; 

Kiss it, my warrior : — He hatli fought to-day, 

As if a god, in hate of mankind, had • 
Destroy’d in such a shape. 

Cleo. ril give thee, friend, 

An armour all of gold ; it was a king’s. 

Ant. He has deserv’d it, were it carbuncled 
Like holy Bhcebus’ car. — • Give me thy hand ; 
Through Alexandria make a jolly march ; 

Bear our hack’d targets like the men that owe ® them. 

Had our great palace the capacity 

To camp this host, we all would sup together ; 

And drink carouses to the next day’s fate, 

Which promises royal peril. •— Trumpeters, 

With brazen din blast you the city’s ear ; 

Make mingle with our rattling tambourines ; 

That heaven and earth may strike their sounds 
together, 

Applauding our approach. [Exeunt, 

SCENE IX. — Cflcsar’i Camp. 

Sentinels on their Post, Enter Enobarbus. 

1 Sold. If we be not reliev’d within this hour, 
We must return to the court of guard ; The night 
* Brave. 

« Beauty united with power, waa the popular characterli* 
tick of fairies. ? Armour of proof » Own 

3 A 2 
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I» shiny ; and, they say, we shall embattle 
By the second hour i' the morn. 

2 Sold, Hus last day was 

A shrewd one to us. 

Eno, O, bear me witness, night, 

3 Sold, What man is this? 

2 Sold, Stand close, and list to him. 

Eno, Be witness to me, O thou blessed moon. 

When men revolted shall upon record 
Bear hateful memory, poor Enobarbus did 
Before thy face repent ! — 

1 Sold. Enol)arbus ! 

3 Sold. Peace ; 

Hark further. 

Eno, O sovereign mistress of true melancholy, 
The poisonous damp of night di sponge upon me ; 
That life, a very rebel to my will, 

May hang no longer on me : Throw iny heart 
Against the flint and hardness of my fault ; 

Which, being dried with grief, will break to powder. 
And finish all foul thoughts. O Antony, 

Nobler than my revolt is infamous, 

Forgive lAe in thine own particular; 

But let the world rank mo in register 
A master-leaver, and a fugitive ; 

0 Antony ! O Antony ! \^Dies. 

2 Sdd, Let’s speak 

To him. 

1 Sold. Let’s hear him, for the things he speaks 
May concern Ca*sar. 

3 Sold. Let’s do so. But he sleeps. 

1 Sold. Swoons rather j for so bad a prayer as his 
Was never yet for sleeping. 

2 Sold. Go we to him. 

3 Sold. Awake, aw'ake, sir ; speak to us. 

2 Sold. Hoar you, sir ? 

1 Sold. The hand of death hath raught^ liim. 

Hark, the drums {Drums afar off. 

Demurely wake the sleepers. Let us bear him 
To the court of guard ; he is of note : our hour 
Is fully out. 

3 Sold. Come on then ; 

He may recover yet. {Exeunt with the Body. 

• 

SCENE yi, Between the two Camps. 

Enter Antony and Scar us, with Forces, marching. 

Ant. Their preparation is to-day by sea ; 

We please them not by land. 

Scar. For both, my lord. 

Ant. I would, they’d fight i* the fire, or in the air ; 
We'd fight there too. But this it is; our foot 
Upon the hills adjoining to the city. 

Shall stay with us ; order for sea is given ; 

They have put forth tlie haven, further on, 

Where their appointment we may best discover, 
And look on their endeavour. {Exeunt. 

Enter Cjbsar, and his Forces, marching. 

Coes* But ' being charg’d, we will be still by land, 
Wiiich, as 1 tak’t, we shall ; for his best force 
Is forth to man his gallies. To the vales, 

And hold our best ^vantage. {Exeunt. 

Re-enter Antony and Scarus. 

Am. Yet they’re not join’d: Where yonder pine 
does stand, 

1 shadl discover all : I’ll bring thee word 

Straight, how *tis like to go. {ExU. 

• Reached. * Without 


Act IV 

Scar. Swallows have built 

In Cleopatra’s smls their nest : tlie augurers 
Say, they know not, — they cannot tell j look 
grimly, 

And dare not speak their knowledge. Antony 
Is valiant, and dejected ; and, by starts, 

Ilis fretted fortunes give him hope, and fear, 

Of what he has, and has not. ^ 

Alarum afar off, as at a Sea Fight. 

Be-enter Antony. 

AnU All is lost ; 

This foul Egyptian hath betrayed me : 

My fleet hath yielded to the foe : and yonder 
They cast their caps up, and carouse togetlier 
Like friends long lost. — Triple-tum’d whore! ’tis 
tliou 

Hast sold me to this novice ; and my heart 
Makes only wars on thee. — Bid them all fly ; 

For w’hen I am reveng’d upon my charm, 

I have done all : — Bid them all fly, begone. 

Exit Scarus. 

O sun, tliy uprise shjdl I see no more : 

Fortune and Antony part here ; even here 
Do wc shake hands. — All come to this? — The hearts 
That spaniel’d me at heels, to whom I gave 
Their wishes, do discandy, melt tlieir sweets 
On blossoming Cicsar ; and this pine is bark’d, 
'Iliat over-topp’d them all. Betray’d I am ; 

O this false soul of Egypt ! this grave chann, 
Whose eye beck’d forth my wars, and call’d them 
home ; 

Whose bosom was my crownet 3, my chief end, 
Like a right gipsy, hath, at fast and loose 
Beguil’d me to the very heart of loss. — 

What, Eros, Eros! 

Enter Cleopatra. 

Ah ! thov spell I Avaunt. 
Cleo. Why is my lord enrag’d against his love? 
Ant. Vanish : or I shall give thee thy deserving. 
And blemish Caesar’s triumph. Let him take thee, 
And hoist thee up to tlie shouting plebeians : 
Follow his chariot, like die greatest spot 
Of all thy sex ; most monster-like, be shown 
For poor’st diminutives to dolts ; and let 
Patient Octavia plough thy visage up 
With her prepared nails. {Exit Cleo.] *Tis well 
thou'rt gone. 

If it be well to live ; But better ’twere 
Thou fell’st into my fury, for one death 
Might have prevented many. — Eros, ho ! — 

The shirt of Nessus is upon me : Teach me, 
Alcides, tliou mine ancestor, thy rage : 

Let me lodge Lichas on the horns o’ the moon ; 
And with those hands that grasp’d the heaviest club, 
Subdue my worthiest self. The witch shall die ; 
To the Roman boy she hath sold me, and I fall 
Under this plot : she dies for’t. — Eros, ho 1 {Exit. 

SCENE XL-— Alexandria. A Boom in the Palace. 
Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras» md Mardian. 

Cleo. Help me, my women ! O, he is more mad 
Than Telamon 7 for his shield ; the boar of Tliessaly 
Was never so emboss’d.® 

® Cleopatra first belonged to JuUtis Caaiar, then 
and now, as Antony supposes, to Augustus. ® 

< A cheating game, at present named pricking at the beiu 

6 For the smallest piece of money. , 

The boy that brought the penned shirt to Hercules. 

7 Ajax Telamon Ibr the shield Achillea. 

^ Foaming at the mouth. 
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Scene XIL 

Char. To the monument ; 

There lock yourself, and send him word you are 
dead. 

The ^ul and body rive not more in parting, 

Than greatness going off. 

Cleo. To the monument : — 

Mardian, go tell him I have slain myself ; 

Say, that the last I spoke was, Antony, 

And word it, pr’ythee, piteously : Hence, 

Mardian ; and bring me how he takes my death. — 
To the monument. [^ExcinU. 

SCENE Another lloom. 

Enter Antony and Eros. 

Ant. Eros, thou yet behold'st me ! 

Eros. Ay, noble lord. 

Ant. Sometime, we see a cloud tliat’s dragonish; 
A vapour, sometime, like a bear, or lion, 

A tower’d citadel, a pendant rock, 

A forked mountain, or blue promontory 
With trees upon’t, that nod unto the world. 

And mock our eyes with air : Thou hast seen these 
signs ; 

They arc black vesper’s pageants. 

Eros. Ay, my lord. 

Ant. That Mhich is now a horse, even with a 
thought, 

The rack 9 dislimns ; and makes it indistinct, 

As water is in water, 

Eros. It does, my lord. 

Ant. My good knave, Eros, now thy captain is 
Even such a body ; here I am Antony ; 

Yet cannot hold this visible shape, my knave. 

I made these wars for Egypt ; and the queen, — 
Whose heart, I thought, I liad, for she had mine ; 
Which, whilst it was mine, had annex’d 0010*1 
A million more, now lost, — she, Eros, has 
Pack’d cards with Caesar, and false play’d my glory 
Unto an enemy’s triumph. — 

Nay, weep not, gentle Eros ; there is left us 
Ourselves to end ourselves. — O, thy vile lady ! 

Enter Mardian. 

She has robb’d me of my sword. 

Mar. No, Antony; 

My mistress lov’d thee, and her fortunes mingled 
Witli tliine entirely. 

Ant. Hence, saucy eunuch ; peace ; 

She hath betray’d me, and sliall die the death. 

Mar. Heatli of one person can be paid but once ; 
And tliat she has discliarg’d ; W’^hat thou wouldst do, 
Is done unto thy hand : tlic last she spake 
Was, Antony ! most noble Antony ! 

Then in the midst a tearing groan did break 
Tlie name of Antony ; it was divided 
Between her heart and lips : she render’d life. 

Thy name so buried in her. 

Ant. Dead then ? 

Mar. Dead. 

Ant. Eros, unarm ; the long day’s task is done, 
And we must sleep : — That tiiou depart’st hence 
safe, 

Does pay thy labour richly ; Go. — Off, pluck off ; — 

[Exit Mardian. 

The seven-fold shield of Ajax cannot keep 
The J>attery from my heart. O, cleave, my sides ! 
Heart, once be stronger than thy continent >, 

Crack thy frail case ! Apace, Eros, apace. •*— 

0 The fleeting clouds. 

1 f. e. The thing that contains thee^ 


725 

No more a soldier ; — bruis’d pieces, go ; 

You have been nobly borne. — From me a while. 

[Exit Eros. 

I will o’ertake thee, Cleopatra, and 

Weep for my pardon. So it must be, for now 

All length is torture : — Since the torch is out, 

I-.ie down, and stray no further ; Now all labour 
Mars what it does ; yea, very force entangles 
Itself with strength : Seal then, and all is done. 
Eros ! — I come, my queen ; — Eros ! Stay for me : 
Where souls do couch on flowers, we’ll hand in 
hand. 

And with our sprightly port make the ghosts gaze : 
Dido and her Aineas shall w^ant troops, 

And all the haunt be ours. — Come, Eros, Eros ! 

Re-'cnier Eros. 

Eros. What would my lord ? 

Ant. Since Cleopatra died, 

I have liv’d in such dishonour, that the gods 
Detest my baseness. I, that with my sword 
Quarter’d the world, and o’er green Neptune’s back 
With ships made cities,- condemn myself, to lack 
The courage of a woman ; less noble mincl 
Than she, which, by her death, our Caesar tells, 

/ am conqueror of myself. Thou art sw'orn, Eros, 
That, when the exigent should come, (which now 
Is come, indeed,) when I should see behind me 
The inevitable prosecution of 
Disgrace and horror, that, on my command. 

Thou then wouldst kill mo : do’t ; the time is come ; 
Thou strik’st not me, ’tis Cajsar thou defeat’st. 

Put colour in thy check. 

Eros. The gods withhold me ! 

Shall I do that, which all the Parthian darts. 
Though enemy, lost aim, and could not ? 

Ant. Eros, 

Wouldst thou be window’d in great Rome, and see 
Thy master thus with pleach’d ^ arms, bending down 
His corrigible neck, his face subdued 
To penetrative shame ; whilst the wheel’d seat 
Of fortunate Cfcsar, drawn before him, branded 
His baseness that ensued ? 

Eros. I would not see’t. 

Ant. Come then ; for with»a wound I must be 
cur’d. 

Draw that thy honest sword, which thou hast worn 
Most useful for thy country. 

Eros. O, sir, pardon me. 

Ant. When I did make thee free, swor’st thou not 
then 

To do this when I bade thee ? Do it at once ; 

Or thy precedent services are all 

But accidents unpurpos’d. Draw, and come. 

Eros. Turn from me then that noble countenance, 
Wherein the w'orship * of the whole w'orld lies. 

Ant. Lo thee ! [ Turningfrom him. 

Eros. My sword is drawn. 

Ant. Then let it do at once 

The tiling why thou hast drawn it. 

Eros. My dear master. 

My captain, and my emperor ! let me say, 

Before I strike this bloody stroke. Farewell. 

Ant. ’Tis said, man ; — and farewell. 

Eros. Farewell, great chief. Shall I strike now ? 
Ant. Now, Eros. 

Eros. Why, there then : [Falls on his sword.] 
Thus do 1 escape the sorrow 
Of Antony’s death. 

» Folded. 3 Dignity. 
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jint. Thrice nobler than tnyself ! 

Thou teachest me, O valiant Eros, what 
1 should, and thou couldst not. My queen and 
Eros 

Have, by their brave instruction, got upon me 
A nobleness in record : But I will be 
A bridegroom in my death, and run into’t 
As to a lover’s bed. Come then ; and, Eros, 

Thy master dies thy scholar ; to do thus 

[i'’a///n,£r on his sword, 
I leam’d of thee. How ! not yet dead? not dead? — 
The guard ! — ho ! — O, despatch me. 

Enter Dekcetas and Guard. 

1 Guard. What’s the noise ? 

Ard, I have done my work ill, friends : O, make 

an end 

Of what I have begun. 

2 Guard* The star is fallen. 

1 Guard. And time is at his period. 

Alt. Alas, and woe ! 

Ant. Let him that loves me strike me dead. 

1 Guard, Not I. 

2 Guard, Nor I. 

3 Guard, Nor any one. [Exeunt Guard. 

I)er, Thy death and fortunes bid thy followers fly. 

This sword but shown to Cajsar, with this tidings. 
Shall enter me with him. 

Enter Diomeues. 

Dio. Where’s Antony? 

Der, There, Diomed, there. 

Dio. Lives he? 

Wilt thou not answer, man ? [Exit Dercetas. 
Ant, Art thou there, Diomed? Draw thy sword, 
and give me 

Suflicient strokes for death. 

Dto. Most absolute lord, 

My mistress Cleopatra sent me to thee. 

Ant, When did she send thee? 

Dio. Now, my lonl. 

Ant. Where is she ? 

Dio, Lock’d in her monument. She had a pro- 
phesying fear 

Of what hath come tp pass ; for when she saw 
(Which never shall be found,) you did suspect 
She had dispos’d with Ctesar, and tliat your rage 
Would not be purg’d, she sent you word she was 
dead ; 

But, fearing since how it might work, hath sent ^ 
Me to proclaim the truth ; and 1 am come, 

I dread, too late. 

Ant. Too late, good Diomed ; — Call my guard, 
I pr’ythee. 

Dio. What, ho ! the emperor’s guard ! The 
guard, what, ho ! 

Come, your lord calls. 

Enter some of the Guard. 

Ant, Dear me, good friends, where Cleopatra bides ; 
*Tis the last service that 1 shall command you. 

1 Guard* Woe are wc, sir, you may not live to 
wear 

All your true followers out. 

All, Most heavy day ! 

Ant. Nay, good my fellows, do not please sharp 
fate 

To grace it with your sorrows : bid that welcome 
Which comes to punish us, and we punish it 
Seeming to bear it lightly. Take me up : 


Act IV 

I have led you oft ; ‘ carry me now, good friends. 
And have my thanks for al). 

[Exeunt, hearing Antony 

SCENE ^WL. A Monument, 

Enter above, Cleopatra, Charmian, and Iras. 
Cko, O, Charmian, I will never go from hence. 
Char. Be comforted, dear madam. 

Cleo, No^ I will not ; 

All strange and terrible events are welcome. 

But comforts we despise ; our size of sorrow, 
I’roportion’d to our cause, must be as great 

Enter Diomedes. 

As that which makes it. — How now ? is he dead? 

Diu, His death’s upon him, but not dead. 

Look out o* tlie other side your monument. 

His guard have brought him thither. 

Enter Antony, borne by the Guard. 

Cleo, () thou sun, 

Burn the great sphere thou mov’st in ! — darkling 
stand 

The varying shore o* the world ! — O Antony ! 
Aintony, Antony ! — Charmian, help ; help, Iras ; 
Help, friends below ; Let’s draw him hither. 

A?tt. Peace . 

Not Cajsar’s valour hath o’erthrown Antony, 

But Antony’s hath triumphed on itself. 

Cleo. So it should be, that none but Antony 
Should conquer Antony ; but woe ’tis so ! 

Ant. 1 am dying, Egypt, dying ; only 
I here imp6rtune death awhile, until 
Of many thousand kisses the poor last 
I lay upon thy lips, — 

Cleo, I dare not, dear 

(Dear my lord, pardon,) I dare not, 

Lest I be taken : not the imperious show 
Of the full-fortun’d Cipsar ever, shall 
Be brooch’d ■* with me ; if knife, drugs, serpents, have 
Edge, sting, or operation, I am safe : 

Your wife Octavia, with lier modest eyes, 

And still conclusion ^ shall acquire no honour 
Demuring upon me. — But come, come, Antony,*— 
Help me, my women, — we must draw tliee up ; — 
Assist, good friends. 

Ant. O, quick, or I am gone. 

Cleo. Here’s sport indeed ! — How heavy weighs 
my lord ! 

Our strength is all gone into heaviness. 

That makes the weight : Had I great Juno’s power. 
The strong wing’d Mercury sliould fetch thee up, 
And set thee by Jove’s side. Yet come a little, — 
Wishers were ever fools ; — O, come, come, come ; 

[Thet/ draw Antony vp. 
And welcome, welcome ! die, where tliou hast liv’d ; 
Quicken 6 with kissing ; had my lips tliat power, 
Thus would I wear them out. 

AU, A heavy sight. 

Ant. I am dying, Egypt, dying ; 

Give me some wine, and let me speak a little. 

Cleo. No, let me speak ; and let me rail so high, 
That the false housewife Fortune break her wheel, 
Provok’d by my offence. 

Ant. One word, sweet queen : 

Of Caesar seek your honour, with your safety. — O ! 
Cleo, They do not go together. * 

Ant. Gentle, hear me : 

None about Caesar trust, but Proculcius. 

^ Ornamented:^ * Sedate determination. ® Revive 
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Act V. Scene I, 

Cko* My resolution, and my hands, 1*11 trust ; 
None about Cajsar. 

Am* The miserable change now at my end, 
Lamdht nor sorrow at ; but please your thoughts. 
In feeding tliem with those my former fortunes 
Wherein I liv’d, the greatest prince o* the world, 
llie noblest : and do now not basely die, 

Nor cowardly ; put off my helmet to 
My countryman, a Roman, by a Roman 
Valiantly vanquisli’d. Now, my spirit is going ; 

I can no more. [iJies* 

Cleo* Noblest of men, woo’t die ? 

Hast thou no care of me ? Shall 1 al)idc 
In this dull world, which in thy absence is 
No better than a stye? — O, see, my women, 

The crown o’ the earth doth melt : — My lord ! — 
O, w ither’d is the garland of the war, 

I'lie soldier’s pole is fallen ; young boys, and girls 
Arc level now with men ; the odds is gone, 

And there is nothing left remarkable 
Beneath the visiting moon. faints. 

Char. O quietness, lady ! 

Iras. She is dead too, our sovereign. 

Char. Lady, — 

Iras, Madam, — 

Char* O madam, madam, madam ! 
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Iras. Royal Egypt ! 

Empress ! 

Char. I^eacc, peace, Iras. 

Cleo. No more, but e’en a woman ; and com- 
manded 

By such poor passion as the maid that milks, 

And does the meanest chares. 7 — It were for me 
To throw my sceptre at the injurious gods ; 

To tell them, that this w orld did equal theirs, 

Till they had stolen our jew el. All’s but naught ; 
Patience is sottish ; and impatience does 
Become a dog that’s mad : Tlicn is it sin, 

'I o rush into the secret house of death, 

Ere dealli dzire come to us? — How do you, women? 
What, what? good cheer! Why, how now, Charmian? 
My noble girls ! — Ah, w^men, w'omen, look 1 
Our lamp is spent, it’s out : — Good sirs, take 
heart : — [To the Guard below. 

We’ll bury him : and then what’s brave, what’s noble. 
Let’s do it after the high Roman fashion, 

And make death proud to take us. Come aw'ay : 
This case of that huge spirit now is cold. 

Ah, women, women ! come ; we have no friend 
But resolution, and the briefest end. * 

{^Exeunt ; those above bearing off Antony’s Viody. 
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SCENE I. — Caesar’i Camy bifore Alexandria. 

Enter Ca:sak, Agrippa, Dolabella, Mfc^bnas, 
Gallus, Proculeius, and others. 

Cass. Go to him, Dolabella, bid him yield ; 

Being so frustrate j^tcll him, he mocks us by 
The pauses that he makes. 

Dol. Ccesar, I shall. \^ExU Dolabella. 

Enter Dkrcetas, with the Sword of Antony. 

Cass. Wherefore is that ? and what art thou, that 
dar’st 

Appear thus to us ? 

her. I am call’d Dercetas ; 

Mark Antony I serv’d, who best was worthy, 

Best to be serv’d ; whilst he stood up and spoke, 
He was my master ; and I wore my life, 

To spend upon his haters ; If thou please 
To t^e me to thee, as 1 was to him 
I’ll be to Caesar ; If thou pleasest not, 

I yield thee up my life. 

C<es, What is’t thou say’st ? 

Der. I say, O Caesar, Antony is dead, 

CcBs. The breaking of so great a thing should make 
A greater crack ; The round world should have shook 
Lions into civil streets, 

And citizens to their dens. — The death of Antony 
Is not a single doom ; in the name lay 
A moiety of the world. 

Der. He is dead, Caesar ; 

Not by a public minister of justice, 

Nor by a hired knife ; but that self hand, 

Wblph writ his honour in the acts it did, 

Hath, with the courage which the heart did lend it, 
Splitted the heart. — This is his sword, 

I robb’d his wound of it ; behold it stain’d 
With his most noble blood. 


CdBs. Look you sad, friends ? 

The gods rebuke me, but it is a tidings 
To ^ash the eyes of kings. 

Agr. And strange it is, 

That nature must compel us to lament 
Our most persisted deeds. 

Mcc, His taints and honours 

Waged equal with him. 

Agr. A rarer spirit never 

Did steer humanity : but you gods will give us 
Some faults to make us mend. Ca*sar is touch’d, 
Mcc. VVlien such a spacious mirror’s set before him, 
lie needs must sec himself. • 

Cobs. O Antony ! 

I have follow’d thee to this : — But we do laiicc 
Diseases in our bodies : I must perforce 
Have shown to thee such a declining day, 

Or look on thine ; we could not stall together 
In the whole world ; but yet let me lament, 

With tears as sovereign as the blood of hearts, 

Tliat thou, my brother, my competitor 
In top of all design, my mate in empire. 

Friend and companion in the front of war, 

I’he ann of mine own body, and the heart 
Where mine his® thoughts did kindle, — that our 
stars, 

Unreconciliable, should divide 

Our equalness to this. — Hear me, good friends, — 

But I will tell you at some meeter season ; 

Enter a Messenger, 

Tlie business of this man looks out of him, 

We’ll hear him what he says. • — Whence are you 
Mess. A poor Egyptian yet. The queen my 
mistress, 

Confin’d in all she has, her monument, 

Of thy intents desires instruction ; 

" Taak.work. 
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That she prefraredly may frame hersolf 
To the way slje's forc’d to, 

C<e$* Bid her have good heart ; 

She soon shall know of us, by some of ours, 

How honourable and how kindly we 
Uetenninc for her : for Ctesar cannot live 
To be ungentle. 

Mess. So the gods preserve thee ! [EjlU. 

Cofs.. Come hither, Proculeius ; Go, and say, 

^ e purpose her no shame ; give lier what comforts 
The quality of her passion shall require ; 

I^est, in her greatness, by some mortal stroke 
She do defeat us : for her life in Rome 
Would be eternal in our triumph : Go, 

And, with your speediest, bring us what she says. 
And how you find of her. 

Era. Caesar, I shall. {Exit Piioccleius. 

Cces. Gall us, go you along. — Where’s Dolabella, 
To second Proculeius ? [Exit Gallus. 

A»r. Mt'c. Dolabella ! 

CiBs. Let him alone, for I remember now 
How he’s employed ; he shall in time be ready. 

Go with me to my tent ; where you shall see 
How Iiardly I was drawn into this war ; 

How calm and gentle 1 proceeded still 

In all my writings : Go with me and see 

What I can show in this. [Exeunt. 

SCENE 1 1. Alexandria. A Room in the 
Monument. 

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, and Iras. 

Cko. My desolation does begin to make 
A better life : *Tis paltry to be Cajsar ; 

Not being fortune, he’s but fortune’s knave 9, 

A minister of her will ; And it is great 
To do that thing that ends all other deeds ; 

Which shackles accidents ; and bolls up change ; 
Which sleeps, and never palates more the dung, 

The beggar’s nurse and Cajsar’s. 

EtUerf to the Gates of the Monumenij Proculeius, 
Gallus, and Soldiers. 

Pro. Caesar sends greeting to the queen of Egypt ; 
And bids thee study \)n what fair demands 
Thou mean’st to have him grant thee. 

Cleo. [Within.^ What’s tliy name ? 

Pro. My name is Proculeius. 

Cleo. [JPUhin.] Antony 

Did tell me of you, bade me trust you ; but 
I do not greatly care to be deceiv’d, 

That have no use for trusting. If your master 
Would have a queen his beggar, you must tell him, 
lhat majesty, to keep decorum, must 
No less beg tlian a kingdom ; if he please 
To give me conquer’d Egypt for my son. 

He gives me so much of mine own, as I 
Will kneel to him with thanks. 

V II • . . Be of good cheer ; 

You are fallen into a princely hand, fear nothing: 
Make your full reference freely to my lord, ^ 
^Vho is so full of grace, that it flows over 
On all that need ; Let me report to him 
Your sweet dependancy : and you shall find 
A conqueror, that will pray in aid for kindness, 
Where he fbr grace is kneel'd to. 

Cleo. [mtkin.] Pray you, tell him 

I am his fortune's vassal, and I send Mm 
The greatness he has got. I hourly learn 
9 fitrvant. 


Agx V. 

A doctrine of obedience ; and would gladly 
Look him i’ the face. 

P»*o» This 1*11 report, dear lady. 

Have comfort ; for, I know, your plight is pitied 
Of him that caus’d it. 

Gal. You see how ea.sily she may be surpris’d ; 

I I/ere Proculeius, and two of the Guard, 
ascend the Monument hy a Ladtkr placed 
against a Window, ami having descended, 
come behind Cleopatra. Some of the Guard 
unbar and open the Gates. 

Guard her till Ca[;sar come. 

[To Proculeius and the Guard, Exit 
Gallus. 

Iras. Royal queen ! 

Char. O Cleopatra ! thou art taken, queen ! 

Cleo. Quick, quick, good hands. 

[Drawing a Dagger. 
Pro. Hold, worthy lady, hold : 

[iS’mcA* and disarms her. 
Do not yourself such wrong, who are in this 
Reliev’d, but not betray’d. 

Cleo. What, of death too 

That rids our dogs of languish ? 

Pro. Cleopatra, 

Do not abuse my master’s bounty, by 
The undoing of yourself : let tlic world see 
Ilis nobleness well acted, which your death 
Will never let come forth. 

Cleo. Where art thou, death? 

Come hither, come ! come, come, and take a queen 
Worth many babes and beggars ! 

Pro. O, temperance, lady ! 

Cleo. Sir, I will eat no meat. I’ll not drink, sir; 
If idle talk will once be necessary. 

I’ll not sleep neither : This mortal house I’ll ruin, 
Do Caesar what he can. Know, sir, that I 
Will not wait pinion’d at your master’s court : 

Nor once be chastis’d with the saber eye 
Of dull Octavia. Shall they hoist me up, 

And show me to the shouting varletry ‘ 

Of censuring Rome? Rather a ditch in Egypt 
Be gentle grave to me ! rather on Nilus’ mud 
Lay me stark naked, and let the water-flies 
Blow me into abhorring ! rather make 
My country’s higli pyramides my gibbet, 

And hang me up in chains ! 

Pro. You do extend 

These thoughts of horror further tlian you shall 
Find cause in Caesar. 

Enter Dolabella. 

Dol. Proculeius, 

What thou hast done thy master Caesar knows, 

And he hath sent for thee : as for the queen. 

I’ll take her to my guard. 

Pro, So, Dolabella, 

It shall content me liest ; be gentle to her. — 

To Caesar I will speak what you shall please, 

[To Cleopatra. 

If you’ll employ me to him. 

Cleo, Say, I would die 

[Exeunt Proculeius and Soldiers. 
Dol. Most noble empress, you have heard of me ? 
Cleo. I cannot tell. 

DoL Assuredly, you knoweme. 

Cleo. No matter, sir, what I have lieard or known. 
You laugh, when boys, or women, tell their dreams ; 
Is’t not your trick ? 

i Ratjble. 
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Dol> I understand not, madam. 

Cleo. I dream’d, there was an emperor Antony; — 
O, such another sleep, that I might see 
But* such another man ! 

J)ol. If it might please you, — 

Cleo, His face was as the heavens ; and therein 
stuck 

A sun, and moon ; which kept their course, and 
lighted 

The little O, tlie earth. 

Most sovereign creature, — 
Cleo. His legs bestrid the ocean : his rear’d arm 
Crested the world ; liis voice was propertied 
As all the tuned spheres, and that to friends ; 

But when he meant to quail * and shake the orb, 
He was as rattling thunder. For his bounty, 
’riiere was no winter in’t ; an autumn ’twas, 

^J'hat grow the more by reaping ; In his livery 
^Valk’d crowns, and crowncts ; realms and islands 
were 

As plates dropp’d from his pocket. 

Dot. Cleopatra, — 

Cleo. Think you, there was, or might be, such a 
man 

As this I dream’d of? 

Dot. Gentle madam, no. 

Cleo. You lie up to the hearing of the gods. 

But, if there be, or ever were one such, 

It’s past the sire of dreaming ; Nature wants stuff 
To vie strange forms with fancy ; yet, to imagine 
An Antony, were nature’s piece ’gainst fancy, 
Condemning shadows quite. 

Dot. Hear me, good madam : 

Your loss is as yourself, great : and you bear it 
As answering to the weight : Would I might never 
O’ertake pursu’d success, but I do feel, 

By the reliound of yours, a grief that shoots 
My very liearl at root. 

Cleo. • I tliank you, sir. 

Know you, what Caisar means to do with me ? 
Dot. I am loath to tell you what I would you knew. 
Cleo. Nay, pray you, sir, — 

Dol. Though he be honourable, — 

Cleo. He’ll lead me then in Iriunijih ? 

Dol. Madam ; he will ; 

I know it, 

[ fntfnn.‘\ Make w'ay there, — Caesar. 

Enter C.*:sar, Callus, Phoculeiiis, Mec.^nas, 
Seleucus, and Attendants. 

C ( Ps . Which is the queen 

Of Egypt ? 

DoL ’Tis the emperor, madam. 

[Cleopatra kneels. 

Cees. Arise, 

You shall not kneel — 

I pray you, rise ; rise, Egypt. 

Cleo. Sir, the gods 

Will have it thus ; my master and my lord 
1 must obey. 

Cees, Take to you no hard thoughts ; 

The record of what injuries you did us, 

Though written in our flesh, we shall remember 
As things but done by chance. 

Cleo, Sole sir o’ the world, 

I cannot project^ mine own cause so well 
To iSiake it clear ; but do confess, I have 
Been laden with like frailties, which before 
Have often sham’d our sex. 

* Crush. ® Silver money. ^ Shape or form, 


Cees. Cleopatra, know, 

We will extenuate rather than enforce : 

If you apply yourself to our intents, 

(Whicli towards you are most gentle,) you shall find 
A benefit in this change ; but if you seek 
1 o lay on me a cruelty, by taking 
Antony’s course, you shall bereave yourself 
Of my good purposes, and put your children 
To that destruction which I’ll guard them from, 

If thereon you rely. I’ll take my leave. 

Cleo. And may; through all tlie world : *tis yours; 
and we 

Your 'scutcheons, and your signs of conquest, shall 
Hang in what place you please. Here, my good 
lord. 

CeBs. You shall advise me in all for Cleopatra. 
Cleo. This is the brief of money, plate, and jewels, 
I am possess’d of : ’tis exactly valued ; 

Not petty things admitted. — Where’s Seleucus ? 
fH. Here, madam. 

Cleo. This is my treasurer ; let him speak, my lord, 
Upon his peril, that I have reserv’d 
To myself nothing. Speak the truth, Seleucus. 
Scl. Madam, 

I had rather seel ^ my lips, than, to my peril, 

Speak that which is not. 

Cleo. What have I kept back^ 

Sel. Enough to purchase what you have made 
known. 

C(cs. Nay, blush not, Cleopatra; I approve 
Your wisdom in the deed. 

Cleo. See, C»sar ! O, behold, 

How pomp is follow'd ! mine will now be yours ; 
And, should we shift estates, yours would be mine 
The ingratitude of tliis Seleucus does 
Even make me wild ; — O slave, of no more trust 
Than love that’s liir’d ! — What, gocst thou back ? 
thou shalt 

Go back, I warrant thee ; but I’ll catch thine eyes, 
Though they had wings; Slave, soul-less villain, dog I 
O rarely base I 

Cm* Good queen, let us entreat you. 

Cleo. O Ccesar, what a wounding shame is this ; 
Tliat thou, vouchsafing here to visit me, 

Doing tlie honour of thy lordJincss 
To one so meek, that mine own servant should 
Parcel o the sum of my disgraces by 
Addition of his envy ! Say, good Csesar, 

That I some lady trifles have reserv’d, 

Immoment toys, things of such dignity 

As we greet modern 7 friends withal : and say, 

Some nobler token I have kept apart 

For Livia and Octavia, to induce 

ITieir mediation ; must I be unfolded 

With one that I have bred? The gods ! It smites me 

Benciath the fall I have. I*r’ytliee, go hence ; 

[To Seleucus. 

Or I shall show the cinders of my spirits 
Through the ashes of my chance. — Wert thou a 
man, 

Thou wouldst have mercy on me. 

Cm. Forbear, Seleqcus. 

[Ent Seleucus. 

Cleo, Be it known, that we, tlie greatest, are mis- 
thought 

For things that others do ; and, when we fall, 

We answer others* merits in our name, 

Are therefore to be pitied. 

® Sew up. • Add ta 

7 Common. > Ciesar'a wife. 
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0*» Cleopatra, 

Not wlmt you have reserv’d, nor what acknowledg’d, 
Put we 1 * the roll of conquest : still be it yours, 
Bestow it at your pleasure ; and believe, 

Caesar’s no merchant, to make prize witli you 
Of things that merchants sold. Therefore be cheer’d ; 
Make not your thoughts your prisons ; no, dear 
queen ; 

For we intend so to dispose you, as 

Yourself sliall give us counsel. Feed, and sleep ; 

Our care and pity is so much upon you, 

That we remain your friend; And so, adieu. 

Cleo, My master, and my lord ! 

Ctss* Not so : Adieu. 

\^Exeunt Caesar and his Train. 
Cleo* He words me, girls, he words me, that I 
should not 

Be noble to myself ; but hark thee, Cliarmian. 

[^Whispers Chakmian. 
Jras, Finish, good lady ; the bright day is done, 
And we are for the dark. 

Cleo. Hie thee again : 

I have spoke already, and it is provided ; 

Go, put it \o die haste. 

Char. Madam, I will. 

Re-enter Doiabella. 

JDol. Where is the queen ? 

Char. Behold, sir. [ExU Charmian. 

Cleo, Dolabella? 

DoL Madam, as tljereto sworn by your command, 
Which my love makes religion to obey, 

I tell you this : Cassar through Syria 
Intends his journey ; and, within three days, 

You with your children will he send before : 

Make your best use of this ; I have perform’d 
Your pleasure and my promise. 

Cleo. Dolabella, 

I shall remain your debtor. 

JDol. I your servant. 

Adieu, good queen ; I must attend on Ctesar, 

CUo. Farewell, and thanks. [ExU Dol.] Now, 
Iras, what think’st thou ? 

Thou, an Egyptian puppet, shall be shown 
In Rome, as well as I : mechanick slaves 
With greasy apronS) roles, and hammers, shall 
Uplift us to the view ; in their thick breaths, 

R^k of gross diet, shall we be enclouded, 

And forc’d to drink their vapour. 

Iras. The gods forbid ! 

Cleo, Nay, ’tis most certain, Iras : l^ucy lictors 
Will catch at us, like strumpets : and scald rhymers 
Ballad us out o’ tune : the quick 9 comedians 
Extemporally will stage us, and present 
Our Alexandria revels ; Antony 
Shall be brought drunken forth, and I shall see 
Some squeaking Cleopatra boy ‘ my greatness. 

Iras* O the good gods ! 

Cleo. Nay, that is certain. 

Iras. I*ll never see it ; for, I am sure my nails 
Are stronger tlian mine eyes. 

Cleo. Why that’s the way 

To fool their preparation, and to conquer 
’I’heir most absurd intents. «-> Now, Channian ? — 

Enter Charmian. 

I^ow me, my women, like a queen — Go fetch 
My best attires; --lam again for Cydnus. 

To meet Mark Antony ; — Sirrah, Iras, go. — 

* Lively. » Female characteri were played tty boys. 


Now, noble Cliarmian, we’ll despatch indeed : 

And, when thou hast done this chare. I’ll give thee 
leave 

To play till doomsday. — Bring our crown and all. 
Wherefore’s tliis noise? 

[ExU Iras. A Noise wUhin. 

Enter one of the Guard. 

Guard. Here is a rural fellow, 

That will not be denied your highness* presence ; 
He brings you figs. 

Cleo. Let him come in. How poor an instrument 

[E.xit Guard. 

May do a noble deed ! he brings me liberty. 

My resolution’s plac’d, and I have nothing /“ 
Of woman in me : Now from head to foot 
I am marble-constant : now the fleeting moon \ 
No planet is of mine. 

Re-enter Guard, with a Clown biinging a Basket. 
Guard. This is the man. 

Cleo. Avoid, and leave him. [Exit Guard. 

Hast tliou the pretty worm of Nilus there, 

That kills and pains not ? 

Clomi. Truly I have him : but I would not bo 
the party that should desire you to touch him, for 
his biting is immortal ; those, that do die of it, do 
seldom or never recover. 

Cleo. Remember’st thou any that have died on’t ? 
Clown. Very many, men and women too. I Jieartl 
of one of them no longer than yestei day : a very 
honest woman, but something given to lie ; as a 
woman should not do, but in the way of honesty : 
how she died of the biting of it, w hat pains she felt. — 
Truly, she makes a very good report o* the wonn . 
But he that will believe all that tliey say, shall never 
be saved by half that they do : But this is most 
fallible, the worm’s an odd worm. 

Cleo. Get thee hence ; farewell. 

Clown. I wish you all joy of tne w^orm. 

Cko. Farewell. [Clown sets down the Basket. 
Clown. You must think tliis, look you, tliat the 
worm will do liis kind. ® 

Cleo, Ay, ay ; farewell. 

Clown. Look you, the worm is not to be trusted, 
but in the keeping of wise people ; for, indeed, there 
is no goodness in the worm. 

Cleo. Take thou no care ; it shall be heeded. 
Clown. Very good ; give it nothing, I pray you, 
for it is not worth the feeding. 

Cleo. Will it eat me ? 

Clown. You must not think I am so simple, but 
I know the devil himself will not eat a woman : I 
know, that a woman is a dish for the gods, if the 
devil dress her not. 

Cko. Well, get thee gone ; farewell. 

Clotm.Yes, forsooth ; I wish you joy of the worm. 

[ExU. 

Re-enter Iras, wUh a Robe, Crown, ^c. 

Cko. Give me my robe, put on my crown ; I have 
Immortal lonmngs in me : Now no more 
The juice of Egypt’s grape shall moist this lip ; — 
Yare, yare 3, gcxld Iras ; quick. — Meihinks, I hear 
Antony call ; 1 see him rouse himself 
To praise my noble act ; I hear him mock 
The luck of Csesar, which the gods give men« 

To excuse thw after wrath ; Husband, I come *. 
Now to that name my courage prove my title ! 

* Act according to hU nature. ^ Make haste. 
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I am fire, and six ; my other elements 
I give to baser life. — So, — have you done ? 

Come then, and take the last warmth of my lips, 
Farel^ell, kind Channian; — Iras, long farewell, 
[Jlltwes them* Iius fulb and dies* 
Have I the aspick in my lips ? Dost fall ? 

If thou and nature can so gently part, 

If thus thou vanishest, thou teU’st the world 
It is not worth leave-taking. 

Char* Dissolve, thick cloud, and rain; that I may 
say, 

The gods themselves do weep ! 

Cleo* This proves me base ; 

If she first meet the curled Antony, 

He’ll make demand of her ; and spend that kiss, 
Which is my heaven to have. Come, mortal wretch, 
[To the Jspi which she applies to her Breast* 
With thy sharp teeth this knot intrinsicate 
Of life at once untie ; poor venomous fool. 

Be angry and despatch. 0, couldst thou speak ! 
That I might hear thee call great Ca 2 sar, ass 
Unpolicied ! ^ 

Char* 0 eastern star ! 
i Cleo* Peace, peace ! 

I Dost thou not see my baby at my breast, 

I That sucks the nurse asleep ? 

Char, 0, break I 0, Ijreak ! 

Cleo* As sweet as balm, as soft as air, as gentle — 
0 Antony ! ^ Nay, I will take thee too ; — 

[^pplyinf^ a)H)lkr Asp to her Arm. 
What should I stay — [ falls on a Bcd^ and dies* 

Char, In this wild world ? — So, fare thee well. — 
Now boast thee, death ! in thy possession lies 
A lass unparallcl’d. — Downy windows close ; 

And golden Phoebus never be beheld 
Of eyes again so royal ! Your crown’s awry ; 

I’ll mend it, and then play. 

Enter Guard, rushing in, 

1 Guard* Where Is the queen? 

Char* Speak softly, wake her not, 

1 Guard* Caesar hath sent — 

Char* Too slow a messenger. 

[AiJidies the Asp* 

0, come : apace, despatch : I partly feel thee. 

1 Guard* Approach, ho ! All’s not well : Csesar’s 

beguil’d. 

2 Guard. There’s Dolabella sent from Caesar; — 

call him. 

1 Guard* What work is here ? — Cbarmian, is this 
mdl done ? 

Char* It is well done, and fitting for a princess' 
Descended of so many royal kings. 

Ah, soldier I [])iei* 

* Unpolitic, to leave me to myself. 


Enter Dolabella, 

Dol* How goes it here ? 

2 Guard* All dead. 

I^oL Caesar, thy thoughts 

Touch tlieir effects in this : Thyself art coming 
To see perform’d the dreaded act, which thou 
So sought’st to hinder. 

[Within.] A way there, way for Casar I 

Enter Cjesar, and Attendants, 

Dol* 0, sir, you are too sure an auguror ; 

That you did fear, is done, 
to. t Bravest at the last; 

She levcll’d at our puri)oses, and, being royal, 

Took her own way. —The manner of their deaths? 
I do not see tlicm bleed. 

Dol* Who was last with them ? 

1 Guard* A simple countryman, that brought her 
figs; 

This was his basket, 
to. Poison’d then. 

1 Guard. 0 Casar, 

This Charmian liv’d but now; she stood, nnd spake; 
1 found her trimming up tlie diadem 
On her dead mistress ; trembling she stood, 

And on the sudden dropp’d. 

to. 0 noble weakness ! 

If they had swallow’d poison, ’t would appear 
By external swelling t but she looks like sleep, 

As she would catch another Antony 
In her strong toil of grace. ^ 

Dol* Here, on her breast, 

I’hcre is a vent of blood, and something blown ; 
The like is on her arm. 

1 Guard* This is an aspick’s trail : and these fig- 
leaves 

Have slime upon them, such as the aspick leaves 
Upon the caves of Nile. 

to. Most probable, 

That so she died ; for her physician tells me, 

She hath pursu’d conclusions infinite 
Of easy ways to die. — Take up her bed; 

And bear her women from the monument : — 

She shall be buried by her Antony ; 

No grave upon the earth shalf clip ® in it 
A pair so famous. High events as these 
Strike those that make them : and their story is 
No less in pity than his glory, which 
Brought them to be lamented. Our army shall, 

In solemn show, attend this funeral ; 

And then to Rome. — Come, Dolabella, see 
High order in tins great solemnity, [Exeunt* 

» Graceftil appearance. « EnfpUl 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 


Cymbemne, King of Brilaiii. 

Cloten, Son to the Queen by a former Ilnsband. 
Leonatus Postiiumus, a Genilemany Husband to 
\mogon. 

Belakius, a banished Lord, disguised under the Name 
^Morgak. 

^ f Sons to Cymbcline, disguised under 

ulOERius, J ^ Names of Polydore and Cah- 
RViRAOUs, wal, supposed Sons to Belarius. 
PjiiLAUio, ^Friend to Postiiumus, I 
Iachimo, Friend to Philario, J 
A French (kntleman, Friend to Philario. 

Caius Lucius, General of the Roman Forces^ 

A Roman Captain. 


Two British Captains. 

PisANio, Servant to Postiiumus. 

Cornelius, a Physician. 

Two Gentlemen. 

Two Gaolers, 

Queen, IFife to Cymbcline. 

Imogen, Daughter to Cymbcline by a former Queen. 
Helen, Woman to Imogen. 

Lords, I.adies, Roman Senators, Tribunes, ApparU 
tions, a Soothsayer, a Dutch Gentleman, a Spanish 
Gentleman, M usicians, (Ifficers, Captains, Soldiers, 
Messengers, and other Attendants. 


SCENE, sometimes in Britain ; sometimes in Italy. 


ACT 1. 


SCENE 1. — Britain. 2Vie Garden behind 
Cymbeline’s Palace^ 

Enter two Gentlemen, 

1 Genl» You do not meet a man but frowns : our 

bloods * ‘ 

No more obey the heavens, than our courtiers ; 

Still seem, as does the king's. 

2 Gent. But what’s the matter ? 

1 Gent. His daughter, and the heir of his king- 

dom, whom 

He purpos’d to his wife’s sole son, (a widow, 

That late he married,) hath referred herself 
Unto a poor but worthy gentleman : She’s wedded; 
Her husband banisli’d ; she imprison’d : all 
Is outward sorrow ; though, I think, the king 
Be touch’d at very heart. 

2 Gera, None but the king? 

1 Gent. He, tliat hath lost her, too : so is the queen, 
That most desir’d the match : But not a courtier, 
Although they wear their faces to the bent 

Of the king’s looks, hath a heart that is not 
Glad at the tiling they scowl at. 

2 Gmt^ And why so? 

1 GtnU He that hath miss’d the princess, is a thing 
Too bad for bad report : and he that hath her, 

(I mean, that married her, — alack, good man ! — 
And therefore banish’d,) is a creature such 
As, to seek through the regions of the earth 

1 Inclination, natural disposition, ' 


For one his like, there would be something failing 
In him that should compare. I do not think, 

So fair an outward, and such stuff within, 

Endows a man but he*. 

2 Gent. You speak him far, 2 

1 Gent. I do extend him, sir, within himself ; 
Crush him together, rather than unfold 

His measure duly. 5 

2 Gent. What’s liis name, and birth ? 

1 Gent. I cannot delve him to the root: His father 
Was call’d Sicilius, who did join his honour, 
Against the Romans, with Cassibelan : 

But had his titles by Tenantius whom 
He serv’d with glory and admir’d success : 

So gain’d the sur-addition, Leonatus : 

And had, besides this gentleman in question, 

Two other sons, who, in the wars o* the time, 

Died with their swords in hand; for which their 
father 

(Then old and fond of issue) took such sorrow, 
That he quit being ; and his gentle lady, 

Big of this gentleman, our theme, deceas’d 
As he was l^m. The king, he takes the babe 
To his protection ; calls him Postiiumus ; 

Breeds him, and makes him of his bed-chamber ; 
Puts him to all the learnings that his time 
Could make him the receiver of ; which he tqpk, 
As we do air, fast as *twas minister’d ; and 

s i. e. You praUe him extensively. 

3 My praise, however extensive, ii within bis merit 
« ihe father of Cyn^line. 
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In his spring became a harvest : Liv’d in court 
(Which rare it is to do) most prais’d, most lov’d : 

A sarpple to the youngest ; to the more mature, 

A glass that feated* them ; and to the graver, 

A child that guided dotards : to his mistress. 

For whom he now is banished, her own price 
Proclaims how she esteem’d him and bis virtue ; 

By her election may be truly read, 

What kind of man he is. 

2 Genu I honour him 

Even out of your report. But, ’pray you, tell me, 
Is she sole child to the king ? 

1 Geiil* His only child. 

He had two sons, (if tliis be worth your hearing, 
Mark it,) the eldest of them at three years old, 

I’ the swathing clothes the other, from their nursery 
Were stolen : and to this hour, no guess in knowledge 
Which way they went. 

2 GenU How long is tliis ago ? 

1 GenU Some twenty years. 

2 Gent* That a king’s children should be so con- 

vey’d ! 

So slackly guarded ; And the search so slow, 

That could not trace them ! 

1 GenU Ilowsoe’er ’tis strange, 

Or that the negligence may well be laugh’d at, 

Yet is it true, sir. 

2 GenU I do well believe you. 

1 GenU We must forbear j Here comes the gen- 
tleman. 

The queen and princess. [^ExeunU 

SCENE II. — The same* 

Enter the Queen, Posthumus, and Imogen. 

Queen* No, be assur’d, you shall not find me, 
daughter, 

After the slander of most step-mothers. 

Evil-eyed unto yol? ; you are my prisoner, but 
Your gaoler shall deliver you the keys 
That lock up your restraint. For you, Posthdmus, 
So soon as I can win the offended king, 

I will be known your advocate : marry, yet 
The lire of rage is in him ; and ’twere good. 

You lean’d unto his sentence, with what patience 
Your wisdom may inform you. 

Tost* Please your highness, 

I will from hence to-day. 

Qxieen* You know the peril ; — 

I’ll fetch a turn about the garden, pitying 
The pangs of barr’d affections ; though the king 
Hath charg’d you should not speak togetlier. 

[Exit Queen. 

Inio* O 

ne this tyrant 
~ My dearest hus- 

I sometliing fear my father’s wrath ; but nothing, 
(Always reserv’d my holy duty,) what 
His rage can do on me : You must be gone ; 

And I shall here abide the hourly shot 
Of angry eyes ; not comforted to live, 

But that there is this jewel in the world. 

That I may see again. 

Post, My queen! my mistress! 

O, lady, weep no more ; lest I give cause 
To be suspected of more tenderness 
Than doth become a man { I will remain 
The loyal’st husband that did e’er plight troth. 

} Formed their nuuuien. 


Dissembling courtesy ! How 
Can tickle where slj^ jyounis 


My residence in Rome at one Philario’s ; 

Wlio to my father was a friend, to me 
Known but by letter ; thither write, my queen, i 
And with mine eyes I’ll drink die W'ords you send, j 
Though ink be made of gall. ^ 

jRc-c/dcr Queen. 


Queen* Be brief, 1 pray you : 

If die king come I shall incur 1 know not 
How much of his displeasure ; Yet I’ll move him 

{^Aside, 

To walk this way : I never do him wrong, 

But he does buy my injuries, to be friends; 

Pays dear for my offences. [Ex/7. 

Post, Should wc be taking leave 

As long a term as yet we have to live, 

The loathncss to depart would grow ; Adieu I 
hm* Nay, stay a little ; 

Were you but riding forth to air yourself, 

Such parting were too petty. Look here, love , 
This diamond was my mother’s : take it, heart ; 
But keep it till you woo anodier wife. 

When Imogen is dead. , 

Post* How ! how 1 another ? — 

You gentle gods, give me but this 1 have, 

And sear up^‘ my embracements from a next 
With bonds of death ! — Remain thou here 

[Puitin" on the Bing, 
While sense can keep it on ! And sweetest, fairest, 
As I my poor self did exchange for you, 

To your so infinite loss; so in our trifles 
I still win of you : For my sake, w ear this ; 

It is a manacle of love ; I’ll place it - 

Upon this fairest prisoner. 

[ Putting a bracelet on her Arm, 
Into* O, the gods ! 

When shall we see again ? 


Enter Cymbkline, and Lords* 

Po^, Alack, the king ! 

Cym* 'Hiou basest thing, avoid ! hence, from my 
sight ! 

If, after this command, thou fraught? the court 
With thy unworthiness, thou diest ; Away I 
Thou art poison to my blood. 

Post. I'he gods protect you S 

And bless the good remainders of the court ! 

I am gone. \Exit, 

Into* There cannot be a pinch in death 
More sharp than this is. 

Cym. O disloyal thing. 

That shouldst repair my youth ; thou hcapest 
A year’s age on me ! 

Imo* I beseech you, sir, 

Harm not yourself wdth your vexation ; I 
Am senseless of your wratli ; a touch more rare ® 
Subdues all pangs, all fears. 

Cym* Past grace ? obedience ? 

Imo, Past hope, and in despair ; that W'ay, past 
grace. 

Cym, That mightst have had the sole son of my 
queen ! 

Imo, O bless’d, that I mightnot! I chose an eagle, 
And did avoid a puttock. ^ 

Ct/m, Thou took’st a beggar ; wouldst have made 
♦ my throne 
A seat for baseness. 

Imo, No ; I rather added 

A lustre to it. 


® Close up. 

® A more exquisite feeling. 


7 Fill. 

V Akita 
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Cym» O thou vile one 1 

Imo, Sir, 

It is your fault that I have loved Posthumus : 
you bred him as my playfellow ; and he is 
A mail, worth any woman ; overbuys me 
Almost the sum he pays. 

Cym. What ! —art thou mad ? 

I/no. Almost, sir ; Heaven restore me ! — ’Would 
I were 

A neat-herd’s ' daughter ! and my Lconatus 
Our neighbour shepherd’s son ! 

Re-enter Queen. 

Q/m. Thou foolish thing ! — 

They were again together : you have done 

[To the Queen. 

Not after our command. Away with her, 

And pen her up. 

Queen. ’Beseech 3miir patience: — Peace, 

Dear lady daughter, peace ; — Sweet sovereign, 
Leave us to ourselves; and make yourself some 
comfort 

Out of yo»r best advice.^ 

Cy7n. Nay, let her languish 

A drop of blood a day ; and, being aged, 

Die of this folly I 

Enter Pisanio. 

Queen. Fye ! — you must give way : 

Here is your servant. — How now, sir? What news? 
Pii. My lord your son drew on my master. 

Queen. Ha ! 

No harm, I trust, is done ? 

Pis. There miglit have been, 

But that my master rather play’d than fought, 

And had no help of anger : they were parted 
By gentlemen at hand. 

Queen. I am very glad on’t. 

Imo. Your son’s iny father’s friend ; he takes his 
part. — 

To draw upon an exile ! — O brave sir ! — 

I w'ould they were in Africk both together ; 

Myself by with a needle, that I might prick ! 

The goer back. — Why came you from your master? 

IHs, On his command : He would not suffer me 
To bring him to the haven : left these notes 
Of what commands I should be subject to, 

When it pleas’d you to employ me. 

Queen. This hath been 

Your faithful servant ; I dare lay mine honour, 

He will remain so. 

Pis. I humbly thank your highness. 

Queen. Pray, walk a while. 

Pno. About some half hour hence, 

1 pray you speak with me : you shall, at least, 

Go see my lord aboard : for this time, leave me. 

[Esceunt, 

SCENE III. — A publick Palace. 

Enter Cloten, and two Lords. 

Clo. Have I hurt him ? 

2 Lord. No, faitli ; not so much as his patience. 

[Asule. 

1 L<yrd. Hurt him? his body’s a passable carcass, 
if he be not hurt : it is a llioroiighfarc for steel if it 
l)e not hurt. 

2 Lord. His steel was in debt. 

Clo. The villain would not stand me. 

1 Cattle-keeper. s Consideration. 


^Lord. No; but he fled forward still, toward 
your face. [Ande. 

1 Lord. Stand you ! You have land enough of 
your own : but lie ailded to your having ; gave you 
some ground. 

2 Lord, As many inches as you have oceans: 

Puppies ! [Aside. 

Clo* I would they had not come between us. 

2 Lord. So would 1, till you had measured how 
long a fool you were upon the ground. [Aside. 

Clo. And that she should love this fellow, and 
refuse me ! 

1 Jjord. Sir, as I told you always, her beauty and 
her brain go not together : She’s a good sign, but I 
have seen small reflection of her w’it. s 

2 Lord. She shines not upon fools, lest the reflec- 
tion should hurt her. [Asitle. 

Clo. Come, I’ll to mycliamber: ’Would tlicre 
had been some hurt done ! 

2 Lord. 1 wish not so ; unless it had been the fall 
of an ass, wdiich is no great hurt. [Aside. 

Clo. You’ll go with us? 

1 Lord. PH attend your lordsldp. 

Clo. Nay, come, let’s go together. 

2 Lord. Well, my lord. [Ereiint. 

SCENE J V. — ^ Room in Cymbeliue’s Palace. 
Enter Imogen and Pisanio. 

Imo. I would thou grew’st unto the shores o’ the 
haven, 

And queslion’dst every sail : if he should write, 
And I not have it, ’twcrc a paper lost 
As offer’d mercy is. What was the last 
That he spake to tliee ? 

Pl^. ’'fwas, llis gveeut his queen / 

Jmo. Then wav’d his handkerchief? 

Pis. And kiss’d it, madam. 

Into. Senseless linen ! happier therein than I ! — 
And that was all ? 

Pis. No, madam ; for so long 

As he could make me with this eye or ear 
Distinguish him from otliers, he did keep 
The deck, with glove, or hat, or handkerchief, 

Still waving, as the fits and stirs of his mind 
(’ould best express how slow his soul sail’d on. 
How swift his sliip. 

Imo. Thou shouldst have made him 

As little as a crow, or less, ere left 
I'c after-eye him. 

Pis. IVIadam, so I did. 

hno, I would have broke rninccy^e-strings ; crack'd 
them, but 

To look upon him ; till the diminution 
I Of space had pointed him sharp as my needle : 

Nay, follow’d him, till he had melted from 
The smallness of a gnat to air ; and then 
Have turn’d mine eye, and wept. — But, good 
Pisanio, 

When shall we hear from him ? 

Pis. Be assurM, madam, 

With his next ’vantage. ^ 

Imo. 1 did not take my leave of him, but had 
Most pretty things to say : ere 1 could tell him, 
How I would think on him, at certain hours, ^ 
Such thoughts, and such; or 1 could make him swear 

» To understand the force of this idea, It should be remem- 
bered that anciently almost every sign li.nd a motto, or some 
attempt at a witticism underncatn iC 
< Opiiortunity. 
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*1 *1^6 s hes of Italy should not betray 

Mine interest, and his honour ; or have charg’d him. 

At t]^e sixth hour of morn, at noon, at midnight, 

To encounter me with orisons for then 
1 am in heaven for him : or ere I could j 

Give him that parting kiss, which I had set 
Betwixt two channing words, comes in my father, 
And, like the tyrannous breathing of the north, 
Shakes an our buds from growing. 

Enter a Lady. 

Lady, The queen, madam, 

Desires your highness* company. 

Imo, Those things I bid you do, get them de- 
spatch’d. — 

I will attend the queen, 

IHs, Madam, I shall. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE V. •— An Apartment in Philario’i 
House, 

Enter Philakio, Iaciiimo, a Frenchman, a Dutch- 
man, awd a Spaniard. 

lack. Believe it, sir; I Iiave seen him in Britain : 
he was then of a crescent note expeett'd to prove 
so worthy, as since he hath been alloANed the name 
of ; but I could then have looked on him without 
the help of admiration ; though the catalogue of his 
endowments had been tabled by his side, and I to 
peruse him by items. 

Phi, You speak of him when he was less fur- 
nished, than now he is, with that which makes him 
both without and within. 

French, I have seen him in France ; we had very 
many there, could behold the sun with as firm eyes 
as he. 

lack. This matter of marrying his king’s daugh- 
ter, (wherein he irnllkt be weighed rather by her value, 
than his own,) words him, I doubt not, a great deal 
from the matter. 

French, And then his banishment : — 

lack. Ay, and the approbation of those, that 
weep this lamentable divorce, un<ler her colours, arc 
wonderfully to extend ^ him ; be it but to fortify her 
judgment, which else an easy battery might lay fiat, 
for taking a beggar without more quality. But how 
comes it, he is to sojourn with you ? How creeps 
acquaintance ? 

Phi, His father and I were soldiers togetlier ; to 
whom I have been often bound for no less than my 
life : 

Enter Posthumus. 

Here comes the Briton ; Let him be so entertained 
amongst you, as suits with gentlemen of your 

knowing, to a stranger of his quality I beseech 

you all, be better known to this gentleman ; whom 
I commend to you, as a noble friend of mine ; How 
worthy he is, I will leave to appear hereafter, rather 
than story him in his own hearing. 

French, Sir, we have known together in Orleans. 

Post, Since when I have been debtor to you for 
courtesies, which I will be ever to pay, and yet pay 
still. 

Frmch, Sir, you o’er-rate my poor kindness ; I 
was glad I did atone & my countryman and you ; it 
had been pity, you should have been put together 

^ Meet me with reciprocal prayer* ^ Increasing in fame. 

7 Praise him. ^ Reconcile. 


with so mortal a juirpose, as then each bore, upon 
importance 9 of so slight and trivial a nature. 

Post, By your pardon, sir, I was llien a young 
traveller : rather shunn’d to go even with what I 
heard, than in my every action to be guided by 
others* experiences : but, upon my mended judg- 
ment, (if I oflend not to say it is mended,) my 
quarrel was not all altogether slight. 

French, ’Faith, yes, to be put to the arhitrement 
of swords; and by sucli two, that would, l>y all 
likelihood, have confounded * one the other, or have 
fallen both. 

lack. Can we, with manners, ask what was the 
difterence ? 

French, Safely, I think : *twas a contention in 
puhlick, which may, without contradiction, suffer 
the report. It was much like an argument that fell 
out last night, where each of us fell in praise of our 
country mistresses : This gcntlman at that time 
vouching, (and upon warrant of bloody affirmation,) 
his to be more fair, virtuous, wise, chaste, constant, 
qualified, and less attemptablc, than any the rarest 
of our ladies in France. • 

Ia£h. I'hat lady is not now living ; or this gen- 
tleman’s opinion, by this, worn out. 

Post. She holds her virtue still, and 1 my mind. 

Inch, You must not so far prefer her ’fore ours 
of Italy. 

Post. Being so far provoked as I was in France, 
I would abate her nothing ; though I profess myself 
her adorer, not her friend. ^ 

Jack. As fair, and as good, (a kind of hand-in- 
hand comparison,) had been something too fair, and 
too good, for any lady in Britany. If she went be- 
fore others I have seen, as that diamond of yours 
out-lustrcs many 1 have beheld, 1 could not but 
believe she excelled many ; but I have not seen the 
most precious diamond tJiat is, nor you the lady. 

Post, I praised her, as I rated her ; so do I my 
stone. 

lack. What do you esteem it at ? 

Post. More than the W'orld enjoys. 

Jack. Either your unparagoned mistress is dead, 
or she’s outpriz’d by a trifle. ^ 

Post, You are mistaken ; the one may be sold, 
or given : if there were w ealth enough for the pur- 
chiise, or merit for the gift : the otlior is not a thing 
for sale, and only the gift of the gods. 

lack. Which the gotls have given you ? 

Post. Which, by their graces, I will keep. 

Jach. You may wear her in title yours: but, you 
know, strange fowd light upon neighbouring ponds. 
Your ring may be stolen too : so, of your brace of 
unprizeable estimations, the one is but frail, and the 
other casual ; a cunning thief, or a that-way accom- 
plislied courtier, would hazard the winning both of 
first and last. 

Post. Your Italy contains none so accomplished 
a cotirtier, to conyince 3 the honour of my mistress ; 
if, in die holding or loss of tliat, you term her frail. 
I do nothing doubt, you have store of thieves ; not- 
withstanding I fear not my ring. 

Phi, Let us leave here, gentlemen. 

Post. Sir, with all my heart. This worthy sig- 
nior, I thank him, makes no stranger of me ; we 
arc familiar at first. 

lach. With five times so much conversation, I 
should get ground of your fair mistress : make hei 

s Instigation. * Destroyed. 

» Lover. ® Overcome. 
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go back, even to tfie yielding ; had I admittance, 
and opportunity to friend. 

Post, No, no. 

lack, I dare, thereon, pawn the moiety of my 
estate to your ring ; which, in my opinion, o’er- 
values it something ; But I make niy wager rather 
against your coniidence, than her reputaiion; and, 
to bar your offence herein too, I durst attempt it 
against any lady in the world. 

Post, You are a great deal abused in too bold a 
persuasion ; and I doubt not you sustain wliat you’re 
worthy of, by your attempt. 

Inch, What’s that? 

Post, A repulse : Thoiigli your attempt, as you 
call it, deserve more ; a punishment too. 

Phi, Gentlemen, enough of this : it came in too 
suddenly ; let it die as it was born, and, I pray you, 
be better acquainted. 

lack, ’Would 1 had put my estate, and my 
neighbour’s, on the approbation * of what I have 
spoke. 

Post. What lady would you choose to assail ? 

lack. Yours; whom in constaricy, you think, 
stands so safe. I wdll lay you ten thousand ducats 
to your ring, that, commend me to the court where 
your lady is, with no more advantage than the op- 
portunity of a second conference, and I will bring 
from thence that honour of hers, which you imagine 
so reserved. 

Post, I will wage against your gold, gold to it : 
my ring I hold dear as my finger ; ’tis part of it. 

lack. You are a friend, and therein the wiser. 

Post, This is but a custom in your tongue : you 
bear a graver purpose, 1 hope. 

Jack. 1 am the master of my speeches ; and w'ould 
undergo what’s spoken, I swear. 

Post, Will you ? — I shall but lend my diamond 
till your return : — - Let there be covenants drawn 
between us ; My mistress exceeds in goodness tlie 
hugeness of your unworthy thinking : , I dare you 
to this match ; here’s my ring. 

Phi, I will have it no lay. 

Jack, By the gods it is one : — If I bring you no 
sufficient testimony that I have enjoyed your mis- 
tress, my ten thousand ducats are yours ; so is your 
diamond too. If I come off, and leave her in such 
honour as you have trust in, she your jewel, this 
your jewel, and my gold are youis ; — provided, I 
have your commendation for iny more free enter- 
tainment. 

Post, I embrace these conditions ; let us have 
articles l>ctwixt us : — only, thus far you shall an- 
swer. If you make your voyage, and give me di- 
rectly to understand you have prevailed, I am no 
fiurther your enemy, she is not worth our debate : 
if she remain unseduced, (you not making it a()pear 
otherwise,) for your ill opinion, and the assault you 
have made to her cliastity, you shall answer me with 
your sword. 

loch. Your hand ; a covenant : We will have 
these things set down by lawful counsel, and straight 
away for Britain ; lest the bargain should catch cold, 
and starve : 1 will fetch my gold, and liave our two 
wagers recorded. 

Post, Agreed. 

[Paeeunt Posthumus and Iachimo. 

French, Will tliis bold, think you ? 

Phu l%gnior Iachimo will not from it. Pray let 
us follow ’em. [JExeunt, 

4 Proot ^ Recommendation. 
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SCENE VI. — Britain. A Room in Cymbeliuo’s 
Palace, 

Enter Queen, Ladies, and Cornelius. • 

Queen. Whiles yet the dew’s on ground, gathei 
those flowers ; 

Make haste : Who lias the note of them ? 

I Lady, I, madam. 

Queen, Despatch. {ExewHt Ladies. 

Now, master doctor; have you brought those drugs? 
Cor, Pleaseth your highness, ay ; here they are, 
madam ; [Presenting a small Pox, 

But I beseech your grace, (witliout oifence ; 

My conscience bids me ask ;) wherefore you have 
Commanded of me these most poisonous compounds, 
Which arc the movers of a languishing death ; 

But, though slow, deadly? 

Queen, I do wonder, doctor, * 

Thou ask’st me such a question : Have I not been 
Thy pupil long ? Hast thou not learn ’d me how 
To make perfumes ? distil ? preserve ? yea, so, 

That our great king himself doth woo me oft 
For my confections? Having thus far proceeded, 
(Unless thou think'st me devilish,) is’t not meet 
That I did amplify my judgment in 
Other conclusions? 6 1 will try the forces 

Of these thy compounds on such creatures as 
We count not worth the hanging, (but none human,) 
To try the vigour of them, and apply 
Allaymcnts to their act ; and by them gather 
Their several virtues, and efl'cets. 

Cor. Your highness 

Shall from this practice but make hard your heart : 
Besides, the seeing these effects will be 
Both noisome and infectious. 

Quee?i. O, content thee. — > 

Enter PisANio. 

Here comes a flattering rascal ; vipon him [Aside. 
Will I first work : he’s for his master, 

And enemy to my son. — How now, Pisanio ? 
Doctor, your service for this time is ended ; 

Take your own way. 

Cor, I dot suspect you, madam ; 

But you shall do no harms’ [Aside. 

Queen, Hark thee, a word. — 

[ To Pisanio. 

Cor, [Aside.'] I do not like her. She doth think, 
she has 

Strange lingering poisons : I do know her spirit, 
And will not trust one of licr malice with 
A drug of such a nature : Those she has, 

Will Btupify and dull the sense awhile : 

Which first, perchance, she’ll prove on cats and dogs; 
Then afterward up higher ; but there is 
No danger in what show of death it makes, 

More than the locking up the spirits a time, 

To be more fresh, reviving. She is fool’d 
Witli a most false effect ; and 1 tiie truer, 

So to be false witli her. 

Queen, No further service, doctor, 

Until I send for thee. 

Cor, I humbly take my leave. 

[Escit* 

OxLeen. Weeps she still, say’st thou ? Dost thou 
think, in time , 

She will not quench ; and let instructions enter 
Where folly now possesses ? Do thou work ; 

When thou shalt bring me word, she loves my son, 
< Experiments. 
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I'll tell thee, on the instant, thou art then 
As great as is thy master ; greater ; for 
His fortunes alt lie speechless, and his name 
Is a<;last grasp : Return he cannot^ nor 
Continue where he is : to shift his being 
Is to exchange one misery with another ; 

And every day, that comes, comes to decay 
A day's work in him : What shalt thou expect. 

To be depender on a thing that leans ? 

Who cannot be new built ; nor has no friends, 

[ The Quekn dro]n a Box : Pisanio takes it vp^ 
So much as but to prop him ? — 'J'hou tak'st up 
Thou know'st not what ; but take it for thy labour : 
It is a tiling I made, which hath the king 
Five times redeem’d from death : I do not know 
What is more cordial : — Nay, I pr’ythee, take it ; 
It is an earnest of a further good 
That I mean to thee. Tell thy mistress how 
The case stands with her ; do’t, as from thyself. 
Hiink what a chance thou changest on ; but think 
Thou hast thy mistress, still ; to boot, my son. 
Who shall take notice of thee : I’ll move the king 
To any shape of thy preferment, such 
As thou’lt desire ; and then myself, I chiefly, 

Tliat set thee on to this desert, am bound 
To load thy merit richly. Call my women : 

Think on my words. [Exit Pisa.J — A sly and 
constant knave ; 

Not to be shak’d ; the agent for his master ; 

And the remembrancer of her, to hold 
The hand fast to her lord. — I have* given him that, 
'Which, if he take, shall quite unpeople her 
Of liegers for her sweet ; and which she, after, 
Except she bond her humour, shall be assur’d 

Re-enter Pisanio and Ladies* 

To taste of too. — So, so ; — well done, well done : 
The violets, cowslips, and the primroses, 

Bear to my closet : — Fare thee well, Pisanio ; 
Think on my wofds. [Exeunt Qijkln afid Indies. 

IHi, And shall do; 

But when to my good lord I prove untrue, 

I’ll choke myself: there’s all I’ll do for you. 

[ Exit* 

SCENE VII, — x^Ufther Room in the same* 
Enter Imogen. 

Tmo. A father cruel, and a stcp>dame false ; 

A foolish suitor to a wedded lady, 

That hath her husband banish’d ; — O, that hus- 
band ! 

My supreme crown of grief ! and those repeated 
Vexations of it ! Had I been thief-stolen. 

As my two brothers, happy ! but most miserable 
Is the desire that’s glorious: Blessed be thost. 
Flow mean soe’er, that have their honest wills, 
Which seasons comfort. — Who may this be ? Fye ! 

Enter Pisanio and Iachimo. 

Pis* Madam, a noble gentleman of Rome ; 
Comes from my lord with letters. 

Inch* Change you, madam? 

The worthy Leonatus is in safety. 

And greets your highness dearly. 

[Presents a Letter* 
Tma* Thanks, good sir : 

You a|p kindly welcome. 
laeh* AU of her, that is out of door, most rich ! 

[^side* 

7T»ehan|«hlssbode. 


If she be furnish’d with a mind so rare, 

She is alone the Arabian bird ; and I 

Have lost the wager. Boldness be my friend ! 

Arm me, audacity, from head to foot • 

Or, like the Parthian, I shall flying flght ; 

Rather, directly fly. 

[mo* [Reads.] — He w one of the noblest note, to 
whose kindnesses I am most injinitely tied* Reflect 
upon him accordingly ^ as you value your truest 

Leonatus. 

So far I read aloud : 

But even the very middle of my heart 
Is warm'd by the rest, and takes it thankfully. — 
You are as welcome, worthy sir, as I 
Have words to bid you ; and shall And it so, 

In all that 1 can do. 

Tach. Thanks, fairest lady. — 

What ! are men mad ? Flath nature given them eyes 
To see this vaulted arch, and the rich crop 
Of sea and land, which can distinguish ’twixt 
I'he fiery orbs above, and the twinn’d stones 
Upon the number’d beach ? and can W'e not 
Partition make with spectacles so precious 
'Twixt fair and foul ? * 

Imo* What makes your admiration ? 

Inch* It cannot be i’ the eye; for apes and moii* 
keys, 

’Twixt two such shes, would chatter this way, and 
Contemn with mows 8 the other : Nor i’ the judg- 
ment ; 

For idiots in this case of favour, would 
Be wisely definite. 

Imo* What is’t, dear sir, 

Thus raps you ? Arc you well ? 

lack. Tlianks, madam; well 'Beseech you, 
sir, desire [To Pisanio. 

My man's abode where I did leave him ; he 
Is strange and peevish,^ 

Pis* I was going, sir, 

To give him welcome. [EaiI Pisanio. 

Imo. Continues well my lord ? His health ’be- 
seech you ? 
lack* \Yel), madam. 

Jnw. Is he dispos’d to mirth ? I hope he i?. 

Inch, Exceeding pleasant ; none a stranger there 
So merry and so gamesome : he is call’d 
The Briton reveller. 

Imo. When he was here. 

He did incline to sadness ; and oft-times 
Not knowing why. 

lack* I never saw him sad. 

There is a Frenchman bis companion, one 
An eminent monsieur, that, it seems, much loves 
A GalUan girl at home ; he fiirnaces 
The thick sighs from him ; whiles the jolly Briton 
(Your lord, I mean,) laughs from’s free lungs, 
cries 0/ 

Can my sides holdy to thinkf that manf’-^who knows 
Ry historyy report^ or his own proof 
What woman isy yea, what she cannot choose 
Rut must be, — will his free hours languish for 
Assur'd bondage 9 

Imo* Will my lord say so ? 

lack* Ay, madam ; with his eyes in flood with 
laughter. 

It is a recreation to be by, 

And hear him mock the Frenchman : But, heavens 
know, 

Some men are much to blame* 

* Iklaking moutha ’ Shy and fboUih. 
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Jmo* Not he, I hope. 

Jack. Not he : But yet heaven's bounty towards 
him might 

Be us’d more thankfully* In himself, ’tis much 
In you, — which I count his, beyond all talents, — 
Whilst 1 am bound to wonder, I am bound 
To pity too. 

Jrno* What do you pity, sir ? 

laclu Two creatures, heartily. 

/mo. Am 1 one, sir ? 

You look on me : Wliat wreck discern you in me. 
Deserves your pity ? 

Jack. Lamentable ! What ! 

To hide me from the radiant sun, and solace 
I* the dungeon by a snulF? 

Imo, I pray you, sir, 

Deliver with more openness your answers 
To my demands. Why do you pity me ? 

Iach> That others do, 

I was about to say, enjoy your But 

It is an office of tlic gods to ’venge it, 

Not mine to speak on’t. 

Snio. , You do seem to know 

Something of me, or wdiat concerns me : 'Pray you 
(Since doubting things go ill often hurts more 
Than to be sure they do : For certainties 
Either are past remedies ; or, timely knowing. 

The remedy then born, ) discover to me 
WJiat both you spur and stop. 2 

lack. Had I this cheek 

To baflie my lips upon ; this hand, whose touch, 
Whose every touch, would force the feeler’s soul 
To the oath of loyalty ; this object, which 
Takes prisoner the wild motion of mine eye, 

Fixing it only here : should I then join 
With hands made hard with hourly falsehood, 
(With falsehood as with labour,) it were lit 
That all the plagues of hell should at one time 
Encounter such revolt. 

iwio. My lord, I fear, 

Has forgot Britain. 

Inch. And himself. Not I, 

Inclin’d to this intelligence, pronounce 
The beggary of his change ; but ’tis your graces 
'I'hat, from my mufaest conscience, to my tongue. 
Charms this report out. 

Imo. Let me hear no more. 

Inch. O dearest soul ! your cause doth strike my 
heart 

With pity, that doth make me sick. A lady 
So fair, and fasten’d to an empery % 

Would make the great’ st king double ! to be part- 
ner’d 

With tomboys, hir’d with that self-exhibition 4 
Which your own coffers yield ! O be reveng’d ; 

Or she, that bore you, was no queen, and you 
Recoil from your great stock. 

Iftio. Reveng’d ! 

How should I be reveng’d ? If this be true, 

(As I have such a heart, that both mine ears 
Must not in haste abuse,) if it be true, 

How should I be reveng’d ? 

lacji* Should he make me 

Live like Diana’s priest? Revenge it, lady ! 

I dedicate myself to your sweet pleasure ; 

More noble than that rutii^ate to your bed ; 

And will continue fast to your affection, 

Still close, as sure* 

* Wbat you seem anxious to utter, and yot withhold. 
Sovereign command. . ^ Allowance, pension. 


Imo* What ho, Pisanio ! 

lack. Let me my service tender on your lips. 
Irrw. Away ! — I do condemn mine ears, that have 
So long attended thee. — If thou w'ert honoumble, 
Tliou wouldst have told this tale for virtue, not 
For such an end thou seek’st ; as base, as strange. 
Thou wrong’st a gentleman, who is as far 
From thy report, as thou from honour ; and 
Solicit’st here a lady, that disdains 
Thee and the devil alike. — What ho, Pisanio ! — . 
The king my father shall be made acquainted 
Of thy assault : if he shall think it fit, 

A saucy stranger in his court, to mart 
As in a Roman stew, he hath a court 
He little cares for, and a daughter whom 
He not respects at all. — What ho, — Pisanio ! — 
lac/i. O happy Lconatus ! I may say ; 

The credit that thy lady hath of thee. 

Deserves thy trust ; and thy most perfect goodness 
Her assur’d credit ! — Blessed live you long ! 

A lady to the worthiest sir, that ever 

Country call’d his ! and you, his mistress, only 

For the most worthiest fit ! Give me your pardon. 

I have spoke this, to know if your affiance 
Were deeply rooted; and shall make your lord, 
That which he is new o’er •. And he is one 
The truest manner’d ; such a holy witch, 

That be enchants societies unto him ; 

Half all men’s hearts are his. 

Into. You make amends. 

Inch. He sits ’mongst men, like a descended god : 
He hath a kind of honour sets him off, 

More than a mortal seeming. Be not angry, 

Most mighty princess, that 1 have adventur’d 
To try your taking of a false report ; which hath 
Honour’d with conlirmation your greats judgment 
In the election of a sir so rare, 

Whieli you know, cannot err : The love I bear him 
Made me to fan ^ you thus ; bpt the gods made 
you, 

Unlike all others, chaffiess. Pray, your pardon, 
Imo. All’s well, sir : Take my power i’the court 
for yours. 

Inch. My humble thanks. I had almost forgot 
To entreat your grace but in a small request, 

And yet of moment too, for it concerns 
Your lord ; myself, and other noble fricnd.s, 

Are partners in the business. 

Into. Pray, what is’t ? 

lac/i. Some dozen Romans of us, and your lord, 
(The best feather of our wing) have mingled sums, 
To buy a present for the emperor ; 

Which I, the factor for the rest, have done 
In France : ’Tis plate of rare device ; and jewels, 
Of rich and exquisite form ; their values great ; 
And I am something curious, being strange, 

To have tliem in safe stowage ; May it please you 
To take them in protection ? 

Imo. Willingly ; 

And pawn mine honour for their safety ; since 
My lord hath interest in them, I will keep them 
In my bed-chamber. 

lacA. They are in a trunk. 

Attended by my men : I will make bold 
To send them to you only for tliis night t 
I must aboard to-morrow, 

Imo. O, no, no. • 

lach. Yes, I besefech ; or I shall short my word, 
t By lengthening my return. From Gallia 
* To fon, » to winnow* 
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I cross’d tho seas on purpose) and on promise I have outstood my titne ; wiiich is material 

To see your grace. To the tender of our present. 

Imo* I thank you for your pains ; Imo. I will write. 

But hot away to-morrow. Send your trunk to me ! it shall safe be kept, 

lack* O, I must) madam : And truly yielded you : You arc very welcome. 

Therefore, I shall beseech you, if you please . [Exeunt* 

To greet your lord with writing, do’t to-night : 


ACT IL 


SCENE I. — Court before Cymbcli lie’s Paface* 

Enter Cloten, and two Loids. 

Clo* Was there ever man had such luck ? when 
I kissed the jack upon an up-cast®, to be hit away • 
I had a hundred pound on’t : And then a jack- 
anapes must take me up for swearing ; as if 1 bor- 
rowed mine oaths of him, and might not spend them 
at my pleasure. 

1 l^ord- What got he by that? You have broke 
his pate with your IjowI. 

2 Lord. If his w it had been like him that broke 

it, it would have ran all f»ut. [Aside* 

Clo. When a gentleman is disposed to swear, it 
is not for any standers-by to curtail his oaths : 
Ila? 

2 T.ord. No, my lord ; nor [As'ida. | crop thy ears 
of them. 

Clo* I give him satisfaction? — ’Would he had 
been one of my rank ! 

2 Lord. To have smelt like a fool. f Amle* 

Clo. I am not more vex’d at any thing in the 
earth : I hdd rather not he so noble as I am ; they 
dare not fight with me, because of the queen my 
mother; every jack-slave hath his belly full of 
fighting, and I mij^t go up and dow'n like a cock 
that nobody can matcli. 

1 Lord. It is not fit your lordship should under- 
take every companion that you give oflence to. 

Clo. No, I know that ; but it is fit, I should 
commit oflence to my inferiois. 

2 T.ord. Ay, it is fit for your lordship only. 

Clo* Why, so I say. 

1 Lord. Did you hear of a stranger that’s come 

to court to-night? j 

Clo. A stranger ! and I know not on’t ! 

2 J.ord* lie’s a strange fellow himself, and knows 

it not. [A aide. 

1 I.ord, There’s an Italian come ; and, ’tis 
thought, one of Leonatiis’ friends. 

Clo. Leonatiis ! a banish’d rascal ; and he’s an- 
other, whatsoever lie be. Who told you of this 
stranger? 

1 Jjord. One of your lordship’s pages. 

Clo. Is it fit, I went to look upon him ? Is there 
no derogation in’t ? 

1 Lord. You cannot derogate, my lord. 

Clo. Not easily, I think. 

2 Lord. You are a fool granted ; therefore your 

issues being foolish, do not derogate. [Aside. 

Clo. Come, I’ll go see this Italian ; What I have 
lost to-day at bowls, 1*11 win to-night of him. Come, 
go. 

2 <8ord. I’ll attend your lordship. 

[Exeuwt CtOTEN md first Lord. 

« He i# describing hi* fate at bowl*, the jack 1* the small 
bpwl at which the other* arc aimed 


That such a crafty devil as is his mother 
Should yield the world this ass ! a woman, that 
Bears all down with her brain ; and this lier son 
Cannot take two from twenty for his heart, 

And leave eighteen. Alas, poor princess, 

Thou divine Imogen, what thou endur’st ! 

Betwixt a father by thy stcp-daine govern’d ; 

A mother hourly coining plots; a wooer 

More hateful than tlie foul expulsion is 

Of tliy dear husband, than that horrid act 

Of the divorce he’d make ! The heavens fiold firm 

Tlie walls of thy dear honour ; keep iinshak’d 

'fhat temple, thy fair mind ; that thou mayst stand, 

'I'o enjoy thy banish’d lord, and this great land ! 

[ Exit. 

SCENE II. — • A Bed^ehcnnhcr ; in one 'Part of it 
a Trunk. 

Imogen reading in her Bed ; a Lady atlending. 

Imo. Who’s there? my woman Helen? 
l.ady. Please you, madam. 

I mo. What hour is it ? 

Ladi/. Almost midnight, madam. 

Imo, I have read three hours, then : mine eyes 
are weak : — 

Fold down the leaf where I have left: To bed; 

Take* not away the taper, leave it burning ; 

And if thou canst awake by four o’the clock, 

I pr’ythee, call me. Sleep hath seiz’d me w'holly. 

[Exit Lady. 

I’o your protection I coniinend me, gods! 

From fairies, and the tempters* of the night, 

Guard me, beseech ye ! 

[Sleeps. Iaciiimo, the Trunk, 
laeh. The crickets sing, and man’s o’er-labour’d 
sense 

Repairs itself by rest : Our Tarquin thus 
Did softly press the rushes 7, ere he waken’d 
The chastity he wounded. — Cytherca, 

How bravely thou becom’st thy bed ! fresh lily 1 . 

And w'hiter than the sheets I that I might touch ! \ 

But kiss ; one kiss ! — Rubies unparagon’d, ; 

How dearly they do’t! — ’Tis her breathing that j 
Perfumes the chamber thus ; The flame o’the taper / 
Bow^s toward her ; and would imder-peep her lids, i 
To see the enclosed lights, now canopied ^ 

Under these window's ; White and azure, lac’d 
With blue of heaven’s own tinct,*’ — But my design ? 

To note the chamber ; — I will write all down ; — 
Such and such pictures ; — There the window ; — 
Such 

Tlie adornment of her bed ; — The arras, figures. 
Why, such, and such : — And the contents o’thc 
stoi*y, — 

^ It w'a* anciently the curtom to «trew chambers with riMhen, 

I. e. The white skin laced with blue veins. 
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Ah, but some natural notes*aboiit her body. 

Above ten thousand meaner moveables 
Would testify, to enrich mine inventory ; 

Ojlec'p, thou a^e of death, lie dull upon her ! 

JTnd ^hsc but k4 T monument, 

Thus in a chapel lying ! — Come off, come off : — 

[ Taking off her Bracelets 
As slippery, as the Gordian knot was hard ! 

*Tis mine ; and this will witness outwardly, 

As strongly as the conscience does within, 

To the madding of her lord. On her left breast 
A mole cinque-spotted, like the crimson drops 
I’ the bottom of a cowslip ; Here’s a voucher, 
Stronger than ever law could make : tliis secret 
Will force him think I have prevail’d, and ta’en 
The treasure of her honour. No more. — To what 
end ? 

Why should I write this down, that’s riveted. 
Screw’d to my memory V She hath been reading late 
The tale of Tereus ; here the leaf’s turn’d down, I 
Where Philomel gave up ; — I have enough : 

To the trunk again, and shut the spring of it. 

Swift, swift, you dragons of the night ! — that 
*dawning 

May bare the raven’s eye ; I lodge in fear ; 

Though this a heavenly angel, hell is here. 

{Clock strikes. 

One, two, three, — Time, time ! 

[Goes into the Trunk. The Seem closes* 

SCENE III. — An Ante-chamber adjoining Imo- 
gen’s Apartment. 

ErUer Cloten and Lords. 

1 Lord. Your lordship is the most patient man in 
loss, the most coldest that ever turn’d up ace. 

Clo. It would make any man cold to lose. 

I Lord. But not every man patient, after the 
noble temper of your lordship : You are most hot, 
and furious, when you win. 

Clo. Winning would put any man into courage : 
If 1 could get this foolish Imogen, I should have 
gold enough : It’s almost morning, is’t not ? 

1 Lord. Day, my lord. 

Clo. I would thj^ musick w'ould come; I am 
advised to give her musick o’thc mornings; they 
say, it will penetrate. 

Enter Musicians. 

Come on ; tune : If you can penetrate her with 
your fingering, so; we’ll try with tongue too: if 
none will do, let her remain ; but I’ll never give 
o’er. First, a very excellent good conceited thing : 
after a wonderful sweet air, with admirable rich 
words to it, — and tlien let her consider. 

SONG. 

Hark! hark! the lark at heaven's gate singSf 
And Phoebus 'gins orwe, 

His steeds to water at those springs 
On cholic' Jlowers BuU lies / 

And winking Mary-buds begin 
To ope their golden eyes ; 

With every thing that pretty bin : 

My lady sweety arise ; 

Arise, arise* 

So, get you gone t If this penetrate, I will consider 
your musick the better < : if it do not, it is a vice in 
• Cups. * Will pay you more for it 
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her ears, which horse-hairs, and cat-guts, can never 
amend. [Exeunt Musicians. 

Enter Cymbeline and Queen. ^ 

2 Lord. Here comes the king. 

Clo. I am glad, I was up so late ; for that’s the 
reason I was up so early . He cannot choose but 
take this service I have done, fatherly. — Good 
morrow to your majesty, and to my gracious mother, 
Cym. Attend you here the door of our stem 
daughter ? 

Will she not forth ? 

Clo. I have assailed her witli musick, but she 
vouchsafes no notice. 

Cy?n. The exile of her minion is too new ; 

She hath not yet forgot him : some more time 
Must wear the print of his remembrance out, 

And then she’s yours. 

Queen, You are most bound to the king ; 

Who let’s go by no ’vantages, that may 
Prefer you to his daughter : Frame yourself 
To orderly solicits ; and be friended 
With aptness of the season ; make denials 
Increase your services : so seem, as if 
You were inspir’d to do those duties w'hich 
You tender to her : tliat you in all obey her. 

Save when command to your dismission tends, 

And tlierein you are senseless. 

Clo. Senseless ? not so. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. So like you, sir, ambassadors from Rome; 
The one is Caius Lucius. 

Cyfn. A worthy fellow, 

Albeit he comes on angry purpose now ; 

But that’s no fault of his : We must receive him 
According to the honour of his sender ; 

And towards himself his goodness forespent on us 
We must extend our notice. — Our dear sort, 

When you have given good morning to your mistress. 
Attend the queen, and us ; we shall have need 
To employ you towards this Roman. — Come, our 
queen. 

[Exeunt Cym. Queen, Lords, and Mess. 
Oto. If she be up. I’ll speak with her ; if not, 
Let her lie still, and dream. — By your leave, ho ! — - 

[JCnocks* 

I know her women are about her ; What 

If I do line one of their hands ? ’Tis gold 

Which buys admittance; oft it doth ; yea, and makes 

Diana’s rangers false themselves, yield up 

Their deer to the stand of the stealer ; and *tis gold 

Wliich makes the true man kill’d, and saves the thief; 

Nay, sometime, hangs both thief and true man : WJlftlt. 

Can it not do, and^undp? 1 will make 

One of her women lawyiSf to me ; for 

I yet not understand the case myself. 

By your leave. [Knocks. 

Enter a Lady. 

Lady. Who’s there, that knocks ? 

Clo. A gentleman. 

Lady. No more ? 

Clo. Yes, and a gentlewoman’s son. 

Lady. That’s more 

Than some, whose tailors are as dear as yours. 

Can justly boast of; What’s your lordship’s pl^ure? 
Clo. Your lady’s person ; is she ready ? 

Lady. ^ Ay> 

To keep her chambei; 
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C/o. There’s gold for you; sell me your good 
report, 

Ladu, How ! my good name ? or to report of you 
What*! shall think is good ? — The princess - 

Enier Imogen. 

do* Good-morrow, fairest sister: Your sweet 
hand. 

Jmo* Good-morrow, sir : You lay out too much 
pains 

For purchasing but trouble : the thanks I give. 

Is telling you that I am poor of thanks. 

And scarce can spare them, 

Clo. Still, I swear, I love you. 

I mo. If you but said so, ’twere as deep with me: 
If you swear still, your recompence is still 
That I regard it not, 

Clo* This is no answer. 

Jmo* But that you sliall not say 1 yield, being 
silent, 

I would not speak. I pray you, spare me, 

1 shall unfold equal discourtesy 

To your best kindness ; one of your great knowing 

Should learn, being taught, forbearance. 

Clo* To leave you in your madness, ’twere my sin : 
I will not, 

hno* Fools are not mad folks. 

Clo* Do you call me fool ? 

Imo* As I am ma<l, I do; 

If you’ll be patient, I’ll no more be mad ; 

That cures us both. I am much sorry, sir. 

You put me to forget a lady’s manners, 

By being so verbal ^ ; and learn now, for all, 

That I, which know my heart, do here pronounce, 
By the very truth of it, I care not for you ; 

And am so near the lack of charity, 

(To accuse myself,) I hate you : which I had rather 
You felt, than make*t my boast. 

Clo, '* You sin against 

Obedience, which you owe your father. For 
The contract you pretend with that base wretch, 
(One, bred of alms, and foster’d with cold dishes, 
With scraps o’thc court,) it is no contract, none : 
And tliough it be allow’d in meaner parties, 

(Yet who, than he, more mean?) to knit their souls 
( On whom there is no more dependency 
But brats and beggary) in self-hgur d knot 3 ; 

Yet you are curb’d from that enlargement by 
The consequence o* the crown ; and must not soil 
Tlie precious note of it w ith a base slave, 

A hilding ^ for a livery, a squire’s cloth, 

A pantier, not so eminent. 

imo* Profane fellow ! 

Wert thou the son of Jupiter, and no more. 

But what thou art, besides, thou wert too base 
To be his groom : thou wert dignified enough, 
Even to the i)oint of envy, if ’twere made 
Comparative for your virtues, to be styl’d 
The under-hangman of his kingdom ; and hated 
For being preferr’d so well. 

Clo* The south-fog rot him ! 

Imo* He never can meet more mischance, than 
come 

To be but nam'd of thee. His meanest garment, 
That ever hath but iillipp’d his body, is dearer, 

In m)^ respect, than all the hairs^above thee» 

Were tliey all made such men. — How now, Pisanio ? 

* So verbose, so hill of talk. 3 Knots of their own tying. 

* A low fellow only fit to wear a livery* 
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Enter ^^isanio. 

Clo, His garment ? Now, tlie devil — 

Imo. To Dorothy my woman hie thee presently ; — 
Clo* His garment ? 

Imo* I am sprighted * with a fool ; 

Frighted, and anger’d worse : — Go, bid my woman 
Search for a jewel, that too casually 
Hath left mine arm ; it was thy master’s : ’shrew me, 
If I would lose it for a revenue 
Of any king’s in Europe. I do tliink, 

I saw’t this morning : confident I am 
Last night ’twas on mine arm ; I kiss’d it ; 

I hope, it be not gone, to tell my lord 
Tliat I kiss aught but he. 

Pis* ’Twill not be lost. 

Imo* I hope so ; go, and search. [Exit Pis. 
Clo* You have abus’d me ; — 

Ilis meanest garment ? 

Imo* Ay ; I said so, sir. 

If you will make’t an action, call witness to’t. 

Clo* I will inform your father. 

Imo* Your mother too ; 

She’s my good lady ; and will conceive, I^ hope. 
But the worst of me. So I leave you, sir. 

To the worst of discontent. [Exit* 

Clo* 1*11 be reveng'd : — 

Ilis meanest garment ? — Well. [Exit, 

SCENE IV. — Rome, udn Apartment in Phi- 
lario’s House* 

Enter Posthumus and PumARio. 

l^ost* Fear it not, sir : I would, 1 were so sure 
To win the king, as I am bold, her honour 
Will remain hers. 

Phi* What means do you make to him ? 

Post* Not any ; but abide the change of time ; 
Quake in the present winter’s state, and wish 
That w'anner days would come : In these fear’d 
hopes, 

I barely gratify your love ; they failing, 

I must die much your debtor. 

Phi* Your very goodness, and your company 
O’erpays all I can do. By this, your king 
Hath heard of great Augustus^ Caius Lucius 
W'ill do his commission thoroughly : And, I think. 
He’ll grant tlie tribute, send the arrearages, 

Or look upon our Romans, whose remembrance 
Is yet fresh in tlieir grief. 

Post* I do believe, 

(Statist® though I am none, nor like to be,) 

Tiiat this will prove a war ; and you shall hear 
'Hie legions, now in Gallia, sooner landed 
In our not-fearing Britain, than have tidings 
Of any penny tribute paid. Our countrymen 
Are men more order’d, than when Julius Cscsax 
Smil’d at their lack of skill, but found tlieir courage 
Worthy his frowning at : Their discipline 
(Now mingled with their courages) will make known 
To their approvers 7, they are people, such 
That mend upon the world. 

Enter Iachimo. 

Phi* See ! Iachimo ? 

Post* The swiftest harts have posted you by land : 
And winds of all the comers kiss’d your sails, 

To make your vessel nimble. 

Phi, Welcome, sir. 

3 Haunted, ^ Stateitnen. ' To those who try them. 
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l>ost. I hope, the briefness of your answer made 
The speediness of your return, 
loch. Your lady 

Is one tlie fairest that I have look’d upon. 

Post. And therewithal, the best ; or let her beauty 
Look through a casement to allure false hearts, 
And be false ^ith them. 

lach. Here are letters for you. 

, Post. Their tenour good, I trust. 
lack. ’Tis very like. 

Phu Was Caius Lucius in the Biitaiu court. 
When you were there ? 

lack* He was expected then. 

But not approach’d. 

Post* All is well yet. — 

Sparkles this stone as it was wont? or is’t not 
Too dull for your good wearing ? 

lack* ir T had lost it, 

I should have lost the worth of it in gold. 

I’ll make a journey tnice as far, to enjoy 
What was in Britain mine. The ring is won. 

Post. The stone’s too hard to come by. 
lach. Not a whit, 

Your lady being so easy. 

Post. IVIake not, sir. 

Your loss your sj)orf ; J hope, you know that we 
Must not continue fiiends. 

lack. Good sir, w’e must. 

If you keep covenant ; Had I not brought 
The knowledge of your niistress home, 1 grant 
We w'ere to (juestion further ; but I now 
Profess myself the w inner of her honour, 

Together w itli your ring ; and not the wronger 
Of her, or you, having pioceedcd hut 
By both your wills. 

Post. If you can niake’t apparent, 

The ring is yours • If not, the foul opinion 
You had of her pure honoui, gains, or loses. 

Your sword, or mine ; or masieiless leaves both 
To who shall find them. 

lach. Sii, my circumstances, 

Being so near the truth, a'S I w'ill make them, 
Must first induce you to believe ; whose strength 
I will confirin with oath j which, I doubt not, 
You’ll give me leave to spare, when you shall find 
You need it not. * 

Post. Proceed. 

lach. First, her bed-chamber, 

(Where, I^ionfess, I slept not;) It w^as bang’d 
With ta]>estry of silk and silver- the story 
Proud Cleopatra, when she met her Homan, 

And Cydiius sw cH’d above the hanks, or for 
The press of boats, or pride ; A jiiece of w'ork 
So bravely done, so rich, that it did strive 
In workmanship, ami value ; which, 1 wonder’d 
Could be so rarely and exactly w-rought, 

Since the true life oii’t was- — 

Post, This is true ; 

And this you might have heard of here, liy me. 

Or by some other. 

lach. More particulars 

MiKst justify ray knowledge. 

Post. So they must, 

Or do your honour injury. 

lach. The chimney 

Is south the chamber ; and the cliirnncy-piece, 
Chaste Dian, bathing : never saw I figures 
So likely to report themselves : the cutter 
Was as anoUier nature, dumb ; outwent her. 
Motion and breath left out. 
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Po^. This is a thing, 

Which you might from relation likewise reap ; 
Being, as it is, much spoke of. 

lach. The roof o* the chamber 

With golden cheruhins is fretted : Her andirons 
(I had forgot tliern,) were two winking Cupids 
Of silver, each on one foot standing, nicely 
Depending on their brands. 

Post. This is her honour ! — - 

Let it be granted, you have seen all this, (and praise 
Be given to your remembrance,) the description 
Of what is in her chamber, nothing saves 
The wager you have laid. 

lach. Then if you can, 

[Pulling out the liracelct. 
Be pale ; I beg but leave to air this jewel : See ! — 
And now ’tis up again ; It must be married 
I o that your diamond ; 1*11 keep them. 

Post. Jove ! — 

Once more let me behold it : Is it that 
Which 1 left with her? 

Inch. Sir, (I thank her,) that. 

She stripp’d it from her arm ; I see her yet ; 

Her pretty action did outsell her gift, 

And yet enrich’d it too : She gave it me, and said, 
Slie piiz’d it once. 

Post. May he, slie pluck’d it oil', 

I'u send it me. 

lack. She writes so to you? doth she? 

Post. O, no, no, no ; ’tis true. Here, take (liis 
too; [Giccs the Ring. 

It is a basilisk imto mine eye, 

Kills me to look on’t : — Let tlierc be no honour, 
Where there is beauty ; truth, where semblance ; 
love, 

Where there’s another man ; The vow s of women 
Of no more bondage be, to where they are made, 
Than they are to their virtues ; which is nothing : — 
O, above measure false ! ^ 

phi. Have* patience, sir, 

And take your ring again ; ’tis not yet won : 

It may be probable, she lost it ; or, 

Who knows, if one of her women, being corrupted, 
Hath stolen it from her ? 

Post. Very true ; 

And so, 1 hope, he came hy’t ; — Back my ring ; — 
Render to me some corporal sign about her, 

More evi<!ent than this : for this was stolen. 
lach. By .lupiter, I had it from her arm. 

Post, Hark you, he swears ;d>y Jupiter he sw^cars, 
’Tis true ; — nay, keep the ring — ’tis true : 1 am 
sure, 

She would not lose it : her attendants are 
All sworn and honourable ; — I’licy induc’d to 
steal it ! 

And by a stranger ?— No, he hath enjoy’d her. 
There, take thy hire : and all the fiends of hell 
Divide themselves between you ! 

Phi. Sir, be patient . 

'riiis is not strong enough to be believ’d 
Of one persuaded w ell of — 

l^ost. Never talk on’t. 

lach. If you seek 

For further satisfying, under her breast 
(Worthy the pressing,) lies a mole, right proud 
Of that most delicate lodging : You remember 
This stain upon her? • 

Post. Ay, and it doth confirm 

® Ornamented iron bars which support wood burnt in 
chimneys. 
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Another stain, as big as hell can hold, 

Were there no more but it, 
lack. Will you hear more ? 

Spare your aritlimetick. 
ladi. I’ll be sworn, — 

Post* No swearing. 

If you will swear you have not done’t, you lie ; 
And I will kill thee, if thou dost deny 
Thou hast made me cuckold. 
lack* I will deny noUiing. 

Post, O, that I had her here, to tear her limb-meal! 
I will go there, and do’t ; i* the court ; before 

Her father : — I’ll do something [Exit, 

Phi, Quite besides 

The government of patience ! — You have won : 
Let’s follow him, and pervert the present w'rath 
He hath against himself. 

lack, Widi all my heart. [^Excvnt, 

SCENE V. — jinother Room in the same. 
Enter Posthumus. 

Post. Is there no way for men t(» be, but w omen 
Must be half- workers ? We arc biistaids all. 
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I am a counterfeit. Yet my mother seem’d 
The Dian of that time : so doth my wife 
The nonpareil of this. — O vengeance, vengeance ! 
I thought her chaste as unsunn’d snow. Could I 
find out 

The woman’s part in me 1 For there’s no motion 
That tends to vice in man, but 1 affirm 
It is the woman’s part : Be it lying, note it, 

The woman’s ; flattering, her’s ; deceiving, her’s ; 
Ambitions, covetings, change of prides, disdain,* 
Nice longing, slanders, mutability. 

All faults that may be nam’d, nay that hell 
knows, 

Why, her’s, in part, or all ; but, ratlier, all : 

For ev’n to vice 

They are not constant, but are changing still 
One vice, but of a minute old, for one 
Not half so old as that I’ll write against them. 
Detest them, curse them : — Yet ’tis greater 
skill 

In a true hate, to pray they liavc their will : 

'riie very devils cannot plague them better. [Exil. 


♦ 


ACT III. 


SCENE I. Britain. A Hoorn (if Stoic in Cym- 
beline’s Palace^ 

Enter Cymbeline, Queen, Ci.oten, and Lords, at 
one Doors and at another, Caius Lucius, and 
Attendants, 

Cym, Now say, what would Augustus Ctesar with 
us? 

Luc, When Julius Ca'sar, (whose remembrance 
yet 

Lives in men’s ; and will to ears, and tongues. 
Be theme, and hearing ever,) was in this Britain, 
And conquer’d it, Cassibelan, thine uncle, 
(Famous in Cicsar’s praises, no whit less 
Than in his feats deserving it,) for him. 

And his succession, granted Home a tribute, 
Yearly three thousand pounds ; which by thee lately 
Is left untender’d. 

Queen. And, to kill the marvel, 

Shall be ever so. 

Clo. JTliere be many Caesars, 

Ere such another Julius. Britain is 
A world by itself ; and w e w ill nothing pay. 

For wearing our ow n noses. 

Queen, That opportunity. 

Which then they had to take from us, to resume 
We have again. — Remember, sir, my liege. 

The kings your ancestors ; together w ith 
The natural bravery of your isle ; wdiich stands 
As Neptune’s park, ribbed and paled in 
With rocks unscaleabie, and roaring waters ; 

With sands, that w'ill not bear your enemies’ boats. 
But suck them up to the top-mast. A kind of con- 
quest 

Caesar made here ; but made not here his brag 
Of came, and saw, and overcame : with shame 
(The first that ever touch’d him,) he was carried 
Frojp off our coast, twice beaten ; and his shipping 
(X^opr ignorant baubles I) on our terrible seas, 

Like egg-shells mov’d upon their surge.s, crack’d 
As easily ’gainst our rocks ; for joy whereof, 


The fam’d Cassibelan, who was once at point 
((), giglot ft)rlune I) to master Cscsar’s sw'ord, 
Made Lud’s town with rejoicing fires bright. 

And Britons strut w ith courage. 

Clo. Come, tlierc’s no more tribute to be paid ; 
Our kingdom is stronger than it w^as at that time j 
and, as I said, there is no more such Ciesars ; other 
of them may have crooked noses; but to owe® such 
straight arms, none. 

Cym, Son, let your motlicr end. 

Clo. We have yet many among us can gripe ns 
hard as Cassibelan ; 1 do not say, I am one ; but I 
have a hand. — Why tribute ? why should w^e pay 
tribute ? If Ca'sar can hide the sun from us w ith 
a blanket, or put tlie moon in his pocket, we will 
pay him tribute for light ; else, sir, no more tribute, 
pray you now, • 

Cym. You must know^, 

Till the injurious Romans did extort 
This tribute from us, wc were free : Ca?sai 's ambition, 
(Which swell’d so much, that it did almost stretch 
The bides o’ the world,) against all colour, here 
Did put the yoke upon us ; which to shake off. 
Becomes a w arlike people, wliom we reckon 
Oursclve.s to be. We do say then to Caesar, 

Our ancestor wais that Mulmutius, which 
Ordain’d our laws ; (whose use the sword of Caesar 
Hath too much mangled; whose repair, and fran- 
chise. 

Shall, by the power we hold, be our good deed, 
Though Rome be therefore angry ;) Mulmutius, 
Who was the first of Britain, which did put 
His brow's witliin a golden crown, and call’d 
Himself a king. 

Luc. I am sorry, Cymbeliue, 

That I am to pronounce Augustus Caesar 
(Caesar, that hath more kings his servants, than 
Thyself domestick officers,) thine enemy : 

Receive it from me, then : — War, and confusion, 
In Caesar’s name pronounce I ’gainst thee : look 
® Own. 

3 B 4 
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For fury not to be resisted ; — Tlius defied, 

I thank tliee for myself. 

Thou art welcome, Caius. 
Thy Csesat knighted me ; my youth I spent 
Much under him ; of him I gather’d honour } 
Which he, to seek of me again, perforce, 

Behoves me keep at utterance ; I am perfect 
That the Pannonians and Dalmatians, for 
Their liberties, are now in arms : a precedent 
Which, not to read, would show the Britons cold : 
So Cffisar shall not find them. 

XiiC. Let proof speak 

Clu, His majesty bids you welcome. Make pas- 
time with us a day, or two, longer : If you seek us 
afterwards in otner tenns, you shall find us in our 
salt-water girdle : if you beat us out of it, it is yours ; 
if you fall in the adventure, our crows shall fare the 
better for you ; and there's an end. 

Luc* So, sir. 

I know your master’s pleasure, and he mine : 
All the remain is, welcome. [Mjceunt. 

SCENE II. — Another Room in the same. 

* Euler Pisa>sio. 

Pis. How ! of adultery? Wherefore write you not 
What monster’s her a»*cuscr ? — Leoiiatiis ! 

O, master ! what a strange infection 
Is fallen into thy ear? What false Italian 
(As poisonous tongiicd, as handed,) hath prevail’d 
On thy too ready hearing ? — Disloyal ? No : 

She’s punish’d for her truth ; and undergoes, 

More goddess-Ukc than wife-like, such assaults 
As would take in some virtue. — O, my master ! 
Thy mind to her is now as low, as were 
Thy fortunes. — How ! that. I should murder hei ? 
Upon the love, and truth, and vows, which I 
Have made to thy command? — 1, her? — her 
blood ? 

If it be so to do good service, never 

Let me be counted serviceable. How look I 

That I should seem to lack humanity 

So much as this fact comes to ? DoU : The teller 

[Reading. ! 

That T have sent her, fn/ her oum corn ?n and, i 

Shall give thee opporhAiiy : — O vile paper ! ! 

Black as tlie ink that’s on thee ! Senseless bauble, I 
Art thou a feodary ^ for this act, and look’st 
So virgin-like without ? Lo, here she comes. 

Enter Imogen. 

I am ignorant in what I am commanded. 

Imo. How now, Pisanio ? 

Pis. Madam, here is a letter from my lord. 

Imo. Who? thy lord? that is my lord, Leonatus? 
O, team’d indeed were that astronomer, 

Tliat knew the stars, as I his characters ; 

He’d lay the future open. — You good gods, 

Liet what is here contain’d relish of love, 

Of my lord’s health, of his content, — yet not, 

That we two are asunder, let that grieve him, — 
(Some griefs are med’cinable ;) that is one of them, 
For it doth physick love ; — • of his content, 

All but in tliat ! — Good wax, thy leave : — Bless’d 
be, 

You bees, that make these locks of counsel ! Lovers, 
And men in dangerous bonds pray not alike ; 
Though forfeitures you cast in prison, yet 

9 At the extrejwity of defiance * Well informed. 

9 To take in a town, is to conquer U. ^ Confederate. 
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I You clasp young Cupid*s tables. — Good news, 

I ^ods ! [l^eods. 

Justice, and your father s wrath, should he take me 
in his dominion, could not be so cruel to me, assyou, 
0 the dearest (f creatures, would not even renew me 
with your eyes. Take notice that I am in Cambria, 
at Milford- Haven. What your own love will, &ut (f 

this, advise you, follow. So, he udshes you aU happi- 
ness, that remains loyal to his vow, and your, increas- 
ing in love, Leonatus Posthumus. 

O, for a horse with wings ! — Hcar’st tliou, Pisanio? 
He is at Milford-Haven : Read, and tell me 
How far ’tis thither. If one of mean affaii'S 
May plod it in a week, why may not I 
Glide thither in a day ? — Then, true Pisanio, 
(Who long’st, like me, to see thy lord ; who 
long’st, — 

O, let me bate, — but not like me : — yet long’st, — 
But in a fainter kind ; — O, not like me ; 

For mine ’s beyond beyond,) say, and speak thick S 
(Love’s counsellor should fill the bores of hearing, 
To the smothering of the sense,) how far it is 
To this same blessed Milford : And, by the way 
Tell me how Wales was made so happy, as 
To inherit such a haven ; But, first of all. 

How we may steal from hence ; and, for the gap 
Tiiat we shall make in time, from our hence going. 
And our return to excuse : — but first, how get 
hence : 

Why should excuse be born or e’er begot? 

We’ll talk of that hereafter. Pr’ythee, speak, 

Low many score of miles may we well ride 
’Twixt hour and hour? 

JHs. One score, 'twixt sun and sun, 

Madam, ’s enough for you ; and too much too. 

Into. Why, one that rode to his execution, man, 
Could never go so slow : 1 have heard of riding 
wagers, 

Where horses liave been nimbler tl\an the sands 
That run i’ the clock’s behalf : — ilut this is foolery : 
Go, bid my woman feign a sickness ; say 
She’ll home to her fatlier : and provide me, pre- 
sently, 

A riding suit ; no costlier than would fit 
A franklin’s * Jiousewife. 

Pis. Madam, you’re best consider. 

Imo. T see before me, man, nor here, nor here, 
Nor wliat ensues ; but have a fog in them, 

That I cannot look through. Away, I pr’ythee ; 
Do as 1 bid thee : There’s no more to say ; 
Accessible is none but Milford way. [Exeunt. 

SCENE III. — Wales. A mountainous Country, 
with a Cave. 

Enter Bxlarius, Guinsitius, and Arviragus, 
Rd. A goodly day not to keep house, with such 
Whose roof’s as low as ours! Stoop, boys: This gate 
Instructs you how to adore the heavens ; and bows 
you 

To iroming’s holy office : The gates of monarchs 
Are lurch’d so high, that giants may jet^ through, 
And keep their impious turbans on, without 
Good morrow to the sun. — Hail, thou fair heaven 1 
We house i’ the rock, yet use thee not so hardly 
As prouder livers do. 

Gui. Hail, heaven ! , 

Ain), Hail, heaven ! 

4 Crowd one word on another, as fast as possible. 

‘ A neehifider. ^ Strut, walk proudly. 
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"Bel, Now, for our mountain sport ; Up to yon hill. 
Your legs are young ; 1*11 tread these flats. Con- 
sider, 

Whefl you above perceive me like a crow, 

That it is place which lessens, and sets otF, 

And you may then revolve what tales 1 have told 
you, 

Of courts, of princes, of the tricks in war : 

This service is not service, so being done, 

But being so allowed : To apprehend thus, 

Draws us a profit from all things we see ; 

And often, to our comfort, shall we find 
The sharded 7 beetle in a safer hold 
Than is the fulUwing’d eagle. O, tins life 
Is nobler, than attending for a check ; 

Richer, than doing nothing for a babe ; 

Troudcr, than rustling in unpuid-for silk : 

Such gain the cap of him, that makes them fine, 

Yet keeps his book uncross*d : no life to ours. 

GuU Out of your proof you speak ; we, poor un- 
fledg’d. 

Have never winn’d from view o’ the nest ; nor know 
not 

What air’s from home. Hai)ly, this life is best, 

If quiet life be best ; sweeter to you, 

That have a sharper known ; well corresponding 
With your stiff age ; but, unto us, it is 
A cell of ignorance ; travelling a-bed ; 

A prison for a debtor, that not dares 
To stride a limit. 9 

What should we speak of, 
When we arc old as you ; wlien we sliall hear 
The rain and wind beat dark December, how 
In this our pinching cave, shall we discourse 
'I'he freezing hours away? We have seen nothing: 
We are beastly ; subtle as the fox, for prey ; 

Like warlike as the wolf, for what we eat . 

Our valour is, to chase what flies ; our cage 
We make a quire« doth the prison bird. 

And sing our bondage freely. 

7M. riow you speak ! 

Did you hut know the city’s usuries, 

And felt them knowingly : the art o’ the court, 

As hard to leave, as keep ; whose top to climb 

Is certain falling, or so slippery, that 

The fear’s as bad as failing ; tlie toil of the war, 

A pain that only seems to seek out danger 
I’the name of fame and honour; which dies i’ the 
search ; 

And hath as oft a slaliderous epitaph, 

As record of fair act ; nay, many times, 

Doth ill deserve by doing well ; what’s worse, 

Must fc'ourt’sey at the censure : — O, boys, this story 
The world may read in me : My body’s mark’d 
With Roman swords : and my report was oncq 
First with the best of note : Cymbelinc lov’d me ; 
And when a soldier was the theme, my name 
Was not far off : Then was I as a tree, 

Whose boughs did bend with fruit: but in one night, 
A storm, or robbery, call it what you will. 

Shook down my mellow hangings, nay, my leaves. 
And left me bare to weatlicr. 

Gui* Uncertain favour ! 

Jfel, My fault being nothing, (as I have told you 
oft,) 

But that two villains, whose false oaths prevail’d 
Befon^my perfect honour, swore to Cyrabeline, 

1 was confederate with the Romans : so 

r Scaly.winged. » i. c. Compared with our». 

* To overpaes his bound. 


Follow’d my banishment ; and, this twenty years, 
This rock, and these demesnes, have been my world . 
Where I have liv’d at honest freedom ; paid 
More pious debts to heaven, than in all 
The fore-end of ray time. — But, up to the moun* 
tains ; 

Hiis is not hunters* language : — He tliat strikes 
The venison first, shall be the lord o’ the feast ; 

1 o him the other two shall minister ; , 

And we will fear no poison, which attends 
In place of greater state. I’ll meet you in the val- 
leys. [lUxeurU Gui. and Aitv, 

How hard it is to hide the sparks of natujjs;,!^ 
'these boysTcnow little*, tKey are ^ns to the king ; 
Nor Cymbeline dreams that they are alive. 

They think, they are mine : and, though train’d up 
thus meanly 

I’ the cave, wherein they bow, their thoughts do hit 
The roofs of palaces ; and nature prompts them, 

In simple and low things to prince it, much 
Beyond the trick of others. This Polydore, — 

The heir of Cymbeline and Britain, whom 
The king his father call’d Guiderius, — Jove ! 
When on my three-foot stool I sit, and tefl 
The warlike fcctts I have done, his spirits fly out 
Into iny story : say, — Thus mine enemy fell i 
And thus T set my foot on his neckj even then 
Tlie princely blood flows in his cheek, he sweats, 
Strains his young nerves, and puts himself in posture 
'riiat acts my words. The younger brother, Cadwal, 
(Once, ArvirAgus,) in as like a figure. 

Strikes life into my speech, and shows much more 
His own conceiving, Hark ! the game is rous’d ! — 
O Cymbeline ! heaven, and my conscience, knows, 
Thou didst unjustly banish me : whereon. 

At three, and two years old, I stole tliese babes ; 
Thinking to bar thee of succession, as 
'fhou reft’st me of my lands. Furiphile, 

Thou wast their nurse; they took thee for tlucir 
mother. 

And every day do honour to her grave : 

Myself, Belai'ius, that am Morgan call’d, 

'fhey take for natural father. The game is up, 

[J? it, 

SCENE IV. — ATcar Milford-Haven. 

Enter Pisanio and Imogen. 

Imo- Thou told’st me, when we came from horse, 
the place 

Was near at hand ; — Ne’er long’d my mother so 
To see me first, as I have now : — Pisanio ! Man ! 
Where is Posthumus ? What is in thy mind, 

That makes thee stare thus ? Wherefore breaks that 
sigh 

From the inward of tliec ? One, but painted thus. 
Would be interpreted a tiling perplex’d 
Beyond self-explication : Put thyself 
Into a haviour ’ of less fear, ere wildness 
Vanquish my staidcr senses. What’s tlie matter ? 
W'hy tender’st thou that paper to me, with 
A look untender? If it be summer news, 

Smile to’t before : if winterly, thou need’st 
But keep that countenance still, — My husband’s 
hand, 

Detested Italy hath out-craftied him, 

And he’s at some hard point. — Speak, man ; thy 
tongue 

May take off* some extremity, which to read 
Would be even mortal to me. 

* For bchjiviour. 
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Pist Please you, read ; 

And you shall find me, wretched man, a tiling 
The most disdain’d of fortune. 

Imo. [Reads.] T/iy mistress, Pisanio, hath play'd 
the strumpet in my bed : the testimonies whereof Ik 
bleeding in me, I speak not oiU (f weak surmises, 
but from prof as strong as my grif, and certain 
as I expect my revenge. That part, thou, Pisanio, 
must act for me, if thy fnith be not tainted with the 
breach of hers. Let thine own hands take away her 
Ife ; I shall give thee opportunities at Milford- 
Haven ; she hath my letter for the purjwse : Where, 
if thou fear to strike, and to make me ccrtahi it is 
done, thou art the pandar to her dishonour, and 
equally to me disloyal. 

Pis, What, shall 1 need to draw my sword? the 
paper 

Hath cut her throat already, — No, ’tis slander ; 
Whose edge is sharper than the sword; whose tongue 
Jp4U"VenOins all the worms of Nile ; whose breath 
' Rides on tlie posting winds, and doth belie 
1 All corners of the world : kings, queens, and states, 
Maids, rnatrons, nay, the secrets of the grave 
‘ This vijierous slander enters. — What cheer, ma- 
dam ? 

Imo* False to his bed ! What is it to be false ? 
To b*c in watch there, and to think on him ? 

To weep ’twixt clock and clock? if sleep charge 
nature, 

To break it with a fearful dream of him, 

And cry myself awake? that’s false to his bed? 

Is it? 

IHs. Alas, good lady ! 

Imo. I false? Thy conscience witness : — lachimo, 
Thou didst accuse him of incontinency ; 

Thou then look’dst like a villain ; now, mctliinks, 
Thy favour’s good enough. — Some jay of Italy, 
Whose mother was her painting", hath betrayed him : 
Poor I am stale, a garment out of fashion ; 

And, for I am richer than to hang by the walls, 

I must be rip’d : — To pieces with me ! — O, 

Men’s vows are women’s traitqrg^! All good seeming, 
Hy thy revolt D husband, shall be thought 
Put on for villainy ; not born, wherc’t grows ; 

But worn, a bait fo^, ladies. 

Pis. Good madam, hoar me. 

Imo. True honest men being heard, like false 
iEneas, 

Were, in his time, thought false : and Sinon’s weep- 
ing 

Did scandal many a holy tear ; took pity 
From most true wretchedness; So, tliou, Post- 
hfimus, 

Wilt lay the leaven on all proi)er men ; 

Goodly, and gallant, shall be false and peijur’d 
From tliy great fail. — (’ome, fellow, be thou honest: 
Do thou thy master’s bidding : when thou see’st him, 
A little witness my obedience ; Look ! 

I draw the sword mystdf ; take it, and hit 
The innocent mansion of my love, my heart: 

Fear not ; ’tis empty of all things, but grief; 

Tliy master is not there ; who was, indeed, 

The riches of it : Do his bidding ; strike. 

Thou may’st be valiant in a better cause ; 

But now tliou seem’st a coward. 
f Pis. Hence, vile instrument ! 

Thou shalt not damn my hand. 

Imo. Why, I must die ; 

And if do not by thy Iwnd, thou art 
s Likeness. 


Act 111 

No servant of thy master’s : Against self-slaughter 
There is a prohibition so divine. 

That cravens 3 my weak band. Come, here’s my 
heart ; • 

Something’s afore’t; — Soft, soft ; we’ll no defence ; 
Obedient as the scabbard. — What is here ? 

The scriptures of the loyal Lconatus, 

All turn’d to heresy ? Away, away. 

Corrupters of my faith ! you shall no more 
Be stomachers to my heart ! Thus may poor fools 
Believe false teachers : Though those that are be- 
tray’d 

Do feel the treason sharply, yet the traitor 
Stands in worse case of woe. 

And diou, Posthumus, thou that didst set up 
My disobedience ’gainst the king my father, 

And make me put into contempt the suits 
Of princely fellows, shalt thereafter find 
It is no act of common passage, but 
A strain of rareness ; and I grieve myself, 

To think, when thou shalt be disedg’d by her 
That now thou tir’st ^ on, bow thy memory 
Will then be pang’d by me. — Pr’ythee, dospatcli : 
The lamb entreats the butcher: Where’s thy kuife? 
Thou art too slow to do thy master’s bidding, 

W’hon I desire it too. 

Pis. O gracious lady, 

Since I receiv’d command to do this business, 

1 have not slept one wink. 

Imo. Do’t, and to bed then. 

Pis. I’ll wake mine eye-balls blind first, 

Imo. Wherefore then 

Did’st undertake it ? Why hast thou al)us’d 
So many miles with a pretence? this place? 

Mine action, andtliine own? our horses’ labour? 
The time inviting thee ? the perturb’d court ? 

For my being absent: Whercunto 1 never 
Purpose return ? Why hast thou gone so far, 

To be unbent, when thou hast |;^*n thy stand, 

The elected deer before thee ? 

Pis, But to win time 

To lose so bad employment : in the which 
1 have considered of a course ; Good ladj. 

Hear me with patience. 

Imo. Talk thy tongue w'cary ; speak : 

‘ I have heard, I am a strumpet ; and mine ear, 
'Pherein false struck, can take no greater wound, 
Nor tent to bottom that. But speak. 

Pis. Then, madam, 

I thought you would not back* again. 

Imo, Most like ; 

Bringing me here to kill me. 

Pis, Not so, neither ; 

But if I were as wise as honest, then 
My purpose would prove well. It cannot be, 

But that my master is abus’d : 

Some villain, ay, and singular in his art, 

Hath done you both this cursed injury. 

Imo. Some Roman courtezan. 

Pis. No, on my life. 

I’ll give but notice you are dead, and send him 
Some bloody sign of it ; for ’tis commanded 
I 1 should do so : You shall be miss’d at court, 

And tliat will well confirm it. 

Imo. Why, good fellow, 

What shall I do the while ? Where bide ? How live? 
Or in my life what comfort, when I am • 

Dead to my husband? 

IHs. If you’ll back to the court — 

3 Cowards < The writings, ® FoeAest or preyest on, 
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Imo* No court, no father ; nor no more ado 
With that harsh, noble, simple, nothing ; 

I'hat Clotcn, whose love-suit hath been to me 
As fc8o*ful as a siege. 

Pis* If not at court, 

Then not in Britain must you bide, 

Jno* Where, then? 

Hath Britain all die sun that sliines ? Day, night, 
Are they not but in Britain? I’ the world’s volume 
Our Britain seems as of it, but not in it ; 

III a great pool, a swan’s nest ; Pr’ythee, think 
There’s livers out of Britain. 

Pis. I am most glad 

You think of other place. The ambassador, 

Lucius the Homan, comes to Milford- Haven 
To-morrow : Now, if you could wear a mind 
Dark as your fortune is ; and but disguise 
That, which, to appear itself, must not yet be. 

But by self-danger ; you should tread a course 
Pretty, and full of view : yea, haply, near 
The residence of Postliurnus ; so nigh, at least, 
That though his actions were not visible, yet 
Report should render him hourly to your car, 

As truly as he moves. 

Imo. O, for such means ! 

Though peril to my modesty, not death on’t, 

1 would adventure. 

Pis. Well then, herc’.s the point . 

You must forget to he a woman ; change 
Command into obedience ; fear, and niceness, 

(The handmaids of all women, or, more truly, 
Woman its pretty self, } to a u aggish courage ; 
Heady in gibes, quick- answered, saucy, and 
As quarrellous as the weasel : nay, you must 
Forget that rarest treasure of your cheek. 

Exposing it (but, O, the harder heart ! 

Alack no remedy !) to the greedy touch 
Of common-kissing Titan 6 ; and forget 
Your troublcsoir** gind dainty trims, wherein 
You make great Juno angry, 

hm. Nay, be brief : 

1 see into thy end, and am almo.st 
A man already. 

Pis. First, make yourself but like one. 

Fore-thinking this, I have already lit, 

(’Tis in my cloak-bag,) doublet, hat, hose, all 
That answer to them : Woidd you, in their serving, 
And with what imitation you can borrow 
From youth of such a season, ’fore noble laicius 
Present yourself, dc*Sire his service, tell him 
Wherein you are happy, (which you’ll make him 
know', 

If that his head have ear in musick,) doubtless. 
With joy he will embrace you ; for he’s honourable, 
And, doubling tliat, most holy. Your means abroad 
You have me 7, rich ; and I will never fail 
Beginning, nor supplyment. 

Imo. Thou art all the comfort 

The gods will diet me with. Pr’ythee, away : 
There’s more to be considered ; Init we’ll even 
All that good time will give us : This attempt 
I’m soldier to, and will abide it with 
A prince’s courage. Away, I pr’ythec. 

Pis. Well, madam, we must take a short farewell ; 
Lest, being miss’d, I be suspected of 
Your carriage from the court. My noble mistress, 
Kerens a box ; I had it from the queen ; 

What’s in’t is precious ; if you are sick at sea, 

« The sun. 

7 At for your subsistence abroad, you may rely on me. 


Or stomach-qualm’d at land, a dram of this 
Will drive away distemiier. — To some shade, 

And fit you to your manhood: — May the goils 
Direct you to the best ! 

Imo. Amen : I thank thee. 

\^Ijxeunt. 

SCENE V. — A Room in Cymbeluie ’5 Palace. 

Enter Cymbeline, Queen, Cloten, Lucius, a)ul 
Lords. 

Cym. Thus far ; and so farewell. 

Luc. Thanks, royal sir. 

My emperor hath wrote ; I must from hence ; 

And am right sorry, that I must report j e 
My master’s enemy. 

Cym. Our subjects, sir, 

Will not endure his yoke ; and for ourself 
To show’ less sovereignty than they, must needs 
Appear unkingly. 

Luc. So, sir, I desire of you 

A conduct over land, to Milford-Haven. — 
Madam, all joy beftill your grace, and you ! 

Cym. My lords, you are appointed for tliat office : 
I'he due of honour in no point omit ; — 

So, fjirew'ell, noble Lucius 

Inic. Your hand, my lord. 

Clo. Receive it friendly : but from this time forth 
I wear it as your enemy. 

Luc. Sir, the event 

Is yet to name tlie winner; Fare you well. 

Cym, Leave not theworthy IiUcius,good my lords, 
Till he have cross’d the Severn. — Happiness! 

\^ETinmt Lucius and Lords. 
Queen. He goes hence frowning : but it honours 
us, 

Tliat we have given him cause. 

Clo. ’Tis all the better ; 

Your valiant Britons have their wislies in it. 

Cym. Lucius hath w rote already to the emperor 
How it goes here. It fits us, therefore, ripely, 

Our chariots and our horsemen be in readiness; 

The powers that he already hatli in Gallia 

Will soon be drawn to head, from whence he moves 

Ills war for Britain. ^ 

Queen. ’Tis not sleepy business ; 

But must be look’d to speedily, and strongly. 

Cym. Our expectation that it would be thus, 
Hath made us forward. But, my gentle queen, 
Where is our daughter ? She hath not ajipear’d 
Before the Homan, nor to us hath tender’d 
The duty of the day : She looks us like 
A thing more made of malice, than of duty : 

We have noted it. — Call her before us ; for 
We have been too slight in suflerance. 

\^Exit an Attendant. 

Queen. Royal sir. 

Since the exile of Postliurnus, most retir’d 
Hath her life been ; the cure W'hereof, my lord, 
’Tis time must do. ’Beseech your majesty, 
Forbear sharp speeches to her ; she’s a lady \ 

So tender of rebukes, that words are strokes, j 
And strokes death to her. 

Re-enter an Attendant. 

Cym. Where is slie, sir ? How 

Can her contempt be answer’d ? 

Atten. Please you, sir, 

Her chambers are all lock’d ; and there's no answ er 
That will be given to the loud’st of noise we make. 
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Queen* My lord, when last I went to visit her, 
She pray’d me to excuse her keeping close ; 
Wliereto constrain’d by her inhrmity, I 

She should that duty leave unpaid to you, 

Which daily she was bound to proffer ; this 

She wish’d me to make known ; but our great court 

Made me to blame in memory. 

Ch/m* Her doors lock’d ? 

!Npt seen of late? Grant, heavens, tliat, which I fear. 
Prove false ! [Exit. 

Queen* Son, I say, follow the king. 

Clo* That man of hers, Pisanio, her old servant, 

I liave not seen these two days. 

Queen* look after. — 

[Frit Ci-OTEN. 

Pisanio, thou that stand’&t so for Postlmmus ! — 

He hath a drug of mine . I pray, his absence 
Proceed by swallowing that ; for he believes 
It is a thing most precious. But for her, ' 

Where is she gone ? Haply, despair hath seiz’d her 5 
Or, wing’d with fervour of her love, she’s flown 
To her desir’d Posthumus ; Gone she is 
To dcath^ or to dishonour ; and my end 
Can make good use of either : She being down, 

I liave tlie placing of the British crown. 

Ee-enter Cloten. 

How now, my son? 

Clo. ’Tis certain she is fled : 

Go in, and cheer tlie king ; he rages ; none 
Hare come about liim. 

Queen, All the better : May 

This night forestall him of the coming day ! 

[Exit Q,uf.f,n. 

Clo. I love, and hate her ; for she’s fair and royal ; 
And that she hath all courtly parts more exquisite 
Than lady, ladies, woman » ; from every one 
The best she hath, and she, of all compounded, 
Outsells them all : I love her therefore ; But, 
Hisdaining me, and throwing favours on 
The low Posthhmiis, slanders so her j udgraent. 
That what’s else rare, is chok’d ; and, in that point, 
I will conclude to hate her, nay, indeed. 

To be reveng’d upon her. For, when fools 

Fitter Pisanio. 

Shall — Who is here ? What ! are you packing, sirrah? 
Come hitlier ; Ay, you precious pandar ! Villain, 
Where is thy lady ! In a word ; or else 
Thou art straightway with tlie fiends. 

Eis* O, good my lord ! 

Clo* Where is thy lady? or, by Jupiter 
I will not ask again. Close villain, 

I’ll have this secret from thy heait, or rip 
Thy heart to find it. Is she with Posthumus? 
From whose so many weights of baseness cannot 
A drain of worth be drawn. 

Eis* Alas, my lord, 

How can she be with him ? When was she missed? 
He is in Rome. 

Clo. Where is she, sir ? Come nearer ? 

No ftifther halting ; satisfy me home, 

What is become of her ? 

Eis* O, my all- worthy lord ! 

Ch. All-worthy villiun ! 

Discover where thy mistress is, at once, 

At the next word, — No more of worthy lord, — 
Speak, or thy silence on the instant is 
Thy condemnation and thy death. 

* , « Than any than all ladies, than all womankind. 


Act hi. 

Eis. Then, sir, 

This paper is the history of my knowledge 
Touching her flight. [Eresenting a Letter* 

Clo* Let’s see’t ; — I will pursfie her 

Even to Augustus’ throne. 

Eis* Or this, or perish, "j 

She’s far enough ; and what he learns by this, }• Aside* 
May prove his travel, not her danger, J 

Clo* Humph ^ 

Eis* I’ll write to my lord she’s dead. O Imogen, 
Safe may’st thou wander, safe return again ! [A^de. 

Clo* Sirrah, is this letter true ? 

Eis* Sir, as I think. 

Clo* It is Posthumus* hand ; I know’t. — Sirrah, 
if thou wouldst not be a villain, but do me true 
service; undergo those employments, wherein I 
should have cause to use thee, with a serious in- 
dustry, — that is, what villainy soe’er I bid thee do, 
to perform it, directly and truly, — I would think 
thee an honest man : thou shouldest neither want 
my means for thy relief, nor my voice for thy pre- 
ferment. 

Eis* Well, my good lord. 

Clo* Wilt thou serve me ? For since patiently and 
constantly thou hast stuck to the hare fortune of 
that beggar Posthumus, thou canst not in the course 
of gratitude but be a diligent follower of mine. 
Wilt thou serve me ? 

Eis. Sir, I will, 

Clo* Give me thy hand, here’s my purse. Hast 
any of thy late master’s garments in tliy possession? 

Eis* I have, my lord, at my lodgings, the same 
suit he wore wiien he took leave of my lady and 
mistress, 

Clo. The first service thou dost me, fetch that 
suit hither : let it be thy first service ; go. 

Ek. I shall, ray lord, [Exit. 

Clo. Meet tlice at Milford-Haven : — I forgot to 
ask him one thing: I’ll rcmeinlv'i<*t anon ; — Even 
there, thou villain, Posthumus, will I kill thee. — X 
would these garments were come. She swd u]>on 
a time, that she held the very gannent of Posthu- 
inus in more respect than my noble and natural 
jiei’son, together with the adornment of my qualities. 
With that suit upon iny back, will I ravish her: 
First kill him, and in her eyes ; there shall she see 
my valour, which will then be a torment to her con- 
tempt. She hath despised me rejoicingly, and I’ll 
be merry in my revenge. ^ 

Re-enter Pisanio, with the Clothes. 

Be those the garments ? 

IHs. Ay, my noble lord. 

Clo. How long is’t since she went to Milford- 
Haven ? 

Eis. She can scarce be there yet. 

Clo. Bring this apparel to my chamber ; that is 
the second thing that I have commanded thee : the 
third is, that thou shalt be a voluntary mute to iny 
design. Be but duteous, and true preferment shall 
tender itself to thee. — My revenge is now at Mil- 
ford ; ’Would I had wings to follow it ! — Come, 
and be true. [Exit* 

IHs. Thou bids’t me to my loss : for true to thee. 
Were to prove false, which I will never be, 

To him that is most true — To Milford go, 

And find not her whom thou pursu’st. Blowf flow, 
You heavenly blessings, on her ! This fool’s speed 
Be cross’d with slowness ; labour be his meed ! 

[ExU. 
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SCEKE VI. 

SCENE VI. — Before the Cave of Belarius. 

Miaer ImogbK) in Botfs Chthes* 

Irm* X see a man*s life is a tedious one ; 

I have tired myself ; and for two nights togetlier 
Have made the ground my bed. 1 should be sick, 
But that my resolution helps me. — Milford, 

When from the mountain-top Fisanio show’d thee. 
Thou wast witliin a ken : O Jove ! I think. 
Foundations fly tlie wretched ; such, I mean, 
Where they should be reliev’d. T wo beggars told me, 
I could not miss my way ; Will poor folks lie, 
Tijat have afflictions on them? knowing ’tis 
A punishment, or trial ? Yes ; no wonder, 

When rich ones scarce tell true: To lapse in fulness 
Is sorer, than to lie for need ; and falsehood 
Is worse in kings than beggars. — My dear lord ! 
Thou art one o’ the false ones : Now' I think on thee, 
My hunger’s gone ; but even before, I was 
At point to sink for food. — But what is this? 

Here is a path to it : ’Tis some savage hold ; 

I were l>e&t not call : I dare not call : yet famine, 
Ere clean it o’erthrow nature, makes it valiant. 
Plenty, and pcaceM^ecds coward^ hardness ever 
■'‘■‘‘anesslsTmotn^^ here ? 

if ahy thfiigTharr'cndl, speak ; if savage. 

Take, or lend. — Ho ! — No answ'cr ? then I’ll enter. 
Best draw my sword : and if mine enemy 
But fear the sword like me, he’ll scarcely look on’t. 
Such a foe, good heavens ! [67ic govs into the Cave- 

Enter Belarius, Guiderius, ond Arviragus. 

BeL You, Polydore, have prov’d best woodman 9, 
and 

Are master of the feast ; Cadwal, and I, 

Will play the cook and servant ; ’tis our match * : 
The sweat of industry would dry, and die, 

But for the end it works to. Come ; our stomachs 
Will make w'hat’s homely, savory : VVariness 
Can ^ore upon tli^ flint, when restive^'Sloth 
Fi n^ tli<ri3own‘'p^ peace be here. 

Poor house, ThalTceep^tirt^^^ ! 

Ouu I am thoroughly weary. 

Arv» I am weak with toil, yet strong in appetite. 
Guu There is cold meat i’ the cave j we’ll browzc 
on that, 

Whilst what we have kill’d be cook’d. 

Beh Stay ; come not in : 

[J.ooking itu 

But that it eats our victuals, I should think 
Here were a fairy. 

Gui* What’s the matter, sir ? 

Bel. By Jupiter, an angel ! or, if not. 

An earthly paragon ! — Behold ivineness 
No elder than a boy ! 

Enter Imogen. 

Imo. Good masters, harm me not : 

Before I enter’d here, I call’d ; and thought 
To have begg’d, or bought, what I have took ; Good 
troth, 

I have stolen nought ; nor w'ould not, though I had 
found 

Gold strew ’d o’ the floor. Here’s money for my meat : 
I would have left it on the board, so soon 
As I had made my meal ; and parted 
Wilhiprayers for the provider. 

Gtti* Money, youth? 

Arv. All gold and silver rather turn to dirt ! 

• Best hunter. ‘ Agreement. 
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As ’tis no better reckon’d, but of those 
Who worship dirty gods. 

/mo I see you are angry : 

Know, if you kill me for my fault, I should 
Have died, had I not made it. 

Bel. Whither bound ? 

Imo. To Milford- Haven, sir. 

Bel. W^hat is your name ? 

Imo. Fidele, sir : I have a kinsman, who 
Is bound for Italy ; he embark’d at Milford : • 

To whom being going, .almost spent with hunger, 

I am fallen in this oiicnee. 

Bel. Pr’ythcc, fair youth, 

Think us no churls ; nor measure our good minds 
By this rude place we live in. Well encounter’d ! 
’Tis almost night : you shall have better cheer 
Ere you depart : and thanks, to stay and eat it. — 
Boys, bid him welcome. 

Gtd. Were you a woman, youth, 

I sliould woo hard, but be your groom. — In honesty, 

I bid for you, as I’d buy. 

Arv. I’ll make’t my comfort. 

He is a man ; I’ll love him as my brother ; — 

And such a welcome as I’d give to him, , 

After long absence, such is yours : — Most welcome ! 

Be sprightly, for you fall ’mongst friends. 

Imo. ’Mongst friends ^ 

If brothers? — ’Would it had been so, that 
they 

Had been my father’s sons ! then had my - Aside. 
prize 

Been less ; and so more equal ballasting 
To thee, Postlidmus. 

Bel. He wrings at some distress. 

Gui. ’Would I could free’t ! 

Arv. Or I ; whate’er it be, 

Whiit pain it cost, what danger ! Gods ! 

Bel. Hark, boys, 

[ Whispering, 

Imo. Great men, 

ITiat had a court no bigger than this cave. 

That did attend themselves, and had the virtue 
Which their own conscience seal’d them, (laying by 
That nothing gift of differing multitudes,) 

Could not out-peer these twain. Pardon me, gods ! 

I’d change my sex to be companion with them, 

Since Leonatus false. 

BeU It shall be so ; 

Boys, we’ll go dress our hunt. — Fair youth, come in; 
Discourse is heavy, fasting ; when we have supp’d. 
We’ll manneily demand thee of thy story. 

So far as thou wilt speak it. 

Gui. Pj^ay, draw near. 

Arv. The night to the owl, and morn to the lark, / 
less welcome. * 

Imo. Thanks, sir. 

Arv. I pray draw near. 

SCENE VII. — Rome. 

Enter two Senators and Tribunes. 

I Sen. This is the tenour 'of the emperor’s writ : 
That since the common men are now in action 
’Gainst the Pannonians and Dalmatians : 

And that the legions now in Gallia are 
Full weak to undertake our wars against 
The fallen-olT Britons j that we do incite 
The gentry to this businsss : He creates 
Eucius pro-consul : and to you the tribunes, 

* In, for intft 
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Act IV, 


For this immediate levy, he commands 
His absolute commission. Long live Ctesar ! 

Tn. Is Lucius general of the forces ? 

2 Sien. Ay. 

ZW. liemaining now in Gallia ? 

1 Sen* With those legions 


Which I have spoke of, whereunto your levy 
Must be supplyant : The words of your commission 
WiU tie you to the numbers and the time 
Of their despatch. . 

Tri* We will discharge our duty. 


ACT IV. 


SCENE I. — Wales. The Foresti near the Cave. 

Euler Cloten, 

Clo. I am near to the i)lace where they should 
meet, if Pisanio have mapped it truly. How lit his 
gannents serve me ! Why should his mistress not 
fit too ? Therein I must play tlie workman. I dare 
speak it to myself, (for it is not vain-gloi*y, for a 
man and his glass to confer, — in his own chamber, 
I mean,) the lines of iny body are as well drawn as 
his ; no less young, more strong, not beneath him 
in fortunr^s, beyond him in the advantage of the 
time, above him in birth, alike conversant in general 
services, and more remarkable in single ojiposi- 
tions ^ : yet this imperseverant thing loves him in 
my despite. What mortality is ! Posthumus, thy 
head, which now' is growing uj)on thy shoulders, 
shall w'ithin this hour be off; thy mistress enforced ; 
thy garments cut to pieces before thy ftice ; and all 
this done, spurn her home to her father ; who may, 
haply, be a little angry for my so rough usage ; but 
my mother, having power of his testiness, shall turn 
all into my commeiulations. My horse is tied up 
safe : Out sword, and to a sore purpose ! Fortune ! 
put them into my hand ! This is tlie very descrip- 
tion of their meeting-place ; and the fellow dares 
not deceive me. [Ej^it. 

SCENE II. — Before the Cave. 

Enter, from the Cave, Beeakiu-s, Guideiuus, 
Arvihagus, ami Imogen. 

Bel. You arc not well : [3’o Imogen.] remain 
here in the cave ; 

We’ll come to you after hunting. 

Ani. Brother, stay here : 

[3() Imogen. 

Are W'c not brothers ? 

Imo. So man and man should be ; 

< But clay and clay diflers in dignity, 

Whose dust is both alike. — I am very sick. 

Gui. Go you to hunting, I’ll abide with him, 

Imo. So sick I am not ; yet I am not well : 

But not so citizen a wanton, as 
To seem to die, ere sick : So jdeasc you leave me ; 
Stick to your journal 6 course: the bread i of custom 
Is breach of all. I am ill ; but your being by me 
Cannot amend me ; SpcictjMls no comfort 
To one not sociable : Ihn not ‘vi^iy"’siclc, 
SSTT'ear^ it. Pray you, trust me here : 

I’ll rob none but myself ; and let me die, 

Stealing so poorly. 

(Fid, I love thee ; I have spoke it ; 

How much the .pantity, the weight as much, 

As I do love my fatlier. 

Bel* What? how? how? 

Arvl If it be sin to say so, sir, I yoke me 

» III single combat. ® Keep your daily course. 


In my good brother’s fault . I know not why 
I love this youth ; and 1 have heard you say, 

Love’s reason’s without reason ; the bier at door, 
Ahdlt tfcinaiid, wTio'TsT'Shffl'l dTe, I’d say, 

Afy father, not this youth. 

Bel. O noble strain ! [Aside. 

0 worthiness of nature ! breed of greatness ! 

(r'owai ds father cowards, and base thin^ sire base ; 
Nature hadi meal, and bran ; contempt, and grace. 

1 aih not their father ; yet who this should be, 

Doth miracle itself, lov’d before me. — 

’Tis the ninth liour o’ the morn, 

At'v. Brother, farewell. 

Imo. I wish ye sport. 

Arv. You health. — So please you, sir. 

Imo. [Aside.] These are kind crwiturcs. Gods, 
what lies I have heard ! 

Our courtiers say, all’s savage, but at court : 
Experience, O, thou disprov’st report ! 

T'he imperious 7 seas breed monsters ; for the dish, 
Poor tributary rivers as sweet fish. 

I am sick still ; hcart-sick ; — I’isanio, 

I’ll now taste of thy drug. 

Gui. I could not stir him ; 

lie said, he W’as gentle but unfortunate ; 
Dishonestly alllicted, but yet honest. 

Arv. Thus did he answer me : ^yet said, hereafter 
I might know more. 

Bel. To the field, to tlie field ; — ■ 

We’ll leave you for this time : go in, and re.st. 

Arv. We’ll not be long away. 

Bel. Pray, be not sick, 

For you must be our housewife. 

Imo. Well, or ill, 

I am bound to you. 

Bel. And so shall be ever. 

[Exit Imogen. 

This youth, howe’er distress’d,* appears, he hath had 
Good ancestors. 

Arv. How angel-like he sings ! 

Gui. But his neat cookery ! He cuts our roots in 
j characters ; 

And sauc’d our broths, as Juno had been sick, 

And be her dieter. 

Arv. Nobly he yokes 

A smiling with a sigh : as if the sigh 
Was that it was, for not being such a smile ; 

The smile mocking the sigh, that it would fly 
From so divine a temple, to commix 
With winds that sailors rail at. 

Gui. I do note, 

That grief and patience, rooted in him both. 
Mingle their spurs ^ togetlier. 

Arv. Grow, patience ! 

And let the fetid elder, grief, untwine • 

His perishing root, .with the increasing vine ! 

^ Imperial. ® Well.borii, 

9 Spurs are the roets of trees. 
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Scene II. 


Beh It is great morning. Come j away. — Who’s 
there ? 

, Eixler Clotew. 

Clo* I cannot find those runagates ; that villain 
Hath mock’d me ; — 1 am faint. 

Bel Those runagates ! 

Means he not us? I partly know him ; ’tis 
Cloteii, the son o’ the queen. I fear some ambush. 
I saw him not these many years, and yet 
I know ’tis he ; — We are held as outlaws ; — Hence. 

Om, He is but one : you and my brother searcli 
WJiat companies are near; pray you, away ; 

Let me alone with him. 

[Exeunt BELAaiirs and Arviuaou.s. 
r/o. Soft ! What are you 

That fly me thus? some villain inouiitaineers? 

I liave heard of such. — What slave art thou? 

Gui, A thing 

More slavish did I ne’er, than answering 
A slnecy without a knock. 

Clo, Thou art a robber, 

A law-breaker, a villain ; Yield thee, thief. 

OuU To who? to thee? W^iat art thou ? Have 
not I 

An arm as big as thine? a heart as big? 

Thy words, 1 grant are bigger ; for I w-ear not 
My dagger in my mouth. Say, what thou art? 
W’liy I should yield to thee? 

Clo. Thou villain base, 

Know’st me not by my clothes ? 

Gui. No, nor thy tailor, rascal, 

Who is thy grandfather ; he made tliose clothes, 
Which, as it seems, make thee. 

Clo. Thou precious varlct, 

My tailor made them not. 

Gui. Hence then, and thank 

The man that gave them thee. 'I’hou art some fixil j 
1 am loath to be^t thee. 

Clo. * Thou injurious thief, 

Hear but my name, and tremble. 

Gui. What’s thy name? 

Clo. Cloten, thou villain. 

Gvi. Cloten, thou double villain, be tby name, 

1 cannot tremble at it ; w ere’t toad, or adder, spider, 
’Tw'ould move me sooner. 

Clo. To fhy further fear. 

Nay, to thy mere confusion, thou slialt know 
I’m son to the queen. 

Gui. 9 I’m sorry for’t ; not seeming 

So worthy as thy birth. 

Clo. Art not afeard ? 

Gtii. Those that I reverence, those 1 fear; the wdse ; 
At fools I laugh, not fear them. 

Clo, Die the death : 

When I have slain thee with my proper hand. 

I’ll follow those that even now fled hence, 

And on the gates of Liid’s town set ytnir heads : 
Yield, rustic mountaineer. [Exeunt, Jighting. 

Enter Belarius and Arviragus. 

Bel, No company’s abroad. 

Arv, None in the world ; You did mistake liim, 
sure. 

Bel. I cannot tell : Long is it since I .saw him. 
But time hath nothing blurr’d those lines of favour ’ 
Which then he wore ; the snatches in his voice, 
And burst of speaking, were as his : I am absolute, 
’Twas very Cloten. 

* Countenance 


Arv> In this place we left them ; 

I wish my brother made good time with him, 

You say he is so fell. 

Bel. Being scarce made up, 

I mean, to man, he had not apprehension 
Of roaring terrors ; for the effect of judgment 
Is oft the cause of fear : But see, thy brother. 

Be-enter Guiderius with Cloxen’s Head. 

Gui. This Cloten was a fool ; an empty purse,* 
There was no money in’t . not Hercules 
Could have knock’d out his brains, for he had none ; 
Yet I not doing this, the fool had borne 
My head, as I do his* 

Bel. What hast thou done ? 

GuL I am perfect, what ; cut off one Cloten’s head, 
Son to the queen, after his own report ; 

Who call’d me traitor, mountaineer; and swore, 
With his own single hand he’d take us in ^ 
Displace our heads, where (thank the gods !) they 
grow. 

And set tliem on Liid’s town. 

Bel. We arc all undone. 

Gui. W'hy, wwthy father, wdiat have vie to lose, 
But. that he sw’ore to take, our lives? The law 
lYotects not us : Then w by should we be tender, 
'To let an arrogant piece of flesh threat us ; 

Play judge, and executioner, all himself ; 

For we do fear the law ? What company 
Discover you abroad ? 

Bel. No single soul 

Can we set eye on, but, in all safe reason, 

He must have some attendants. Though his humour 
Was nothing but mutation ; ay, and that 
From one bad thing to worse ; not frenzy, not 
Absolute madness could so far have rav’d, 

To liring him here alone : Although, perhaps, 

It may be heard at court, that such as we 
Cave liere, hunt here, are outlaws, and in time 
May make some stronger bead ; the w hich he hearing, 
(As it is like him,) might break out and swx*ar 
He’d fetch us in ; yet is’t not probable 
To come alone, either he so undertaking, 

Or they so suffering ; then on good ground we fear, 
If we do fear iliis body bath a tail 
More perilous than the head. • 

Arv. Let ordinance 

Come as the gods foresay it : howsoe’er. 

My brother hath done well. 

Bel. 1 had no mind 

To hunt this day : the boy Fidele’s sickness 
Di»l make iny w'ay long forth. 

Gui. With bis own sw'ord, 

Which he did wave against my throat, I have ta’cii 
His liead from him ; I’ll throw’t into tlie creek 
Behind our rock ; and let it to the sea, 

And tell the fishes, he’s the queen’s son, Cloten : 
That’s all I reck. 3 

Bel. I fear ’twill be reveng’d : 

’Would, Polydore, thou hadst not done’t ! though 
valour 

Becomes thee well enough. 

Arv. ’Would I had done’t, 

So the revenge alone pursued me ! — Polydore, 

I love thee brotherly ; but envy much, 

Thou hast robb’d me of this deed : I would, revenges. 
That possible strength might meet, would seek us 
through, 

And put us to our answer, 
a Conquer, subdue. 


Care 
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Bd» Well, ’tis done ; — 

Well hunt no more to-day, nor seek for danger 
Where there’s no profit. I pr’ythee, to our rock ; 
You and Fidele play the cooks : I’ll stay 
Till hasty Polydore return, and bring liira 
To dinner presently. 

Aru^ • Poor sick Fidele ! 

I’ll willingly to him : To gain his colour, 

I’d let a parish of such Clotens’ blood. 

And praise myself for charity. [Exit, 

Bel* O thou goddess. 

Thou divine Nature, how thyself thou blazon ’st 
In these two princely boys ! They arc as gentle 
As zephyrs, blowing below the violet, 

Not wagging his sweet head : and yet as rough. 
Their royal blood enchaf ’d, as the rud'st wind, 

That by the top doth take the mountain pine, 

And make him stoop to tlie vale. ’Tis wonderful, 
That an invisible instinct should frame tliem 
To royalty unlearn’d ; honour untaught ; 

Civility not seen from other ; valour. 

That wildly grows in them, but yields a crop 
As if it had been sow’d ! Yet still it’s strange 
What Clpten’s being here to us portends ; 

Or what his death will bring us. 

Jle^enter Guide rhis. 

Guu Where’s my brother ? 

I have sent Cloten’s clot-poll down the stream. 

In embassy to his mother j his body’s hostage 
For his return. [Solemn musick. 

Bel. My ingenious instrument ! 

Hark, Polydore, it sounds! But what occasion 
Hath Cadwal now to give it motion ! Hark ! 

Guu Is he at home ? 

Bet. He went hence even now. 

Gui. What does he mean ? since death of my dear’st 
mother 

It did not speak before. All solemn things 
Should answer solemn accidents. The matter ? 
Triumphs for nothing, and lamenting toys 
Is jollity for apes, and grief for boys. 

Is Cadwal mad ? 

j 

Be^nter Arviragus, bearing Imogen as dead, in 
* /lis arms. 

Bel. Look, here be comes. 

And brings the dire ocoasion in his arms. 

Of what we blame him for I 
Arv. The bird is dead. 

That we have made so much on. I had rather 
Have skipp’d from sixteen years of age to sixty. 
Than have seen this. 

Gui. O sweetest, fairest lily ; 

My brother wears not thee one-half so well, 

As when thou grew’st thyself. 

Bel* O, melancholy ! 

Who ever yet could sound thy bottom? find 
The ooze, to show what coast thy sluggish crare ^ 
Might casiliest harbour in ? — Thou blessed thing ! 
Jove knows what man thou migbtst have made ; 
but I, 

Thou diedst, a most rare boy, of melancholy 1 — 
How found you him ? 

Arv* Stark as you see ; 

Thus smiling, as some fly had tickled slumber. 

Not as death’s dart, being laugh’d at : his right cheek 
RqfKMing on a cu^ion* 

* Trifita » A slow-Mlling, unwieldy vessel « Stiff 


Act Iv. 

Gui* Where ? 

Arv* O’ the floor ; 

His arms thus leagu’d : I thought, he slept ; and put 
My clouted brogues ? from oft* my feet, whosii^rude. 
ness 

Answer’d my steps too loud. 

Gui* Why, he but sleeps ; 

If he be gone, he’ll make his grave a bed ; 

With female fairies will his tomb be haunted, 

And worms will not come to thee. 

Arv* Witli fairest flowers, 

Wiiilst summer lasts, and I live here, Fidele, 

I’ll sweeten thy sad grave : Thou shalt not lack 
The flower, that’s like thy face, pale primrose ; nor 
The azur’d hare-bell, like thy veins ; no, nor 
Tile leaf of eglantine, whom not to slander, 
Out-sweeten’d not thy breath : the rudduck 8 would, 
With charitable bill (O bill, sore-shaming 
Tliose rich-left heirs, that let their fathers lie 
Without a monument !) bring thee all this ; 

Yea, and furr’d moss besides, when flowers are none, 
To winter-ground 9 tliy corse. 

Gui, Pr’ythee, have done 

And do not play in wench-like words with that 
Wliich is so serious. Let us bury him. 

And not protract with admiration wjiiat 
Is now due debt — To the grave. 

Arv* Say, where shall’s lay him ' 

Gtd* By good Euriphile, our mother. 

Arv. Be’t so ; 

And let us, Polydore, though now our voices 
Have got the mannish crack, sing him to the ground, 
As once our mother ; use like note, and words, 
Save that Euriphile must be Fidele. 

Gui. Cadwal, 

I cannot sing : I’ll weep, and word it with thee. 
Arv. We’ll speak it tlien. 

Bel. Great griefs, I see, medicine the less ; for 
Cloten 

Is quite forgot. He was a qnet,iV s son, boys ; 

And, thougli he came our enemy, remember, 

He was paid for that : Though mean and mighty, 
rotting 

Togetlier, have one dust ; yet reverence, 

(That angel of the world,) doth make distinction 
Of place ’tween high and low. Our foe was princely 
And though you took bis life, as being our foe, 

Yet bury him as a prince. 

Gui. ’Pray you, fetch him hitlier. 

Thersites* body is as good as ^jax, 

When neither are alive. 

Arv. If you’ll go fetch him, 

We’ll say our song tlie whilst. — Brother, begin. 

[Exit Belarius* 

Gui. Nay, Cadwal, we must lay his head to the 
east ; 

My father hath a reason for’t. 

Arv. ’Tis true. 

Gui. Come on then, and remove him. 

Arv. So, — begin. 

SONG. 

Gui. Fear no more the heat 6* the sun, 

Nor the furious winter's rages; 

Thou th^ wofrlMy taAc hast done. 

Home art gone, and ta*en thy wages ; 
Golden lads and girls all must. 

As cHmney’-swe^pers, come to dust* 

r Shoes plated with Iron. * The red.breast 
» Probably a corrupt reading, for, wHher round thy cofse. 
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Arv. JFear no mot'o the frown o' the great» 

Thou art past the tyrant's stroke ; 

Care no more to clothe, and ecU ; 

• To thee the reed is as the oak : 

The scejder, learning, physick, muU 
AU follow this, and come to dust. 

Giii. Fear no more the lightning flash, 

Arv. Nor the aU-dreaxled thunder-stone ; 

Gui. Fear not slander, censure ' rash t 
Arv. 7'h<m hast finish'd joy and moan : 

Both. All lovers young, all lovers must 

Consign ^ to thee, and come to dust. 

Gui, No exorciser harm thee / 

Arv. Nor no witchcraft charm thee / 

Gui. Ghost unlaid forbear thee / 

Arv. Nothing ill co7ne near thee / 

Both. Q.uiet consummatioti have ; 

And renowned be thy grave ! 

Fe-enter Belariu.s, with the Body of Cloten. 

Gut. We have done our obsequies: Come, lay 
him down. 

Bel. Here’s a few flowers, but about midnight, 
more : 

The herbs, tliat have on them cold dew o’ the nlglii. 
Are strewings fittest for graves. — Upon their 
faces ; — 

You were as flowers, now wither’d : even so 
These herb’lets shall, winch we upon you strow. — 
jC’onie on, away : apart, upon our knees. 

The ground, that gave them first, has them again j 
, I’hcir pleasures here are past, so is their pain. 

[^Exeunt ^ Belarius, Guideuius, and 
Arviragus. 

Imo. [Awaking.'] Yes, sir, to Milford-Ilaven ; 
which is the way ? — 

I thank you. — By yon bush ? — Pray, how far 
thither J 

Is’t possible it can\)e six miles yet? 

I have gone all night : — 1 will lie down and sleep. 
But, soft, no bedfellow : — O, gods and goddesses ! 

[Seeing the Body. 

These flowers are like tlie pleasures of the world ; 
This bloody man, the care on’t, I hope, I dream ; 
For, so, I thought I was a cave-keeper. 

And cook to honest- creatures ; But ’tis not so ; 
*Twas but a bolt ^ of nothing, shot at nothing, 
Which the brain makes of fumes : Our very eyes 
Are sometimes like our judgments, blind. Good 
faith, 

I tremble still with fear : But if there be 
Yet left in heaven as small a drop of pity 
As a wren’s eye, fear’d gods, a part of it ! 

The dream’s here still ; even when I wake, it is 
Without me, as within me : not imagin’d, felt. 

A headless man ! — The garments of Posthumus ! 

I know the shape of his leg : this is his hand ; 

His foot Mercurial ; his martial thigh : 

The brawns of Hercules ; but his jovial ^ face — 
Murder in heaven ? — How ? — - *Tis gone. — Pi- 
sanio. 

All curses madded Hecuba gave the Greeks, 

And mine to boot, be darted on thee ! Thou, 
Conspir’d with tliat irregulous ^ devil, Cloten, 

Hast here cut off my lord. — To write, and read, 
Be heii:^efbrth treacherous. O Pisanio, 

Bisanio, with his forged letters, hath 

1 Judgment < Seal the fame contract ’ An arrow. 

« A fime like Jeve*R • Lawless, Ucentioua 


From this most bravest vessel of the world 
Struck the main-top ! — O, Posthumus ! alas, 
Where is thy head? where’s tliat? Ah me ! where*! 
that? 

Pisanio mig^ have kill’d thee at the heart, 

And left this head on. — How should tliis be ? Pi- 
sanio ? 

*Tis he, and Cloten : malice and lucre in them 
Have laid this woe here. O, ’tis pregnant^ preg- 
nant ! ® 

The drug he gave me, which, he said, was precious 
And cordial to me, have 1 not found it 
Murd’rous to the senses ? That conftnns it Iiome : 
This is Pisanio’s deed, and Cioten’s : O ! — 

Give colour to my pale cheek with thy blooil, 

'i'hat we the horrider may seem to those 
Which chance to find us : O, my lord, my lord ! 

Enter Lucius, a Captain, and other Officers, and a 
Soothsayer. 

Cap. To tliem tlie legions garrison’d in Gallia, 
After your will, have cross’d tlie sea ; attending 
You here at Milford- Haven, with your ships : 

They are here in readiness. * 

f.uc. But what from Home ? 

Cap. The senate hath stirr’d up the confiners, 
And gentlemen of Italy ; most willing spirits 
That promise noble service ; and they come 
Under the conduct of bold lachimo, 

Sienna’s brother. 

Luc. When expect you them ? 

Cap. With the next benefit o’ the wind. 

I.uc. This forwardness 

Makes our hopes fair. Command, our present 
numbers 

Be muster’d ; bid the captains look to’t. — Now^, sir, 
Wliat have you dream’d, of late, of this war’s pur- 
pose? 

Sooth, Last night the very gods show’d me a vision : 
(I fast, and pray’d, for tlicir intelligence,) Thus: — 
1 saw Jove’s bird, the Roman eagle, wing’d 
From the spongy south to this part of the west, 
There vanish’d in the sunbeams ; which portends, 
(Unless my sins abuse my divination,} 

Success to the Roman host. 

Luc. Dream often so, 

And never false. — Soft, ho ! what trunk is here, 
Without his top ? The ruin speaks, that sometime 
It was a worthy building. — How ! a page ! — 

Or dead, or sleeping on him ? But dead, rather : 
For nature doth abhor to make his bed 
With the defunct, or sleep upon the dead. — 

Let’s see the boy’s face. 

Cap. He is alive, my lord. 

Luc. He’ll then instruct us of this body. 
Young one, 

Inform us of thy fortunes ; for, it seems, 

They crave to be demanded : Who is this, 

Thou mak’st thy bloody pillow ? Or who was he, 
That, otherwise than noble nature did. 

Hath alter’d that good picture? What’s thy interest 
In this sad wreck ? How came it ? Who is it ? 
What art thou ? 

Imo. 1 am nothing: or, if not. 

Nothing to be were better. This was my master, 
A very valiant Briton, and a good, 

That here by mountaineers lies slain : — Alas ! 
There are no more such masters : I may wander 
From east to Occident, cry out for service, 

0 i, e. ’I'is a ready, agioslte oondusiou. 
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Try many* all good, serve truly, never 
Find such another master. 

Luc. *Lack, good youth ! 

Thou mov’st no less with thy complaining, tlian 
Thy master in bleeding : Say, thy name. 

Imo. Fidele. 

Luc. Thou dost approve thyself the very same : 
Thy name well fits thy faith ; thy faith, thy name. 
Vilt take thy chance with me ? I will not say, 
Thou shalt be so well master’d ; but, be sure. 

No less belov’d. The Homan emperor’s letters. 
Sent by a consul to me, should not sooner 
Than ^ine own worth, prefer thee : Go with me. 
Imo. I’ll follow, sir. But first, an’t please tlie 
gods. 

I’ll hide ray master from the flies, as deep 
As these poor pickaxes " can dig : and when 
With wild wood-leaves and weeds I have strew’d 
his grave, 

And on it said a century of prayers, 

Such as I can, twice o’er. I’ll weep, and sigh ; 

And, leaving so liis service, follow you. 

So please you entertain me. 

Luc. ' Ay, good youth ; 

And rather father thee, than master thee. — 

My friends, 

The boy hath taught us manly duties : Let us 
Find out the prettiest daisied plot we can. 

And make Iiim with our pikes and partizans 
A grave : Come, arm liim. — Boy, lie is preferr’d 
By thee to us ; and he shall be interr’d, 

As soldiers can. Be cheerful ; wipe thine eyes : 
Some falls are means the happier to arise. [^Exeunt. 

SCENE III. — A Boom in Cymbeline’s Palace, 
Enter Cymbklink, Lords, and Pisanio. 

Ci/m. Again; and bring me word how ’tis with 
her. 

A fever with the absence of her son ; 

A madness, of which her life ’s in danger : 
Heavens, 

How deeply you at once do touch me I Imogen, 
The great part of my comfort, gone ; my queen 
Upon a desperate bed ; and in a time 
When fearful wars point at me ; her son gone. 

So needful for this present : It strikes me, past 
The hope of comfort. — But for thee, fellow, 

Who needs must know of her departure, and 
Dost seem so ignorant, we’ll enforce it from thee 
By a sharp torture. 

Pis. Sir, my life is yours : 

I humbly set it at your will ; But, for my mistress, 
I nothing know where she remains, why gone, 

Nor when she purposes return. ’Beseech your 
highness, 

Hold me your loyal servant. 

1 Lord, Good my liege, 

’The day tliat she was missing, he was here : 

I dare be bound he’s true, and shall perform 
All parts of his subjection loyally. 

For Cloten,— 

There wants no diligence in seeking him, 

And will, no doubt, be found. 

Cym. The time ’s troublesome : 

We’ll slip you for a season : but our jealousy 

[To PlSAKIO. 

Does yet depend* 

1 Lord, So please y<mr majesty, 

1 Herfingeva* 


Act IV. 

The Roman legions, all from Gallia drawn, 

Are landed on your coast ; with a supply 
Of Roman gentlemen, by the senate sent. 

Cym. Now for the counsel of my son and queen ! — 
I am amaz’d with matter.® 

1 Lord, Good my liege, 

Your preparation can affront 9 no less 
Than what you hear of : come more, for more you’re 
ready : 

The want is, but to put those powers in motion. 
That long to move. 

Cyw. I thank you ; Let’s withdraw ; 

And meet the time, as it seeks us. We fear not 
What can from Italy annoy us ; but 
We grieve at chances here. — Away. [Exeunt. 

Pis. 1 heard no letter from my master, since 
I wrote him, Imogen was slain: ’Tis strange: 

Nor hear I from my mistress, who did promise 
To 3 rield me often tidings ; Neither know I 
What is betid to Cloten ; but rem.ain 
Perplex’d in all. The heavens still must work ; 
Wherein lam false, 1 am honest; not true, to be true. 
These present wars shall find 1 love my country, 
Even to the note ' o’the king, or I’ll fall in them. 
All other doubts, by time let them be clear’d : 
Fortune brings in some boats, that are not steer’d. 

[Exit. 

SCENE IV. — Before the Cave. 

Enter Belauius, Guidekius, and Arvikaocs 

Gui. The noise is round about us. • 

Bel. Let us from it. 

Arv. What pleasure, sir, find we In life, to lock it 
From action and adventure ? 

Gui. Nay, what hope 

Have we in hiding us? this way, the Homans 
Must or for Britons slay us ; or receive us 
For barbarous and unnatural revolts 
During their use, and slay us a/lt» r. 

Bel, Sons, 

We’ll higher to the mountains ; there secure us. 

To the king’s party tliere’s no going : newness 
Of Cloten’s death (we being not known, not muster’d 
Among tJie bands) may drive us to a render ® 
Where wu have liv’d ; and so extort from us 
That which we’ve done, whose answer would be 
death 

Drawn on with torture. 

Gui. This is, .sir, a doubt, 

In such a time, nothing becofiiing you. 

Nor satisfying us. 

Arv. It is not likely, 

lliat when tliey hear the Roman horses neigh. 
Behold their quarter’d fires, have both their eyes 
And ears so cloy’d importantly as now, 

That they will waste their time upon our note % 

To know from whence we are* 

Bel. O, I am known 

Of many in the army : many years. 

Though Cloten then but young, you see, not wore 
him 

From my remembrance. And, besides, the king 
Hath not deserv’d ray service, nor your loves ; 

Who find in my exile the want of breeding, 

The certainty of this hard life ; aye hopeless 
To have the courtesy your cradle promis’d, 

But to be still hot summer’s tanlings, and o 
The shrinking slaves of winter. 

® Confounded by a variety of business. » Encounter, 
Notice. * hevolten. * An accotint * Noticing us. 
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Act V. Scene I. 

Ouu Than be so, 

Better to cease to be. Pray, sir, to the ai-my ; 

I and my brother are not known ; yourself, 

So out of thought, and thereto so o’ergrown, 
Cannot be question’d. 

Arv» By this sun that shines, 

ril thither ; What tiling is it, that I never 
Did see man die ? scarce ever look'd on blood. 

But that of coward hares, hot goats, and venison ? 
Never hestrid a horse, save one, that had 
A rider like myself, who ne’er wore rowel 
Nor iron on his heel ? I am asham’d 
To look upon the holy sun, to have 
The benefit of his blcss’d beams, remaining 
So long a poor unknown. 


SCENE 1,-— A Field between the British and Ro- 
man Camps, 

Enter Posthumus, wUh a bloodi/ Handkerchief, 
Post. Yea, bloody cloth, I’ll keep thee; for I 
wish’d 

Thou shouldst bo colour’d thus. You married ones. 
If each of you would take this course, how many 
Must murder wives much better than themselves, 
For wrying ^ but a little — O, Pisanio ! 

Every good servant docs not all commands : 

No bond, but to do just ones. — (5ods ! if you 
Should have ta’en vengeance on my faults, 1 never 
Had liv’d to put on ^ this ; so had you saved 
The noble Imogen to repent ; and struck 
Me, wretch, more worth your vengeance. But, 
alack, 

You snatch some l^ipqce for little faults ; that’s love, 
To have them fall no more ; you some permit 
To second ills with ills, each elder worse; 

And make them dread it to the doer’s thrift. 

But Imogen is your own . Do your best wills. 

And make me bloss’d to obey ! — I am brought 
hither 

Among the Italian gentry, and to fight 
Against my lady’s kingdom : ’Tis enough 
That, Britain, I have kill’d thy mistress ; peace ! 
1*11 give no wound to thee. Therefore, good heavens. 
Hear patiently my pui^ose ; I’ll disrobe me 
Of these Italian weeds, and suit myself 
As does a Briton peasant : so I’ll fight 
Against the part I come with ; so I’ll die 
For thee, O Imogen, even for whom my life 
Is, eveiy breath, a death ; and thus, unknown, 
Pitied nor hated, to the face of peril 
Myself I’ll dedicate. Let me make men know 
More valour in me, than my habits show. 

Gods put the strengtli o’ the Leonati in me ! 

To shame the guise o* the world, I will begin 
The fashion, less without, and more within ! \ExU. 

SCENE II. The same. 

EfUeTi dt one side, Lucius, Iachimo, and the Roman 
Army i at the other stdct the British Army; 
liKOHATUs Posthumus foUoning it, like a poohr 
SMieK They march over) and go out. Alarums. 
Then enter again m skirmiskt Iachimo awd Post- 

^ Deviatiaf Areas the right way. 

* Incite, inel^iNe, 


Gw. By heavens, I’ll go: 

If you will bless me, sir, and give me leave, 

I’ll take the better care ; but if you will not, 

The hazard therefore due fall on me, by 
The bands of Romans ! 

jiirv. So say I ; Amen. 

Eel. No reason I, siiice on your lives you set 
So slight a valuation, should reserve 
My crack’d one to more care. Have with you, boyf»: 
If in your country wars you chance to die, 

That is my bed too, lads, and there I’ll lie : 

Lead, lead. — The time seems long ; their blood 
thinks scorn, [Aside, 

Till it fly out, and show them princes born. 

[Ereimt. 


V. 

HUMUS ; he vnnqnishcth and disarmrlh Iachimo, 
and then leaves aim. , 

lack. The heaviness and guilt within my bosom 
Takes off* my manhood : I have belied a lady, 

Die princess of this country, and the air on’t 
Revengingly enfeebles me ; Or could this carl 7, 

A very drudge of nature’s, have sididu’d me, 

In my profession? Knighthoods and honours, borne 
As I M'ear mine, are titles but of scorn. 

If that thy gentry, Britain, go before 

I’liis lout, as he exceeds our lords, the odds 

Is, that wc scarce are men, and you are gods. [Ejnt. 

The Eattle continues, the Britons f y ; CyMBELiNB 
is taken : then enter to his rescue, Belarius, 
Guidkbius, and Arviragus. 

Ed. Stand, stand ! We have the advantage of 
the ground ; 

The lane is guarded : nothing routs us, but 
The villainy of our fears. 

CuL Arv. Stand, stand, and fight ! 

Enter Postuumus, and seconds the Britons. They 
rescue Cymbeline, and exnsmt. Then, enter 
Lucius, Iachimo, and Imogen. 

Jaic, Away, boy, f roin the t roops, and save thyself : 
For friends kill friends, and the disorder’s such 
As war were bood-wink’d. 

Inch. ’ Pis their fresh supplies. 

I,uc, It is a day turn’d strangely : or betimes 
Let’s reinforce, or fly. [EneunU 

SCENE III. — • Another Part if the Field. 
Enter Postuumus and a British l.ord. 

Lord. Cain’st thou from where they made the 
stand ? 

Post. I did: 

Though you, it seems, come from the fliers. 

Lord. I did. 

Post, No blame be to you, sir ; for all was lost, 
But that the heavens fought : The king himself 
Of his wings destitute, the army broken. 

And but the backs of Britons seen, all flying 
Through a strait lane ; the enemy full-hearted, 
LolHng the tongue with slaughtering, having work 
More plentiful than tools to do’t, sti-uck down 
Some mortally, some slightly touch’d, some falling 

7 Clown. 
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Merely through fear; that tlie strait path was 
damm*d ® 

With dead meny hurt behind^ and cowards living 
To die with lengthen'd shame, 
iord. Where was this lane ? 

Post* Close by the battle, ditch’d, and wall’d 
with turf ; 

Which gave advantage to an ancient soldier, 

4 n honest one, I warrant ; who deserv’d 
So long a breeding, as his white beard came to, 

In doing this for his country ; — athwart the lane. 
He, with two striplings, (lads more like to run 
The country base % than to commit such slaughter; 
With faces fit for masks, or rather fairer 
Than those for preservation cas’d, or shame,) 

Made good the passage ; cry’d to those that fled. 
Our Britain’^ harts dkfiyinff^ not our men : 

To darkness Jleetf souls thatfiy backv^ards / Stand; 
Or we are Romans, and will give you that 
Ijike beastSf which you shun beastly ; and may savct 
Put to look back in frown : stand, stand. — These 
three, 

Tliree thousand confident, in act as many, 

(For thr^e performers are the file, when all 
The rest do nothing,) with this word, Stand, stand, 
Accommodated by the place, more charming, 

With their own nobleness, (which could have turn’d 
A distafl' to a lance,) gilded pale looks, 

Part, shame, part, spirit renew’d ; tliat some, turn’d 
coward 

But by example (O, a sin in war, 

Foulest in the beginners !) ’gan to look 
The way that they did, and to grin like lions 
Upon the pikes o* the hunters. Then began 
A stop i’ the chaser, a retire ; anon, 

A rout, confusion thick : Forthwith they fly 
Chickens, tlie way which they stoop’d eagles ; slaves, 
The strides they victors made: and now our cowards 
(Like fragments in hard voyages,) became 
The life o’ the need ; having found the back-door open 
Of the unguarded hearts, heavens, how they w'oiind ! 
Some, slain before ; some, dying ; some, their friends 
O’erborne i’the fonner wave : ten, chas’d by one, 
Are now eacli one, the slaughter-man of twenty : 
Those, that would ^ie or ere resist, are grown 
The mortal bugs < o’ the field. 

Lord. This was strange chance : 

A narrow lane ! an old man, and two boys ! 

Post* Nay, do not wonder at it : You are made 
Rather to wonder at the things you hear, 

Than to work any. Will you rhyme upon’t, 

And vent it for a mockery ? Here is one ; 

Two boys, an old man twice a boy, a lane, 

Preserved the Britons, was the Romans bane* 

Lord* Nay, be not angry, sir. 

Post* ’Lack, to what end ? 

Who dares not stand his foe, I’ll be his friend ; 

For if he’ll do, as he is made to do, 

I know, he’ll quickly fly my friendship too. 

You have put me into rhyme. 

Xerdi Farewell, you are angty. 

[JSxd. 

Post* Still going ? — ■ Tliis is a lord ! O noble 
misery! 

To be i’ the field, and ask, what news of me ! 
To-day, how many would have given their honours 
To have sav’d their carcasses? took heel to do’t, 

9 Block’d up 

* A country game called peismAars, vulgarly prUan-base* 

‘ Bug-bears, terrori. 


Act V. 

And yet died too ? I, in mine own woe charm’d, 
Could not find death, where I did hear him groan ; 
Nor feel him, where he struck: Being an ugly 
monster, • 

*Tis strange, he hides him in fresh cups, soft beds, 
Sweet words ; or halli more ministers than we 
That draw his knives i’ the war. — Well, I will find 
him : 

For being now a favourer to the Roman, 

No more a Briton, 1 have resum’d again 
The part I came in : Fight I will no more, 

But yield me to the veriest hind, that shall 
Once touch my shoulder. Great the slaughter is 
Here made by the Homan ; great the answer be 
Britons must take ; For me, my ransom’s death ; 
On either side I come to spend my breath ; 

Which neither here I’ll keep, nor bear again, 

But end it by some means for Imogen. 

Enter two British Captains, and Soldiers* 

1 Cap* Great Jupiter be prais’d! Lucius is taken : 
’Tis thought the old man and his sons were angels. 

2 Cap* There was a fourth man, in a silly habit, 
That gave the affront ^ with them. 

1 Cap* So *tis reported : 

But none of them can be found. — Stand ! who is 

there ? 

Post. A Roman ; 

Who hatl not now been drooping here, if seconds 
Had answered him. 

2 Cap* Lay hands on him ; a dog ! 

A leg of Rome shall not return to tell 

What crows have peck’d them here ; He brags his 
service 

As if he were of note : bring him to the king. 

Enter Cymbeline, attended; Belarius, Guiderius, 
Arviragus, Pisanio, and Roman Captives. The 
CapUiins present Posthumus to Cymbeline, who 
delivers him over to a Gaoler: pfi'er which, all go out* 

SCENE IW*-^ A Prison* 

Enter Posthumus, and two Gaolers, 

1 Gaol* You shall not now be stolen, you have 

locks upon you ; 

So, graze, as you find pasture. 

2 Gaol* Ay, or a stomach. 

[Exeunt Gaolers. 
Post. Most w'clcome bondage 1 for thou art a way, 
I think, to liberty : Yet am I better 
Than one that’s sick o’ the gout ; since he had rather 
Groan so in perpetuity, than be cur’d 
By the sure physician, death ; who is the key 
To unbar these locks. My conscience ! thou art 
fetter’d 

More than my shanks, and wrists : You good gods, 
give me 

The penitent instrument, to pick that bolt. 

Then free for ever ! Is’t enough, I am sorry ? 

So children temporal fathers do appease ; 

Gods are more full of mercy. Must 1 repent ? 

I cannot do it better than in gyves % 

Desir’d, more than constrain’d ; to satisfy, 

If of my freedom ’tis the main part, take 
No stricter render of me than my all. 

I know, you are more clement than vile men, 

Who of their broken debtors take a third, • 

A sixth, a tenth, letting them thrive again 
On their abatement ; &at*8 not my desire ; 

> Encounter. s Fettei«. 
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For Imogen*s dear life, take mine ; and though 
*Tia not so dear, yet *tis a life ; you coin'd it : 
’Tween man and man, they weigh not every stamp ; 
Though light, take pieces for tlie figure’s sake : 

You rather mine, being yours : And so, great powers. 
If you will take this audit, take this life. 

And cancel these cold bonds. O Imogen ! 

I’ll speak to thee in silence. [//e sleeps. 

Solemn Musi(^. Enters ns an Apparition, Siriuus 
Leonatus, Father to Posthumus, an old Man, 
attired like a Warrior • leading in his Hand an 
ancient Matron, his Wife, and Mother to Post- 
HUMUS, with Musick before them. Then, after 
other Mustek, follow the two young Leonati, 
Jirothers to Posthumtus, unth wounds, as they 
died in the Wars. They circle Posthumus round, 
as he lies sleeping. 

Sici. No more, thou thunder master, show, 
lliy spite on mortal flies : 

With Mars fall out, with Juno cliidc. 

That thy adulteries 

Kates and revenges. 

Hath my poor boy done aught but well, 

Wliose face 1 never saw ? 

I died, whilst in the womb he stay’d 
Attending Nature’s law. 

Whose father then (as men report, 

Thou orphans* father art, ) 

Thou shouldst have been, and shielded him 
From this earth- vexing smart. 

Moth. Lucina lent not me her aid, 

But took me in my throes ; 

That from me was Posthumus rii)t, 

Came crying ’mongst hi.s foes, 

A tiling of pity ! 

Sici Great nature, like his ancestry. 

Moulded the stuff so fair, 

That he deservkl,the praise o’ the world. 

As great Sicilius’ heir. 

1 Bro. When once he was mature for man. 

In Britain where was he 
That could stand up his parallel ; 

Or fruitful object be 
In eye of Imogen, that best 
Could deem his dignity ? 

Moth. With marriage wherefore was he mock’d, 
To be exil’d and thrown 
From Leonati’ scat, and cast 
From her his' uearest one. 

Sweet Imogen? 

Sici Why did you suffer lachimo. 

Slight thing of Italy, 

To taint his nobler heart and brain, 

With needless jealousy ; 

And to become the geek ^ and scorn 
O’ tlie other’s villainy ? 

2 Bro. For this, from stiller seats we came, 

Our parents, and us twain, 

That, striking in our country’s cause, 

Fell bravely and were slain ; 

Our fealty, and Tenantius* right, 

With honour to maintain. 

1 Bro. Like hardiment Posthumus hath 
To Cymbeline perform’d : 

Then Jupiter, thou king of gods, 

'* Why bast thou thus adjourn’d 
The graces for his merits due ; 

Being all to dolours turn’d? 

* The fool 


Sici. Thy crystal window ope ; look out ; 

No longer exercise, 

Upon a valiant race, thy harsh 
And potent injuries. 

Moth. Since, Jupiter, our son is good, 

Take off his miseries. 

Sici. Peep through thy marble mansion j help ! 

Or we poor ghosts will cry 
To the shining synod of the rest, ^ 

Against thy deity. 

2 Bro. Help, Jupiter ; or we appeal. 

And from thy justice fiy. 

JuriTER descends in Thunder and Lightning, sitting 
u/?on an Eagle: he throws a Thunder-.bolt. The 
Ghosts full on their knees. 

Jup. No more, you petty spirits of region low. 
Offend our hearing : hush ! — How dare you, 
ghosts, 

Accuse the thiindcrer, whose bolt, you know, 
Sky-planted, batters all rebelling coasts ? 

Poor shadows of Elysium, hence ; and rest 
Upon your never- withering banks of flowers: 

Be not with mortal accidents opprest ; 

No care of yours it is, you know ’tis ours. 

Wliom best I love, I cross ; to make my gift, 

The more delayed, delighted. Be content ; 

Your low'-laid son our godhead will uplift : 

His comforts thrive, his trials well are spent. 

Our jovial star reign’d at his birth, and in 

Our temple was he married. — Rise, and fade ! — 
He shall be lord of lady Imogen, 

And happier much by his affliction made. 

This tablet lay upon his breast ; wherein 
Our pleasure his full fortune doth confine ; 

And so, away : no further with your din 

Express impatience, lest you stir up mine. — 
Mount, eagle, to my palace crystalline. [Ascends. 
Sici. He came in thunder ; his celestial breath 
Was sulphurous to smell : the holy eagle 
Stoop’d as to foot us ; his ascension is 
More sweet than our bless’d fields : bis royal bird 
Prunes the immortal wing, and cloys his beak, 

As when his god is pleas’d. 

All. Jlianks, Jupiter ! 

Sici The marble pavement closes, he is enter’d 
His radiant roof : — Away ! and, to be blest. 

Let us with care perform his great behest. 

vanish. 

Post. [Wahing.l Sleep, thou hast been a grand* 
sire, and begot 

A father to me ; and thou hast created 
A mother and two brothers : But (O scorn !) 

Gone ! they went hence so soon as they were born. 
And so I am awake. — Poor wretches that depend 
On greatness’ favour, dream, as I have done ; 

Wake, and find nothing. — But, alas, I swerve ; 
Many dream not to find, neither deserve, 

And yet are steep’d in favours : so am I, 

That have this golden chance, and know not why. — 
What fairies haunt this ground ? A book ? O, rare 
one ! 

Be not, as in our fangled world, a garment 
Nobler than that it covers : let tliy effects 
So follow, to be most unlike our courtiers. 

As good as promise* 

[Reads.] When as a lion's whelp shall, to himsef 
unknown, without seeking find, mid he embraced 
by a piece tender air ; and when from a stately 
3 C 3 
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cedar shall be lopped branches, which, being dead 
many years, shall after revive, be jointed to the 
old stock, and freshly grow ; then shaM Posthumus 
end his miseries, Britaiu be fortunate, and flourish 
in peace and plenty, 

*Tis still a dream ; or else such stuff as madmen 
Tongue, and brain not : cither both, or nothing ; 
Or senseless speaking, or a speaking such 
Aiu sense cannot untie. Be what it is, 

The action of my life is like it, which 
I’ll keep, if but for sympatliy. 

Re-enter Gaolers. 

Craol, Come, sir, are you ready for death ? 

Post. Over-roasted rather : ready long ago. 

Gaol. Hanging is the word, sir ; if you be ready 
for that you are well cooked. 

Post, So, if I prove a good repast to the spec- 
tators, the dish pays the shot. 

Gaol. A heavy reckoning for you, sir : But the 
comfort is, you shall be called to no more payments, 
fear no more tavern bills ; which arc often die sad- 
ness of parting, as the procuring of mirth : you 
come in faint for want of meat, depart reeling with 
too much drink j sorry that you have paid too much, 
and sorry that you are paid too much ; purse and 
brain botli empty ; the brain the heavier for being 
too light, the purse too light, being drawn of heavi- 
ness : O ! of this contradiction you shall now be 
quit. — O the charity of a penny cord ! it sums up 
thousands in a trice : you have no true debitor and 
creditor but it ; of what’s past, is, and to come, the 
discharge ; — Your neck, sir, is pen, book, and 
counters, so the acquittance follows. 

Post. I am merrier to die, than thou art to live. 
Gaol. Indeed, sir, he that sleeps feels not the 
tooth -ache : But a man that were to sleep your sleep, 
and a hangman to help him to bed, 1 think, be 
would change places with his officer ; for, look you, 
sir, you know not which way you shall go. 

Post, Yes, indeed, do I, fellow. 

Gaol, Your death has eyes in ’s head then ; I 
have not seen him so pictured : you must either be 
directed by some that take upon them to know ; or 
take upon yourself tlial:, w hich I am sure you do not 
know ; or jump ^ the after-inquiry on your own 
peril : and how you shall speed in your journey’s 
end, I think you’ll never return to tell one. 

Post, I tell thee, fellow, there are none want 
eyes to direct them the yvay I am going, but such 
as wink, and will not use them. 

Gaol. What an infinite mock is tliis, that a man 
should have the best use of eyes, to see the way of 
blindness ! I am sure, hanging’s the way of winking. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess, Knock off his manacles ; bring your pri- 
soner to the king. 

Post. Thou bringest good news ; — I am called 
to be made free, 

GaoU I’ll be hanged tlien. 

Post, Thou shalt be then freer than a gaoler ; no 
bolts for the dead. 

[Exeunt Fosthumus and Messenger. 
Gaol, Unless a man would marry a gallows, and 
beget young gibbets, I never saw one so prone. ^ 
Yet, on my conscience, there are verier knaves 
dmta to live, fbr all he be a Roman : and there be 
» HasardL « Forward. 
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some of them too, that die against their wills ; so 
should I, if I were one. 1 would we were all of 
one mind, and one mind good ; O, there were do- 
solation of gaolers, and gallowses ! I speak against 
my present profit ; but my wish liath a preferment 
in’t. [Exeunt, 

SCENE V. — Cymbeline’s Tent, 

Enter Cymbeline, Belarjus, Guiderius, Arvira- 
Gus, PisANio, Lords, Officers, and Attendants, 

Cym, Stand by my side, you whom the gods have 
made 

Preservers of my throne. Woe is my heart, 

That the poor soldier, that so richly fought, 

Wliose rags sham’d gilded arms, whose naked breast 
Stepp’d before targe 7 of proof, cannot be found ; 
He shall be happy that can find him, if 
Our grace can make him so. 

Eel. I never saw 

Such noble fury in so poor a thing ; 

Such precious deeds in one that promis’d nought 
But beggary and poor looks. 

Cym, No tidings of him ? 

IHs. He hath been search’d among tlie dead and 
living, 

But no trace of him. 

Cym. To my grief, I am 

The heir of his reward ; which I will add 
To you, the liver, heart, and brain of Britain. 

[To Bklarius, Guiderius, and Arviraous* 
By whom, I grant, she lives ; ’I’is now the time 
I'o ask of whence you are ; — report it. 

Eel, Sir, 

In Cambria are we born, and gentlemen : 

Further to boast, were neither true nor modest, 
Unless 1 add, we arc honest. 

Cy7n, Bow your knees ; 

Arise, my knights o’ the battle : I create you 
Companions to our person, and v'Rl fit you 
With dignities becoming your estates. 

Enter Cornelius, and Ladies. 

There’s business in these faces : — Why so sadly 
Greet you our victory ? you look like Romans, 
And not o’ the court of Britain. 

Cor. Hail, great king • 

To sour your happiness, I must report 
The queen is dead. 

Cym. Whom worse than a physician 

Would this report become ? But I consider, 

I By medicine life may be prolong’d, yet death 
Will seize the doctor too. — • How ended she ? 

Cor. With horror, madly dying, like her life ; 
Which, being cruel to the world, concluded 
Most cruel to herself. What she confess’d, 

I will report, so please you : These her women 
Can trip me, if I err ; who, with wet cheeks, 

Were present when she finish’d. 

Cym, Pr’ythce, say. 

Cor, First, she confess’d she never lov’d you ; only 
Affected greatness got by you, not you ; 

Married your royalty, was wife to your place ; 
Abhorr’d your person. 

Cym, She alone knew this : 

And, but she spoke it dying, I would not 
Believe her lips in opening it Plnoceed. ^ 

Cor, Your daughter, whom she bore in hand to 
love 

With such integrity, she did confess 
7 Target, shield. 
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Was as a scorpion to her sight ; whose life. 

But that her flight prevented it, she had 
Ta’cn off by poison. 

Cym* O most delicate flcnd ! 

Who is ’t can read a woman ? — Is there more ? 
Cor* More, sir, and worse. She did confess, she 
had 

For you a mortal mineral ; which, being took. 
Should by the minute feed on life, and, ling’ring. 
By inches waste you ; In which time she purpos’d. 
By watching, weeping, ’tendance, kissing, to 
O’ercomc you with her show ; yes, and in time, 
(When she had fitted you with her craft,) to work 
Tier son into the adoption of the crown. 

But failing of her end by his strange absence, 

Grew shameless desperate; open’d in despite 
Of heaven and men, her purposes ; repented 
The evils she hatch’d were not effected ; so. 
Despairing, died. 

Cym, Heard you all this, her women ? 

Lady, We did so, please your highness. 

Cym, Mine eyes 

Were not in fault, for she was beautiful ; 

Mine ears, that heard her flattery ; nor my heart, 
Tliat thought her like her seeming ; it liad been 
vicious, 

To have mistrusted her : yet, O my daughter ! 

That it was folly in me, thou may’st say. 

And prove it in thy feeling. Heaven mend all ! 

Enter Lucius, Iachimo, the Soothsayer, and other 
Homan Prisonersy guarded i 1*ostiiumus, tcAind, 
and Imogen. 

Thou com’st not, Caius, now for tribute ; that 
I'he Britons liavc raz’d out, though with the loss 
Of many a bold one ; whose kinsmen have made suit 
That their good souls may he appeas’d with slaughter 
Of you their captives, which ourself have granted ; 
So, think of youj ^state. 

Luc, Consider, sir, the chance of war : the day 
Was yours by accident ; had it gone with us. 

We should not, when the blood was cool, have 
threaten’d 

Our prisoners with the sw'ord. But since the gods 
Will have it thus, that nothing but our lives 
May be call’d ransome, let it come : sufliceth, 

A Homan with a Roman’s heart can suffer : 
Augustus lives to think on ’t ; And so much 
For iny peculiar care. This one thing only 
I will entreat ; My ‘boy, a Briton born, 

Let him be ransom’d : never master had 
A page so kind, so duteous, diligent, 

So tender over his occasions, true, 

So feat 8, so nurse-like ; let his virtue join 
With my request, which, I’ll make bold, your highness 
Cannot deny ; he hath done no Briton harm, 
Though he have serv’d a Human : save him, sir. 
And spare no blood beside. 

Cym* I have surely seen him : 

His favour ^ is familiar to me. — 

Boy, thou hast look’d thyself into my grace. 

And art mine own. — 1 know not why, nor where- 
fore, 

To say, live, boy ; ne’er thank thy master ; live : 
And ask of Cymbeline what boon thou wilt, 
Fitting my bounty, and thy state. I’ll give it ; 

Yea, *^ough thou do demand a prisoner, 

The noblest ta’en. 

Imo, I humbly thank your highness. 

8 Ready, dexterous. 8 Countenance. 
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Luc, I do not bid thee beg my life, good lad ; 
And yet, I know, thou wilt. 

Imo, No, no : alack, 

There’s other work in hand ; I see a thing 
Bitter to me as death ; your life, good master. 

Must shuflle for itself. 

Luc* The boy disdains me. 

He leaves me, scorns me ; Briefly die their joys, 
lliat place them on the truth of girls and boys. — 
Why stands he so perjdex’d ? * 

Cipn. What wouldst thou, boy ? 

I love thee more and more ; think more and more 
What’s best to ask. Know’st liim thou look’st on ? 
speak, 

Wilt have him live ? Is he thy kin ? thy friend ? 

Imo. He is a Roman; no more kin to me, 

Than 1 to your highness ; who, being born your 
vassal. 

Am something nearer. 

Cym. Wherefore ey’st him so ? 

Imo. I’ll tell you, sir, in private, if you please 
To give me hearing. 

Cym, Ay, with all my heart, 

And lend my best attention. What’s tky name 
/wio. Fidele, sir. 

Cym. Thou art my good youth, my page ; 

I’ll be thy master : Walk with me ; speak freely. 

[Cymbeline and Imogen converse apart, 
Bel. Is not this boy reviv’d from death ? 

One sand another 

Not more resembles ; That sweet rosy lad. 

Who died, and w'as Fidele : — What think you ? 

Chli, The same dead thing alive. 

[ Bel, Peace, peace ! sec further ; he eyes us not ; 

I forbear : 

Creatures may be alike : wer’t he, I am sure 
He would have spoke to us, 

Gui, But we saw him dead. 

Bel, Be silent ; let’s see further. 

Pis. It is my mistress : 

\^Aside, 

Since she is living, let the time run on, 

To good, or bad. 

[Cymbeline and Imogen conne forward, 
Cym, Come, stand thou by our side ; 

Make thy demand aloud. — ^*Sir, [To Iach.J step 
you forth ; 

Give answer to this boy, and do it freely : 

Or, by our greatness, and the grace of it, 

Which is our honour, bitter torture shall 

Winnow the truth from ^sehood On, speak to 

him. 

Imo. My boon is, that this gentleman may render 
Of whom he had this ring. 

Post. What’s that to him ? 

[ Aside, 

Cym, That diamond upon your finger, say, 

How came it yours ? 

lack, Thou’lt torture me to leave unspoken that 
Which, to be spoke, would torture thee. 

Cym, How! me? 

lack, I am glad to be constrain’d to utter that 
which 

Torments me to conceal. By villainy 
I got this ring ; ’twas liConatus’ jewel : 

Whom tliou didst banish ; and (w'hich more may 
grieve thee, 

As it doth me,) a nobler sir ne’er liv’d 
’Twixt sky and ground. Wilt thou hear more, my 
lord? 
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Oftn. All tliat belongs to this. 

Iach» Tliat paragon, tliy daughter, — 

For whom my heart drops blood, and my false spirits 
Quail ‘ to remember, — Give me leave j I faint. 
C^m, My daughter ! what of her ? Renew thy 
strength : 

I had rather thou shouldst live while nature will. 
Than die ere I hear more ; strive man, and speak. 

lack. Upon a time, (unhajipy was the clock 
Tkat struck the hour ! ) it was in Home. ( accurs’d 
The mansion where !) ’twas at a feast, (O, ’would 
Our viands had been poison’d ! or, at least, 

Those whicli I heav’d to head ! ) tlie good i^osthdmus, 
(What should I say? he was too good, to be 
Where ill men were ; and was tlie best of all 
Amongst the rar’st of good ones,) sitting sadly. 
Hearing us praise our loves of Italy 
I'or beauty that made barren the swell’d boast 
Of him that best could speak : for feature, laming 
The shrine of Venus, or straight-pight Minerva; 

Fairness which strikes llie eye ; 

Uym. I stand on fire : 

Come to the matter. 

lack* ^ All too soon I shall. 

Unless tliou w'oiildst grieve quickly. — This Post- 
hum us, 

(Most like a noble lord in love, and one 
That had a royal lover,) took his liint ; 

And, not dispraising whom we prais’d, (therein 
He was as calm as virtue) he began 
His mistress’ picture ; which by his tongue being 
made, 

And then a mind put in’t, either our brags 
Were crack’d of kitchen trulls, or his description 
Prov’d us unspeaking sots. 

f’ym. Nay, nay, to the purpose. 

loch. Your daughter’s chastity. He spake of her 
As she alone were pure : Whereat I, wretch ! 

Made scruple of his praise ; and wager’d with him 
Pieces of gold, ’gainst this which then he wore 
Upon his honour’d finger, to attain 
In suit the place of his bc’d, and w in this ring 
By her’s and mine adultery : he, true knight, 

No lesser of her honour confident 

Than 1 did truly find her, stakes this ring ; 

And would so, had it*becn a carbuncle 
Of Phoebus* wheel ; and might so safely, had it 
Been all the worth of his car. A way to Britain 
Post I in this design : Well may you, sir. 
Remember me at court, where 1 was taught 
Of your chaste daughter the wide difference 
’Twixt amorous and villainous. Being thus quench’d 
Of hope, not longing, mine Italian brain 
’Gan in your duller Britain operate 
Most vilely ; for my ’vantage, excellent ; 

And, to be brief, my practice so prevail’d, 

That I return’d with similar proof enough 
To make the noble Leonatus mad. 

By wounding his belief in her renown 
With tokens thus, and thus ; averring notes 
Of chamber-hanging, pictures, this her bracelet, 
(O, cunning, how I got it !) nay, some marks 
Of secret on her persfm, that he could not 
But think her bond of chastity quite crack’d, 

I having ta’en the forfeit. Whereupon, — 
Metliinks I see him now, — 

Post. Ay, so thou dost, 

[ Comi ng forward. 

Italian fiend ! me, most credulous fool, 

> Sink into dcOeotion. 


Egregious murderer, thief, any thing 
That ’s due to all the villains past, in being, 

To come ! — O, give me cord, or knife, or poison. 
Some upright justicer ! Thou, king, send out* 

For torturers ingenious : it is 1 

That all the abhorred things o’ the earth amend. 

By being worse than they. I am Posthfimus, 

That kill’d thy daughter ; — villain-like, I lie ; 
That caus’d a lesser villain than myself, 

A sacrilegious thief, to do ’t : — the temple 
Of virtue was she ; yea, and she herself.’ 

Spit, and throw stones, cast mire upon me, set 
'I'he dogs o’ the street to bay me : every villain 
Be call’d Posthfimus Leonatus ; and 
Be villainy less than ’twas ! — O Imogen ! 

My qiu*en, my life, my wife ! O Imogen, 

Imogen, Imogen ! 

Itno. Peace, my lord ; hear, hear— 

Post. Shall ’s have a play of this ? Thou scornful 
page, 

There lie thy part. [Stri/cing her : she falls. 

Pis. O, gentlemen, help, help 

Mine and your mistress : — O, my lord Postlminus ! 
You ne’er kill’d Imogen till now : — Help, help ! — 
Mine honour’d lady ! 

Ci/m. Does the world go round ? 

Post. How come these staggers on me ? 

Pk. Wake, my mistress ! 

Cym. If this be so, the gods do mean to strike me 
To death with mortal joy. 

Pis. How fares my mistress? 

Imo. O, get thee from my sight ; 

Thou gav’st me poison : dangerous fellow, hence ! 
Breathe not where princes are. 

Cym. Tlie tune of Imogen ! 

Pis. Lady, 

The gods throw stones of sulpliur on me, if 
That box I gave you was not thought by me 
A precious thing ; 1 had it from t^e queen. 

Cym. New matter still ? ‘ 

Jmo. It poison’d me. 

Cor. O gods ! — 

1 left out one thing which the queen confess’d. 
Which must approve thee honest ; If Pisanio 
Have, said she, given liis mistress that confection 
Which I gave him for a cordial, she is serv’d 
As I would serve a rat. 

Cym. What’s this, Cornelius? 

Cor. The queen, sir, very oft importun'd me 
To temper ^ poisons for Iier ; sBll pretending 
Ihe satisfaction of her knowledge, only 
In killing creatures vile, as cats and dogs 
Of no esteem : I, dreading that her purpose 
Was of more danger, did compound for her 
A certain stuff, which, being ta’eii, would cease 
The present power of life ; but, in short time. 

All offices of nature should again 

Do their due functions. — Have you ta’en of it? 

Imo. Most like I did, for 1 was dead. 

1 Jiel. My boys, 

I There was our error. 

Guu This is sure, Fidele. 

Imo. Why did you throw your wedded lady from 
you? 

Think, that you are upon a rock ; and now 
Throw me again. \^Embracing him* 

Post, Hang there like fruit, my %ou). 

Till the tree die ! 

’ Not only the tenij^e of virtue, but virtue herielft 
3 Mix, compound. 



CYMBELINE. 


761 


ScENi V. 


Cl/m, How now my flesh, my child ? 

What, mak’st thou me a dullard in this act ? 

Wnt thou not speak to me ? 

/ml). Your blessing, sir. [Kneeling. 

BeU Though you did love this youth, I blame you 
not ; 

You had a motive for *t. 

[To Guiderius and Arviragus. 
Cym. My tears that fall, 

Prove holy water on thee ! Imogen, 

Thy mother’s dead. 

Jmn. I am sorry for ’t, my lord. 

Cym O, she was naught ; and ’long of her it was, 
That we meet here so strangely : But her son' 

Is gone, we know not how nor where. 

Pis. My lord, 

Now fear is from me, I’ll speak troth. Lord Cloten, 
Ui>on my lady’s missing, came to me 
With his sword drawn ; foam’d at the mouth, and 
swore, 

If I discover’d not which way she was gone. 

It was my instant death : By accident, 

I had a feigned letter of ray master’s 
Then in my pocket ; wliich directed him 
To seek her on the inoimlains near to Milford ; 
Wlicre, in a frenzy, in my master’s garments. 
Which he inforc’d from me, away he posts 
With unchaste purpose, and with oatli to violate 
My lady’s honour : what became of him» 

I further know not. 

Gui. Let me end the story : 

I slew him there. 

O/m. Marry, the gods forfend ! ^ 

I would not thy good deeds should from my lips 
Pluck a hard sentence : pr’ythee, valiant youth, 
Deny ’t again. 

Gni. I have spoke it, and I did it 

Cym, He was a prince. 

Gui, A most utiaivil one : The wrongs he did me 
Were nothing prince-like ; for he did provoke me 
With language that would make me spurn the sea, 
If it could so roar to me : 1 cut off ’s head ; 

And am right glad, he is not standing here 
To tell this talc of mine. 

Cym, I am sorry for thcc : 

By thine own tongue thou art condemn’d, and must 
Endure our law : Thou art dead. 

Tmo. That headless man 

1 thought had been juy lord. 

Cyrft. Bind the offender. 

And take him from our presence. 

Bd, Stay, sir king : 

This msin is better than the man he slew, 

As well descended as thyself ; and hath 
More of thee merited, than a band of Clotens 
Had ever scar for, — Let his arms alone ; 

[To the Guard, 

They were not bom for bondage. 

C^m, Why, old soldier 

Wilt thou undo the worth thou art unpaid for, 

By tasting of our wrath ? How of descent 
As good as we ? 

,drv. In that he spake too far. 

Cym, And thou shalt die for’t. 

Bel, We will die all three : 

But I will prove, that two of us are as good 
A« 1 lave given out him. — My sons, I must, 

For mine own part, unfold a dangerous speech. 
Though, haply, well for you. 

V < Forbid. 


Arv. Your danger is 

Ours. 

Guu And our good his. 

Bel, Have at it, then. ^ 

By leave ; — Thou hadst, great king, a subject, who 
Was call’d Bclarius. 

Cym, What of him ? he is 

A banish’d traitor. 

Bel, ^ He it is, that hath • 

Assum’d this age ; indeed, a banislfd man ; 

1 know not how, a traitor. 

Cym, Take him hence ; 

The whole world shall not save him. 

Be/, Not too hot ; 

First pay me for the nursing of thy sons ; 

And let it be confiscate all, so soon 
As 1 have receiv’d it. 

Cym. Nursing of my sons ! 

Bd. I am too blunt and saucy : Here’s my knee; 
Fire 1 arise, I will prefer my sons ; 

Then, spare not the old father. Mighty sir, 

These two young gentlemen, that call me father, 
And think they are my sons, are none of piine ; 
They are the issue of your loins, my liege. 

And blood of your begetting. 

Cym. How ! my issue ? 

Bet. So sure as you your father’s. I, old Morgan, 
Am that Belarius whom you sometime banish’d ; 
Your pleasure was my mere offence, my punishment 
Itself, and all my treason ; that I suffer’d, 

Was all the harm I did. These gentle princes 
(h’or such, and so they are,) these twenty years 
Have I train’d up ; those arts they have, as 1 
Could put into them ; my breeding was, sir, as 
Your liiglmess knows. Their nurse, Euriphilc, 
Whom for the theft I wedded, stole these children 
Upon my banishment : I mov’d her to ’t ; 

Having receiv’d tlie punishment before. 

For that which I did then : Beaten for loyalty 
Excited me to treason ; Their dear loss, 

'I’lie more of you ’twas felt, the more it shap’d 
TJnto niy end of stealing them. But, gracious sir, 
Here are your sons again ; and I must lose 
Two of the sweet’st companions in the world : — - 
Tlie benediction of these covering heavens 
Fall on their heads like dew ! for they are worthy 
To inlay heaven witli stars. 

Cym. Thou weep’st, and speak’st. 

The service, that you three have done, is more 
Unlike than this thou tcU’st : I lost my children ; 
If these be they, I know nbt how to wdsh 
A pair of worthier sons. 

Bel, Be pleas’d a while. — 

This gentleman, whom I call Polydore, 

Most worthy prince, as yours, is true Guiderius ; 
This gentleman, my Cadwal, Arviragus, 

Your younger princely son ; he, sir, was lapp’d 
In a most curious mantle, wrought by tlie hand 
Of his queen-mother, which for more probation, 

I can with ease produce. 

Cym, Guiderius had 

Upon his neck a mole, a sanguine star j 
It was a mark of wonder. 

Bel. This is he ; 

Who hath upon him still that natutal stamp ; 

It was wise nature’s end in tlic donation, 

To be his evidence now, 

Cym, O, what am I 

A mother to the birth of three ? Ne’er mother 
Rejoic’d deliverance more : — Blcss’d may you be, 
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That, after this strange starting from your orbs, 

You may reign in them now ! — O Imogen, 

Thou hast lost by this a kingdom. 

Imo, No, my lord ; 

I have got two worlds by *t. — O my gentle brother. 
Have we thus met ? O never say hereafter, 

But I am truest speaker : you calfd me brother 
When I was but your sister ; 1 you brothers, 

When you were so indeed. 

Cym* Did you e’er ftjeet ? 

Arv, Ay, my good lord. 

Gnu And at first meeting lov’d ; 

Continued so, until we thought he died. 

Cor. By tlie queen’s dram she swallow’d. 

Cym. O rare instinct ! 

When shall I hear all through ? This fierce abridge- 
ment 

Hath to it circumstantial branches, which 
Distinction should be rich in. * Where? how liv’d 
you? 

And when came you to serve our Roman captive? 
How parted with your brothers? how first met them? 
Why fled you from the court ? and whither ? These, 
And yoifr three motives to the battle, with 
I know not how much more, should be demanded ; 
And all the other by-dependencies. 

From chance to cliance ; but nor the time, nor place. 
Will serve long interrogatories. See, 

Postliumus anchors upon Imogen ; 

And she, like harmless lightning, throws her eye 
On him, her brothers, me, her master ; hitting 
Each object with a joy ; the counterchange 
Is severally in all. Let’s quit this ground. 

And smoke the temple with our sacrifices. — 

Thou art my brother ; So we’ll hold thee ever. 

[To Bklarius, 

/mo. You are ray father too ; and did relieve me. 
To see this gracious season. 

Cynu All o’erjoy’d, 

Save these in bonds ; let them be joyful too, 

For tliey shall taste our comfort. 

Jmo. My good master, 

I will yet do you service. 

Luc. Happy be you ! 

Cyrru Tlie forlom^soldier, tliat so nobly fought. 
He would have well becom’d this place, and grac’d | 
The thankings of a king. 

Foit. I am, sir. 

Hie soldier that did company these three 
In poor beseeming ; ’twas a fitment for 
The purpose I then follow’d ; — That I was he, 
Speak, lachimo ; I had you down, and might 
Have made you finish. 
lack. I am down again : 

\Kneelvn%. 

But now my heavy conscience sinks my knee, 

As tlren your force did. Take that life, ’beseech you, 
Which I so often owe : but, your ring first ; 

And here the bracelet of the truest princess, 
fhat ever swore her faith. 

TciU Kneel not to me ; 

The power that I have on you, is to spare you ; 

The malice towards you, to forgive you : Live, 
And deal with others better. 

Cyrru Nobly doom’d ; 

We’ll learn our freeness of a son-in-law ; 

Pardon ’s the word to all. 

Aru. You holp us, sir, 

^ i. e. Which ought to be rendered diiainct by an amide 
narrative. 
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As you did mean indeed to be our brother j 
Joy’d are w^e, that you are. 

l^ost. Your servant, princes. — Good my lord of 
Rome, * 

Call forth your soothsayer. As I slept, methought. 
Great Jupiter, upon his eagle back, 

Appear’d to me, with other sprightly shows ^ 

Of mine own kindred ; when I wak’d, I found 
This label on my bosom ; whose containing 
Is so from sense and hardness, that 1 can 
Make no collection of it ; let him show 
His skill in the construction. 

Luc. Philarmonus, — 

Sooth. Here, my good lord. 

Luc. Read, and declare the meaning. 

Sooth. [Reads.] ^Hien as a lion's whelp shall, lo 
himself unknown, without seeking find, and be em- 
braced by a piece of tender airi and when, from a 
stately cedar shall be lopped branches, which, being 
dead many years, shall after revive, be Jointed to the 
old stock, and freshly grow; then shall Posthuiniis 
end his miseries, Britain be fortunate, and flourish in 
peace and plenty. 

Thou, Leonatus, art the lion’s whelp ; 

The fit and apt construction of thy name, 

Being Lco-natus, doth impart so much ; 

The piece of tender air, thy virtuous daughter, 

[To Cymbeune. 

Which we call mollis aer ; and mollis aer 
We term it mulier : which mulier I divine, 

Is this most constant wife, who, even now, 
Answering the letter of the oracle, 

Unknown to you, unsought, were clipp’d 7 about 
With this most tender air. 

Cym. This hath some seeming. 

Sooth. The lofty cedar, royal Cyinbeline, 
Personates thee : and thy lopp’d branches point 
Thy two sons forth : who, by J^e^aiius stolen, 

For many years thought dead, are now reviv’d. 

To the majestick cedar join’d ; whose issue 
! Promises Britain peace and plenty. 

Cym. Well, 

My peace we will begin : — And, Caius Lucius, 
Although the victor, we submit to Cmsar, 

And to the Roman empire ; promising 
To pay our wonted tribute, from the which 
We were dissuaded by our wicked queen ; 

Whom heavens, in justice, (both on her and hers,) 
Have laid most heavy hand. * 

Sooth. The fingers of the powers above do tune 
The harmony of this peace. The vision 
Wliich I made known to Lucius, ere the stroke 
Of this yet scarce-cold battle, at this instant, 

Is full accomplish’d ; For the Roman eagle, 

From south to west on wing soaring aloft, 

Lessen’d herself, and in the beams o’ the sun 
So vanish’d : which foresbow’d our princely eagle. 
The imperial Cfesar, should again unite 
His favour with the radiant Cymbeline, 

Which shines here in the west. 

Cym. Laud we the gods ; 

And let our crooked smokes climb to their nostrils 
From our blessed altars ! Publish we this peace 
To all our subjects. Set we forward : Let 
A Roman and a British ensign wave 
Friendly together : so through Lud’s town ifiarch : 
And in the temple of great Jupiter 
Our peace we'll ratify ; seal it with feasts. — 

* Ghostly arpearanco#, t Brobraced. 


CYMBELINE. 



CYMBELINE. 
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Scene V. 

Set on tliere : — Never was a war did cease, 

Ere bloody hands were wash’d with such a peace. 

[Exeunt, 

A SONG, 

&UNQ BT GUXOEKIUS AND ARVIRAOUS OVER FIDELE, 
surrosED to be dead. 

BY MR. WILLIAM COLLINS 

To fair Fidele’j grassi/ tomJb, 

Soft maids and village hinds shall bring 
Each opening sweet, of earliest bloom, 

And rifle aU the breathing spring. 

No wailing ghost shall dare appear 
To vex 7vilh shrieks this quiet grove ; 

But shepherd lads assemble here. 

And rolling virgins own their love. 


No wither'd witch shall here be seen, 

No goblins lead their nightly crew : 

The female fays shall haunt the green, 

And dress thy grave with pearly dew* 

The red^breast oft at evening hours 
Shall kindly le^id his little aid, 

With hoary moss, and gather'd flowers, 

To deck the ground where thou art laid. 

When howling winds, and beating rain. 

In tempests shake the sylvan cell ; 

Or midst the chase on every plain, 

The tender thought on thee shall dwell* 

Each lonely scene shall thee restore; 

For thee the tear be duly shed : 

Behov'd, till life could charm no more ; 
And mourn d till pity's self he dead. 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 


Saturninus, Son to the late F.mjteror of Rome, and 
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Bassiamus, Brother to Saturniiius; in love with 
Lavinia. 

Titus ANDRONicirs, a noble Roman, General against 
the Goths. 

Marcus Anwronicus. Tribune of the Veople ; and 
^Brother to Titus. 

Lucius, 1 

Ma^us, f *"** Andronicus. 

Mutius, J 

Young Lucius, a Boy, Son to Lucius. 
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SCENE, Rome ; an 


iEMiLius, a noble Roman. 

Alarbus, "I 

Chiron, > Sons to Tamora. 

Demetrius, J 

Aaron, a Moor, beloved by Tamora. 

A Captain, Tiibune, Messenger, a7id Clown; Ro- 
mans. 

Goths, and Romans. 

Tamora, Cueen of the Goths. 

Lavinia, Daughter to Titus Andronicus. 

A Nurse, and a black Child. 

Kinsmen of Titus, Senators, Tribunes, Officers, 5W- 
du:rs, and Attendants. 

I the Country near it. 


ACT 1. 


SCENE I. — Rome. Before the Capitol. 

IVie Tomb of the Aiidronici appearing : the 2'ribunes 
and Senators al(fl, as in the Senate. Enter, below, 
Saturninus and his Followers, on one Side ; and 
Bassianus and his Follouters, on the other ; with 
Drum and Colours. 

Sat. Noble patricians, patrons of my right. 
Defend die justice of my cause with arms ; 

And, countrymen, rny loving followers, 

Plead my successive title ‘ with your swords ; 

1 am his first-born son, tlmt was the last 
That ware the imperial diadem of Rome ; 

Then let my father’s honours live in me, 

Nor wrong mine age with this indignity, 

Bas. liomans, — friends, followers, favourers of j 
my right — 

If ever Bassianus, Ca&sar’s son, 

Were gracious in the eyes of royal Rome, 

Keep tlien this passage to the Capitol ; 

And suffer not dishonour to approach 
The imperial seat, to virtue consecrate, 

To justice, continence, and nobility : 

But let desert in pure election shine ; 

And, Romans, fight for freedom in your choice. 

Enter Marcus Andronicus aloft, with the Crown. 

Marc. Princes that strive by factions, and by 
friends, 

1 1 e. My title to the luccesfion. 


Ambitiously for rule and empery,— 

Know, that the people of Rome, for whom we stand 
A special party, have by their common voice, 

In election for the Roman empery, 

Chosen Andronicus, surnained I^ius 
For many good and great deserts to Rome 5 
A nobler man, a braver warrior, 

Lives not this day within the city walls ; 

He by the senate is accited lume, 

From weary wars against the barbarous Goths ; 
That, with his sons, a terror to our foes, 

Hath yok’d a nation strong, train’d up in arms. 

Ten years are spent, since first he undertook 
This cause of Rome, and chastised with arms 
Our enemies’ pride ; Five times he hath return’d 
Bleeding to Rome, bearing his valiant sons 
In coffins from the field ; 

And now at last, laden with honour’s spoils, 
Returns the good Andronicus to Rome, 

Renowned Titus, flourishing in arms. 

Let us entreat, — By honour of his name, 

Whom, worthily, you would have now succeed, 
And in the Capitol and senate's right, 

Whom you pretend to honour and adore, — 

That you withdraw you, and abate your strength ; 
Dismiss your followers, and, as suitors shouW, 
Plead your deserts in peace and humbleness. 

Sat. How fair the tribune speaks to calm my 
thoughts ! 

* Summoned. 



Act I. Scene II. TITUS ANDRONICUS. 


Bos* Marcus Andronicus, so do 1 affy 
In tliy uprightness and integrity, 

And so 1 love and honour thee and thine. 

My itobler brother Titus and his sons, 

And her, to whom my thouglits are humbled all. 
Gracious Lavinia, Home’s rich ornament, 

Tliat I will here dismiss my loving friends ; 

And to my fortunes, and the people’s favour, 
Commit my cause in balance to be weigh’d. 

'^Ejceunt the Followers oj Bassianus. 
SaU Friends, that have been thus forward in my 
right, 

I thank you all, and here dismiss you all ; 

And to the love and favour of my country 
Commit myself, my person, and the cause. 

[^Exeunt the Followers of Saturnihus. 
Rome, be as just and gracious unto me, 

As 1 am confident and kind to thee. — 

Open the gates, and let me in. 

Bos. Tribunes ! and me, a poor competitor. 

[Sat. and Bas. go into the Capitol, and 
exeunt with St’nators, Marcus, 

SCENE 11. — The same. 

Enter a Captain, and others. 

Cap. Romans, make way ; the good Andronicus, 
Patron of virtue, Rome’s best champion. 

Successful ill the battles that he fights, 

With honour and with fortune is return’d, 

From where he circumscribed with his sword, 

And brought to yoke, the enemies of Rome. 

Flourish of Trumpets, <5‘c* Fnter Mutius aiid Mar- 
Tius ; afer them, two Men bearitij^ a CoJJin covered 
with black; then Quintus and Lucius. Bfter 
them, Titus Andronicus; and then Tamora, 
with Alarbus, Chiron, Dkmetrius, Aaron, 
and other Goths, prisoners ; Soldiers and People, 
following. Bearers set down the Co^in, and 

Titus speaks. * 

IHl. Hail, Rome, victorious in tliy mourning 
weeds ! 

Lo, as the bark tliat hath discharg’d her fraught. 
Returns with precious lading to the bay. 

From whence at first she weigh’d her anchorage, 
Cometh Andronicus, bound with laurel boughs, 

To re-salute his country with liis tears ; 

Tears of true joy for his return to Rome. — 

Thou great defender of this Capitol, 

Stand gracious to the rites tliat w e intend ! 

Romans, of five and twenty valiant sons, 

Half of the number that king Priam hud, 

Behold the poor remains, alive, and dead ! 

These, that survive, let Rome reward with love ; 
These, that I bring unto their latest home, 

With burial amongst their ancestors : 

Here Goths have given me leave to sheatli my sword. 
Titus, unkind, and careless of thine own, 

Why sufler’st thou thy sons, unburied yet. 

To hover on the dreadful shore of Styx ? — 

Make way to lay them by their brethren, 

[ The Tomb is opened. 

There greet in silence, as the dead are wont, 

And sleep in peace, slain in your country’s wars ! 

O sacred receptacle of my joys. 

Sweet cell of virtue and nob^ty, 

How^any sons of mine hast thou in store. 

That thou wilt never render to me more ! 

Lvc. Give us the proudest prisoner of the Goths, 
That we may hew bis limbs, and, on a pile, 
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Ad manes fratrum sacrifice his flesh, 

Before this earthly prison of their bones ; 

That so the shadows be not unappeas’d, 

Nor we disturb’d with prodigies on earth.’ 

Tit. I give him you ; the noblest that survives, 
The eldest son of this distressed queen. 

Tam. Stay, Roman brethren ; — Gracious con- 
queror, 

Victorious Titus, rue the tears I shed, 

A mother’s tears in passion ♦ for her son : 

And, if thy sons were ever dear to thee, 

O, think my son to be as dear to me. 

SufHccth not, that we are brought to Rome, 

To licautify thy triumphs, and return, 

Captive to thee, and to thy Roman yoke ; 

But must my sons be slaughter’d in the streets. 

For valiant doings in their country’s cause ? 

O ! if to fight for king and common- weal 
Were piety in tliine, it is in these. 

Andronicus, stain not thy tomb with blood ; 

Wilt thou draw near the nature of the gods ? 

Draw near them then in being merciful ; 

Sweet mercy is nobility’s true bac^ex ^ 

THrlce^ noble Ti tils, spare" my' first-born ^n. 

Til. Patient yourself, madam, and pardon me. 
These are their brethren, whom you Goths beheld 
Alive, and dead ; and for their bretliren slain, 
Religiously they ask a sacrifice : 

To this your son is mark’d ; and die he must, 

To appease iheir groaning shadows that are gone. 

Luc. Away with him ! and make a fire straight; 
And witli our swords, upon a pile of wood. 

Let’s hew his limbs, till they be clean consum’d. 

[Exeunt Lucius, Quintus, Martius, 
a7id Mutius, with Alaubus. 

Tam. O cruel, irreligious piety ! 

Chi. Was ever Scythia half so barbarous ? 

Bern. Oppose not Scythia to ambitious Rome. 
Alarbus goes to rest ; and we survive 
To tremble under Titus* threatening look. 

Then, madam, stand resolv’d ; but hope withal, 

I’hc self-same gods, that arm’d the queen of Troy 
With opportunity of sharp revenge 
Upon the Thracian tyrant in his tent, 

May favour I'amora, the queai of Goths, 

(When Goths were Goths, and Tamora was queeti,) 
To quit the bloody wrongs upon her foes. 

Re-enter Lucius, Quintus, Martius, and Mu- 
tius, with their Swords bloodi^. 

Luc. See, lord and father, how we have perform’d 
Our Roman rites: Alarbus* limbs are lopp’d, 

And entrails feed the saoiificing fire. 

Whose smoke, like incense, doth perfume the sky, 
Remaiiicth nought, but to inter our brethren, 

And with loud ’laruins welcome them to Rome. 

Tit. Let it be so, and let Andronicus 
Make this his latest farewell to their souls. 

[Trumpets sounded, and the Coffins 
laid in the T'omb. 

In peace and honour rest you here, my sons ; 
Rome’s readiest champions, repose you here, 

Secure from worldly chances and mishaps ! I 

Here lurks no treason, here no envy swells, 

Here grow no inward grudges ; here arc no storms. 
No noise, but silence and eternal sleep : 

Enter I-iAvinia. 

In peace and honour rest you here, my sons ! 

^ It was supposed that the ghosts of unbtiried people ap. 
peared to solicit the rites of funeral « Suflhnng. 
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Ltiv* In peace and honour live lord Titus long ; 
My noble lord and father, live in fame ! 

I 40 ! at this tomb my tributary tears 
I render, for my brethren's obsequies ; 

And at tfiy feet I kneel with tears of joy 
Shed on the earth, for thy return to Home : 

O, bless me here with thy victorious hand, 

Whose fortunes Home's best citizens applaud. 

fit’, Kind Rome, that hast thus lovingly reserv’d 
The cordial of mine age to glad my heart 1 — 
Lavinia, live ; outlive thy father’s days, 

And fame’s eternal date, for virtue’s praise ! 

ErUer Marcus Andronicus, Saturnihus, 
Bassiakds, and others* 

Marc* Long live lord Titus, my beloved brother, 
Gracious triumpher in the eyes of Home ! 

Tit, Thanks, gentle tribune, noble brother 
Marcus. 

Marc* And welcome, nephews, from successful 
wars, 

You that survive, and you that sleep in fame. 

Fair lords, your fortunes are alike in all. 

That in your country’s service drew your swords ; 
But safer triumph is this funeral pomp, 

That hath aspir’d to Solon’s happiness % 

And triumphs over chance, in honour’s bod. — 

'ntus Andronicus, the people of Home, 

Whose friend in justice thou hast ever been, 

Send thee by me, their tribune, and their trust, 

This palliament? of white and spotless hue ; 

And name thee in election for the empire, 

With these our late>deceased emperor’s sons : 

Be canditalm then, and put it on. 

And help to set a head on headless Rome. 

I'U* A better head her glorious body fits. 

Than his that shakes for age and feebleness : 

What ! should I don « this robe, and trouble you ? 
Be chosen with proclamations to>day ; 

To-morrow yield up rule, resign my life. 

And set abroad new business for you all ? 

Home, I have been thy soldier forty years, 

And led ray country’s strength successfully. 

And buried one-and-twenty valiant sons. 

Knighted in field, slajn raanfully in arms. 

In right and service of their noble country ; 

Give me a staff of honour for mine age. 

But not a scepter to conti'ol the world : 

Upright he held it, lords, that held it last. 

Marc- Titus, thou shalt obtain and ask the empery. 
Sat* Proud and ambitious tribune, canst thou 
tell? — 

Tit* Patience, prince l^turnine. 

Sat* Romans, do me right ; — 

Patricians, draw your swords, and sheath tliem not 
Till Saturninus be Rome’s emperor : — * 
Andronicus, ’would thou wert shipp’d to hell. 
Rather than rob me of the people’s hearts. 

Luc* Proud Saturnine, interrupter of the good 
That noble-minded Titus means to thee ! 

TU* Content thee, prince ; I will restore to thee 
The people’s hearts, and wean tliem from tliemselves. 

Bos* Andronicus, I do not flatter thee. 

But honour thee, and will do till 1 die ; 

My faction if thou strengthen with thy friends, 

I will most thankful be : and thanks, to men 
Of noble minds, is honourable meed. 

s The maxim alluded to il,that no man can be pronounced 
happjr before his death. 

? A robe. » Do on, put it on. 


7R. People of Rome, and people’s tribunes here, 
I ask your voices, and your suffrages ; 

Will you bestow them friendly on Andronicus? 

Trib* To gratify the good Andronicus, • 

And gratulate his safe return to Rome, 

The people will accept whom he admits. 

Tit* Tribunes, I thank you : and this suit I make. 
That you create your emperor's eldest son, 

Lord Saturnine ; whose virtues will, I hope, 

Reflect on Rome, as Titan’s 9 rays on earth. 

And ripen justice in this common-weal : 

Then if you will elect by my advice, 

Crown him and say, — Long live our emperor ! 

Marc* With voices and applause of every sort, 
Patricians, and plebeians, we create 
Lord Saturninus, Rome’s great emperor ; 

And say, — Long live our emperor Saturnine ! 

[A long Flourish, 

Sat* Titus Andronicus, for thy favours done 
To us in our election this day, 

I give thee thanks in part of tliy deserts, 

And will with deeds requite thy gentleness : 

And, for an onset, Titus, to advance 
Thy name, and honourable family, 

Lavinia will I make my emperess, 

Home’s royal mistress, mistress of my heart. 

And in the sacred Pantheon her espouse : 

Tell me, Andronicus, dotli this motion please 
thee? 

Tit. It doth, my worthy lord ; and, in this match 
I hold me highly honour’d of your grace : 

And here, in sight of Romo, to Saturnine, — 

King and commander of our common-weal, 

The wide w'orld’s emperor, — do I consecrate 
My sword, my chariot, and my prisoners ; 

Presents well worthy Rome’s imperial lord ; 
Receive them then, the tribute that I owe, 

Mine honour’s ensigns humbled at thy feet, 

Sal* Thanks, noble Titus, fathe^^ of my life ! 

How proud I am of thee, and of^hy gifte, 

Rome shall record ; and, when I do forget 
The least of these unspeakable deserts, 

Romans, forget your fealty to me. 

Tit* Now, madam, are you prisoner to an em- 
peror; [To Tamora. 

To him, that for your honour and your state, 

Will use you nobly, and your followers. 

Sat* A goodly lady trust me ; of the hue 
That I would choose, were I to choose anew. — 
Clear up, fair queen, that cloudy countenance ; 
Though chance of war hath vrrought this change of 
cheer, 

Thou com’st not to be made a scorn in Rome : 
Princely shall be thy usage every way. 

Rest on my word, and let not discontent 
Daunt all your hopes ; Madam, be comforts you, 
Can make you greater than the queen of Gotlis. — 
Lavinia, you are not displeas’d vrith this? 

Lav, Not I, my lord *. sith • true nobility 
Warrants these words in princely courtesy. 

Sat. Thanks, sweet Lavinia. Romans, let us go : 

Ransomeless here we set our prisoner free : 
Proclaim our honours, lords, with trump and drum* 
Bas* Lford Titus, by your leave, this maid is mine. 

[;$Set»ng Lavinia. 
Tit, How, sir ? Ar| you in earnest then, my lord? 
Bos. Ay, noble Titus ; and resolv'd witbat 
To do myself this reason and this right. 

[The Emperor courts Tamora in dumb sltow* 
» The iun. * Since, 



Scene IL 

Marc. S%mm cuique is our Roman justice ; 

This prince in justice seizeth but his own. 

Xuc. And that he will, and shall, if Lucius live. 
Tt/.* Traitors, avaunt! Where is the emperor’s 
guard? 

Treason, my lord ; Lavinia is surpriz’d. 

Sat> Surpriz’d ! by whom ? 

Bas* By him that justly may 

Bear his betroth’d from all the world away. 

\^Exennl Marcus and Bassianus, 
wUk Lavinia. 

Mut. Brothers, help to convey her hence away, 
And with iny sword I’ll keep this door safe, 

{Exeunt Lucius, Quintus, and Martius. 
TU. Follow, my lord, and I’ll soon bring her back. 
MuU My lord, you pass not here. 

TtU What, villain boy ! 

Barr’st me my way in Rome ? ['I’lxus kUU Mutius. 
Mut* Help, Lucius, help. 

Be^enter Lucius. 

Luc* My lord, you are unjust ; and, more than so. 
In wrongful quarrel you have slain your son. 

Tit* Nor thou, nor he, are any sons of mine : 

My sons would never so dishonour me : 

Traitor, restore Lavinia to the emperor. 

Lve* Dead, if you will : but not to be his wife. 
That is another’s lawful promis’d love. [ Exit. 

Sat. No, Titus, no j the emperor needs her not. 
Not her, nor thee, nor any of thy stock : 

I’ll trust, by leisure, him that mocks me once; 

Thee never, nor thy traitorous haughty sons, ] 

Confederates all thus to dishonour me. 

Was there none else in Rome to make a staled of, 
But Saturnine? Full well, Andronicus, 

Agj'eo these deeds with that proud brag of thine. 
That said’st, I begg’d the emi)ire at thy hands. 

Tit* O monstrous ! what reproachful words are 
these ? ^ • 

Sal. But, go thy ways; go, give tliat changing piece 
To him that flourish’d for her witli his sword : 

A valiant son-in-law thou shalt enjoy ; 

One fit to bandy with thy lawless sons. 

To ruffle ** in the commonwealth of llotne. 

Tit* These words are razors to my wounded heart. 
Sat* And therefore, lovely Tamora, queen of 
Goths, — 

That, like the stately Phojbe ’mongst her nymphs. 
Dost overshine the gallant’st dames of Rome, — 

If thou be pleas’d with this my sudden choice. 
Behold I choose thee, Tamora, for my bride. 

And will create tliee empress of Rome. 

Speak, queen of Goths, dost thou applaud my 
choice? 

And here 1 swear by all the Roman gods, — 

^th priest and holy water are so near. 

And tapers burn so bright, and every thing 
In reafflness for Hymeneus stand, — 

1 will not re-salute the streets of Rome, 

Or climb my palace, till from forth this {dace 
I lead espous’d my bride along with me. 

Tanu And here, in sight of heaven, to Rome 1 
swear, 

If Saturnine advance the queen of Goths, 

She will a handmaid be to his desires, 

A loving nurse, a mother to his youth. 

Satl Ascend, fair queen, Pantheon : — Lords, 
accompany 

Your noble emperor, and his lovely bride, 

9 A stalking horise. ^ \ ruffler was a bully. 
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Sent by the heavens for prince Saturnine, 

Whose wisdom hath her fortune conquered : 

There shall wc ednsummate our spousal rites. 

{Exeunt Saturninus, and his Followers ; Ta- 
mora, and her Sons ; Aaron, and Goths. 
Tit* I am not bid < to wait upon this bride ; — 
Titus, when wert thou wont to walk alone. 
Dishonour’d thus, and challenged of wrongs ? 

Re-^nter Marcus, Lucius, Quintus, and Martius. 

Marc. O, Titus, sec, O, see, what thou hast done ! 
In a bad quarrel slain a virtuous son. 

Tit. No, foolish tribune, no : no son of mine, — 
Nor thou, nor these confederates in the deed 
That hath dishonour’d all our family ; 

Unworthy brother, and unworthy sons ! 

Lv£. But let us give him burial, as becomes ; 
Give Mutius burial witli our brethren. 

Tit* Traitors, away ! he rests not in this tomb. 
This monument five hundred years hath stood, 
Which I have sumptuously re-edified ; 

Here none but soldiers, and Rome’s servitors, 
Repose in fame ; none basely slain in brawls : — 
Bury him where you can, he comes not here. 

Marc* My lord, this is impiety in you : 

My nephew Mutius* deeds do plead for him ; 

He must be buried with his brethren. 

Quin* Mart* And shall, or him wc will accompany. 
2'it* And shall ? What villain was it spoke that 
word ? 

Quin. He that would vouch ’t in any place but here. 
Tit* What, would you bury him in my despite ? 
Marc* No, noble Titus ; but entreat of thee 
To pardon Mutius, and to bury him. 

I'll, Marcus, even tliou hast struck upon my crest, 
And, with these boys, mine honour thou hast 
wounded ; 

My foes I do repute you every one ; 

So trouble me no more, but get you gone. 

Marc* He is not wdtli himself ; let us withdraw. 
Quin* Not I, till Mutius’ bones be buried. 

[Marcus and the Son.^ of Titus kneel* 
Marc* Brother, for in that nanje dotli nature plead. 
Qidn. Father, and in that name doth nature speak. 
Tit. Speak thou no more, if all the rest will speed. 
Marc* Renowned Titus, more tlian half my 
soul,— 

Lve* Dear father, soul and substance of us all, — 
Marc* Sufler thy l)rother Marcus to inter 
His noble nephew here in virtue’s nest. 

That died in honour and Lavinia’s cause. 

Thou art a Roman, be npt barbarous. 

The Greeks, upon advice, did bury Ajax 
That slew himself ; and wise Laeites’ son 
Did graciously plead for his funerals. 
l.et not young Mutius then, that was thy joy, 

Be barr’d his entrance here. 

TU* Rise, Marcus, rise; — 

The dismal’st day is this that e’er 1 saw, 

I’o be dishonour’d by my sons in Rome I — 

Well, bury him, and bury me the next. 

[Mutius is put into the Tomb* 
Luc. There lie tliy bones, sweet Mutius, with thy 
friends, 

Till we with trophies do adorn thy tomb ! 

All* No man shed tears for noble Mutius : 

He lives in fame that died in virtue’s cause. 

Marc* My lord, — to step out of these drcaiy 
dumps, — 

< Invited. 


TITUS ANDRONICUS. 
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How comes it, that the subtle queen of Goths 
Is of a sudden thus advanced in Rome ? 

Tit* I know not, Marcus ; but, I know, it is ; 
Whether by device or no, the heavens can tell ; 

Is slie not tlien beholden to the man 

That brought her for this high good turn so far ? 

Yes, and will nobly him remunerate. 

J^lourish, Re-enteri at one sidcf Saturninus, at- 
tended ; Tamoha, Chiron, Demetrius, and 
Aaron : at the other, Bassianus, Lavinia, and 
others* 

Sat. So, Bassianus, you have play’d your prize ; 
Jove give you joy, sir, of your gallant bride. 

Ras* And you of yours, my lord : I say no more, 
Nor wish no less ; and so I take my leave. 

Sat. Traitor, if Home have law, or we have power, 
Thou and thy faction shall repent tliis rape. 

Ras. Rape, call you it, my lord, to seize my own, | 
My true-betroUied love, and now my wife ? 

But let the laws of Rome determine all ; 

Mean while I am possess’d of that is mine. 

Sat, ’JTis good, sir : You are very short with us ; 
But, if we live, we’ll be as sharp with you. j 

Ras* My lord, what I have done, as best 1 may, ! 
Answer I must, and shall do with my life. 

Only thus much I give your grace to know, 

By all the duties that I owe to Rome, 

This noble gentleman, lord Titus here. 

Is in opinion, and in honour, wrong’d i 
That, in the rescue of Lavinia, 

With his own hand did slay his youngest son. 

In zeal to you, and highly mov’d to wrath 
To be controU’d in that he frankly gave : 

Receive him then to favour, Saturnine ; 

That hath expicss’d himself, in all his deeds, 

A father, and a friend, to thee, and Rome, 

Tit. Prince Bassianus, leave to plead my deeds ; 
’Tis thou, and those, that have dishonour’d me : 
Rome and the righteous heavens be my judge. 

How I have lov’d and honour’d Saturnine ! 

Tam. My worthy lord, if ever Tamora 
Were gracious in those princely eyes of thine, 

Tl)en hear me speak in^lierently for all ; 

And at my suit, swe»>t, pardon what is past. 

Sat. What ! madam ! be dishonour’d openly. 
And basely put it up without revenge ? 

Tam. Not so, my lord : The gods of Rome fore- 
fend 

I should be author to dishonour you ! 

But, on mine honour, dare I undertake 
For good lord Titus* innocence in all. 

Whose fury not dissembled, speaks his griefs : 
Then, at my suit, look graciously on him ; 

Lose not so noble a friend on vain suppose. 

Nor with sour looks afflict his gentle heart. — 


act n 

My lord, l)e rul’d by me, be won at last, 

Dissemble all your griefs and discontents: 

You are but newly planted in your throne ; 

Lest then the people and patricians too, 

Upon a just survey, take Titus’ part. 

And so supplant us for ingratitude, 

(Which Rome reputes to be a heinous sin,) 

Yield at entreats, and then let me alone : \ Aside 

I’ll find a day to massacre tliern all. 

And raze their faction, and their family, 

The cruel father, and his traitorous sons. 

To whom I suetl for my dear son’s life ; 

And make tliem know, what ’tis to leta queen 
Kneel in the streets, and beg for grace in 

vain > 

Come, come, sweet emperor, — come, Andronicus, 
Take up this good old man, and cheer the heart 
That dies in tempest of thy angry frown. 

Sat. Rise, Titus, rise ; my empress hath prevail’d. 
Tk. I thank your majesty, and her, my lord ; 
These words, these- looks, infuse new life in me. 

Tam* Titus, I am incorporate in Rome, 

A Roman now adopted happily. 

And must advice the emperor for his good. 

This day all quarrels die, Andronicus ; — 

And let it be mine honour, good my lord, 

That I have reconcil’d your friends and you. — 
For you, prince Bassianus, I have pass’d 
My word and promise to the emperor, 

That you will be more mild and tractable. -~ 

And fear not, lords, — and you Lavinia ; — 

By my advice, all humbled on your knees. 

You shall ask pardon of his majesty. 

Luc. We do, and vow to heaven and to his highness. 
That, what w'e did, was mildly, as we might, 
Tend’ring our sister’s honour, and our own. 

Marc* That on mine honour hero I do protest. 
Sat. Away, and talk not ; trouble us no more. — 
Tam. Nay, nay, sweet cmpcfOL’, we must all be 
friends : 

The tribune and his nephews kneel for grace ; 

I will not be denied. Sweet heart, look back. 

Sat. Marcus, for thy sake, and thy brother’s here, 
And at my lovely Tamora’s entreats, 

I do remit these young men’s heinous faults. 

Stand up. 

Lavinia, though you left me like a churl, 

I found a friend ; and sure as death I swore, 

I would not part a bachelor from the priest. 

Come, if the emperor’s court &n feast two Imides, 
You are my guest, Lavinia, and your friends ; 

This day shall be a love-day, Tamora. 

Tit. To-morrow, an it please your majesty, 

To hunt the panther and the hart with me, 

With horn and hound, we’ll give your grace bonjour. 
I Sat, Be it so, Titus, and gramercy too. [Rjreunt. 
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SCBNR I. •^R^ore the Palace. 
Enter Aaron. 

Aar. Now climbeth Tamora Olympus* top. 
Safe out of fortune’s shot : and sits aloft, 
Secure of thunder’s crack, or lightning’s flash ; 
Advanc’d above pale envy’s threat’ning reach. 

» Foibid. 


As when the golden sun salutes the mom. 

And, having gilt the ocean with his beams. 
Gallops the zodiack in his glistering coach, 

And overlooks the highest^peering hills ; 

So Tamora. - 

Upon her wit doth earthly honour wai^ 

And virtue stoops and trembles at her frown. 
Then, Aaron, arm thy heart, and flt thy thoughts 



SC£K£ 1. 

To mount aloft with thy imperial mistress, | 

And mount her pitch ; whom thou in triumph long I 
Hast prisoner held, fetter’d in amorous chain, 
And'*tasfer bound to Aaron’s charming eyes, 

Than is Prometheus tied to Caucasus. 

Away with slavish weeds, and idle thoughts ! 

I .will be bright, and shine in pearl and gold, 

To wait upon this new'-made emperess. 

To wait, said I ? to wanton with this queen, 

This goddess, this Semiramis ; •— this queen, 

This syren, tliat will charm Rome’s Saturnine, 

And see his shipwreck, and his common- weal’s. 
Holla ! what storm is this ? 

Enter Chirok and Demetrius, braving. 

JOem. Chiron, thy years want wit, thy w'it wants edge, 
And manners, to intrude where I am grac’d ; 

And may, for aught thou kriow’st, affected be. 

Chi. Demetrius, thou dost overween in all ; 

And so in this to bear me down with braves. 

*Tis not the difference of a year, or two, 

Makes me less gracious, thee more fortunate : 

I am as able, and as ft, as thou, 

To .serve, and to dc.serve my mistress’ grace ; 

And that my sword upon tliee shall approve. 

And plead my passions for Lavinia’s love. 
uiar. Clubs, clubs ! ® these lovers will not keep 
the peace. 

Dem. Why, boy, although our mother, unadvis’d. 
Gave you a dancing-rapier by your side, 

Are you so desperate grown, to threat your friends? 
Go to ; have your lath glued within your sheath, 
Till you know better how to handle it. 

Chi. Mean while, sir, with tlir little skill I have, 
Full well shalt thou ^perceive how much 1 dare. 
Dem. Ay, boy, grow ye so brave? [They draw. 
Aar. Why, how now, lords? 

So near the emperor’s palace dare you draw, 

And maintain such a quarrel openly? 

Full well I wot'^ tfie ground of all this grudge ; 

I would not for a million of gold, 

The cause were known to them it most concerns : 
Nor would your noble motlier, for much more, 

Be so dishonour’d in the court of Rome. 

For shame, put up. 

Deyn. Not I ; till I have sheath’d 

My rapier in his bosom, and withal, 

Thrust these reproachful speeches down his throat, 
That he hath Irreath’d in my dishonour here. 

Chi. For that 1 arp prepar’d and full resolv’d, — 
Foul-spoken coward ! that thunder’st with thy 
tongue, 

And with thy weapon nothing dar’st perform. 

Aar. Away, I say. — 

Now by the gods, that warlike Goths adore, 

This petty brabble will undo us all. — 

Why, lords, — and think you not how dangerous 
It is to jut upon a prince’s right? 

What, is Lavinia then become so loose, 

Or Bassianus so degenerate, 

That for her love such quarrels may be broach’d, 
Without controlment, justice, or revenge? 

Young lords, beware! — an should the empress know 
This discord’s ground, the musick would not please. 

Chu I care not, I, knew she and all the world ; 

1 love Lavinia more than all the world. 

Den^. Youngling, learn thou to make some meaner 
choice : 

Lavinia is thine elder brother's hope. 

* This was the usual outcry for assistance, when any riot 
in the street happened. * Know. 
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Aar, Why, arc ye mail ? or know ye not, in Rome 
How furious and impatient they be. 

And cannot brook competitors in love ? 

I tell you, lords, you do but plot your deaths 
By this device. 

Chi. Aaron, a thousand deaths 

Would I propose, to achieve her whom I love. 

Aar. To achieve her ! — How ? 

Dem. Why mak’st thou it so strange ? 

She is a woman, therefore may be woo’d ; 

She is a woman, therefore may be won ; 

She is Lavinia, therefore must be lov’d. 

Though Bassianus be the emperor’s brother, 

Better than he have yet worn Vulcan’s badge. 

Aar. Ay, and as good as Saturninus may. 

[Aside. 

Dem. Then why should he despair, that knows 
to court it 

With words, fair looks, and liberality ? 

What, hast thou not full often struck a doe, 

And borne her cleanly by the keeper’s nose ? 

Aar. Why, hark ye, hark ye, — And are you such 
fools, , 

To square ® for this ? Would it offend you then 
That both should speed ? 

Chi. I’faith, not me. 

Dem. Nor me. 

So I were one. 

Aar. For shame, be friends ; and join for that 
you jar. 

’Tis policy and stratagem must do 
'fhat you affect ; and so must you resolve ; 

That what you cannot, as you would, achieve, 

You must perforce accomplish as you may. 

Take this of me, Lucrece was not more chaste 
Than this Lavinia, Bassianus’ love. 

A speedier course than lingering languishment 
Must we pursue, and I have found the path. 

My lords, a solemn hunting is in hand ; 

There will the lovely Roman ladies troop ; 

The forest walks are wide and spacious ; 

And many unfrequented plots there are, 

Fitted by kind 9 for rape and villainy ; 

Single you thither then this dainty doe, 

And strike her home by forcep if not by words t 
This w'ay, or rot at all, stand you in hope. 

Come, come, our empress, with her sacred * wit, 

1 o villainy and vengeance consecrate, 

Will we acquaint with all that we intend ; 

And she shall file our engines with advice, 

That will not suffer you to square yourselves, 

But to your wishes’ height advance you both. 

The emperor’s court is like the house of fame. 

The palace full of tongues, of eyes, of ears ; 

The woods are ruthless, dreadful, deaf, and dull $ 
There speak, and strike, shadow’d from heaven’s eye, 
And revel with L«vinia. 

Chi. Thy counsel, lad, smells of no cowardice. 
Dem. Sit fas aut nefast till I find a charm 
To calm these fits, per Styga% per manes vehor. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE II. — A Forest near Rome. A Lodge seen 
at a distance. Homs, and Cry of Hounds heard. 

Enter Titus AMDRONicus,iet^A Hufiters, 4^c. Mar» 
CUB, Lucius, Quintus, and Martius. 

Tit. The hunt is up, the morn is bright and grey* 
The fields are fragrant, and the woods are green ; 

8 Quarrel. » By nature. 

) Socred here fignifiea accursed f a Latlniun, 

3 D 
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here* and let ita tnaka a bay^ 

And WdAe the emperor and his lovely bride. 

And rouse the prince ; and ring a hunter’s peaU 
all the court may echo witli the noise. 

Sonis^ let it be your charge, as it is ours, 

To tend the emperor’s person carefully : 

T have been troubled in my sleep this night, 

But dawning day new comfort liath inspir’d. 

Moms wind a Peal* Muter Saturninus, Tamoea, 
Bassxahus, Lavikxa, Chiron, Demitrius, and 
Attendants* 

Td* Many good-morrows to your majesty ; — 
Ma^m, to you as many and as good \ — 

T promised your grace a hunter’s peal. 

Sat* And you have rung it lustily, my lords, 
Bomewhat too early for you ladies. 

Lav* ^ say, no ; 

I have been broad awake two hours and more. 

Sat. Come on then, horse and chariots let us have. 
And to our sport : — Madam, now shall ye see 
Our Roman hunting. [To Tamora. 

Marc* , I have dogs, my lord, | 

Will rouse the proudest panther in the chase, 

And climb the highest promontory top. 

Tit* And I have horse will follow where tlie game 
Makes way, and run like swallows o’er the plain. 
X)em* Chiron, we hunt not, we, with horse nor 
liound, 

But hope to pluck a dainty doe to ground. [Exeunt, 

SCENE III. — -d desert Part of the Forest* 

Enter Aaron, with a Pag of Gold* 

Aat* He that had wit, would think that I bad none, 
To bury so much gold under a tree, 

And never after to inherit « it. 

Eet him» that thinks of me so abjectly, 

Know, that this gold must coin a stratagem ; 
Which, cunningly effected, will beget ^ 

A very excellent piece of villainy 

And so repose, sweet gold, for their unrest 3, 

[Hides the Gold* 

That have their alms out of the empress’ chest. 
Enter Tamora. 

Tam* My lovely Aaron, wherefore look’st thou sad, 
When every thing doth make a gleeful boast? 

The birds chaunt melody on every bush ; 

The snake lies rolled in the cheerful sun ; 

The green leaves quiver with the cooling wind, 
And make a checquer*d shadow on the ground : 
Under their sweet shade, Aaron, let us sit, 

And — whilst the babbling echo mocks the hounds, 
Replying shrilly to the well-tun'd horns, 

As if a double huxit were heard at once, •— 

Iiet us sit down, and mark their yelling noise : 
Whiles bounds andhms, andsweet melodious birds, 
Be unto us, as is a nurse’s song 
! Of luUeby, to bring her babe asleep. 

. A^* Madam, though Venus govern your desires, 
Saturn is doininator over mine : 

sigtiifles my deadly-standing eye, 

Hy silence, and my cloudy melancholy? 

My Seece of vboUy hair that now uncurls, 

Even as an adder, when she doth unroll 
To do some lathi eiecutton? 

Vengeance is in my heart, dearii in my hand. 
Blood and revenge are Immerixig in my head. 
t fosms. ® Disquiet 


Hark, Tamora, -^-the emprm of my soul, 

Which never hopes more heaven than rests in thee,— • 
This is the day of doom for Bssslanus; 

His Philomel < must lose her tongue to.^y ; * 

Thy sons make pillage of her cliastity, 

And wash Uieir lumas in Bassianus’ blood. 

Scest thou this letter ? take it up, I pray thee. 

And give the king this fatal-plotted scroll : — 

Now question me no more, we are espied ; 

Here comes a parcel ^ of our hopefVil booty, 

Which dreads not yet their lives’ destruction. 

Tam* Ah, my sweet Moor, sweeter to me than life ! 
Aar. No more, great empress, Bassianus comes: 
Be cross with him ; and I’ll go fetch thy sons 
To back thy quarrels, whatsoe’er they be. [Exit. 

Enter Bassxanus and Lavinxa. 

Pas* Who have we here ? Rome’s royal emperess, 
Unfurnish’d of her well-beseeming troop ? 

I Or is it Dian, habited like her ; 

Who hath abandoned her holy groves, 

To see the general hunting in tliis forest ? 

Tam. Saucy controller of our private steps ? 

Had I the power, that, some say, Dian had. 

Thy temples should be planted presently 
With horns, as was Actoeon’s ; and the hounds 
Should drive upon thy new-transformed limbs, 
Unmannerly intruder as thou art ! 

Lav. Under your patience, gentle emperess, 

*Tis to be doubted, that your Moor and you 
Are singled forth to try experiments : 

Jove shield your husband from his hounds to-day ! 
’Tis pity they should take him for a stag. 

Pas. Believe me, queen, your swarth Cimmerian 
Doth make your honour of his body’s hue.^ 

Why are you sequester’d from all your train ? 
Dismounted from your snow-white goodly steed, 
And wander’d hither to an obscure plot, 
Accompanied with a barbarous Moor ? 

Lav* My noble lord, I pray you let us hence 
And let her ’joy her raven-coloured love. 

Pas, The king, my brother, shall have note of this. 
Lav* Ay, for these slips have made him noted long : 
Good king ! to be so mightily abus’d ! 

Tam* Why have I patience to endure all this? 

Enter Chiron and Demetrius. 

Mem* How now, dear sovereign, and our gracious 
mother, ^ 

Why doth your highness look so pale and wan ? 

Tam* Have I not reason, think you, to look pale ? 
These two have ’tic’d me hither to this place, 

A barren and detested vale, you see it is ; 

The trees, tliough summer, yet forlorn and lean, 
O’ercome with moss, and baneful misletoe. 

Here never shines the sun here nothing breeds. 
Unless the nightly owl, oi fetal raven. 

And, when they show’d me this abhorred pit. 

They told me, here, at dead time of the night, 

A thousand iiends, a thousand hissing snakes, 

Ten thousand swelling toads, as many urchins®, . 
Would make such feanul and confus^ cries, 

As any mortal body, hearing it, 

Should straight fell ixiad, or else ^e suddenly. 

No sooner had they told tliis hellish tale, 

But stmight they told me, they would bind n^e here 
Unto the body of a dismal yew ; 

And leave me to this miserable death. 

* See Ovid’s Netamorphoses, book v!. 

» Part, ® Hedge-hegs. 
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And tb^n they calVd me foul adulteress, 

X^ascivious Goth, and all the bitterest terms 
That^ ever ear did hear to such effect. 

And, had you not by wondrous fortune come. 

This vengeance on me had been executed : 

Revenge it, as you love your mother’s life, 

Or be ye not henceforth call’d my children. 

Dem- This is a witness that I am thy son. | 

Bassianus. 

Chi And this for me, struck home to show my 
strength. [Stabbing him liketuise* 

Lav* Ay, come, Semiramis, — nay, barbarous 
Tamora ! 

For no name fits thy nature but thy own ! 

Tam* Give me thy poniard ; you shall know, my 
boys, 

Your mother’s hand shall right your mother’s wrong. 

Dem* Stay, madam, here is more belongs to her ; 
Tfiis minion stood upon her chastity. 

Upon her nuptial vow, her loyalty, 

And with that painted hope braves your mightiness ; 
And shall she carry this unto her grave ? 

Chi* Drag hence her husband to some secret hole. 
Tam* Let not this wasp outlive, us both to sting. ; 
Chi* 1 warrant you, madam ; we will make that 
sure. 

Lav* O Tamora ! Tliou bear’st a woman’s face. — 
2’om. I will not hear her speak ; away with her. 
Lav* Sweet lords, entreat her hear me but a word. 
JJe7n* Listen, fair madam : Let it be your glory 
To see her tears ; but be your heart to them. 

As unrelenting flint to drops of rain. 

Lav* When did the tiger’s young ones teach the 
dam? 

O, do not learn her wrath j she taught it thee ; 

The milk thou suck’dst from her, did turn to marble; 
Even at thy teat thou hadst thy tyranny. ~. 

Yet every mother, greeds not sons alike ; 

Do thou entreat her shew a woman pity, 

[To CaiRON. 

Chi* What ! wouldst thou have me prove myself 
a bastard ? 

Lav* ’Tis true ; the raven doth not hatch a lark : 
Yet I have heard, (O could 1 find it now !) 

The lion mov’d with pity, did endure 
To have his princely paws par’d all away. 

Some say, that ravens foster forlorn cliildren, 

The w'hilst their own birds famish in their nc.sts : 

O, be to me, though %hy hard heart say no, 

Nothing so kind, but something pitiful ! 

Tam* 1 know not what it means ; away with her. 
Lav* O, let me teach Uiee : for my father’s sake, 
That gave thee life, when well he might have slain 
thee, 

Be not obdurate, open thy deaf ears. 

2’am. liadst thou in person ne’er oflended me, 
Even for his sake am I pitiless : •— 

Remember, boys, 1 pour’d forth tears in vain, 

To save your brother from the sacrifice ; 

But fierce Andronicus would not relent. 

Therefore, away with her, and use her as you will ; 
^e worse to her, the better lov’d of me. 

Lav* O Tamora, be call’d a gentle queen, 

And with thine own hands kilf me in this place; 
For, *tis not life, that I have begg’d so long ; 

Poor l^sas slain, when Bas&ianus died. 

Tam* What begg’st thou then ? fond woman, let 
me go. 

Lae. *Tis d^th I beg ; O, keep me flcom what’s 

wiwse ! 


And tumble me iiito some loathsome pit ; 

Wliere never man’s eye may behold my body: 

Do dlls, and be a charitable murderer. 

7*am* So should I rob my sweet sons of their fee* 
JDem* Away, for thou hast staid us here too long. 
Lav* No grace ? No womanhood ? Ah, beastly 
creature ! 

The blot and enemy to our general name ! ^ 

Confusion fall —— ~ 

Chi* Nay, then I’ll stop your mouth : — Bring 
thou her husband; 

[Dragging off Lavinia* 
Tliis is the hole where Aaron bid us hide him. 

[ExmifU* 

Tam. Farewell, my sons; see that you make her 
sure: 

Ne’er let my heart know merry cheer indeed, 

Till all tlie Andronici be made away. — 

Now will I hence to seek my lovely Moor, 

And let my spleenful sons this trull deflour. [ExU* 

SCENE IV *-^ The same* 

n 

Enter Aaron, unth Q,uintus and Martius. 
Aar* Come on, my lords ; the better foot before: 
Straight will I bring you to the loathsome pit, 
Where I espy’d the panther fast asleep. 

Quin. My sight is very dull, whate’er it bodes. 
Mart* And mine, 1 promise you : wer’t not for 
shame, 

Well could I leave our sport to sleep awhile. 

(MARTius/a//i into the Pit* 
Quin* What, art thou fallen ? What subtile hole 
is this, 

Whose mouth is cover’d with rude-growing briars ; 
Upon whose leaves are drops of new-shed blood. 

As fresh as morning’s dew distill *d on flowers? 

A very fatal place it seems to me : — 

Speak, brother, hast thou hurt thee with tne fall ? 

Mart* O, brother, with the dismallcst object 
That ever eye, with sight, made heart lament. 

Aar* [Aside*] Now will I fetch the king to find 
them here ; 

Tliat he thereby may give a bjcely guess, 

How these were tliey that made away his brotlier. 

[ExU Aaron. 

Mart. Why dost not comfort me, and help me out 
From this unhallow’d and blood-stained hole ? 

Quin* I am surprised with an uncouth fear : 

A chilling sweat o’er-runs my trembling joints ; 

My heart suspects more than mine eye can see. 

Mart* To prove thou hast a true-divining heart, 
Aaron and thou look down into this den, 

And see a fearful sight of blood and death. 

Quin. Aaron is gone ; and my compassionate 
heart 

Will not permit mine eyes once to behold 
The thing whereat it trembles by surmise ; 

O, tell me how it is ; for ne’er till now 
Was 1 a child, to fear I know not what. 

Mart* Lord Bassianus lies embrued here, 

All on a heap, like to a slaughter’d lamb* 

In this detested, dark, bbod-drinking pit. 

Quin* If it be dark, bow dost thou know *tis he ? 
Mart, Upon his bloody finger he doth wear 
A precious ring, that lightens all the hole, 

Which, like a taper in some monument, 

Doth shine upon the dead man’s earthy cfaeeka . ^ 
And shows the ragged enhraUs of this pit : 

So pale did shine the moon on Pyramusp 
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Wht*!! h€ by night lay bath*d in maiden blood. 

0 brother, help me with thy fainting hand, 

If fear hath made thee faint, as me it hath, — • 

Out of this fell devouring receptacle. 

As hateful as Cocytus* misty mouth. 

Quin* ]^ach me thy hand, that I may help thee out j 
Or, wanting strength to do thee so much good, 

1 may be pluck’d into the swallowing womb 
OPdiis deep pit, poor Bassianiis* grave. 

I have no strength to pluck thee to the brink. 

Marl* Nor 1 no strength to climb without thy 
help. 

^ Quin* Thy hand once more; I will not loose again, 
Till thou art here aloft, or I below ; 

Thou canst not come to me, 1 come to thee. 

[Faiis in* 

Enter Saturkimus and Aaroh. 

Sat* Along with me : — I’ll see what hole is here. 
And what he is, that now is leap’d into it. 

Say, who art thou, that lately didst descend 
Into this gaping hollow of the earth? 

Mart* The unhappy son of old Andronicus ; 
Brought Hither in a most unlucky hour. 

To find tliy brother Bassianus dead. 

Sat* My brother dead? I know thou dost but jest ; 
He and his lady both are at the lodge, 

Upon the nortli side of this pleasant chase ; 

’THs not an hour since I left him there. 

Mart* We know not where you left him all alive. 
But, out alas ! here have we found him dead. 

Enter Tamora, with Attendants t Titus Akdro- 
meus, and Lucius. 

Tam* Where is my lord the king ? 

Sat* Here, Tamora ; though griev’d with killing 
grief. 

Tam* Where is thy brother Bassianus ? 

Sat* Now to the bottom dost thou search my 
wound ; 

Poor Bassianus here lies murdered. 

Tam* Then all too late I bring this fatal writ, 
[Giving a Letter* 

The complot of this timeless 7 tragedy ; 

And wonder greatly, that man’s face can fold 
In pleasing smiles su& murderous tyranny. 

Sat* [Reads.] An if we miss to meet him hand- 
somely, — - 

Sweet huntsman^ Bassianus we meam^ — 

Do thou so much as dig the grave for him ; 

Thou know*st our meaning .* Look for thy reward 
A mong the nettles at tfie elder tree, 

Which overshades the mouth of that same pit, 

Where we decreed to bury Bassianus* 

Do this, and purchase us thy lasting friends* 

O, Tamora i was ever heard tlie like? 

This is the pit, and this the elder tree : 

Look, sirs, if you can find the huntsman out, 

That should have murdei^d Bassianus here. 

Aar* My gracious lord, here is the bag of gold. 

[Showing it* 

Sat* Two of thy whelps, [To Tit.] fell curs of 
bloody kind, 

Have here ber^ my brother of his life ; — 

Sirs, drag them from the pit unto the prison ; 
There let them bide, until we hate devis'd 
Some never-iheard-of torturing pain for them. 

Tam* What, ere they tn this pit? O wondrous 
thing! 

How eeeSy murder is discover’d ! 

7 Untimely. 


2^. High emperor, upon my feeble knee 
I beg this boon, with tears not lightly shed, 

That this fell fault of my accursed sons, ^ 
Accursed, if the fault be prov’d in them, — 

Sat* If it be prov’d ! you see it is apparent, 

Who found tliis letter ? TamOra, was it you ? 

Tam* Andronicus himself did take it up. 

Tit, I did, my lord : yet let me be their bail : 
For by my father’s reverend tomb, I vow, 

They shall be ready at your highness* will, 

To answer their suspicion with their lives. 

Sat* Thou shalt not bail them : see, thou follow 
me. 

Some bring the murder’d body, some the murderers ; 
Let them not speak a word, the guilt is plain ; 

For, by my soul, were there worse end than death. 
That end upon them should be executed* 

Tam* Andronicus, I will entreat the king ; 

Fear not thy sons, they shall do well enough. 

Tit* Come, Lucius, come ; stay not to talk with- 
them, [Exeunt severally* 

SCENE V. — The same* 

Enter Demetrius and Chiron, with Lavinia ; her 
Hands cut q/f, and her Tongue cut out* 

. Dem* So now, go tell, an if thy tongue can speak. 
Who *twas that cut thy tongue, and ravish’d thee. 
Chi* Write down thy mind, bewray thy mean- 
ing so ; 

And, if thy stumps will let thee, play the scribe. 
Dem* See, how with signs and tokens she can 
scowl. 

Chi* Go home, call for sweet water, wash thy 
hands. 

Dem* She hath no tongue to call, nor hands to 
wash ; 

And so let’s leave her to her silent walks. 

Chi* An ’twere my case, I should go hang myself. 
Dem* If thou hadst hands to help thee knit the 
cord. [Exeunt Demetrius and Chiron. 

Enter Marcus. 

Marc* Who’s this, — my niece, that flies away so 
fast? 

Cousin, a word ; Where is your husband? — 

If I do dream, ’would all my wealth would wake me ! 
If I do wake, some planet strike me down, 

That I may slumber in eternal sleep ! — 

Speak, gentle niece, what stenf ungentle hands 
Have lopp’d, and hew’d, and made thy body bare 
-Of her two branches ? those sweet ornaments, 
Whose circling shadows kings have sought to sleep 
in ; 

And might not gain so great a happiness. 

As half thy love ? Why dost not speak to me ? — 
Alas, a crimson river of warm blood, 

Like to a bubbling fountain stirr’d with wind. 

Doth rise and fall between thy rosed lips, 

Coming and goii^ with thy honey breath* 

But, sure, some Tereus hath deflour’d thee ; 

And, lest thou shouldst detect him, cut thy tongue* 
Ah, now thou tum*st away thy face for shame! 
And, notwithstibding all this loss of blood, — 

As from a oonduit with three issuing spouts, — 

Yet do thy cheeks look red as Titan’s fhee. 
Blushing to be encounter’d wifli a cloud, t 
Shall I speak for thiee ? riiall 1 say, *tis so ? 

O, that I knew thy heart ; and knew the beast. 
That I mi^t ndl at him to ease my mindl ' 
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Sorrow Concealed) like an OTen stopp'd, 1 He would not then have touch'd them for hi» life: 


Doth bum the heart to cinders where it is. 

Fair Philomela^ she but lost her tongue. 

And in a tedious sampler sew'd her mind : 

But, lovely niece, that mean is cut from thee ; 

A craftier Tereus hast thou met withal, 

And he hatli cut those pretty fingers off) 

That could have better sew’d than Philomel. 

O, had the monster seen those lily hands 
Tremble, like aspen leaves, upon a lute. 

And make tlie silken strings delight to kiss them ; 


ACT 

SCENE 1. Rome. A Street* 

Enter Senalorst TribuneSf and Officers of Justice^ 
wUh Martius and Quintus, bound, passing on 
to the Place of Execution: Titus gomg before, 
pleading* 

Tit, Hear me, grave fathers ! noble tribunes, stay! 
For pity of mine age, whose youth was spent 
In dangerous wars, whilst you securely slept ; 

For all my blood in Home’s great quarrel shed ; 

For all the frosty nights that I have watch’d ; 

And for these bitter tears, which now, you see 
Filling the aged wrinkles in my cheeks ; 

Be pitiful to my condemned sons, 

Whose souls are not corrupted as ’tis thought ! 

For two and twenty sons I never wept, 

Because they died in honour's lofty bed. 

For these, these tribunes, in the dust 1 write 

[Throudng himself on the Ground, 
My heart’s deep languor, and my soul’s sad tears. 
Let my tears stanch the earth's dry appetite ; 

My sons' sweet bfood will make it shame and blush. 

[Exeunt Senators, Tribunes, ^c, with the 
Prisoners* 

O earth, I will befriend thee more with rain, 

That shall distil from these two ancient urns. 

Than youtliful April shall with all his showers : 

In summer's drought. I’ll drop upon thee still ; 

In winter, with warm tears I’ll melt the snow. 

And keep eternal spring>time on thy face, 

So thou refuse to drink my dear sons' blood. 

Enter Luciui^ with his Sword drawn* 

O, reverend tribunes ! gentle aged men ! 

Unbind my sons, reverse the doom of death ; 

And let me say, that never wept before, 

My tears are now prevailing orators. 

Luc* O, nc^le father, you lament in vain ; 

The tribunes hear you not, no man is by, 

And you recount your sorrows to a stone. 

Tit, Ah, Lucius, for thy brothers let me plead : 
Grave tribunes, once more I entreat of you. 

Luc* My gracious lord, no tribune hears you 
spe^. 

7% Why, 'tis no matter, man ; if they did hear, 
They would not mark me ; or, if they did mark. 

All bootless to them, they'd not pity me. 

Therefore I tell my sorrows to the stones ; 

Who, though they cannot answer my distress, 

Yet in some sort they're better than the tribunes, 

For that they wiU not Intercept my tale ; 

When I dp vreep, j^ey humbly at my feet 
Receive my tearv and seem to weep with me ; 


Or, had he heard the heavenly harmony, 

Which that sweet tongue hath made, 

He would have dropp’d his knife, and fell asleep, 
As Cerberus at the Thradan poet's feet. 

Come, let us go, and make thy father blind : 

For such a sight will blind a father’s eye : 

One hour's storm will drown the fragrant meads ; 
What will whole months of tears thy father's eyeJ? 
Do not draw back, for we will mourn with thee ; 
O, could our mourning ease thy misery ! [Exeunt* 


III. 

And, were they but attired in grave weeds, 

Rome could afford no tribune like to these* 

A stone is soft as wax, tribunes more hard than 
stones : 

A stone is silent, and offendeth not ; 

And tribunes with their tongues doom mei\ to death. 
But wherefore stand’st thou with thy weapon drawn? 

Luc, To rescue my two brothers from their death : 
For which attempt, the judges have pronounc'd 
My everlasting doom of banishment. 

Tit, O happy man I they have befriended thee. 
Why, foolish Lucius, dost thou not perceive, 

Tliat Rome is but a wilderness of tigers ? 

Tigers must prey ; and Rome affords no prey, 

But me and mine : How happy art thou then, 
From these devourers to be banished ! 

But who comes with our brother Marcus here ? 

Enter Marcus and Lavikia. 

Marc* Titus, prepare thy noble eyes to weep ; 
Or, if not so, thy noble heart to break ; 

I bring consuming sorrow to thine age. 

Tit. Will it consume me ? let me see it then. 
Marc* This was thy daughter. 

7Yt* Why, Marcus, so she is. 

Luc* Ah me ! this object kills me ! 

Tit* Faint-hearted boy, arise, and look upon 
her : — * 

Speak, my Lavinia, what accursed hand 
Hath made thee handless in thy father’s sight? 
What fool hath added water to the sea ? 

Or brought a faggot to bright-burning Troy ? 

My grief was at the height before thou cam'st. 

And now, like Nilus 9, it disdaineth bounds. 

Give me a sword, I’ll chop off my bands too ; 

For they have fought for Rome, and all in vain ; 
And they have nurs'd this woe, in feeding life i 
In bootless prayer have they been held up, 

And they have serv’d me to effectless use i 
Now, all the service I require of them 
Is, tliat the one will help to cut the other. — ^ 

"Ils well, Lavinia, that thou hast no hands ; 

For han^, to do Rome service, are but vain. 

Luc* Speak, gentle sister, who hath martyr’d thee? 
Marc. O, ^at delightful engthe of her thougfatfjt 
That blab’d them with such pleasing eloquence. 

Is tom from forth that pretty hollow cage ; 

Where, like a sweet melodious bird, it sung 
Sweet varied notes, enchanting every ear! 

Luc. O, say thou for her, who hath done dm 
deed? 

Marc. O, thus 1 found her, straying in the park, 
» On^cuR s The river Nile. 

3 D 3 



m TITUS ANDfeONICUS. 


Seeking to hide herself, as doth the deer, 

Thjst Imth receiv'd some unrecuring wound. 

Tk* It was my deer, and he that wounded her, 
Hatli hurt me more, than had he kill’d me dead : 
For now I stand as one upon a rock. 

Environ’d with a wilderness of sea ; 

Who marks the waxing tide grow wave hy wave, 
Expecting ever when some envious surge 
Will in his brinish bowels swallow him. 
l^is way to death my wretched sons are gone ; 

Here stands my other son, a banisli’d man ; 

And here my brother, weeping at my woes ; 

But that, which gives my soul the greatest spurn, 

Is dear Lavinia, dearer than my soul. — 

Had I but seen thy picture in this plight, 

It would have madded me ; What shall I do 
Now I behold thy lovely body so ? 

Thou hast no hands, to wipe away tliy tears ; 

Nor tongue, to tell me who hath martyr’d thee : 

Thy husband he is dead ; and, for his death, 

Thy brothers are condemn’d, and dead by this : — 
Book, Marcus ! ah, son Lucius, look on her ! 

When I did name her hroUiers, then fresli tears 
Stood onlier cheeks ; as doth the honey dew 
Upon a gather’d lily almost wither’d. 

Marc* Perchance, she weeps because they kill'd 
her husband : 

Perchance, because she knows them innocent. 

Tk, If they did kill thy husband, then be joyful. 
Because the law hath ta’en revenge on them, — 

No, no, they would not do so foul a deed ; 

Witness the sorrow that their sister makes. — 
Gentle Lavinia, let me kiss thy lips ; 

Or make some sign how I may do thee ease ; 

Shall thy good uncle, and thy brother Lucius, [ 
And thou, and I, sit round about some fountain ; 
Looking all downwards, to behold our cheeks 
How they are stain’d? like meadows, yet not dry 
With miry slime left on them by a flood ? 

And in the fountain shall we gaze so long, 

Till the fresh taste be taken from that clearness. 

And made a brine-pit with our bitter tears ? 

Or shall we cut away our hands, like thine ? 

Or shall we bite our tongues, and in dumb shows 
Hsss the remainder of our hateful days ? 

What shall we do ? let us that have our tongues, 
Plot some device of further misery, 

To make us wonder’d at in time to come. 

Luc* Sweet father, cease your tears ; for, at your 
grief, 

See,, how my wretched sister sobs and weeps. 

Marc, Patience, dear niece; ^good Titus, diy 
thine eyes. 

Tit* Ah, Marcus, Marcus ! brother, well I wot 
Thy napkin ^ cannot drink a tear of mine. 

For thou, poor man, hast drown’d it with thine own. 
Luc* Ah, my Lavinia, I will wipe thy cheeks. 
Tit* Mark, Marcus, mark ! 1 understand her signs: 
Had she a tongue to speak, now would' she say 
That to her brother which I said to thee ; 

His napkin, with his true tears all bewet, 

Can do no service on her sorrowful cheeks ; 

O, what a sympathy of woe is this ? 

As far ttom help as limbo is from bliss ! 

Enter Aakok. 

Awp* Titus Andronicus, my lord the emperor 
Sends thee this word, — That, if thou love thy sons, 
Marcu% Lucius, or thyself old Htus, 
t Know ’ Handkerchief. 


Act in. 

Or any one of you, cnop off your nand. 

And send it to the king : he for the saxne^ 

Will send thee hither both thy sons alive ; 

And that shall be the ransome for their fault.* 

O, gracious emperor ! O, gentle Aaron ! 
Did ever raven sing so like a lark, 

That gives sweet tidings of the sun’s uprise ? 

With all my heart, I’ll send the emperor 
My hand ; 

Good Aaron, wilt thou help to chop it off? 

Xuc. Stay, father; for that noble hand of thine, 
That hath thrown down so many enemies, 

Shall not be sent : my hand will serve the turn ; 

My youth can better spare my blood than you ; 

And therefore mine shall save my brotliers* lives. 
Marc* Which of your hands hath not defended 
Rome, 

And rear’d aloft the bloody battle-axe, 

Writing destruction on the enemy’s castle ? 

O, none of botli but are of high desert : 

My hand hatli been but idle ; let it serve 
To ransome my two nephews from their death ; 
Then have I kept it to a worthy end, 

Aar* Nay, come agree, whose hand shall go along, 
For fear they die before their pardon come. 

Marc* My hand shall go. 

Imc* By heaven, it shall not go. 

Tit* Sirs, strive no more ; such wither’d herbs as 
these 

Are meet for plucking up, and therefore mine. 

Luc* Sweet father, if I shall be thought thy son. 
Let me redeem my brotliers both from death. 

Marc* And, for our father’s sake, and mother’s 
core, 

Now let me show a brother’s love to thee. 

Tk* Agree between you ; 1 will spare my band. 
Luc* Then I’ll go fetch an axe. 

Marc* But 1 will use the axe. 

[Exeunt Lwdios and Marcus. 
Tit* Come hither, Aaron ; I’ll deceive them both ; 
Lend me tliy hand, and 1 will give tlice mine. 

Aar* If that be call’d deceit, 1 will be honest, 
And never, whilst I live, deceive men so : — 

But I’ll deceive you in another sort, 

And that you’ll say, ere half an hour can pass. 

[Aside, 

[He cuts off Titus’s Hand, 
Enter Lucius and Marcus. 

TU* Now, stay your strife ; what shall be, is des- 
patch’d. — 

Good Aaron, give his majesty my hand : 

Tell him, it was a hand that warded him 
From thousand dangers ; bid him bury it ; 

More hath it merited, that let it have. 

As for my sons, say, I account of them 
As jewels purchas’d at an easy price ; 

And yet dear too, because 1 bought mine own. 

Aar, I go, Andronicus : and for thy hand, 

Look by and by to have thy sons with thee ; — 
Their heads, I mean. — O, how this villainy 

[And/e, 

Doth fat me with the very thoughts of it! 

Let fools do good, and fair men call for grace, 
Aaron will have bis soul black like his face. [ExU, 
Tk, O, here I lift this one band up to he|veiv 
And bow this feeble ruin to the eartl) : 

If any power pities wretched tears, 

To that I call ; What, wilt thou kneel with mC ? 

[To Lavjkia* 
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Do tlieiky dear heart ; for lieaven shall hear our 
prayers ; 

Or tPith our sighs well breathe the welkin 9 dim, 
And stain the sun with fog, as sometime clouds, 
When they do hug him in their melting bosoms. 

Marc* O ! broker, speak with possibilities, 

And do not break into these deep extremes. 

Tit, Is not my sorrow deep, having no bottom ? 
Then be my passions 4 bottomless with them. 

Marc, But yet let reason govern thy lament. 

Tit, If there were reason for these miseries, 

Then into limits could I bind my woes : 

When heaven doth weep, doth not the earth o’erflow? 
If the ’winds rage, doth not the sea wax mad, 
Threat’ning the welkin witli his big-swohi face ? 
And wilt thou have a reason for this coil ? ^ 

I am the sea ; hark, how her signs do blow ! 

She is the weeping welkin, I the earth : 

Then must my sea be moved with her sighs ; 

ITien must my earth with her continual tears 
Become a deluge, overflow’d and drown’d. 

Enter a Messenger, with two Heads and a Hand, 

Mess, Worthy Andronicus, ill art thou repaid 
For tliat good hand thou sent’st the emperor. 

Here are the lieads of thy two noble sons ; 

And here’s thy hand, in scorn to thee sent back ; 
Thy griefs their sports, thy resolution mock’d ; 

That woe is me to think upon tliy woes. 

More than remembrance of my father’s death. 

[Exit. 

Marc, Now let hot Jiltna cool in Sicily, 

And be my heart an ever-burning fire ! 

These miseries are more than may be borne ! 

To weep with them that weep, doth case some deal. 
But sorrow flouted at is double death. 

Luc, Ah, that this sight should make so deep a 
wound, 

And yet detested Jife not shrink thereat ! 

That ever death should let life bear his name. 
Where life hath no more interest but to breathe ! 

[Lavinia lasses him, 

Marc, Alas, poor heart that kiss is comfortless, 
As frozen water to a starved snake. 

TU, When will this fearful slumber have an end? 
Marc, Now, farewell, flattery : Die, Andronicus : 
Thou dost not slumber : see, thy two sons’ heads ; 
Thy warlike hand ; thy mangled daughter here ; 
Thy other banish’d son, with this dear sight 
Struck pale and blc^less ; and thy brother, I, 
Even like a stony image, cold and numb. 

Ah ! now no more will I control thy griefs ; 

Rend off thy silver hair, thy other hand 
Gnawing with thy teeth ; and be this dismal sight 
The clo^ng up of our most wretched eyes ! 

Now is a time to storm ; why art thou still ? 

Tit. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Marc, Why dost tliou laugh ? it fits not with this 
hour. 

Tit, Why, I have not another tear to shed j 
Besides this sorrow is an enemy, 

And would usurp upon my wat’ry eyes, 

And make them blind with tributary tears ; 

Then which way shall 1 find revenge’s cave? 

For these two hei^ls do seem to speak to me ; 

And threat me, I shall nev^ come to bliss, 

Tlllkll tliese mischiefs be return’d again, 

Even in their throats that have committed them. 
Coroe> let pie see what task I have to do. -«• 

, * The iky. ^ Sufferings. » Stir, bustle. 


You heavy people, circle me about ; 

That I may turn me to each one of you. 

And swear unto my soul to right your wrongs 
The vow is made. — Come, brother, take a head } 
And in this hand the other will I boar : 

Lavinia, thou shalt be employed in these tilings; 
Bear thou my hand, sweet wench, between thy teeth. 
As for thee, boy, go, get thee from my sight : 

Thou art an exile, and thou must not stay : % 

Hie to the Goths, and raise an army there : 

And, if you love me, as 1 think you do, 

Let’s kiss and part, for we have much to do. 

f Exeunt Titus, Marcus, and Lavinia. 
Luc, Farewell, Andronicus, my noble father ; 
The woeful’st man that ever liv’d in Rome ! 
Farewell, proud Rome I till Lucius come again, 

He leaves his pledges dearer than his life. 

Farewell, Lavinia, my noble sister ; 

O, ’would thou wert as thou ’tofore hast been ! 

But now nor Lucius, nor Lavinia lives, 

But in oblivion, and hateful griefs. 

If Lucius live, he will requite your wrongs ; 

And make proud Saturninus and his emjiress 
Beg at the gates, like Tarquin and his queen. 

Now will I to the Goths, and raise a power, 

To be reveng’d on Rome and Saturnine. [Exit, 

SCENE II. .4 Room in Titus’s House. 

A Banquet set out. 

Enter Titus, Marcus, Lavinia, and young Lucius, 
a Boy* 

Tit, So, so ; now sit : and look you eat no more 
Than will preserve just so much strength in us 
As will revenge these bitter woes of ours. 

Marcus, unknit that sorrow- wreathen knot ; 

Thy niece and I, poor creatures, want our hands 
And cannot passionate our tenfold grief 
With folded arms. This poor right hand of mine 
Is left to tyrannize upon my breast ; 

And when my heart, all mad with misery, 

Beats in this hollow prison of my fiesh, 

Then thus 1 thump it down. — 

Thou map of woe, that thus dost talk in signs ! 

, [To Lavinia. 

When thy poor heart beats with outrageous beating, , 
Thou canst not strike it thus to make it still. 
Wound it with sighing, girl, kill it with groans ; , 
Or get some little knife between tliy teeth, 

And Just against thy heart make thou a hole ; 

That all the tears that thy poor eyes let fall. 

May run into that sink, and soaking in, 

Drown the lamenting fool in sea-salt tears. 

Marc, Fye, brother, fye ! teach her not thus to lay 
Such violent hands upon her tender life. 

TU, How, now! has sorrow made thee dote 
already ? 

Why, Marcus, no man should be mad but I, 

What violent hands can she lay on her life ! 

Ah, wherefore dost thou urge the name of hands ; 

To bid iEneas tell the tale twice o’er, 

How Troy was burnt, andl he made miserable? 

O, handle not the tlieme, to talk of hands ; 

Lest we remember still, that we have none. — • 

Fye, fye, how frantickly I square my talk ! 

As if we should forget we had no hands, 

If Marcus did not name the word of hands! 

Come, let’s fall to; and, gentle girl, eat this : — 
Here is no drink I Hark, Marcu^ what she says i, , 

I can interpret all her martyr’d signs ; — . ^ 
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Slt 9 says, she drinks no other drink but tears, 
BrewM with her sorrows, mesh'd upon her cheeks 
S*^)ecchless complainer, 1 will learn thy thought; 

In thy dumb action will I be as perfect, 

As begging hermits in their holy prayers : 

Thou shalt not sigh, nor hold thy stumps to heaven, 
Kor wink, nor nod, nor kneel, nor make a sign. 
But I, of these, will wrest an alphabet, 

^ practice, learn to know thy meaning. 
Boy* Good grandsire, leave these bitter deep 
laments : 

Make my aunt merry with some pleasing talc. 

Mwrc* Alas, the tender t>oy, in passion mov'd. 
Doth weep to sec his grandsire's heaviness. 

TU, Peace, tender sapling ; thou art made of tears, 
And tears will quickly melt thy life away. — 

[Marcus strikes the Dish with a Kmfe* 
What dost thou strike at, Marcus, with thy knite ? 
Marc* At that that I have kill’d, my lord ; a fly. 
Tit* Out on thee, murderer ! thou kill’st my heart; 
Mine eyes are cloy’d with view of tyranny : 

A deed of death, done on the innocent. 

Becomes not Titus' brother : Get thee gone ; 

1 see thoif art not for my company. 

Marc* Alas, my lord, I have but kill'd a fly. 

Tit* But how, if that fly had a father and mother ? 
How would he hang his slender gilded wings. 


And buz lamenting doings in the air : 

Poor harmless fly ! 

That with his pretty buzzing melody, 

Came here to moke us merry ; and thou hast ICill’d 
him. 

Jlfarc. Pardon me, sir ;*twa8 a black ill-favour'd fly, 
Like to the empress* Moor ; therefore 1 kill’d him. 
TU* O, O, O, 

Then pardon me for reprehending thee. 

For thou hast done a charitable deed* 

Give me thy knife, 1 will insult on him ; 

Flattering myself, as if it were the Moor, 

Come hither purposely to poison me. — 

There's for thyself, and tliat's for Tamora. — 

Ah, sirrah ! 9 — 

Yet I do think we are not brought so low, 

But that, between us, we can kill a fly. 

That comes in likness of a coal-black Moor. 

Marc. Alas, poor man 1 grief has so wrought on 
him. 

He takes false shadows for true substances. 

Til* Come, take away. — Lavinia, go witli me : 
I’ll to thy closet ; and go read with thee 
Sad stories, chanced in the times of old. — 

Come, boy, and go with me ; thy sight is young. 
And thou shalt read, when mine begins to dazzle. 

lExcurU* 


ACT IV. 


SCENE I* — B^re Titus'® Hoitse* 

Enter Titus and Marcus. Then enter young 
Lucius, Lavinia running ajter him. 

Boy* Help, grandsire, help ! my aunt Lavinia 
Follows me every where, I know not why ; — 
Good uncle Marcus, see how swift she comes ! 

Alas, sweet aunt, I know not what you' mean. 
Marc* Stand by me, Lucius ; do not fear thine 
aunt. 

Tit* She loves thee, boy, too well to do thee harm. 
Boy* Ay, when my^fa^er was in Rome, she did. 
Marc* What means my niece Lavinia by these 
signs ? 

Tit* Fear her not, Lucius : — Somewliat doth she 
mean : 

See, Lucius, see, how much she makes of thee : 
Somewhither would she have thee go with her. 

Ay, boy, Cornelia never with more care 
Head to her sons, than she hath read to thee, 

Sweet poetry, and Tully’s Orator. ® 

Canst thou not guess wherefore she plies thee thus ? 

Boy* My lord, I know not, I, nor can I guess, 
Unless some fit or frenzy do possess her ; 

For 1 have heard my grandsire say full oft, 
Batremity of griefs would make men mad ; 

And I have read that Hecuba of Troy 
Kan mad thrpugb sorrow ; That made me to fear : 
Although, my lord, I know, my noble aunt 
Loves me as dear as e'er my mother did, 

And would not,' but in fury, fright my youth : 
Which made me down to throw my books, and fly ; 
CaiuM^ess, perhaps ; But pardon me, sweet aunt : 
And, madam, if my uncle Marcus go, 

I will most willingly attend your ladyship. 

• An aUtitHm to brewing, t Constant or continuat practice, 
on 0oquence, entitled Orator* 


Mare* Lucius, I will. 

[Lavinia turns over the Books which 
Lucius has let fall* 

Td* How now, Lavinia ? ^ Marcus, what means 
this ? 

Some book there is that she desims to see : — * 
Which is it, girl, of these ? — Open tliem, boy. — 
But thou art deeper read, and better skill’d ; 

Come, and take choice of all my library, 

And so beguile thy sorrow, till the heavens 
Reveal the vile contriver of tliis deed. — 

Why lifts she up her arms in sequence thus ? 

Marc* I think, she means, that there was more 
than one 

Confederate in the fact ; — Ay, more there was ; — 
Or else to heaven she heaves Uiem for revenge. 

Tit, Lucius, what book is thfit she tosseth so ? 
Boy* Grandsire, ’tis Ovid’s Metamorphosis ; 

My mother gave 't me. 

Marc* For love of her that's gone, 

Perhaps she cull'd it from among the rest 

JHt* Soft ! see, how busily she turns tlie leaves ! 
Help her : - — 

What would she find; Lavinia, shall I read? 
This is the tragic tale of Philomel, 

And treats of Tercus’ treason, and hU rape ; 

And rape, 1 fear, was root of thine annoy. 

Marc* See, brother, see ; note, how she quotes ^ 
the leaves. 

Tit* Lavinia, wert thou thus surpris'd, sweet girl, 
Ravish’d and wrong'd, as Philomela was, 

Forc’d in the ruriilessS vast, and gloomy woods? — 
See, see ! — ^ 

Ajf such a place there is, where we did hunt,^ 

(0, had we never, never, bunted there !) 

^ Thin WM formerly not a disrespectful expressiem. 

> Observes. * Fitilew. 
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Patterned by that the poet here describes, 

By nature made for murders, and for rapes. 

Marc* O, why should nature build so foul a den, 
Unle& the gods delight in tragedies ! 

Tit* Give signs, sweet girl, — for here are none 
but friends, — 

What Roman lord it was durst do the deed : 

Or slunk not Saturnine, as Tarquin erst. 

That left the camp to sin in Lucrece* bed ? 

Marc. Sit down, sweet niece ; — brother, sit down 
by me. — 

Apollo, Pallas, Jove, or Mercury, 

Inspire me, that I may this treason find ! — ^ 

My lord, look here ; — Look here, Laviiiia : 

This sandy plot is plain ; guide, if thou canst. 

This after me, when I have writ my name 
Without the help of any hand at all. 

[He writes his Name with his Staffs and guides 
it loith his Feet and Mouth. 

Curs’d be that lieart, that forc’d us to this shift ? — 
Write thou, good niece ; and here display, at last. 
What Heaven will have discover’d for revenge ; 
Heaven guide thy pen to print thy sorrows plain. 
That we may know the traitors, and the truth ! 

[She takes the Staff in her Mouthf and guides it 
with her Stumps, and writes. 

Tit. O, do you read, my lord, wliat she hath writ ? 
Stuprum — Chiron — Demetrius. 

Marc. What, what ! •— the lustful sons of Tamora 
Performers of this heinous, bloody deed ? 

Tit. Magne Dominator poli, 

Tam lentus audis scelera ? tarn lentus vides 9 
Marc. O, calm thee, gentle lord ! although I 
know. 

There is enough written upon this earth, 

To stir a mutiny in the mildest thoughts, 

And arm the minds of infants to exclaims. 

My lord, kneel down with me ; Lavinia, kneel ; 
And kneel, sweePboy, the Roman Hector’s hope ; 
And swear with me, — as with the woeful feere^. 
And father, of that chaste dishonour’d dame, 

Lord Junius Brutus sware for I^ucrece’ rape, 

That we will prosecute, by good advice. 

Mortal revenge upon these traitorous Goths, 

And see their blood, or die with tliis reproach. 

Tit, ’Tis sure enough, an you knew how, 

But if you hurt these bear- whelps, then beware : 
The dam will wake ; and, if she wind you once. 
She’s with the lion d|eply still in league, 

And, when he sleeps, will she do what she list. 
You’re a young huntsman, Marcus ; let it alone ; 
And, come, I will go get a leaf of brass, I 

And with a gad ^ of steel will write these words, | 
And lay it by : the angry northern wind 
Will blow these rands, like Sibyl’s leaves, abroad, 
And where’s your lesson then?— Boy, what say you? 

Fop. I say, my lord, that if I were a man. 

Their mother’s bed-chamber should not be safe 
For these bad bondmen to the yoke of Rome. 

Marc. Ay, that’s my boy ! thy father hath full oft 
For this unjgrateful country done the like. 

Boy. And uncle, so will I, an if 1 live. 

TU. Come, go with me into mine armoury; 
Lucius, I’ll fit tliee ; and withal, my boy 
Shall carry from me to the empress’ sons 
Presents, that 1 intend to send them both : 
Come,^come; thou’ltdo thy message, wilt thou not? 
Boy. Ay, with my dagger in their bosoms, grand- 
rire* 

9 Husband. * The poiiit of a 8))car. 


Tit. No, boy, not so; PH teach thee another 
course. 

Lavinia, come ; — Marcus, look to my house ; 
Lucius and I’ll go brave it at the court ; 

Ay, marry, will we, sir ; and we’ll be waited on. ' 
[Exeunt Titus, Lavikia, and Boy. 
Marc. O heavens, can you hear a good man groan, 
And not relent, or not compassion him ? 

Marcus, attend him in his ecstasy ; » 

That liath more scars of sorrow in his heart. 

Than foe-men’s marks upon his batter’d shield : 
But yet so just, that he will not revenge; 

Revenge the heavens for old Aiidronicus ! [Exit, 


SCENE II. — Boom in the Palace. 


Enter Aaron, Chiron, and Demetrius, at one 
Door i at another Door, young Lucius, and an 
Attendant, with a bundle of Weapons, and Verses 
urrit upon them. 

Chi. Demetrius, here’s the son of Lucius ; 

He hath some message to deliver to us. 

Aar. Ay, some mad message from his mad grand* 
father. ^ 

Boy. My lords, with all tlie humbleness I may, 

I greet your honours from Andronicus ; — • 

And pray the Roman gods, confound you both. 

^ [Aside, 

Dem. Gramercy*, lovely Lucius : What’s the news? 
Boy, That you are both decipher’d, that’s the news, 
For villains mark’d w'itli rape. [Aside.^ May it 
]>lcase you, 

My grandsire, well advis’d, hath sent by me 
The goodliest weapons of his armoury, 

To gratify your honourable youth, 

The hope of Rome ; for so he bade me say ; 

And so I do, and with his gifts present 
Your lordships, that whenever you have need, 

You may be armed and appointed well : 

And so I leave you both, f^.vtV/e.] likebloody villains. 

[Exeunt Boy and Attendant. 
Dem. What’s here ? A scroll ; and written round 
about ? 


Aside, 


Let’s see. 

Integer mite, scelerisgue purus, 

Non eget Mauri jacutts, nec areu. 

Chi, O, tis a verse in Horace ; I know it well : 

I read it in the grammar long ago. 

Aar. Ay, just ! — a verse in Horace : — right, 
you have it. 

Now, what a thing it is to be an ass ! 

Here’s no sound jest ! the old man hath 
found their guilt ; 

And sends the weapons wrapp’d about 
with lines, 

That wound, beyond their feeling, to the 
quick. 

But were our witty empress well a-foot, 

She would applaud Andronicus’ conceit 
But let her rest in her unrest awhile. — 

And now, young lords, was’t not a happy star 
Led us to Rome, strangers, and more than so, 
Captives, to be advanced to this height ? 

It did me good, befoie the palace gate 
To brave tlie tribune in his brother’s hearing* 

Dem. But me more good, to see so great a lord 
Basely insinuate, and send us gifts. 

Aar. Had he not reason, lord Demetrius ? 

Did you not use his daughter very friendly ? 

[FlouiM» 

^ i. 'c. Grand tnerci i great thanks. 
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Denu Why do the cmpei*or\ trumpets flourish thus ? 
Chi, Belike for joy the emperor hath a son. 

X)em* Soft; who comes here? 

jEntcr a Nurse, with a Dlack->a-moor Child in Iter 
Arms, 

Nur, Good morrow, lords ; 

O, tell me, did you see Aaron tlie Moor ? 

%Aar, Well, more, or less, or ne’er a whit at all, 
Here Aaron is : and what with Aaron now ? 

Nur, O, gentle Aaron, we are all undone ! 

Now help, or woe betide thee evennore 1 

Aar, Why, what a caterwauling dost thou keep ? 
Wliat dost thou wrap and fumble in thine arms ? 
Nur, O, that which I would Iiide from heaven’s 
eye, 

Our empress’ shame, and stately Rome’s disgrace; — 
She is deliver’d, lords, she is deliver’d. 

Aar, To whom ? 

Nur, I mean, she’s brought to bed. 

Aar, Well, Jove 

Give her good rest ! What hath she got ? 

Nur, A deviL 

Aar, Why then she’s the devil’s dam ; a joyful 
issue. 

Nur, A joyless, dismal, black, and sorrowful issue: 
Here is the babe, as loathsome ^ a toad 
Amongst the fairest breeders of our clime. 

The empress sends it thee, thy stamp, thy seal, 

And bids thee christen it with thy dagger’s point. 
Aar, Out, out, you wretch ! is black so base a 
hue? 

Sweet blowse, you are a beauteous blossom, sure. 
Dem* Villain, what hast thou done ? 

Aar, Done ! that which thou 

Canst not undo. 

Chi, Thou hast undone our mother. 

Dem, Woe to her chance, accurs’d her loathed 
choice ! 

Woe to the offspring of so foul a fiend ! 

Chi, It shall not live. 

Aar, It shall not die. 

Nur, Aaron, it must : the mother wills it so. 
Aar, What, must it, nurse ? then let no man but I, 
Do execution on my ^esh and blood. 

Dem, I’ll broach^ the tadpole on my rapier’s point; 
Nurse, give it me ; my sword shall soon despatch it. 
Aar, Sooner tills sword shall plough thy bowels up. 
[Takes the Child from the Nurse, and draws. 
Stay, murderous villains! will you kill your brother? 
Now, by the burning tapers of the sky. 

He dies upon my scimitar’s sharp point, 

That touches this my first-bom son and heir ! 

I tell you, younglings, not Enoeladus, 

With all his threat’ning band of Typhon’s brood, 
Nor great Alcides, nor the god of war, 

Shall seize this prey out of his fatlier’s hands. 
What, what ; ye sanguine, shallow-hearted boys ! 
Ye white-lim’d walls ! ye ale-house painted signs ! 
Coal black is better than another hue, 

In that it scorns to bear anoUier hue : 

For all the water in the ocean 

Can never turn a swan’s black legs to white, 

Althou^ she lave them hourly in the flood. 

Tell the empress from me, I am of age 
To keep mine own ; excuse it how she can. 

Dem, Wilt thou betray thy noble mistress thus ? 
Aar, My mistress is my mistress ; this, myself ; 
The vigour and the picture of my youth : 

«S»it 
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This, before all the world, do I prefer ; 

Tills, maugre ? all the world, will I keep safe 
Or some of you shall smoke for it in Rome. 

Dem, By this our mother is for ever sham^« 

Chi, Rome will despise her for tins foul escape. 
Nur, The emperor, in hisrage, will doom her death. 
Chi, I blush to think upon this ignomy. ^ 

Aar, Why, there’s tlie privilege your beauty bears : 
Fye, treacherous hue ! that will betray with blushing 
The close enacts and counsels of the heart I 
Here’s a young lad fram’d of another leer 9 : 

Look how the black slave smiles upon the failier ; 
As who should say, Old lad^ lam thine own. 

He is your brother, lords ; sensibly fed 
Of that self-blood that first gave life to you ; 
Although my seal be stamped in his face. 

Nur, Aaron, what shall I say unto the empress? 
Dem, Advise thcc, Aaron, what is to be done, 
And we will all subscribe to thy advice ; 

Save thou the child, so we may all be safe. 

Aar, Then sit we down, and let us all consult. 
My son and I will have the wind of you : 

Keep there : Now talk at pleasure of your safety. 

[They sit on the Ground. 
Dem. How many women saw this child of his ? 
Aar. Why so, brave lords! when we all join in 
league, 

I am a lamb : but if you brave the Moor, 

The chafed boar, the mountain lioness, 

The ocean swells not so as Aaron storms. — 

But, say again, how many saw the child ? 

Nur, Cornelia the midwife, and myself. 

And no one else but the deliver’d empress. 

Aar. The emperess, the midwife, and yourself ; 
Two may keep counsel when the third’s away ; 

Go to the empress ; tell her, this I said ; — 

[S/ahding her. 

Woke, Weke ! — so cries a pig prepar’d to the spit. 
Dem. What mean’st thou, Aflron ! Wherefore 
didst thou this ? 

Aar. O, lord, sir, ’tis a deed of policy : 

Shall she live to betray this guilt of ours ? 

A long-tongu’d babbling gossip ? no, lords, no. 
And now be it known to you my full intent. 

Not far, one Muliteus lives, my countryman ; 

His wife but yesternight was brought to bed ; 

His child is like to her, fair as you are ; 

Go pack * with him, and give the mother gold. 
And tell them both tlie circunjstanco of all ; 

And how by this their child shall be advanc’d 
And be received for the emperor’s heir, 

And substituted in the place of mine, 

To calm this tempest whirling in die court ; 

And let the emperor dandle him for his own. 

Hark ye, lords, ye see, that 1 have given her pliy- 
sick, [Pointing to the Nurse. 

And you must needs bestow her funeral ; 

The fields are near, and you are gallant grooms : 
This done, see that you t^e no longer days, 

But send the midwife presently to me. 

The midwife, and the nurse well made ^way, 

Then let the ladies tattle what they please. 

Chi, Aaron, I. see thou wilt not trust the atr 
With secrets* 

Dem, For this care of Tamora, 

Herself, and hers, are highly bound to thee. ^ 

[Exeunt DxiMxtaius and Chiron bearing ojf 
the Nurse. 

f In spite of. " Ignominy. » Complexion. 

) Contrive, bargain nmh. 
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jiar. Now to tlie Goths, as swift as swallow flies ; 
There to dispose tliis treasure in mine arms, 

And secretly to greet the empress’ friends. — 

Coifle on, you thick-lipp’d slave. I’ll bear youhence; 
For it is you that puts us to our shifts : 

I’ll make you feed on berries, and on roots. 

And feed on curds and whey, and suck the goat, 

And cabin in a cave ; and bring you up 

To be a warrior, and command a camp. {JEjcU, 

SCENE III. — ^ Publick Place, 

JEnter Titus, bearing Arrows^ with Letters at the 
JS7ids (f them ; with him Marcus, young Lucius, 
and other Genllefnen, with Bows. 

Tit. Come, Marcus, come ; — Kinsman, this is 
the way ; *— j 

Sir boy, now let me see your archery ; 

I..ook ye draw home enough, and ’tis there straight : 
Terras Astrasa reliquit * 

Be you remembered, Marcus, she’s gone, she’s fled. 
Sir, take you to your tools. You, cousins, shall 
Go sound the ocean, and cast your nets ; 

Happily you may find her in tlie sea ; 

Yet there’s as little justice as at laud ; — 

No; Publius and Semprouius, you must do it; 

*Tis you must dig with mattock and with spade, 
And pierce the inmost centre of the earth : 

Then, when you come to Pluto’s region, 

I pray you, deliver him this petition : 

Tell him, it is for justice, and for aid ; 

And that it comes from old Androuicus, 

Shaken with sorrows in ungrateful Rome. — 

Ah, Rome ! — Well, well ; I made thee miserable, 
What time I threw the people’s suffrages 
On him that thus doth tyranniae o’er me. — 

Go, get you gone ; and pray be careful all, 

And leave you not a man of war unseareb’d ; 

This wicked eiapcror may have shipp’d her hence, 
And, kinsmen, then we may go pipe for justice. 

Marc. O, Publius, is this not a heavy case, 

To see thy noble uncle thus distract ? 

Pub, Therefore, my lord, it highly us concerns, 
By day and night to attend him carefully ; 

And feed his humour kindly as we may, 

Till time beget some careful remedy. 

Marc. Kinsmen, his sorrows are past remedy. 
Join with the Goths ; and with revengeful war 
Take wreak on Rome for this ingratitude, 

And vengeance on«thc traitor Saturnine. 

Tit, Publius, how now ? how iiow^, my masters? 
What, 

Have you met with her ? 

Pub. No, my good lord ; but Plutus sends you 
word 

If you will have Revenge from hell, you shall ; 
Marry, for Justice, she is so employ’d, 

He thinks, with Jove in heaven, or somewhere else. 
So that perforce you must needs stay a time. 

TU, He doth me wrong, to feed me with delays. 
I’ll dive into the burning lake below, 

And pull her out of Acheron by the heels. — 
Marcus, we are but shrubs, no cedars we ; 

No big-bon*d men, fram’d of the Cyclop’s size : 
But, metal, Marcus, steel to the very back ; 

Yet wrung ^ with wrongs, more than our backs can 
' bear : 

And siths there is no jusdee in eardi nor hell. 

We will solicit heaven ; and move the gods, 

* Strained. 3 Since. 


To send down justice for to wreak ^ our wrongs ; 
Come, to this gear. You are a good archer, Marcus. 

[He gives them the Arrows. 
AdJovefn, that’s for you : — Here, ad Apollmcm : — 
Ad Martem^ that’s for myself ; — 

Here, hoy, to Pallas : — Here, to Mercury : 

To Saturn, Caius, not to Saturnine, — 

You were as good to shoot against the wind. — 

To it, boy. Marcus, loose when I bid ; • 

O* my word I have written to effect ; 

There’s not a god left unsolicited. 

Marc. Kinsmen, shoot all your shafts into the 
court ; 

We will afflict the emperor in his pride* 

Tit. Now, masters, draw. [They shoot.'] O, well 
said, Lucius ! 

Marc. My lord, I aim a mile beyond tlie moon ; 
Your letter is with Jupiter by this. 

Tit. Why, there it goes : Jove give your lordship 
joy. 

Enter a Clown, with a Basket and two Pigeons. 

News, news from heaven! Marcus, the post is 
come. * 

Sirrah, what tidings ? have you any letters ? 

Shall I have justice? what says Jupiter? 

Clo. IIo 1 the gibbet-maker ? he says, that he 
hath taken them down again, for the man must not 
be hanged till the next week. 

Tit. But what says Jupiter, I ask thee? 

Clo. Alas, sir, I know not Jupiter; I never 
drank with him in all my life. 

Tit. Why, villain, art not thou the carrier ? 

Clo. Ay, of my pigeons, sir ; nothing else. 

'Pit. Why didst thou not come from heaven ? 

Clo, Fiom heaven ? alas, sir, I never came there. 
Why, I am going with niy pigeons to the tribunal 
plcbs, to take up a matter of brawl betwixt niy 
uncle and one of the empcrial’s men. 

Marc. Why, sir, that is as fit as can be, to serve 
for your oration ; and let him deliver the pigeons 
to tlic emjieror from you. 

Tit, Tell me, can you deliver an oration to the 
emperor with a grace ? 

Clo. Nay, truly, sir, I coulij never say grace in all 
my life. 

Tit. Sirrah, come hither, make no more ado, 

But give your pigeons to the emperor : 

By me thou shall have justice at his hands. 

Hold, hold ; — mean while, here’s money for thy 
charges. 

Give me a pen and ink. — 

Sirrah, can you with a grace deliver a supplication ? 
Clo. Ay, sir. 

Tit. Then here'^is a supplication for you. And 
when you come to him, at the first approach, you 
must kneel; then kiss his foot; then deliver up your 
pigeons ; and then look for your rew'ard, 1*11 be at 
hand, sir ; see you do it bravely, 

Clo* 1 warrant you, sir ; let me alone. 

Tit. Sirrah, hast tliou a knife? Come, let me 
see it. 

Here, Marcus, fold it in the oration ; 

For thou hast made it like an humble suppUant ; 
And when thou hast given it to the emperor, 
Knock at my door, and tell me wliat he says. 

Clo. Sir ; I will. 

Tit. Come, Marcus, let’s go ; — Publius, follow 
me. 

* Revenge. 
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SCENE IV. — Before the Palme* 

Bnter Saturvinus, Tamoka» Chxron» Demetrius, 
Lordsj and others ; Saturninus tvith the Arrows 
in his Hand, that Titus shot. 

Sat. Why, lords, what wrpngs arc these? Was 
ever seen 

An emperor of Rome thus overborne, 

Troubled, confronted thus : and, for the extent 
Of egal justice, us’d in such contempt ? 

My lords, you know, as do the mightful gods, 

However these disturbers of our peace 

Buz in the people’s ears, there nought hath pass’d, 

But even with law, against the wilful sons 

Of old Andronicus. And what an if 

His sorrows hath so o’erwhclm’d his wits, 

Shall we be thus afflicted in his wreaks, 

His fits, his frenzy, and his bitterness ? 

And now he writes to heaven for his redress : 

See, here’s to Jove, and this to Mercury ; 

This to Apollo ; tliis to the god of war : 

Sweet scrolls to fly about the streets of Rome ! 
What’s this, but libelling against the senate. 

And blazoning our injustice every where ? 

A goodly humour, is it not, my lords ? 

As who would say, in Rome no justice were. 

But, if I live, his feigned ecstasies 
Shall be no shelter to these outrages : 

But he and his shall know, tliat justice lives 
In Saturninus’ health ; whom, if she sleep, 

He’ll 80 awake, as she in fury shall 
Cut off the proud’st conspirator that lives. 

Tam. My gracious lord, my lovely Saturnine, 
Lord of my life, commander of my thoughts. 

Calm tliee, and bear the faults of Titus’ age. 

The effects of sorrow for his valiant sons, * 

Whose loss hath pierc’d him deep, and scarr’d his 
heart ; 

And rather comfort his distressed plight, 

Than prosecute the meanest, or the best, 

For these contempts. Why, tlius it shall become 
High-witted Tamora to gloze^ with all ; [Aside. 
But, Titus, I have touch’d thee to the quick. 

Thy life-blood out ; If Aaron now be wise, 

Then all is safe, the aifchor’s in the port. — 

Enter Clown. 

How now, good fellow? wouldst thou speak with us? 
Cb. Yes, forsooth, an your mistership be imperial. 
Tam. Empress I am, but yonder sits the emperor, 
Clo. ’Tis he. I have brought you a letter, and a 
couple of pigeons here. 

[Saturkinus reads the Letter. 
Sat. Go, take him away, and hang him presently. 
Ch. How much money must I have ? 

Tam. Come, sirrah, you must be hang’d. 

Clo. Hang’d 1 tlien I have brought up a neck to 
a fair end. ^ [Exit, guarded. 

Sat, Despiteful and intolerable wrongs ! 

Shall I endure tliis monstrous villainy ? 

I know from whence this same device proceeds ; 
May this be borne ? •«- as if his traitorous sons, 

That died by law for murder of our brother. 

Have by my means been butcher’d wrongfully. 

Go, dri^ the villain hither by the hair ; 

^ Equal * Hatter. 
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Nor age, nor honour, shall shape privilege : — 

For this proud mock, I’ll be thy slaughter-man ; 
Sly frantick wretch, that holp’st to make me g||eat, 
In hope thyself should govern Rome and me. 

Enter JEmxlius. 

What news with thee, iEmilius? 

^mU. Arm, arm, my lords ; Rome never had 
more cause ! 

Tlie Goths have gather’d head j and with a power 
Of high resolved men, bent to the spoil. 

They hither march amain, under conduct 
Of Lucius, son to old Andronicus ; 

Who threats, in course of this revenge, to do 
As much as ever Coriolanus did. 

Sat. Is warlike Lucius general of the Goths ? 
These tidings nip me ; and I hang the head 
As flowers with frost, or grass beat down with storms. 
Ay, now begin our sorrows to approach : 

’Tis he the common people love so much ; 

Myself hath often over-heard them say, 

(When 1 have walked like a private man,) 

That Lucius’ banishment was wrongfully, 

And they have wish’d that Lucius were their emperor. 
Tam. Why should you fear? is not your city 
strong ? 

Sal. Ay, but the citizens favour Lucius ; 

And will revolt from me, to succour him. 

Tam. King, be thy thoughts iraperious7 like thy 
name. 

Is the sun dimm’d, that gnats do fly in it ? 

The eagle suffers little birds to sing. 

And is not careful what they mean thereby ; 
Knowing that with the shadow of his wings, 

He can at pleasure stint 8 their melody : 

Even so mayst thou the giddy men of Rome. 

Then cheer thy spirit : for know, thou emperor, 

I will enchant the old Andronicus^ 

With words more sweet, and yet %nore dangerous, 
Than baits to flsh, or honey stalks to sheep ; 

When as the one i.s wounded with the bait, 

The other rotted with delicious feed. 

Sat. But he will not entreat his son for us. 

Tam. If Tamora entreat him, then he will ; 

For 1 can smooth, and All his aged car 
With golden promises ; that were his heart 
Almost impregnable, his old ears deaf, 

Yet should both ear and heart obey my tongue. *- 
Go thou before, be our ambassei^oi^* [ 'Lo .dSititxus. 
Say, that the emperor requests a parley 
Of warlike Lucius, and appoint Uie meeting. 

Even at his father’s house, the old Andronicus. 

Sat. iEmilius, do this message honourably : 

And if he stand on hostage for his safety, 

Bid him demand what pledge will please him best. 
JEmil. Your bidding shall I do effectually. 

[Edfit .^Miuus. 

Tam. Now will I to that old Andronicus ; 

And temper him with all the art I have. 

To pluck proud Lucius from the warlike Goths. 
And now, sweet emperor, be blithe agaixi, 

And bury all thy few in my devices. 

Sat, Then go successfully, and plead to him. 

[BxeunU 

7 Imperial, 8 Step. 
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ACT V. 


” SCENE I. — Plains near Rome. 

Enter Lucius, and Golhs, with Drum and Colours* 
Luc* Approved warriors, and my faithful friends, 
I have received letters from great Rome, 

Which signify what hate tliey bear their emperor, 
And how desirous of our sight tliey are. 

Therefore, great lords, be, as your titles witness. 
Imperious, and impatient of your wrongs ; 

And, wherein Rome hatli done you any scath % 

Let him make treble satisfaction. 

1 Goi/t, Brave slip, sprung from the great Andro- 

nicus, 

Whose name was once our terror, now our comfort; 
Whose high exploits, and honourable deeds, 
Ingrateful Rome requites with foul contempt. 

Be bold in us ; we’ll follow where thou lead’st, — 
Like stinging bees in hottest summer’s day. 

Led by their master to the flower’d fields, — 

And be aveng’d on cursed Tamora. 

Goths. And, as he saith, so say wc all w'ith him. 
Luc* I humbly thank him, and 1 thank you all. 
But who comes here, led by a lusty Goth ? 

Enter a Goth, leading Aaron, with his Child in his 
Arms. 

2 Goth* Renowned Lucius, from our troops I 

stray’d. 

To gaze upon a ruinous monastery ; 

And as I earnestly did fix mine eye 
Upon the wasted building, suddenly 
I heard a child cry underneath a wall : 

1 made unto the*qpisc ; when soon I heard 
The crying babe controU’d with this discourse : 
PeacCf tanmy slave; half mCj and half thy dam/ 

Did not thy hue bewray whose brat thou art. 

Had nature lent thee b%U thy mother s look. 

Villain thou mightst have been an emperor : 

Peace^ villain, peace ! — even thus he rates the babe,— 
For I must bear thee to a trusty Goth ; 

Who, when he knows thou art the empress' babe. 

Will hold thee dearly for thy mother's sake. 

With this, my weapon drawn, 1 rush’d upon him, 
Surpriz’d him sudd^ly ; and brought him hither. 
To use as you think needful of the man. 

Luc* O worthy Goth ! this is the incarnate devil 
That robb’d Andronicus of his good hand : 

This is the pearl that pleas’d your empress* eye * ; 
Say, wall-ey*d slave, whither wouldst thou convey 
This growing image of tliy fiend-like face ? 

Why dost not speak? What! deaf? No; not a word? 
A halter, soldiers ; hang him on this tree, 

And by his side his fruit of bastardy. 

Aar. Touch not the boy, he is of royal blood. 
Luc. Too like the sire for ever being good. — * 
First, hang the child, that he may see it sprawl ; 

A sight to vex the father’s soul withal* 

Get me a ladder. 

Ladder brought, which Aaron is 
obliged to ascend. 

AHr. Lucius, save the child ; 

And bear it from me to the emperess. 

• Harm. 

* Alluding to the prorerb, ** A black man U a pearl in a fair 
woman’s eye.” 


If thou do this. I’ll show thee wond’rous things, 
That highly may advantage thee to hear ; 

If thou wilt not, befall what may befall, « 

I’ll speak no more ; But vengeance slay you all ! 
Luc. Say on ; and, if it please me wliich thou 
speak ’st. 

Thy child shall live, and I will see it nourish’d. 

Aar. An if it please thee? why, assure thee, 
^ Lucius, 

’Twill vex thy soul to hear what I shall speak ; 

For I must tjdk of murders, rapes, and massacres. 
Acts of black niglit, abominable deeds, 

Complots of mischief, treason ; villainies 
Ruthful to hear, yet piteously perform’d : 

And this shall all be buried by my death. 

Unless thou swear to me, my child shall live. 

Luc* Tell on thy mind ; I say, thy child shall live. 
Aar. Swear, that he shall, and then I i^ill begin. 
Luc. Who should 1 swear by ? thou believ’st no 
god; 

That granted, how’ canst thou believe an oath ? 

Aar. What if I do not ? as, indeed, I do not : 
Yet, — for I know thou art religious, 

And hast a thing within thee, called conscience ; 
With twenty idle tricks and ceremonies, 

Which I have seen the careful to observe, — 
llierefore 1 urge thy oath ; — And thou shalt vow 
By that same god, what god soe’er it be, 

That thou ador’st and hast in reverence, — 

To save my boy, to nourish, and bring him up ; 

Or else I will discover nought to thee. 

Luc. Even by my god, 1 swear to thee, 1 will. 
Aar. First, know thou. I’m his father by the 
empress. 

Luc. O most insatiate, luxurious woman ! 

Aar. Tut, Lucius! this was but a deed of charity, 
To that which thou shalt hear of me anon, 

*Twas her two sons that murder’d Bassianus ; 

They cut thy sister’s tongue, ,and ravish’d her. 

And cut her hands ; and trimm’d her as thou saw’st* 
Luc. O, detestable villain! call’st thou that trim- 
ming? 

Aar* Why, she was w'ash’d, and cut, and trimm’d ; 
'and ’twas 

Trim sport for them that had the doing of it. 

Luc* O, barbarous, beastly villains, like thyself ! 
Aar, Indeed, I was their tutor to instruct them ; 
That wanton spirit had they from their mother. 

As sure a card as ever won the set : 

That bloody mind, I think, they learn’d of me, 

As true a dog as ever fought at head. — 

Well, let my deeds be witness of my worth* 

I train’d thy brethren to that guileful hole, 

Where the dead corpse of Bassianus lay : 

I wrote the letter that thy father found. 

And hid the gold within the letter mention'd. 
Confederate with the queen, and her two sons : 

And what not done, that thou hast cause to me, 
Wlierein I had no stroke of mischief in it ? 

I play’d the clieater for thy father’s hand ; 

And when I had it, drew myself apart, 

And almost broke my heart with extreme laughter* 
I pry’d me through the crevice of a wall. 

When, for his hand, ^ had bis two sons’ heads | 
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Beheld his tears, and laugh’d so heartily, 

Tliat both mine eyes were rainy like to his ; 

And when I told the empress of this sport.. 

She Bwounded almost at my pleasing tale. 

And, for my tidings, gave me twenty kisses. 

txotA. What ! canst thou say all this, and never 
blush? 

Aar* Ay, like a black dog, as the saying is. 

Art thou not sorry for these heinous deeds? 
Aar* Ay, that I had not done a thousand more. 
Even now I curse the day, (and yet, I think, 

Few come within the compass of my curse,) 
Wherein I did not some notorious ill : 

As kill a man, or else devise his death ; 

Accuse some innocent, and forswear myself: 

Set deadly enmity between two friends ; 

Make poor men’s cattle break their necks ; 

Set fire on barns' and hay-stacks in tlie night. 

And bid the owners quench them with their tears. 
Oft have 1 tbgg’d up dead men from tlieir graves, 
And set them upright at their dear friends’ doors. 
Even when their sorrows almost were forgot j 
And on their skins, as on the bark of trees, 

Have witfi my knife carved in Homan letters, 

J*et not ijonr sorrow die, thoufrh I ant dead. 

1’ut, I have done a thousand dreadful things, 

As willingly as one would kill a fly : 

And nothing grieves me heartily indeed, 

But that I cannot do ten thousand more. 

Luc. Bring down the devil ; for he must not die i 
So sweet a death, as hanging presently. | 

Aar. If there be devils, ’would 1 were a devil, i 
But to tonnent you with my bitter tongue ! 

Luc* Sirs, stop his mouth, and let him speak no 
more. 

EiU&r a Goth. 

Goth* My lord, there is a messenger from Rome, 
Desires to be admitted to your presence, 

Luc* Let him come near. — 

Enter A5mii-ius. 

Welcome, ^milius, what’s the news from Rome ? 

Lord Lucius^ and you princes of the Goths, 
The Roman emperor greets you all by me ; 

And, for he understands you are in arms. 

He craves a parley at your father’s liouse, 

Willing you to demand your hostages. 

And they shall be immediately deliver’d 
1 Goth. What says our general ? 

Luc. ASmilius, let the emperor give his pledges 
Unto my father and my uncle Marcus, 

And we will come. — March away. {^Exeunt. 

SCENE II. — Rome. E^ore Titus’r House. 

Enter Tamora, Chirok, and Dbmistrius, disguised. 

Tam* Thus, in this strange and sad habiliment, 

I will encounter with Andronicus \ 

And say, I am Revenge, sent from below, 

To with ipid light his heinous wrongs. 
Ibock: ail hw where, limf lay, he keeps. 

To ruitthtate strange ptote of levenge ; 

Tell him. Revenge is come to join with him. 

And work confusion on his enemies. [ They knock* 

Enter Titus ahm* 

Who doth molest nay contemplation ? 

Is H your trick, to moke me ope the door ; 
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That so my sad decrees may fly away, 

And all my study be to no effect ? 

You are deceiv’d ; for what I mean to do, , 

See here, in bloody lines I have set down ; 

And what is written shall be executed. 

Tain. Titus, I am come to talk with thee. 

2"it. No ; not a word : How can I grace my talk, 
Wanting a hand to give it action ? 

Thou hast the odds of me, therefore no more. 

Tarn* If thou didst know me, thou wouldst talk 
with me. 

Tit* I am not mad ; I know thee well enough ; 
Witness this wretched stump, these crimson lines ; 
Witness these trenches, made by grief and care ; 
Witness the tiring day, and heavy night ; 

Witness all sorrow, that I know thee well 
For our proud empress, mighty Tamora ; 

Is not thy coming for my other hand ? 

Tafn* Know thou, sad man, I am not Tamora ; 
She is thy enemy, and I thy friend : 

I am lievenge ; sent from the infernal kingdom, 

To case the gnawing vulture of thy mind, 

By working wreakful vengeance on thy foes. 

Come down, and welcome me to this world’s light ; 
Confer witli me of murder and of death : 

There’s not a hollow cave, or lurking-place, 

No vast obscurity, or misty vale, 

Where bloody murder, or detested rape, 

Can couch for fear, but I will find them out ; 

And in their ears tell them my dreadful name, 
Revenge, which makes the foul offender quake. 

Tit. Art thou Revenge ? and art thou sent to me. 
To be a tonnent to mine enemies ? 

Tam. I am j therefore come down, and welcome 
me. 

Tit. Do me some service, ere I come to thee. 

Lo, by thy side where Rape and Murder stand ; 
Now give some ’surance that thou ^rt Revenge, 

Stab them, or tear them on thy chariot wheels ; 

And then I’ll come, and be thy waggoner. 

Ami whirl along with thee about the globes. 
Provide thee proper palfries, black as jet, 

To hale thy vengeful waggon swift away, 

And find out murderefs in their guilty caves : 

And, when thy car is loaden with their heads, 

I will dismount, and by the waggon wheel 
Trot, like a servile footman all day long ; 

Even from Hyperion’s rising in the east, , 

Until his very downfall in the J^pa. 

And day by day I’ll do this heavy task, 

So thou destroy Rapine and Murder there, 

Tam. These are my ministers, and come with me. 
Tit. Are they thy ministers ? what are they call’d ? 
Tam* Rapine, and Murder ; therefore called so, 
’Cause they take vengeance on such kind of men. 
TU. Good heaven, how like the empress* sons 
they are ! 

And you, the empress ! But we worldly men 
Have miserable, mad, mistaking eyes. 

0 sweet Revenge, now do I come to thee : 

And, if one arm’s embraceraent will content thee, 

1 will embrace thee in it by and by# 

[Exit Titus, / rom above*, 
Tam* This closing with him fits his lunacy : 
Whatever I fbrge> to feed his brain-sick fits, 

Do yon upimldii^ mfUnteIn in pur speechesjt 
For now he tiikai malhr Revenge; 

And, being credulous in 1dm mod fUkooght, 

I’ll make him send for Lucius, hig mi 
And, whilst 1 at a banquet hold him . 
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1*11 find some cunning practice out of hand. 

To scatter and disperse the giddy Goths, 

Or at the least, make them his enemies. 

See, fiere he comes, and I must ply my theme. 

Enter Titus. 

Tit, Long have I been forlorn, and all for thee : 
Welcome, dread fury, to my woful house ; — 
Rapine, and Murder, you arc welcome too : 

How like the empress and Iier sons you are I 
Well are you fitted, had you but a Moor : — 

Could not all hell afford you such a devil : — 

For, well I wot, the empress never wags, 

But in her company there is a Moor ; 

And would you rejiresent our queen aright. 

It were convenient you had such a devil ; — 

But welcome, as you are. What shall we do? 
Tam* What wouldst thou have us do, Andronicus? 
Dem. Show me a murderer. I’ll deal with him. 
Chi. Show me a villain, that hath done a rape. 
And I am sent to be reveng’d on him. 

Tam. Show' me a thousand, that have done tlicc 
wrong, 

And I will be revenged on them all. 

Tit* Look round about the wicked streets of 
Rome ; 

And when thou find’st a man that’s like thyself. 
Good Murder, stab him ; he’s a murderer. — 

Go thou with him ; and when it is thy hap. 

To find another that is like to thee. 

Good Rapine, stab him ; he is a ravisher. — 

Go thou with them ; and in the emperor’s court 
There is a queen, attended by a Moor ; 

Well mayst thou know her by thy own proportion. 
For up and down she doth resemble thee ; 

1 pray thee, do on them some violent death. 

They have been violent to me and mine. 

Tain. Well hast thou lesson’d us ; this shall we do. 
But would it plcAse thee, good Andronicus, 

To send for Lucius, thy thrice valiant son, 

Who leads towards Rome a band of warlike Goths, 
And bid him come and banquet at thy house : 
When he is here, even at thy solemn feast, 

1 will bring in the empress and her sons. 

The emperor himself, and all thy foes ; 

And at thy mercy shall they stoop and kneel. 

And on them shalt thou case thy angry heart. 

What says Andronicus to this device ? 

Tit, Marcus, my brother ! — ’tis sad Titus calls. 

Enter Marcus. 

Go, gentle Marcus, to tliy nephew Lucius ; 

Thou shalt inquire him out among the GoUis : 

Bid him repair to me, and bring with him 
Some of tlie chiefest princes of the Gotlis ; 

Bid him encamp his soldiers where they are ; 

Tell him, the emperor and the empress too 
Feast at my house : and he shall feast with them. 
This do thou for my love ; and so let him, 

As he regards his aged fatlier’s life. 

Marc. This will 1 do, and soon return again. [ErU* 
Tam. Now will I hence about thy business, 

And take my ministers along with me. 

Til. Nay, nay, let Rape and Murder stay with 
me; 

Or else I’ll call my brother back again, 

And cleave to no revenge but Lucius. 

Tam. [To her Sons.] What say you, boys? will 
you abide with him, 

Whiles X gp tell my lord the emperor, 


How I have govern’d our determin’d jest? 

Yield to his humour, smooth and speak him fair, 
And tarry with him, till I come again. 

Tit. I know them all, though they suppose me 
mad ; 

And will o’er-reach them in their own devices 

[Mde. 

I)em. Madam, depart at pleasure, leave us here. 
Tam. Farewell, Andronicus ; Revenge now gpes 
To lay a complot to betray thy foes. 

[ExU Tamora. 

Tit. I know, thou dost ; and, sweet Revenge, 
farewell. 

Chi. Tell us, old man, how shall we be employ’d ? 
Tit. Tut, I have work enough for you to do. — 
Publius, come hither, Cains, and Valentine ! 

Enter Publius, and others. 

Pub. W’hat’s your will ? 

Tk. Know you these two ? 

Pub. Th’ empress’ sons, 

I lake them, Chiron and Demetrius. 

TU. Fye, I’ublius, fye! thou art loo /nuch de- 
ceiv’d ; 

The one is Murder, Rape is the other’s name ; 

And therefore bind them, gentle Publius; 

Caius and Valentine, lay hands on them : 

Oft have you heard me wish for such an hour, 

And now I find it ; therefore bind them sure ; 

And stop their moutlis, if they begin to cry. 

[Exit Titus. — Publius, lay hold on 
Chiron and Demetrius. 

Chi, Villains, forbear ; we are the empress* sons. 
Pudf. And therefore do we what we are com- 
manded. — 

Stop close their mouths, let them not speak a word : 
Is he sure bound ? look, that you bind them fast. 

Be-enter Titus Andronicus, wUh Lavinia; she 
bearing a Bason, and he a Knife. 

Tit. Come, come, Lavinia ; look, tliy foes are 
bound ; — 

Sirs, stop tlicir moutlis, let them not speak to me ; 
But let them hear what fearful words 1 utter. — * 

O villains, Chiron and Demetrius! 

Here stands the spring whom you have stain’d with 
mud ; 

This goodly summer with your winter mix’d 
You kill’d her husband ; and, for tliat vile fault, 
Two of her brothers were condemn’d to deatli : 

My hand cut ofl’, and made a merry jest ; 

Both her sweet liands, her tongue, and that, more 
dear 

Than liands or tongue, her spotless chastity, 
Inhuman traitors, you constrain’d and forc’d, 

What would you say, if 1 sliould let you speak ? 
Villains, for shame you could not beg for grace. 
Hark, wretches, how I mean to martyr you. 

This one hand yet is left to cut your throats ; 
Whilst that Lavinia ’tween her stumps doth hold 
The bason, that receives your guilty blood. 

You know, your mother means to feast with me, 
And calls herself, Revenge, and tliinks me mady— • 
Hark, villains ; I will grind your bones to 
And with your blood and it, I’ll make a paste ; 
And of the paste a co^n « I will rear, 

And make two pasties of your shameful heads ; 
And bid that strumpet, your unhallow’d dam, 

^ Crust of a redsed pic. 
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LUte to the earth, swallow her own increase* 

This is the feast that 1 have bid her to, 

And this the banquet slie shall surfeit on ; 

For worse than Philomel you us’d my daughter. 
And worse than Prdgne I will be reveng’d : 

And now prepare your throats, — • Ijavinia, come, 
[He cuts iheir Throats, 
Receive the blood : and, when that they arc dead, 
Let me go grind their bones to powder small, 

And with this hateful liquor temper it ; 

And in that paste let their vile heads be bak’d. 
Come, come, be every one officious 
To make this banquet ; which 1 wish may prove 
More stern and bloody than the Centaurs’ feast. 

So, now bring them in, for I will play the cook. 
And see tliem ready ’gainst their mother comes. 

[Ejceunti hearing the dead Bodies- 

SCENE III. — A PaviHoUf with Tablesy ^c* 

Enter Lucius, Marcus, and Goths, wUh Aaron, 
Prisoner. 

Luc. Uncle Marcus, since *tis my father’s mind, 
That I repair to Home, 1 am content. 

1 Goth. And ours, with tliine, befall what fortune 
will. 

Luc. Good uncle, take you in this barbarous 
Moor, 

This ravenous tiger, this accursed devil ; 
liet him receive no sustenance, fetter him, 

Till he brought unto the empress’ face. 

For testimony of her foul proceedings : 

And see the ambush of our friends be strong : 

1 fear, the emperor means no good to us. 

Aar. Some devil whisper curses in mine car. 

And prompt me, that my tongue may utter forth 
The venomous malice of my swelling heart ! 

Luc. Away, inhuman dog, unhallow’d slave ! — 
Sirs, help our uncle to convey him in. — 

[Exeunt Goths with Aaron. Eluurish. 
The trumpets show the emperor is at hand. | 

Enter Saturninus and Tamora, with Tribunes, j 
Senators, and others. ! 

Sat. What, liath the firmament more suns than 
one? • 

Luc. What boots it 3 thee, to call thyself a sun? 
Marc. Rome’s emperor, and nephew, break the 
parle ; 

These quarrels must be quietly debated* 

The feast is ready which tlie careful Titus, 

Hath ordain’d to an honourable end. 

For peace, for love, for league, and good to Rome : 
Please you, therefore, drai^ nigh, and take your 
places. 

Sat. Marcus, we will. 

[Hautboys sound. The Company sit down 
at Table. 

Enter Titus dressed like a Cook, Lavzkza, veUed, 
Young Lucius, and others. Tztus places the 
IHshes on the Table. 

TU. Welcome, my gracious lord: welcome, dread 
queen ; 

Welcome, ye warlike Gotlis ; welcome, Lucius ; 
And welcome all : although the cheer be poor, 
’Twill fill youf stomachs ; please you eat of it. 

Sat. Why art thou thus attir’d, AndronicuS ? 

Tit. Because I would be sure to have all well, 
To entertain your highness^ and your empress. 

* Of what advantage ft it ? 
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Tam. We are beholden to you, good Androhicus. 
Tit. An if your highness knew my heart, you 
were. 

My lord the emperor, resolve me this j 
Was it well done of rash Virginius, 

To slay his daughter with his own right hand. 
Because she was enforc’d, stain’d, and deflour’d ? 
Sat. It was, Andronicus. 

Tit. Your reason, mighty lord I 
Sat. Because the girl should not survive her 
shame, 

And by her presence still renew his sorrows. 

TU. A reason mighty, strong, and effectual ; 

A pattern, precedent, and lively warrant, 

For me, most wretched, to perfonn the like : — 
Die, die, Lavinia, and thy shame with thee ; 

[He kills Lavinia. 

And, with thy shame, thy father’s sorrow die ! 

Sat. What ha.<!(t thou done, unnatural, and unkind ? 
Tit. Kill’d her, for whom my tears have made 
me blind. 

I am as woful as Virginius was : 

And have a thousand times more cause than he 
To do this outrage ; — and it is now done. 

Sat. What, was she ravish’d ? tell, who did the 
deed. 

Tit. Will’t please you eat? will’t please your 
highness feed ? 

Tam. WJiy hast thou slain tliinc only daughter 
thus ? 

TU. Not I ; *twas Chiron and Demetrius : 

They ravish’d her, and cut away her tongue, 

And they, ’twas they, that did her all tliis wrong. 
Sat. Go, fetch -them hither to us presently. 

'TU. Why, there they are both, baked in that pye; 
Whereof their mother daintily hath fed, 

Eating the flesh that she herself hath bred 
*Tis true, ’tis true ; witness my knife’s sharp point. 

^[killing Tamora. 
Sat. Die, frantick wretch, for this accursed deed* 

[EUling Titus. 

Luc. Can the son’s eye behold bis father bleed ? 
There’s meed for meed, death for a deadly deed. 

[KiUs Saturninus. A great I'nmuU. 2"he 
People in confusion disperse. Marcus, 
Lucius, and theirJPartisans, ascend the 
Steps bfore Titus^j House. 

Marc. You sad>fac’d men, people and sons of 
Rome, ^ 

By uproar sever’d, like a flight of fowl 
Scatter’d by winds and high tempestuous gustSi 
Oy let me teach you how to knit again 
This scatter’d com into one mutusd sheaf. 

These broken limbs again into one body. 

Sen. Lest Rome herself be bane unto herself ; 
And she, whom mighty kingdoms court’sy to, 

Like a forlorn and desperate cast-away, , 

Do shameful execution on herself. 

But if my frosty signs and chaps of age, 

Grave witnesses of true experience, 

Cannot induce you to attend my words, •— 

Speak, Rome’s dear friend; [To Lucius.] as erst 
our ancestor, 

When with his solemn tongue he did discourse 
To love-sick Dido’s sad attending ear. 

The story of that baleful burning night, 

When subtle Greeks surpriz’d king Priam’s Troy ; 
Tell us what Sinon hath bewitch’d our ears, 

Or who hath brought the fatal engine in. 

That gives our 1>oy, our Rome, the civil wound. 
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My heart is not compact of flint, nor steel ; 

Kor can I utter all our bitter grief. 

But floods of tears will drown my oratory, 

And break my very utterance ; even i’ the time 
When it sliould move you to attend me most, 
Lending your kind commiseration : 

Here is a captain, let him tell the tale ; 

Your hearts will throb and weep to hear him speak. 

Luc* Then, noble auditory, be It known to you, 
That cursed Chiron and Demetrius 
Were they that murdered our emperor’s brother ; 
And they it were that ravish’d our sister : 

For their fell faults our brothers were beheaded ; 
Our father’s tears despis’d ; and basely cozen’d 
Of that true hand, that fought Rome’s quarrel out. 
And sent her enemies unto the grave. 

Lastly, myself unkindly banished, 

The gates shut on me, and turn’d weeping out, 

To beg relief among Rome’s enemies ; 

Who drown’d their enmity in my true tears, 

And op’d their arms to embrace me as a friend ; 
And I am the tum’d-forth, lie it known to you, 
That have preserv’d her welfare in my blood ; 

And from her bosom took the enemy’s point. 
Sheathing the steel in my advent’rous body. 

Alas ! you know, I am no vaunter, I ; 

My scars can witness, dumb although they are. 
That my report is just, and full of truth. 

But, soft ; methinks, I do digress too much, 

Citing my worthless praise : O, phrdon me ; 

For when no friends are by, men praise themselves. 
Marc> Now is my turn to speak ; behold tliis child. 
[^Pointing to the Child in the arms of an Attendant. 
Of this was Tamora deliver’d ; 

ITie issue of an irreligious Moor, 

Chief architect and plotter of these woes ; 

The villain is alive in Titus* house, 

Wretch that he is, to witness this is true. 

Now judge, what (saise had Titus to revenge 
These wrongs, unspeakable, past patience. 

Or more than any living man could bear. 

Now you have heard tlie truth, what say you, Ro- 
mans ? 

Have we done aught amiss ? Show us wherein, 
And, from the place where you behold us now. 

The poor remainder of Andronici 
Will, hand in hand, all headlong cast us down. 
And on the ragged stones beat forth our brains. 
And make a mutual eVusure of our house. 

Speak, Romans, speak ; and, if you say, we shall, 
Lo, hand in hand, Lucius and I will fall. 

JEmU. Come, come, thou reverend man of Rome, 
And bring our emperor gently in thy hand, 

Lucius our emperor ; for well I know. 

The common voice do cry, it shall be so. 

Bom. [Severed speak.] Lucius, all hail; Rome’s 
royal emperor ! 

Lucius, 4|fc. descend. 

Marc, Go, go into old Titus* sorrowful house ; 

[To an Attendant. 

And hither hale that misbelieving Moor, 

To be adjudg’d some direful slaughtering death. 
As punishment for his most wicked life. 

Bom. ^Several speedc.] Lucius, all hail ; Rome’s 
• 'gracious gorernpr ! 


785 

Luc, Tlianks, gentle Romans ; May 1 govern sc^ 
To heal Rome’s barms, and wi|)e away her woe ! 
But, gentle people, ^ve me aim awhile, — * 

For nature puts me to a heavy task ; — 

Stand all aloof : — but, uncle, draw you near, 

To shed obsequious tears upon this trunk : 

0 take this warm kiss on thy pale cold lips. 

[Awscs Titus. 

These sorrowful drops upon thy bloud-stain’d fuse, 
The last true duties of tliy noble son ! 

Marc. Tear for tear, and loving kiss for kiss, 
Thy brother ‘Marcus tenders on thy lips ; 

O, were the sum of these that I should pay 
Countless and infinite, yet would I pay them. 

Luc. Come hither, boy ; come, come, and learn 
of us 

To melt in showers ; Thy grandsire lov’d thee well : 
Many a time he danc’d thee on his knee, 

Sung thee asleep, his loving breast thy pillow ; 
Many a matter hath he told to thee, 

Meet, and agreeing with thine infancy ; 

In that respect tlien, like a loving child. 

Shed yet some small drops from thy tend^ spring, 
Because kind nature doth require it so : 

Friends should associate friends in grief and woe; 
Bid him farewell ; commit him to the grave ; 

Do him tliat kindness, and take leave of him. 

Boy. O grandsire, grandsire ! even with all my 
heart 

Would I were dead so you did live again ! — 
Good heaven, I cannot speak to him for weeping ; 
My tears will choke me, if I ope my mouth. 

Enter Attendants^ with Aarok. 

1 Bom. You sad Andronici, have done with woes ; 
Give sentence on this execrable wretch, 

That hath been breeder of these dire events, 

Luc. Set him breast-deep in earth, and famish 
him. 

There let him stand, and rave and cry for food ; 

If any one relieves or pities him. 

For the offence he dies. This is our doom ; 

Some stay, to see him fasten’d in the earth. 

Aar. O, why should wrath be mute, and fury 
dumb ? ’ 

1 am no baby, I, that, with base prayers, 

I should repent the evils I have done ; 

Ten thousand, worse than ever yet I did, 

Would I perform, if I might have my will ; 

If one good deed in all my life I did, 

I do repent it from my very soul. 

Luc. Some loving friends convey the emperor 
hence, 

And give him burial in his father’s grave : ' 

My father, and Lavinia, shall forthwith 
Be closed in our household’s monument. 

As for that heinous tiger, Tamora, 

No funeral rite, nor man in mournful weeds. 

No mournful bell shall ring her burial ; 

But throw her forth to beasts, and birds of prey ; 
Her life was beast-like, and devoid of pity ; 

And, being so, shall have like want of pity. 

See justice done to Aaron, that vile Moor, 

By whom our heavy haps had their beginning ; 
Then, afterwards, to order well the state ; 

That like events may ne’^r it ruinate. [Exeunt* 


TITUS ANDllONICUS. 



KING LEAR. 


PERSONS REPRESENTED. 


Lsar, King of Britain. 

King of Pkaii cs. 

Dues OF Burgundy. 

Duke op Cornwall. 

Duke of Albany. 

Earl of Kent. 

Earl of Gloster, 

Edgar, Son to Gloster. 
Edmund^ Bastard Son to Gloster 
Curan, a Courtier, 

Old MaUf Tenant to Gloster. 
Physician, 


Fool, 

Oswald, Steward to Goneril. 

An Officer, employed by Edmund. 

Gentleman, Attendant on Cordelia. 

A Herald, 

Servants to Cornwall. 

GoNERIt^ "I 

IlsGAN, J- Daughters to Lear. 

Cordelia, J 

Knights attending on the King, Officers, Messengers, 
Soldiers, and Attendants. 

SCENE, Britain. 


ACT I. 


SCENE I, "^A Room of Stale in King Lear’s 
Palace, 

Enter Kent, Gloster, and Edmund. 

Kent, I thought, the king had more affected tlic 
duke of Albany, than Cornwall. 

Glo, It did always seem so to us : but now, in 
the division of the kingdom, it appears not which 
of the dukes he values most ; for equalities are so 
weigh’d that curiosity > in neither can make choice 
of cither’s moiety.* 

Kent, Is this your son, my lord? 

Glo, His breeding, sir, hath been at my charge : 
I have so often bluSi’d to acknowledge him, that 
now I am brazed to it. Do you smell a fault ? 

Kent* I cannot wish the fault undone, the issue 
of it being so proper. 

Glo, But 1 have, sir, a son, by order of law, some 
year elder than this, who yet is no dearer in my 
account : — Do you know this noble gentleman, 
Edmund ? 

Edm, No, my lord. 

Glo, My lord of Kent ; remember him hereafter 
as my honourable friend. 

Edm, My services to your lordship. 

Kent, I must love you, and sue to know you 
better. 

Edm, Sir, I shall study deserving. 

Glo, He hath been out nine years, and away he 
shall agtdn : The king is coming. 

[Trumf)ets sound within, 
t Moit icru|nilou$ nicety. * Part or division. 


Eriter Lear, Cornwall, Albany, Goneril, 
Regan, Cordelia, and Attendants, 

Lear, Attend the lords of France and Burgundy, 
Gloster. 

Glo, I shall, my liege. 

[Exeunt Gloster and Edmund. 
Lear. Meantime we shall express our darker 
purpose. 

Give me the map there. — Know, that we have 
divided, 

In three, our kingdom : and *tis our fast intent 
To shake all cares and business from our age : 
Conferring them on younger strengths, while we 
Unburden’d crawl toward death. — Our son of 
Cornwall, 

And you, our no less loving son of Albany, 

We have this hour a constant will to publish 
Our daughters* several dowers, that future strife 
May be prevented now. The princes, France and 
Burgundy, 

Great rivals in our youngest daughter’s loiie. 

Long in our court have made tlieir amorous sojourn, 
And here are to be answer’d. — . Tell me, my daugh* 
ters, 

Since now we will divest us, both of rule, 
nterest of territory, cares of state,) 

Which of you, shall we say, doth love us most? 
That we our largest bounty may extend 
Where merit doth most challenge it. — Gpneril, 
Our eldest-born, speak first. 

Gon, Sir, X 

Do love you more than W(»rds can wield the matter. 
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Act I. Scene I. 

Dearer than eye-sight, space and liberty ; 
jBcyond what can be yalued, rich or rare ; 

No less than life, with grace, health, beauty, honour : 
A%much as child e’er lov’d, or father found. 

A love that makes breath poor, and speech unable ; 
Beyond all manner of so much I love you. 

Cor, What shall Cordelia do? love and be silent. 

[Jfiide, 

Lear. Of all these bounds, even from this line to this, 
With shadowy forests and with champaiiis rich’d, 
With plenteous rivers and wide-skirted meads, 

We make thee lady : To thine and Albany’s issue 
Be this perpetual. — What says our second daughter. 
Our dearest Began, wife to Cornwall? Speak. 

lieg. I am made of that self metal as my sister, 
And prize me at her worth. In my true heait 
I hnd, she names my very deed of love ; 

Only she comes too short, — that 1 profess 
Myself an enemy to all other joys. 

Which the most precious square ^ of sense possesses ; 
And find, I am alone felicitate ^ 

In your dear Iiighness’ love. 

Cor. Then poor Cordelia ! [Mide. 

And yet not so ; since, I am sure, my love’s 
More richer than my tongue. 

Lear. To thee, and thine hereditary ever. 
Remain this ample third of our fair kingdom : 

No less in space, validity 6, and pleasure. 

Than that confirm’d on Goneril. — Now, our joy. 
Although the last, not least ; to whose young love 
'J'he vines of France, and milk of Burgundy, 

Strive to be intcress’d : what can you say, to draw 
A third more opulent than your sisters? Speak. 
Cor. Nothing, my lord. 

Lear. Notliing ? 

Cor. Nothing. 

Lear, Nothing can come of nothing • speak again. 
Cor. Unhappy tliat I am, 1 cannot heave 
My heart into ipy mouth ; 1 love your majesty 
Accortling to my*bond ; uor more nor less. 

Lear. Ilow, how, Cordelia ? mend your speech 
a little, 

Lest it may mar your fortunes. 

Cor. Good, my lord. 

You have begot mo, bred me, lov’d me : I 
Return tliose duties back as arc right fit, 

Obey you, love you, and most honour you. 

Why have my sisters husbands, if they say, 

They love you, all ? Haply, when 1 shall wed, 
That lord, whose hfmd must take my plight, shall 
carry 

Half my love with him, half my care, and duty : 
Sure, I shall never marry like my sisters, 

To love my father all. 

Lear. But goes tliis with thy heart ? 

Cor, Ay, good my lord. 

Lear. So young, and so untender ? 

Cor, So young, my lord, and true. 

Lear, Let it be so, — Thy truth then l>e thy dower ; 
For, by the sacred radiance of die sun ; 

The mysteries of Hecate, and the night ; 

By all the operations of the orbs. 

From whom we do exist, and cease to be ; 

Here 1 disclaim all my paternal care, 

Propinquity 7, and property of blood, 

And as a stranger to my heart and me 

thee, from this ® for ever. The barbarous 
Scythian, 

3 Open plains. * Comprehension. * Made happy. 

® Value. 7 Ki)»hed. ^ From this tune. 


Or he tliat makes his generation ^ messes 
To gorge his appetite, shall to my bosom 
Be as well neighbour'd, pitied, and reliev’d, 

As thou my sometime daughter. 

Acw/. Good my liege, — 

Lear, Peace, Kent ! 

Come not between tlic dragon and his wrath : 

1 lov’d her most, and thought to set my rest 
On her kind nursery. — Hence, and avoid* my 

sight ! [ To COAOLLIA. 

So be my grave my peace, as here I give 
Her father’s heart from her ! — Cull France ; — Who 
stirs? 

Call Burgundy. — Cornwall, and Albany, 

With my twt) daughters* dt>wers digest this third : 
Let pride, which she calls jdainness, marry her, 

I do invest you jointly with ray power, 
IVe-emincnce, ami all the large ellects 
'I’liat troop with majesty, — Ourself, by monthly 
course. 

With reservation of an hundred knights, 

By you to be sustain’d, shall oiir abode 

Make with you by due turns. Only we still retain 

The name, and all tlie additions ‘ to a kftig ; 

The sway, 

Beveiuic, execution of the rest, 

Beloved sons, be yours : which to confirm, 

This cojonet part between you. [Giving the Crown. 

Kent. Royal Lear, 

Whom I have ever honour’d as my king. 

Lov’d as my father, as my master follow’d, 

As iny great patron thought on in my prayers, — 
Lear. The bow is bent and drawui, make from the 
shaft. 

Kent. Let it fall rather, tliongh the fork invade 
The region of my heart ; be Kent unmannerly, 
When Lear is mad. What wouldst thou do, old man ? 
Think’st thou, that duty shall have dread to speak, 
When power to flattery bows ? To plainness ho- 
nour’s bound, 

When majesty stoops to folly. Reverse thy doom ; 
And, in thy best consideration, clicck 
This hideous rashness : answer my life my judg- 
ment, 

Thy youngest daughter does not love thee least ; 
Nor are those empty -heartedj whose low sound 
Reverbs ^ no hollowness. 

Lear. Kent, on thy life, no more. 

Kent. My life I never held but as a pawn 
To wage against thine enemies ; nor fear to lose it, 
Thy s^ety being the motive. 

Lear. Out of my sight ! 

Ke?U. See better, Lear ; and let me still remain 
The true blank ^ of thine eye. 

J.enr. Now, by Apollo,, — 

Kent. Now, by Apollo, king, 

Thou swear’st tliy gods in vain. 

Lear. O, vassal, miscreant ! 

[iMying his Hand on his Sword. 
Alb. Corn, Dear sir, forbear. 

Kent. Do ; 

Kill thy physician, and the fee bestow 
Upon the foul disease. Revoke thy gift ; 

Or whilst I can vent clamour from my tliroat. 

I’ll tell thee, thou dost evil. 

Lear. Hear me, recreant ! 

On thine allegiance liear me ! — * 

Since thou host sought to make us break our vow, 

» His cliUdren. > 'IHtlea 

^ Keverberates. ^ The mark to shoot at 
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(Which we durst never yet,) and, with strain*d pride. 
To come betwixt our sentence and our power ; 
(Which nor our nature nor our place can bear,} 
Our potency make good, take thy reward. 

Five days we do allot thee, for provision 
To shield thee from diseases of the world : 

And, on the sixth, to turn thy hated back 
Upon our kingdom : if, on the tenth day following. 
Thy kanishM trunk be found in our dominions, 

The moment is thy death ; Away ! By Jupiter, 
This shall not be revok’d. 

JTenh Fare thee well, king : since thus thou wilt 
appear. 

Freedom lives hence, and banishment is here. — - 
The gods to their dear shelter take thee, maid, 

[To Cordelia. 

That justly think’st, and hast most rightly said ! — 
And your large speeches may your deeds approve, 
[To Regan and Goneril. 
That good eifects may spring from words of love. — 
Thus Kent, O princes, bids you all adieu ; 

He’ll shape his old course in a country new. [Exit. 

lie-enter trLosTsa; with France, Burgundy, 
and Attendants. 

Glo. Here’s France and Burgundy, my noble lord. 
Lear, My lord of Burgundy, 

We first address towards you, who with this king 
Hath ri vail’d for our daughter ; What, in the least. 
Will you require in present dower with her. 

Or cease your quest of love ? 

Bur. Most royal majesty, 

I crave no more than hath your highness offer’d. 
Nor will you tender less. 

Lear, Right noble Burgundy, 

When she was dear to us, we did hold her so ; 

But now her price is fall’n : Sir, there she stands ; 
If aught within that little, seeming substance, 

Or all of it, with our displeasure piec’d. 

And nothing more, may fitly like your grace. 

She’s there, and she is yours. 

Bur, 1 know no answer. 

Lear. Sir, 

Will you, with tliose infirmities she owes^, 
Unfriended, new-adopt5d to our hate. 

Dower’d with our curse, and stranger’d with our oath. 
Take her, or leave her ? 

Bur. Pardon me, royal sir ; 

Election makes not up on such conditions. 

Lear. Then leave her, sir ; for, by the power 
that made me, 

I tell you all her wealth. — * For you, great king, 

[To France. 

I would not from your love make such a stray, 

To match you where I hate ; therelbre beseech you 
To avert your liking a more worthier way, 

Than on a wretch whom nature is asham’d 
Almost to acknowledge hers* 

France, This is most strange ! 

That she, that even but now was your best object. 
The argument of your praise, balm of your age. 
Most best, most dearest, should in this trice of time 
Commit a thing so monstrous, to dismantle 
So many folds of favour ! Sure, her offence 
Must be of such unnatural degree, 

That monsters it, or your fore-vouch’d affection 
Fall into taint t which to believa of her. 

Must be a faith, that reason without miracle 
Ck>uld never plhnt in me. 

4 Owns, Is possessed of. 


X/£!AR* Act t$ 

Cor, I yet beseech your majesty, 

(If for 5 I want that^Ub and oiljrjit, ^ 

To speak and^puiipose not; since ^at I well in- 
tend, • 

I’ll do’t before I speak,) that you make known 
It is no vicious blot, murder, or foulness, 

No unchaste action or dishonour’d step, 

That hath depriv’d me of your grace and favour : 
But even for want of that, for which I am richer ; 
A still-soliciting eye, and such a tongue 
That I am glad I have not, thougli not to have it, 
Hath lost me in your liking. 

Lear. Better thou 

Hadst not been bom, than not to have pleas’d me 
better. 

France. Is it but this ? a tardiness in nature, 
Which often leaves the history unspoke. 

That it intends to do ? — My lord of Burgundy, 
What say you to the lady ? Love is not love, 

When it is mingled with respects, that stand 
Aloof from the entire point. Will you liave her ? 
She is herself a dowry. 

Bur. Royal Lear, 

Give but that portion which yourself propos’d. 

And here I take Cordelia by the hand, 

Duchess of Burgundy. 

Lear. Nothing : I have sworn ; I am firm. 

Bur. I am sorry then, you have so lost a father. 
That you must lose a husband. 

Cor. Peace be with Burgundy ! 

Since that respects of fortune are his love, 

I shall not be his wife. 

France. Fairest Cordelia, thou art most rich, 
being poor ; 

Most choice, forsaken : and most lov’d, despis’d 1 
Thee and thy virtues here I seize upon : 

Be it lawful, I take up what’s cast away. 

Gods, gods! ’tis strange, that from their cold’st 
neglect t * 

My love should kindle to inffam’d respect. •— 

I'hy dowerless daughter, king, thrown to my chance. 
Is queen of us, of ours, and our fair France : 

Not all the dukes of wat’rish Burgundy 
Shall buy this unpriz’d precious maid of me. — - 
Bid them farewell, Cordelia, though unkind : 

Thou losest here, a better where to find. 

Lear. Thou hast her, France ; let her be thine ; 
for we 

Have no such daughter, nor shaj[l ever see 
That face of hers again ; — ’fherefore be gone, ' 
Without our grace, our love, our benizon.® — ■ 
Come, noble Burgundy. 

[Flourish. Exeunt Lear, Burgundy, Corn- 
wall, Albany, Glostek, aiui Attendants, 
France. Bid farewell to your sisters. 

Cor. The jewels of our father, with wash’d eyes 
Cordelia leaves you ; I know you what you are ; 
And, like a sister, am most loath to call 
Your faults, as tliey are nam’d. Use well our 
father ; 

To your professed bosoms I commit him t 
But yet, alas ! stood I within his grace, 

I would prefer him to a better place. 

So farewell to you both. 

Gon. Prescribe not us our duties. 

Beg, I^et your |tudy 

Be, to content your lord ; who hath receiv’d you 
At fortune’s alms. You have obedience scanted. 
And well are worth the want that you have wanted. 
» Because. * Hlestlng. 
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Cor. Time slmll unfold what plaited cunning 
hides ; 

Who cover faults, at last shame them derides. 

Well may you prosper ! 

France. Come, my fair Cordelia. 

\Exeunt Frakcjb and Cordelia. 

Gon. Sister, it is not a little 1 have to ssiy, of 
what most nearly appertains to us both. 1 think, 
our father will hence to>night. 

Feg. That’s most certain, and tvith you; next 
month with us. 

Gon. You see how full of changes his age is : the 
observation we have made of it hath not been little : 
he always lov’d our sister most; and with what 
poor judgment he hatli now cast her off’ appears too 
grossly. 

Reg. 'Tis the infirmity of liis age ; yet he hath 
ever but slenderly knowm himself. 

Gon. The best and soundest of his time hath 
been but rash ; then must we look to receive from 
his age, not alone the imperfections of long-en- 
grafted condition 7, but therewithal, the unruly 
waywardness that infirm and cholerick years bring 
witJi them. 

2{eg. Such unconstant starts are w e like to have 
from him, as this of Kent’s banishment. 

Com. Tliere is further compliment of leave-taking 
between France and him. Pray you, let u.s hit 
together : If our father carry authority witli such 
dispositions as he bears, tliis last surrender of his 
will but offend us. j 

Reg. We shall further think of it. i 

Gon. Wc must do something, and i’ the heat. ' 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE II. — A Hall in the Earl of Gloster ’5 
Castle. 

Ente^ Edmund, ttilk a Letter. 

Edm, Thou, nature, art my goddess ; to thy law 
My services arc bound : Wherefore should I 
Stand in the plague of custom ; and permit 
The curiosity ® of nations to deprive rne, 

For that 1 am some twelve or fourteen moon-shines 
Lag of a brother ? Why bastard ? wherefore base ? 
When my dimensions are as well compact, 

My mind as generous, and my .shape as true. 

As honest madam’s issue ? Why brand they us 
With base? with baseness? bastardy? Well then, 
Legitimate Edgar , *1 must have your land ; 

Our father’s love is to the bastard Edmund, 

As to the legitimate : Fine word, — legitimate ! 
Well, my legitimate, if this letter speed. 

And my invention thrive, Edmund the ba.se 
Shall top the legitimate. I grow ; I prosper : — 
Now, gods, stand up for bastards ! 

Enter Gloster. 

Glo. Kent banish’d thus ! And France in choler 
parted ! 

And the king gone to-night ! subscrib’d 9 his pow’er ! 
Confin’d to exhibition ! 1 All this done 
Upon the gad ! ^ — — Edmund ! How now ? what 
news? 

Edm. So please your lordship, none, 

[PiUting up the Letter. 
Gib. Why so earnestly seek you to put up that 
letter ? 

■ Qualities of mind. ® The nicety of civil institution. 

* xitilded, surrendered. • Allowance. * Suddenly. 


Edm. I know no news, my lord. 

Ghi. What paper were you reading ? 

Edm. Nothing, my lord. 

Gh. No? Wiiat needed then tliat terrible des- 
patch of it into your pocket? tlie, quality of nothing 
hath not such need to hide itself. Let’s sec : Come, 
if it be nothing I shall not need spectacles. 

Edm. I beseech you, sir, pardon me : it is a letter 
from my brother, that I have not all o’er read ;)for 
so much as I have perused, 1 find it not fit for your 
over- looking. 

Glo. Give me tlie letter, sir. 

Edm. I shall offend, either to detain or give it. 
The contents, as in part I understand them, are to 
blame. 

Glo. Let’s see, let’s see. 

Edm. I hope, for my brother’s justification, he 
wrote this but as an essay 3 or taste of my virtue. 

Glo. [Reads.] This polic^t and reverence of age, 
makes the world bitter to the best of our times / keeps 
our fortunes from us, till our oldness cannot relish 
them. I begin to fiid an idle and fond^ bondage in 
the oppression of aged tyranny j who sways, not as 
it hath jfHmer, but as it is suffered. Come ‘to me, that 
of this I may speak more. If our father would deep 
till I waked him, you slumtd enjoy half his revenue for 
ever, and live the beloved of your brother. Edgar. 
Humph — Conspiracy ! — Sleep till 1 waked him — 
you should etjoy half his revenue. — My son Edgar ! 
Had he a hand to wTite this ? a heart and brain to 
breed it in ? — When came this to you ? Wljo brought 
it? 

Edm, It was not brought me ; my lord, there’s 
the cunning of it ; 1 found it thrown in at the case- 
ment of my closet. 

Glo. You know the character to be your brother’s ? 

Edm. If the matter were good, my lord, I durst 
swear it w'ere his ; but in respect of that, I would 
fain think it were not, 

Glo. It is his. 

Edm. It is his hand, my lord ; but, I hope, his 
heart is not in the contents. 

Glo. Hath he never heretofore sounded you in 
this business ? 

j Edm-. Never, my lord : I}ut I have often heard 
I him maintain it to be fit, that, sons at perfect age, 

I and fathers declining, the father should be as ward 
I to the son, and the son manage his revenue. 

Glo. O villain, villain ! — His very opinion in the 
letter ! — Abhorred villain ! Unnatural, detested, 
brutish villain ! worse than brutish ! — Go, sirrah, 
seek him ; I’ll apprehend him : — Abominable vil- 
lain ! — Where is he ? 

i Edm. I do not well know, my lord. If it shall 
please you to suspend your indignation against my 
brother, till you can derive from him better testi- 
mony of his intent, you shall run a certain course ; 
where \ if you violently proceed against him, mis- 
taking his pur^iose, it would make a great gap in 
your own honour, and shake in pieces the heart of 
his obedience. I dare pawn down my life for him, 
that he hath writ this to feel my affection to your 
honour, and to no other pretence of danger. 

Glo. Think you so ? 

Edm. If your honour judge it meet, I will place 
you where you shall hear us confer of this, and by 
an auricular assurance have your satisfaction ; and 
that without any further delay than this very evening. 

Glo. He cannot be such a monster. 

9 Trial. * Weak and foolish. » Whereas. 
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Mlim* Nor is tiot, sure* 

Cr/o. To his father, that so tendkirly and entirety 
loves him. — Heaven and earih ! — Edmund, seek 
him oiit j wind me into him, I pray you : frame the 
business after your own wisdom : I would unstate 
myself, to be in a due resolution. 

Edin, I will seek him, sir, presently ; convey ® 
the business as 1 shall find means, and acquaint you 
withal. 

Olo* These late eclipses in the sun and moon 
portend no good to us : Though the wisdom of 
nature can reason it thus and thus, yet nature finds 
itself scourged by the sequent 7 effects : love cools, 
friendship fells off, brothers divide . in cities, mu- 
tinies ; in countries, discord ; in palaces, treason ; 
and the bond cracked between son and father. 
This villain of mine comes under the prediction; 
there’s son against father : the king falls from bias 
of nature ; there’s father against child. We have 
seen the best of our time ; Machinations, hollow- 
ness, treachery, and all ruinous disorders, follow us 
disquietly to our graves ! — Find out this villain, 
Edmund, ij shall lose thee nothing ; do it carefully : 
— And the noble and true-hearted Kent banished ! 
his offence, honesty ! Strange ! strange ! [ExtV. 

Edm* Tills is tlie excellent foppery of tlie world ! 
that when we arc sick in fortune (often the surfeit 
of our own behaviour), we make guilty of our dis- 
asters, the sun, the moon, and the stars : as if we 
were villains by necessity ; fixils, by heavenly 
con^pulsion ; knaves, thieves, and treachers®, by 
spherical predominance ; drunkards, liars, and adul- 
terers, by an enforced obedience of planetary in- 
fluence ; and all that we are evil in, by a divine 
thrusting on : An admirable evasion of man, to lay 
his ill disposition to the charge of a star ! Edgar — 

Enter Eucar, 

and pat he comes, like the catastrophe of the old 
comedy : My cue is villainous melancholy, with a 
sigh like Tom o* Bedlam. — O, these' eclipses do I 
portends these divisions ! fa, sol, la, mi. 9 

Edg> How now, brother Edmund ? What serious 
contemplation arc you in ? 

Edm* I am thinking, brother, of a prediction I 
read this other day, what should follow these 
eclipses. 

Edg* Do you busy yourself with that ? 

Edm* I promise you, the effects he writes of, 
succeed unhappily ; as of unnaturalncss between 
the child and the parent ; death, dearth, dissolu- 
tions of ancient amities ; divisions in state, menaces 
ftnd maledictions against king and nobles ; needless 
diffidences, banishment of friends, dissipation of 
cohorts*, nuptial breaches, and I know not what. 

Edg, How long have you been a sectary astrono- 
mical? 

Edm* Come, come; when saw you my father 
last? 

Edg, Why, the night gone by. 

Edm, Spake you with him ? 

Edg, Ay, two hours together. 

Ednu Parted you in good terms ? Found you no 
displeasure in him, by word or countenance ? 

Edg, None at all. 

Edrn, Bethink yourself, wherein you may have 
offended him : and at my entreaty, forbear his pre- 

^ s Manage. 7 JFVillowing. ® Traitnra. 

9 Itieie lounch are unnatural and oflbasive in inuiick. 

* For cohort* tome editors read courts. 
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sence, till some little time hath qtialifled the heat of 
his displeasure ; which at this instant so rageth in 
him, that witti the mischief of your person it would 
scarcely allay. • 

Edg, Some villain hath done me wrong. 

Edm. That’s my fear. I pray you, have a con- 
tinent 9 forbearance, till the speed of his rage goes 
slower ; and, as I say, retire with me to my lodging, 
from whence I will fitly bring you to hear my lord 
speak : Pray you, go ; there’s my key : — If you 
do stir abroad, go armed. 

Edg, Armed, brother? 

Edm. Brother, I advise you to the best; go armed; 
1 am no honest man, if there be any good meaning 
towards you : I have told you what I have seen and 
heard, but faintly ; nothing like the image and 
horror of it : Pray you, away, 

Edg, Shall I hear from you anon ? 

Edm, I do serve you in this business. — 

[Exit Edqar. 

A credulous father, and a brother noble. 

Whose nature is so far from doing harms, 

That he suspects none ; on whose foolish honesty 
My practices ride easy ! — I see the business. — 
Let me, if not by birth, have lands by wit ; 

All with nic’s meet, that I can fashion fit. [Exit, 

SCENE III. — A Room in the Dvke ^Albany’# 
Palace, 

Enter Gonkril and Steward. 

Gon. Did my father strike my gentleman for 
chiding of his fool ? 

Stew, Ay, madam. 

Gon, By day and night ! he wrongs me ; every 
hour 

He flashes into one gross crime or other, 

That sets us all at odds ; I’ll not endure it : 

His knights grow riotous, and himgelf upbraids us 
On every trifle : — When he returfisfrom hunting, 

I will not speak with him ; say, I am sick ; — 

If you come slack of former services, 

You shall do well ; tlie fault of it I’ll answer. 

Slew, He’s coming, madam ; I hear him. 

[Homs within, 

Gon, Put on what weary negligence you please, 
You and your fellows ; I’d have it come to question ; 
If he dislike it, let him to my sister, 

Whose mind and mine, I know, in that are one. 

Not to be over-rul’d. Idle old^man, 

That still would manage those authorities, 

That he hath given away ! — Now, by my life, 

Old fools are babes again ; and must be us’d 
With checks, as flatterers, — when they are seen 
abus’d. 

Remember what I have said. 

Stew, Very well, madam. 

Gon, And let his knights have colder looks among 
you; 

What grows of it, no matter ; advise your fellows so : 

I would breed from hence occasions, and I shall, 
That I may speak. — I’ll write straight to my sister. 
To hold my very course ; — Prepare for dinner. 

[ExeunJt, 

SCENE IV — A HaU in the same. 

Enter Kknt, disguised, ^ 

Kent, If but as well I other accents borrow, 

That can my speech diffuse % my good intent 

* Tempi^rate. * l^sorder, dtofpuise. 
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May carry through itself to that full issue 
For Tvhich I ras’d** my likeness. — Now, banish'd 
Kent, 

If thou canst serve where thou dost stand condemn’d, 
(So may it come !) thy master, whom thou lov’st, 
Shall find thee full of labours. 

Jiorns within. Unter IaEaji, Knights, and Attendants. 

Lear. Let me not stay a jot for dinner ; go, get 
it ready. [JExit an Attendant.] How now, what art 
thou ? 

JKent. A man, sir. 

Lear. What dost thou profess? What wouldst 
thou with us ? 

Jient. I do profess to be no less than I seem ; to | 
serve him truly, that will put me in trust ; to love 
him that is honest ; to converse with him that is ^ 
wise, and says little ; to fear judgment ; to fight, 
when 1 cannot choose ; and to eat no fish. 

Lear, What art thou ? 

JKent. A very honest-hearted fellow, and as poor 
as the king. 

Lear, If thou be as poor for a subject, as he is 
for a king, thou art poor enough. What would’st 
thou? 

JTent, Service. 

Lear. Who wouldst thou serve. 

JSTent. You. 

Lear. Dost thou know me, fellow ? 

Kent. No, sir ; but you have that in your coun- 
tenance, which 1 would fain call master. 

Lear, What’s that? 

Kent. Authority. i 

Xcar. Wliat services canst thou do ? 

Kent. I can keep honest counsel, ride, run, ^,ai;;.a 
curious tale i n tcHiny it. and deliver a plain message 
bluntTy':"“’tliat*^uch or^nary men are fit for, I am 
qualified in ; and the best of me is diligence. 

Lear, How ^Id art thou ? 

Kent. Not so y^oung, sir, to lovo- a woman for 
singing ; nor so old, to dote on her for any thing : 

I have years on my back forty-eight. 

Lear. Follow me ; thou shalt serve me : if I like 
thee no worse after dinner, I will not part from thee 
yet. — Dinner, ho, dinner ! — Where’s my knave ? 
my fool ? Go you, and call my fool hither ; 

Enter Steward. 

You, you, sirrah, where’s my daughter ? 

Stew. So please you, — \_Eait. 

Lear, What say the fellow there ? Call the clot- 
poll back. —Where’s my fool, ho ? — I tliink the 
world’s asleep. — How now, where’s that mongrel ? 

Knight. He says, my lord, your daughter is not 
well, 

Lear, Why came not the slave back to me, when 
I call’d him ? 

Knight, Sir, he answer’d me in the roundest 
manner, he would not. 

Lear. He would not ! 

Knight. My lord, I know not what the matter is ; 
but, to my judgment, your highness is not enter- 
tain’d with that ceremonious a^ection as you were 
wont ; there’s a great abatement of kindness ap- j 
pears, as well in the general dependants, as in the 
duke himself also, and your daughter. 

Lear. Ha ! say’st thou so ? 

Kkight. I beseech you, pardon me, my lord, if 
I be mistaken ; for my duty cannot be silent, when 
1 think your highness is wrong’d. 


Lear. Thou but remember’st me of mine own 
conception ; I have perceived a most faint neglect 
of late ; which I have rather blamed as mine own 
jealous curiosity ^ than as a very pretence® and 
purpose of unkindness : I will look further into’t 
— But where’s my fool? 1 have not seen him this 
two days. 

Knight. Since my young lady’s going into France, 
sir, the fool hath much pin’d away. 

Lear. No more of that ; I have noted it well!— 
Go, you, and tell my daughter 1 would speak with 
her. — Go you, call hitlier my fool. — 

Reenter Steward. 

O, you sir, you sir, come you hither : Who am I, sir? 

Stew. My lady’s father. 

Lear. My lady’s father ! my lord's knave : you 
slave ! you cur ! 

Stew. 1 am none of this, my lord ; I beseech you* 
pardon me. 

Lear. Do you bandy looks with me, you rascal? 

[Strildng him. 

Stew. I’ll not be struck, my lord. 

Kent. Nor tripped neither; you base foot-ball 
player, [Tripping up his Heels. 

Lear, I thank thee, fellow ; thou servest me, and 
I’ll love thee. 

Ketit. Come, sir, arise, away; I’ll teach you 
diifcrcnces ; away, away : If you will measure your 
lubber’s length again, tarry i but away ; go to : 
Have you wisdom ? so. [JPushes the Steward out. 

Lear. Now, my friendly knave, I thank thee : 
there’s earnest of thy service. [Giving Kent Money. 

Enter Fool. 


Fool. Let me hire him too ; — Here’s my cox^ 
comb. [Giving Kent his Cap. 

Lear. How now, my pretty knave? how dost 
thou ? 


Fool. Sirrali, you were best take my coxcomb* 

Kent. Why, fool ? 

Fool. Why, for taking one’s part that is out of 
favour : Nay, an thou canst not smile as the wind 
sits, tliou'lt catch cold shortly: There, take my 
coxcomb ; Why, this fellow has banish’d two of his 
daughters, and did the tliird a blessing against his 
will ; if thou follow him, thou must needs wear my 
coxcomb. — How now, nuncle ? ’Would I bad two 
coxcombs, and two daughters ! 

Lear. Why, my boy? 

Fool. If I gave them all my living, I’d keep my 
coxcombs myself : There’s mine ; beg another of 
tliy daughters, 

Lear. Take heed, sirrah ; the whip. 

Fool. Truth’s a dog that must to kennel; he 
must be whipp’d out, when Lady, the brach may 
stand by the fire. 

Lear. A pestilent gall to me ! 

Fool. Sirrah, I’ll teach thee a speech* 

Lear. Do. 


Fool, Mark it, nuncle : — 

Have more than thou showest^ 
Speak less than tfum knowestf 
Lend less than thou owest % 

Ride more than thou goest, | 

Learn more than thou irovMtst < 
Set less than thou throwest ; | 

And thou shall have more ' 

Than two tens to a score. ? 


* Punctilious jealousy. 
8 Owneit, poMesMst. 
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Ijear. This is nothing, fool. 

Fool, Tlien *tis like the breath of an unfee’d 
lawyer $ you gave me nothing for’t ; Can you make 
no of nothing, nuncle ? 

Lear, Why, no, boy ; nothing can be made out 
of nothing. 

Foot, Pr’ythee# tell him,* so much the rent of 
his land comes to ; he will not believe a fool. 

[To Kent. 

%ear, A bitter fool ! 

Fod, Dost thou know the di (Terence*, my boy, 
between a bitter fool and a sweet fool ? 

Lear, Nfo, lad ; teach me. 

Fool. Thai hnli that counseWd *hee, 

To ffim mmy thy landy 
Cojue place him here by me, — - 
Or do thou for him stand .* 

The sweet and bitter foal 
JVill presently appear ; 

The one in motley here, 

The other found out there, 

Lear. Dost thou call me fool, boy ? 

Fool, All thy other titles thou hast given away ; 
tliat thou u&at born with. 

Kent, This is not altogether fool, my lord. 

Fool, No, ’faith, lords and great men will not let 
me ; if I had a monopoly out, they would have part 
on’t : and ladies too, they will not let me have all 
fool to myself ; they’ll be snatching. — Give me an 
egg, nuncle, and I’ll give thee two crowms. 

Lear, What two crowns shall they be ? 

Fool. Why, after I have cut the egg i’the middle, 
and eat up the meat, the two crowns of the egg. 
When thou clovest thy crown i* the middle and 
gavest away both parts, thou borest thine ass on 
thy back over the dirt : Thou hadst little wit in thy 
bald crown, when thou gavest thy golden one away. 
If I speak like myself in tliis, let him be whipp’d 
that first finds it so. 

Fools had ne'er less grace * in a year ; [Singing. 
For uise men are grown foppish ; 

And know not how their wits to wear. 

Their manners are so apish, 

Lear. When were you wont to be so full of 
songs, sirrah ? ,» , 

Fool, I have used it, nuncle, ever since thou 
madest thy daughters thy mother. 

Then they sudden joy did weep, [Singing. 
And I for sorrow sung, 

That such a king should play bo-peep. 

And go the fools among. 

Pr’ythee, nuncle, keep a schoolmaster that can teach 
thy fool to lie ; I would fain learn to lie. 

Ijgar, If you lie, sirrah, we’ll have you whipp’d. 

Fool, I marvel, what kin thou and thy daughters 
are ; they’ll liave me whipp’d for speaking true, 
thou’lt have me whipp’d for lying ; and, sometimes, 
I am whipp’d for holding my peace. I had rather 
be any kind of thing, than a fool : and yet I would 
not be thee, nuncle ; thou bast pared thy wit o’ both 
sides, and left nothing in the middle : Here comes 
one 0 * the parings. 

F?iter GoNsaiL. 

Lear, How now, daughter! what makes that 
Arontlet ^ on ? Metbinks, you are too much of late 
i’ the frown. 

> Favour. 

* Fart of a woman’s Iiead4reii, to which Lear compares her 
firownlt^ blow 


Fool. Tliou wast a pretty fellow, when thou 
hadst no need to care for her frowning ; now thou 
art an O 3 without a figure ; 1 am better than thou 
art now ; 1 am a fool, thou art nothing. — Yes> for- 
sooth, I will hold my tongue ; so your face [To Gon, ] 
bids me, though you say nothing. Mum, mum, 
lie that keeps nor crust nor crum 
tVeary of all, shall want some, — 

That’s a sheal’d peascod* + [Pointing to Liar. 

Gon, Not only, sir, this your aU4icens’d fool. 
But other of your insolent retinue, 

Do hourly carp and quarrel j breaking forth 
In rank and not.to>be-endured riots. Sir, 

I had thought, by making this well known unto you, 
To have found a safe redress ; but now grow fearful. 
By what yourself too late have spoke and done, 

That you protect this course, and put it on 
By your allowance ^ ; which if you should, the fault 
Would not ’scape censure, nor the redresses sleep ; 
Which, in the tender of a wholesome weal 
Might in their working do you that offence. 

Which else were shame, that then necessity 
Will call discreet proceeding. 

Fool. For you trow, nuncle, 

The hedge-sparrow fed the cuckoo so I mg, 

That U had its head bit off by its young. 

So, out went the candle, and we were left darkling. 

I ear. Are you our daughter ? 

Gon. Come, sir, I would, you would make use of 
that good wisdom whereof I know you are fraught ^ ; 
and put away these dispositions, w’hich of late trans- 
fonn you from what you rightly are. 

Fool. May not an ass know wlien the cart draws 
the horse ? 

Lear, Does any here know me? — Why this 
is not Lear: does Lear walk thus? speak thus? 
Wliere are his eyes? Either his notion weakens, 
or his discemings are lethargied. — Sleeping or 
waking ? — Ha ! sure ’tis not sco ~ Who is it that 
can tell me who lam? — Lear’s shadow ? I would 
learn that ; for by the marks of sovereignty, know- 
ledge, and reason, 1 should be false persuaded I had 
daughters. 

Fool, Which they will make an obedient father. 

Lear. I^our name, fair gentlewoman ? 

Gon. Come, sir ; 

This admiration is much o’ the favour ^ 

Of other your new pranks. I do beseech you 
To understand my purposes aijght ; 

As you are old and reverend, you should be wise ; 
Here do you keep a hundred knights and squires; 
Men so disorder’d, so debauch’d, and bold, 

That this our court, infected with their manners. 
Shows like a riotous inn. Tlie shame doth speak 
For instant remedy ; Be then desir’d 
By her, tliat else will take the thing she begs, 

A little to disquantity your train ; 

And the remainder) that shall still depend 
To be such men as piay besort your age, 

And know themselves and you. 

Lear, Darkness and devils ! «-* 

Saddle my horses ; call my train together, — 
Degenerate bastard ! I’ll not trouble thee ; 

Yet have I left a daughter. 

Gon, You strike my people ; and your disorder’d 
rabble 

Make servants of their betters. 

3 A cipher. * A mere huok which contains notliing. 

» Approbation. ® Well governed atate. 

^ Stored. • Complexion. » Continue in service. 
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' Enter Albany* 

Lear* Woe, that too late repents, — O, sir, are 
you come ? 

Ts it ^our will? [To Alb.] Speak, sir. — Prepare 
my horses? 

In frratitude ! thou marble-hearted fiend, 

* More liidcous, when thou show*st thee in a child, 

' Than the sea-monster ! 

jilb* sir, be patient. 

Lear, Detested kite ! thou liest : [ To Gonkril. 
My train are men of choice and rarest parts, 

That all particulars of duty know ; 

And in tlie most exact regard support 

The worships of their name. — O most small fault, 

How ugly didst tliou in Cordelia show ! 

Which, like an engine ‘, wrench’d my frame of na- 
ture 

From the fix’d place ; drew from my heart all love. 
And added to the gall. O Lear, Lear, Lear ! 

Beat at this gate that let thy folly in, 

[Striking his Head, 
And thy dear judgment out ! — Go, go, my people. 

Alb, My lord, I am guiltless, as 1 am ignorant 
Of what hath mov’d you. 

Lear, It may be so, my lord. — Hear, nature, 
hear ; 

Dear goddess, hear ! Suspend thy purpose, if 
Thou didst intend to make this creature fruitful ! 
Into her womb convey sterility ! 

Dry up in her the organs of increase ; 

And from her derogate *’ body never spring 
A babe to honour her ! If she must teem, 

Create her child of spleen ; that it may live, 

And be a thwart disnatur’d torment to her I 
Let it stamp wrinkles in her brow of youth ; 

With cadent 3 tears fret channels in her cheeks ; 
Turn all her motlier’s pains, and benefits, 

To laughter and contempt ; tliat she may feel 
How sharper thaiF serpent’s tooth it is 
To have a thankless child ! — Away, away ! [Eant, 
Alb, Now, gods, tliat we adore, whereof comes this? 
Gon, Never afflict yourself to know the cause ; 
But let his disposition have that scope 
That dotage gives it. 

Re-enter Lear. 

Lear, What, fifty of my followers, at a clap ! 
Within a fortnight? 

Alb, What’s the matter, sir ? 

Lear, 1*11 tell the# ; — Life and death ! I am 
asham’d 

That tliou hast power to shake my manhood thus : 

[To Goneril, 

Tliat these hot tears, which break from me perforce. 
Should make thee worth them. Blasts and fogs 
upon thee ! 

The untented ^ woundings of a father’s curse 
Pierce every sense about thee ! — Old fond eyes, 
Bew’cep this cause again. I’ll pluck you out; 

And cast you, with the waters that you lose. 

To temper clay. — Ha ! is it come to this ? 

Let it be so : — Yet have I left a daughter, 

W’ho, I am sure, is kind and comfortable; 

When she shall liear this of thee, with her nails 
She’ll flay thy wolfish visage. Thou sfaolt find, 
lliat I’ll resume the shape which thou dost think 
I have gast ofiT for ever ; thou shalt, 1 warrant thee. 

[Exeunt Lear, Kent, and Attendants, 

1 The rack. ^ Degraded. 

* Fidling. * Undressed. 


Gon, Do you mark that, my lord ? 

Alb, 1 cannot be so partial, Goneril, 

To the great love I bear you, — 

Gon, Pray you, content. — What, Oswald, ho J 
You, sir, tnore knave than fool, after your master. 

[Ih the Fool. 

Eool, Nuncle Lear, nuncle Lear, tarry, and take 
the fool with thee. 

A foxy when o?ie has caught her^ • 

And such a daughter^ 

Should sure to the slaughter. 

If my cap would buy a halter ; 

So the fool follows c^er, [Exit. 

Gon, Tills man hath had good counsel ; — A 
hundred knights ! 

*Tis politick, and safe, to let him keep 
At point ^ a hundred knights. Yes, that on every 
dream, 

Each buz, each fancy, each complaint, dislike, 

He may enguard his dotage with their powers. 
And hold our lives in mercy. — Oswald, I say ! — 
Alb, Well, you may fear too far. 

Gon, ' Safer thgn trust : 

Let me still take away the arms 1 fear, 

Not fear still to be taken. I know his heart ; 
What he hath utter’d, I have writ iny sister ; 

If she sustain him and his hundred knights, 

When I have show’d the unfitness, — How now, 
Oswald ? 

Enter Steward. 

What, have you writ that letter to my sister? 

Stew, Ay, madam. 

Gon* Take you some company, and away to 
horse : 

Inform her full of my particular fear ; 

And thereto add such reasons of your own. 

As may compact it more. Get you gone ; 

And hasten your return. [Exit. Stew.] No, no, my 
lord, 

Tliis milky gentleness, and course of yours, 
Though I condemn it not, yet, under pardon, 

You are mucli more attask’d ® for want of wisdom. 
Than prais’d for harmful mildness. 

Alb, How far your eyes m^ 4 Dierce, T cannot tell ; 
Striving to better, oft we mar what’s well. 

Gon. Nay, then — 

Alb, Well, well ; the event, [Eweutit, 

SCENE V. — Court before ike mne, 

E'nier Lear, Kent, and Fool, 

Lear, Go you before to Gloster with these letters: 
acquaint my daughter no further with any thing 
you know, than comes from her demand out of the 
letter : If your diligence be not speedy, I shall be 
there before you. 

Kent, I will not sleep, my lord, till I have deli.^ 
vered your letter. [EAt, 

Fool, If a man’s brains were in his heels, were’t 
not in danger of kibes ? 

Lear, Ay, boy. 

Fool. Then, I pr’ythee, be merry ; tliy wit shall 
not go slip-shod. 

Lear, Ha, ha, ha ! 

Fool* Shalt see, thy other daughter will use thee 
kindly : for though she’s as like this as a crab is like 
an apple, yet 1 can tell what I can tell. 

^ Armed. * Liable to reprehendoo. 
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Xtffltn Why, what cimst thou tell, ray boy? 

FooL She will taste as like this, as a crab does to 
a crab. Thou canst tell, why one's nose stands V 
the middle of his face ? 

Lear* No. 

Fool. Why, to keep his eyes on citlier side his 
nose ; that what a man cannot smell out, he may 
spy into. 

• Lear, I did her wrong : — 

Fool. Canst tell how an oyster makes his shell ? 

J^ear* No. 

Foot. Nor I neither j but I can tell why a snail 
has a house. 

Lear. Why? 

Fool. Why, to put his head in ; not to give it 
away to his daughters, and leave his horns without 
a case. 

Lear. I will forget my nature, — So kind a 
father ! — Be my horses ready ? 

Fool. Thy asses are gone about ’em. The reason 
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why the seven stars are no tnore than seven, is a 
pretty reason. 

Lear, Because they are not eight? 

Fool. Yes, indeed: Thou wouldest raakehcrood 
fool. 

Lear. To take it again perforce ! — Monster in- 
gratitude ! 

Fool. If tliou wert my fool, nuncle, I’d have thee 
beaten for being old before thy time. 

Lear. How ’s that ? 

Fool. Thou shouldst not have been old, before 
tliou hadst been wise. 

Lear. O let me not be mad, not mad, sweet hea- 
ven ! Keep me in temper ; I would not be mad ! — . 

Fnter Gentleman, 

How now ! Arc the horses ready ? 

Gent. Ready, my lord. 

Lear. Come, boy. [ExeuTit. 
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SCENE I. ^ Court wthin the Castle of the Earl 
of Gloster. 

F.nler EnikiUND and Curan, meeting. 

Edm. Save thee, Curan. 

Cur. And you, sir, I have been wdth your fa- 
ther ; and given him notice, that the duke of Corn- 
wall, and Regan his duchess, will be here with him 
to-night. 

Ednt. How comes that? 

Cur. Nay, I know not ; You have heard of the 
news abroad ; I mean, the whispered ones, for they 
are yet but ear-kissing arguments? 

Edm. Not I ; ’Pray you, what are they ? 

Cur. Have you heard of no likely wars toward, 
^twixt the dukes of Cornwall and Albany? 

Edm. Not a word. 

Cur. You may then, in time. Fare you well, sir. 

• [Exit. 

Edm. The duke be here to-night? The better! 
Best! 

This weaves itself perforce into my business ! 

My father hath set guard to take my brother ; 

And 1 have one thing, of a quoazy 7 question, 
Which I must act Briefness, and fortune, 
work ! — 

Brother, a word ; descend ; — Brother, I say ; 
Enter Edgar. 

My father watches : — O sir, fly this place ; 
Intelligence is given where you are hid ; 

You have now the good advantage of the night : — 
Have you not spoken ’gainst the duke of Omwall ? 
He’s coming hither ; now, i’ the night, i’ the haste, 
And Regan with him ; Have you nothing said 
Upon his party ’gainst the duke of Albany ? 
Advise ® yourself. 

Edg. 1 am sure on’t, not a word. 

Edm. I hear my father coming, — Fardon me ; — 
In cunning, 1 must draw my sword upon you : — > 
Draw: S^m to defend yourself; Now quit you 
well. 

* Consider, recollect yourself. 


Yield : — come before my father ; — Light, ho 
here ! — 

Fly, brother j — Torches ! torches ! — So farewell. — 

[Exit Edgar. 

Some blood drawn on me would beget opinion 

[ irou7ids his Arm. 
Of my more fierce endeavour; I have seen drunkards 
Do more than this in sport. — Fatlier ! father ! 
Stop, stop ! No help ? 

EnXer Gloster, and Servants uitk Torches. 

Gto. Now, Edmund, where’s the villain ? 

Edm. Here stood he in the dciA^, his sharp sword 
out, 

Mumbling of wicked charms, conjuring the moon 
To stand his auspicious mistress ; — 

Glo. But where is he ? 

Edm. Look, sir, I bleed. 

Glo. Where is the villain, Edmund ? 

Edm. Fled this way, sir. When by no means he 
could — 

Glo. Pursue him, ho ! — Go after. — [Exit Serv.] 
By no means, — what ? 

Edm. Persuade me to them^frder of your lordship ; 
But that 1 told him, the revenging gods 
’Gainst parricides did all their thunders bend ; 
Spoke, with how manifold and strong a bond 
'Ilie child was bound to the father ; — Sir, in fine, 
Seeing how loathly opposite I stood 
To Ills unnatural purpose, in fell motion. 

With his prepared sword, he charges home 
My unprovided body, lanc’d mine arm 
But when he saw my best alarum’d spirits. 

Bold in the quarrel’s right, rous’d to the encounter, 
Or whether gasted 9 by the noise 1 made, 

Full suddenly he fled. 

Glo. Let him fly far : 

Not in this land shall he remain uncaught ; 

And found — Despatch. Tiie noble duke my 
master, , 

My worthy arch ' and patron, comes to-nigHt ; 

By his authority I will proclaim it, 

That he, which flnds him, shall deserve our thanks, 

0 Frightefl. * Chief. 


• iX'licfttc. 
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SCENB I. 

Bringing the murderous coward to the stake ; j 
He, that conceals him, death. | 

Edm, When I dissuaded him from his intent. 
And fdund him pight® to do it, with curst ^ speech 
I threaten’d to discover him : He replied. 

Thou unpossessing bastard f dost thou thinky 

If I would stand against theCy would the reposed 

Of any trusty virtuCy or worthy in thee 

Make thy words faUh'd ? No : what I should denyy 

{As this I would ; ayy though thou didst produce 

My very charactevy) Vd turn it all 

To thy suggestiony ploty and damned practice : 

And thou must make a dullard of the worldy 
If they not thought the projUs (f my death 
Were very pregnant and potential spurs 
To make thee seek it, 

Glo. Strong and fasten’d villain ! 

Would he deny his letter? — I never got him. 

[Trumjwts within. 
Hark, the duke’s trumpets! I know not why he 
comes : — 

All ports I’ll bar; the villain shall not ’sc.ape ; 

The duke must grant me that r besides, his picture 
1 will send far and near, tliat all the kingdom 
May have due note of him ; and of niy land, 

T^oyal and natural boy, I’ll work the means 
To make tliee capable.'* 

Enter Cornwall, Rfgan, and Attendants. 
Com, How now, iny noble friend ? since I came 
hither, 

(Which I can call but now',) I have heard strange 
news. 

Iteg. If it be true, all vengeance conics t(X> shoit, 
Wliich can pursue the ofTondor. How dost, my lord? 
Glo. O, madam, my old heart is crack'd, is crack’d ! 
Iteg, What, difi my hither’s godson seek your life ? 
He whom ray father nam’d ? your Edgar ? 

Glo. Oy lady, li^ly, sliamc would have it hid ! 
Jieg, Was he noP companion with tlie riotous 
knights 

That tend upon my fatlier ? 

Glo. I know not, madam : 

It is too bad, too ba<l. — 

Edm, Yes, madam, he was. 

lieg. No marvel then, though he w ere ill afiectod ; 
'Tis they have put him on the old man’s death, 

To have the w'aste and spoil of his revenues, 

I have tliis present evening from iny sister 
Been w'cll inform’d of yiem ; and with such cautions, 
That, if they come to sojourn at my house. 

I’ll not be there. 

Com, Nor I, assure tliee, Began. — 

Edmund, I hear that you have shown your faUier 
A child-like oflice. 

Edm, ’Twas my duty, sir. 

Glo. He did bewray his practice ^ ; and receiv’d 
This hurt you see, striving to apprehend him. 

Com. Is he pursued ? 

Glo, Ay, my good lord, he is. 

Com, If he be taken, he shall never more 
Be fear’d of doing hann ; make your own purpose, 
How in my strength you please. — For you, Ed- 
mund, 

Whose virtue and obedience doth this instant 
So much commend itself, you shall be ours ; 
Natures^of such deep trust we sliall much need ; 
You we first seize on. 

^ Pitched, fixed. ^ Severe, harsh. 

♦ f, e. CsMble of succeeding to my land. 

* Wicked purpose. 


Edm, I shall serve you, sir, 

Truly, however else. 

Glo, For him, I thank your grace. 

Com, You know not why we came to visit you,— 

lieg. Thus out of season ; threading dark-ey’d 
night. 

Occasions, noble Gloster, of some poize®, 

Wherein wc must have use of your advice : — 

Our father he hath writ, so hath our sister, , 

Of differences, which I best thought it fit 
To answer from our home ; the several messengers 
From hence attend despatch. Our good old friend. 
Lay comforts to your bosom ; and bestow 
Your needful counsel to our business, 

Which craves the instant use. 

Glo, I serve you, madam : 

Your graces are right welcome. [Eicunt, 

SCENE II. — Before Glostcr’s Castle, 

Enter Kent and Steward, severally. 

Stew, Good dawning to thee, friend ; Art of the 
house ? 

Kent, Ay. ^ 

Stew, Where may we set our horses ? 

Kent, I’ the mire. 

Stew, Pr'ythee, if thou love me, tell me. 

Kent. I love thee not. 

Stmo. Why, then I care not for thee. 

Kent. If I had thee in Lipsbury pinfold, I would 
make thee care for me. 

Stew. Why dost thou use me thus? I know thee 
not. 

Kent. Fellow, I know thee. 

Stew. Wliat dost thou know me for ? 

Kent. A knave; a rascal, an cater of broken 
meats ; a base, .proud, shallow, beggarly, three- 
suited, hundrcd-i)Ound, W’Drstcd-stocking knave ; a 
lily-liver’d, action-taking knave ; a glass-gazing, 
superservicealile, finical rogue; one-trunk-inherit- 
ing slave ; nothing but the composition of a knave, 
beggar, and coward: one w'liom I will beat into 
clamorous whining, if thou deny’st the least syllable 
of thy addition. 

Stew. W^hy, what a monstrous fellow art thou, 
thus to rail on one, that is ii^thor known of thee, 
nor knows thee ? 

Kent. What a brazen-faced varlct art thou, to 
deny thou know ’st me ? Is it two days ago, since 1 
tripp’d up tliy heels, and beat thee, before the king? 
Draw, you rogue ; for, though it be night, the moon 
sliines ; I’ll make a sop o* the moonshine of you : 
Draw, you barber-monger, draw. 

[Braving his sword. 

Stew. Away ; T have nothing to do with thee. 

Kent. Draw, you rascal : you come with letters 
against the king ; and take vanity » the puppet’s 
part, against the royalty of her father : Draw, you 
rogue, or I’ll so carbonado your slianks: — draw, you 
rascal ; come your ways. 

Stew. Help, ho ! murder ! help ! 

Kent, Strike, you slave; stand, rogue, stand; 
you neat slave, strike. [Beating him, 

Steiv. Help, ho ! murder ! murder ! 

Enter Edmund, Cornwall, Regan, Glosxer, and 
Servants, 

Edm, How now ? What’s the matter ? Part. 

Kent, With you, goodman boy, if you please; 
come, I’ll flesh you ; conic on, young master. 

B Weight, 7 Titles. ^ A character in the old moralities. 
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Glo, Weapons ! arras ! What’s tlie matter here ? 
Com* Keep peace, upon your lives ; 

He dies, that strikes again ; What is the matter? 
Ite^, The messengers from our sister and the king. 
Corn* Wliat is your difference? speak. 

Stew* I am scarce in breath, my lord. 

ITerU* No marvel, you have so bestirr’d your 
valour. You cowardly rascal, nature disclaims in 
^hee ; a tailor made thee. 

Com* Thou>art a strange follow : a tailor make 
a man? 

Kent, Ay, a tailor, sir ; a stone-cutter, or a painter, 
could not have made him so ill, though they had 
been but two hours at the trade. 

Corn* Speak yet, how grew your quarrel ? 

Stew* This ancient rufKan, sir, whose life I have 
spar’d, 

At suit of his grey beard, — 

Kent* Tliou zed ! thou unnecessary letter 1 — 
My lord, if you will give me leave, I will tread this 
unbolted 9 vilhiin into mortar, and daub the wall 
with him. — Si)are my grey beard, you wagtail ! 
Corn* Peace, sirrah ! 

You beastly knave, knovr you no reverence ? 

Kent* Yes, sir ; but anger has a privilege. 

Corn, Why art thou angry ? 

Kent* That such a slave as tliis should wear a 
sword, 

Who wears no honesty. Such smiling rogues as 
these, 

Like rats, oft bite the holy cords atwain 
Which are too intrinse i t’ unloose : smootii every 
passion 

That in the natures of their lords rebels ; 

Bring oil to fire, snow to their colder moods ; 
Renege^, affirm, and turn their halcyons beaks 
With every gale and vary of their masters, 

As knowing nought, like dogs, but following. — 

A plague upon your epileptic visage ! 

Smile you my speeches, as I were a fool? 

Goose, if I had you upon Sarum plain, 

Pd drive ye cackling home to C’amelot^ 

Com. What, art thou mad, old fellow ? 

Glo* How fell you out? 

Say that. 

A"enf. No contraridfe hold more antipathy. 

Than 1 and such a knave. 

Com, Why dost tliou call him knave ? What’s his 
offence ? 

Kent. His countenance likes me not. 

CorTi, No more, perchance, does mine, or his, or 
hers. 

Kent, Sir, ’tis my occupation to be plain ; 

1 have seen better faces in my time, 

Tlian stands on any shoulder that I see 
Before me at tliis instant. 

Com* This is some fellow. 

Who, having been praised for bluntness, doth affect 
A saucy roughness ; and constrains the garb. 

Quite from his nature : He cannot flatter, he ! — 
An honest mind and plain, — he must speak truth : 
And they will take it, so ; if not, he’s plain. 

These kind of knaves I know, which in tliis plainness 
Harbour more craft, and more corrupter ends. 
Than twenty silly ducking 6bservants, 

That stretch their duties nicely. 

» Unrefined. » Peiplexed. * Disown. 

* The bird called the king.fisher, which, when dried and 
hung up by a thread, is supposed to turn his bill to the point 
from wnenoe the wind blowsu 

^ In Somersetshire, where lurebred great quantities of geese. 


Act 11 

Kent. Sir, in good sooth, in sincere verity^ 
Under the allowance of your grand asp^t, 

Whose influence, like the vnreath of radiant Are 
On flickering Phoebus’ front, — • • 

Com* What mcan’st by tliis ? 

Kent* To go out of my dialect, which ygu dis- 
commend so much. I know, sir, I am no flatterer , 
he that beguiled you, in a plain accent, was a plain 
knave ; whicli, for my part, 1 will not be, though I 
should win your displeasure to entreat me to it. 
Com. What was the offence you gave him ? 

Stew, ^ Never any ; 

It pleas’d the king his master, very late. 

To strike at me, upon his misconstruction ; 

When he, conjunct, and flattering his displeasure, 
Tyipp’d me behind ; being down, insulted rail’d, 
And put upon him such a deal of man. 

That worthy 'd him, got praises of the king 
For him attempting who was self-subdu’d ; 

And, in the fleshment of this dread exploit, 

Drew on me here. 

Kent. None of these rogues, and cowards, 

But Ajax is their fool.^ 

Corn. Fetch forth the stocks, ho ! 

You stubborn ancient knave, you reverend braggart, 
We’ll teach you 

Kent* Sir, I am too old to learn : 

Call not your stocks for me ; I serve the king ; 

On whose employment I was sent to you : 

You shall do small respect, show too bold malice 
Against tlic grace and person of my master, 
Stocking his messenger. 

Com. Fetch forth the stocks ; 

As I’ve life and honour, there shall he sit till noon. 
Meg. Till noon ! till night, my lord ; and all night 
too. 

Kent. Why, madam, if I were your father’s dog. 
You should not use me so. 

Meg. Sir, being his knave, I will. 

[5'/ocArj brought out. 

Corn. This is a fellow of the self-same colour 
Our sister speaks of : -—Come, bring away the stocks. 

Glo. Let me beseech your grace not to do so ; 
His fault is much, and the good king his master 
Will check him for’t : your purpos’d low correction 
Is such, as basest and contemned’st wretches, 

For pilferings and most common trespasses, 

Are punish’d with : the king must take it ill, 

That he’s so slightly valued in his messenger. 
Should have him thus restrafai’d. 

Corm I’ll answer that. 

Meg. My sister may receive it much more worse. 
To have her gentleman abus’d, assaulted, 

For following her affairs. — Put in his legs. — • 

[Kent is put in the Stocks. 
Come, my good lord ; away. 

[^Exeunt Regan and Cornwali.* 
Glo. I am sorry for thee, friend j ’tis the duke’s 
pleasure, 

Whose disposition, all the world well knows, 

Will not be rubb’d, nor stopp’d : I’ll entreat for 
thee. 

Kent. Pray, do not, sir; I have watch’d, and 
travell’d hard ; 

Some time I shall sleep out, the rest I’ll whistle. 

A good man’s fortune may grow out at heels : 

Give you good morrow ! • 

Glo. The duke’s to blame in this: ’twill be ill 
taken. [Exif. 

^ Le. Ajax is a fool to tlieia 
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Kenlt, Good king, that must approve the common 
saw!® 

Thou out of heaven's benediction com'st 
To the warm sun ! 

Approach, thou beacon to this under globe, 

That by thy comfortable beams I may 

Peruse this letter ! — Nothing almost sees miracU s. 

But misery ; — I know *tis from Cordelia ; 

"Who hath most fortunately been inform’d 
Of my obscured course ; and shall find time 
From this enormous state, — seeking to give 
Losses their remedies : All weary and o'erwatch’d, 
'Jake vantage, heavy eyes, not to behold 
'I'his shameful lodging. 

Fortune, good night; smile once more; turn thy 
wheel I [i/e sleeps. 

SCENE III. — A Part of the Heath. 

Enter Edgar. 

Edg* I heard myself proclaim’d : 

And, by the happy hollow of a tree, 

Escap'd the hunt. No* port is free ; no place, 

That guard, and most unusual vigilance, 

Does not attend my taking. While I may ’scape, 

I will preserve myself : and am bethought 
To take the basest and most poorest shape, 

That ever penury, in contempt of man. 

Brought near to beast : my face I’ll grime with filth; 
Blanket my loins : clf 7 all my hair in knots ; 

And with presented nakedness outface 
'Die winds, and persecutions of the sky. 

The country gives me proof and precedent 
Of Bedlam beggars, who, with roaring voices, 
Strike in their numb’d and mortifi’d bare arms 
Pins, wooden pricks 8, nails, sprigs of rosemary ; 
And with this hoivible object, from low farms, 

Poor pelting villages, sheep-cotes and mills. 
Sometime with lunatic bans% sometime with prayers, 
Enforce their charit^.#- Poor Turlygood ! poor Tom ! 
That’s something yet ; — Edgar I nothing am, 

\Exit. 

SCE]^{E IV, — Before Gloster *5 Castle. 

Enter Lear, Fool, and Gentleman. 

Lear. *Tis strange, that they should so depart 
from home. 

And not send back my messenger. 

Gent. As I Icarn’d, 

'Phe night before there was no purpose in them 
Of this remove* • 

Kent. Hail to thee, noble master ! 

Lear. How! 

Mak’st thou this shame thy pastime? 

Kent. No, my lord. 

Fool, Ha, ha ; look ! he wears cruel > garters ! 
Horses are tied by the heads ; dogs and bears, by 
the neck ; raonkies by the loins ; and men by the 
legs: when a man is over-lusty at legs, then he 
wears wooden nether stocks, s 

Lear, What’s he, that hath so much thy place 
mistook 
To set thee here? 

Kent, It is both he and she, 

Your son and daughter. 

Lear* No. 

Kent. Yes. 

« Sayir* or proverb. 

7 Hair thus knotted was supposed to be the work of elves 
and fairies in the night 

* Skewers. » Curses. 

* A qidbble on orctiW, worsted. 

* The old word for etockiogs. 
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I. ear. No, I say, 

Kent. I say, yea. 

Lear. Np, no ; they would not. 

Kent. Yes, they have. 

J. ear. By Jupiter, I swear, no. 

Kent. By Juno, I swear, ay. 

Lear. They durst not do’t. 

They could not, would not do’t ; ’tis worse than 
murder. 

To do upon respect such violent outrage : 

Resolve me, with all modest haste, which way 
Thou might’st deserve, or they impose, this usage. 
Coming from us. 

Kent. My lord, when at their home 

I did commend your highness’ letters to them, 

Ere I was risen from the place that show’d 
My duty kneeling, came there a reeking post, 
Stew’d in his haste, half breathless, panting forth 
From Goneril his mistress, salutations ; 

Deliver’d letters, spite of intermission, 

Which presently they read : on whose contents, 
'They summon’d up their meiny^, straight took 
horse ; 

Commanded me to follow, ^d attend % 

The leisure of their answer; gave me cold looks: 
And meeting here the other messenger, 

Whose welcome, I perceiv’d, had poison’d mine, 
(Being the very fellow that of late 
Display’d so saucily against your highness,) 

Having more man than wit about me, drew ; 
lie raised the house with loud and coward cries : 
Your son and daughter found this trespass worth 
The shame which here it suffers. 

Fool, Winter s not gone yeU f the wild geese fy 
that way. 

Fathersy that wear ragSy 

Ho make their children blind ; 

But fathersy that bear bag.% 

Shall see their children kind. 

But, for all this, thou shall have as many dolours^ 
for thy daughters, as thou canst tell in a year. 

Lear. O, how tliis mother ^ swells up toward my 
heart I 

Hysterica passio ! down, thou climbing sorrow. 

Thy element’s below ! — Where is this daughter ? 
Kent, Witli tlic earl, sir, hirt-tf within. 

Lear. Follow me not ; 

Stay here. [Exit. 

Gent. Made you no more offence than what you 
speak of? 

Kent. None. 

How chance the king comes with so small a train ? 

Fool, An thou hadst been set i’ the stocks for that 
question, thou hadst well deserved it* 

Kent. Why, fool ! 

Fool. We’ll set thee to school to an ant, to teach 
thee there’s no labouring in the winter. Let go thy 
hold, when a great wheel runs down a hill, lest it 
break thy neck with following it ; but the great one 
tliat goes up the hill, let him draw thee after. When 
a wise man gives thee better counsel, give me mine 
again: I would have none but knaves follow it, 
since a fool gives it. 

Thaty siry which serves and seeks for gain. 

And fiUows but for fbrmy 
Will packy when it begins to rain, 

And leave thee in the storm. 

3 People, train or retinue. 

^ A quibble between dolours and duUars. 

* The diaiNue railed the mother. 
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1 win the foot will nUt^y 

And let the t/iw man fly, 

The knave turns Jvol, that rwns away ; 

The fool no knave, perdy* 

Kent Where learned you this, fool ? 

Fooh Not i" the stocks, fooL 

Me-enter Lear, ivith Gloster. 

Lear* Deny to speak with me ? Tlicy are sick ? 
they are weary ? 

They have travell’d hard to-night ? Mere fetches ; 
The images of revolt and flying oflf‘! 

Fetch me a better answer. 

Glo. My dear lord, 

You know the flery quality of the duke ; 

How unrcmovcahle and fix’d lie is 
In his own course. 

Lear, Vengeance ! plague ! death ! confusion ! 
Fiery? what quality? Why, Gloster, Gloster, 

I’d speak with the duke of Cornwall, and his wife. 
Glo. W ell, my good lord, I liave inform’d them so. 
Lear, Inform’d them ! Dost thou understand me, 
man ? I 

Glo.^ Ay, my good lord. 

Lear. Tiie king would speak with Cornwall ; the 
dear fatlier 

Would with his daughter sjieak, commands her 
service : 

Are they inform’d’ of this?— My breath and 
blood ! — 

Fiery ? the fiery duke ? — Tell the hot duke that — 
No, but not yet : — may be he is not well ; 

Infirmity doth still neglect all office, 

Whereto our health is hound ; we are not ourselves, 
When nature, being oppress’d, commands the mind 
To suft’er with the body : I’ll forbear ; 

And am fallen out with rny more headier will, 

To take the indispos’d and sickly fit 
For the sound man. — Death on my state ! wherefore 
^Looking on Kent. 

Should he sit here ? This act persuades me. 

That this remotion ^ of the duke and her 
Is practice 7 only. Give me my servant forth : 

Go, tell the duke and his wife, I’d speak witli them. 
Now, presently : l(id them come forth and hear me, 
Or at their chamber hoor I’ll beat the drum, 

Till it cry — Sleep to death, 

Glo, I’d have all well betwixt you. [Exit, 

Lear, O me, my heart, my rising heart ! — but, 
down. 

Fool, Cry to it, nuncle, as the cockney did to the 
eels, when she put them i’ the paste alive ; she rapp’d 
’em o’ the coxcombs with a stick, and cry’d, Down, 
wantons, down: ’Twas her brother, that in pure 
kindness to his horse, buttered his hay. 

Enter Cornwall, Reqan, Gloster, and Servants, 

Lear, Good morrow to you both. 

Com, Hail to your grace ! 

[Kent w set at liberty, 
Reg, I am glad to sec your highness. 

Lear. Regan, I think you are ; I know wliat 
reason 

I have to think so : if thou shouldst not be glad, 

I would divorce me from thy mother’s tomb, 
Sepulchring an adultress. — O, are you free ? 

[To Kent. 

Some other time for that. — Beloved Regan, 

* Removing nrpm their own house. ^ Artifice. 


Act II. 

Thy sister’s naught: O, Regan, she hath tied 
Siiarp-tootJi’d unkindness, like a vulture liere. — s 
[Points to his Heart, i 
I can scarce speak to thee ; thou’lt not belike, • 
Of how deprav’d a quality. — O, Regan ! 

Reg, I pray you, sir, take patience ; I have hope, 
You less know how to value her desert, 

Than she to scant her duty. 

Lear, Say, how is that? 

Reg, I cannot think, my sister in the least 
Would fail her obligation : If, sir, perchance, 

She have restiain’d the riots of your followers, 

*Tis on such ground, and to such wholesome end, 
As clears her from all blame. 

I.ear, My curses on her 1 
Reg, O, sir, you are old j 

Nature in you stands on the very verge 
Of her confine : you should be rul’d, and led 
By some discretion, that discerns your state 
Better than you yourself : Therefore, t pray you, 
T'hat to our sister you do make return ; 

Say, you have wrong’d her, sir. 

Lear, Ask her forgiveness ? 

Do you but mark how this becomes the house 8 *. 
Dear daughter, I corfess that I am old; 

Age is unnecessary: on my knees 1 beg, [Kneeling. 
That yoiill vouchsafe me raiment, bed, and food, 

Reg, Good sir, no more; these are unsightly 
tricks : 

Return you to my sister. 

Lear, Never, Regan : 

She hath abated me of half my train j 

Look’d black upon me ; struck me with her tongue, 

Most serpent-like, upon the very heart : — 

All the stor’d vengeances of heaven fall 
On her ingrateful top ! Strike her young bones, 
You taking airs, with lameness ! 

Corn, Fye, fyc, fye ! 

Lear* You nimble lightnings, dart your blinding 
fiames 

Into her scornful eyes ! Infect her beauty, 

You fen-suck’d fogs, drawn by the powerful sun, 
To fall and blast her pride ! 

Reg, O the blest gods ! 

So will you wish on me, when the rash mood’s on. 

Lear, No, Regan, thou shall never liave my curse ; 
Thy tender-hefted nature shall not give 
Thee o’er to harshness ; her eyes are fierce, but thine 
Do comfort, and not bum : ’Tis not in thee 
To grudge my pleasures, toscut off my train, 

To bandy hasty words, to scant my sizes 9, 

And, in conclusion, to oppose the bolt 
Against my coming in : thou better know’st 
Tlie offices of nature, bond of childhood. 

Effects of courtesy, dues of gratitude ; 

Illy half o’ the kingdom hast thou not forgot, 
Wherein I thee endow’d. 

Reg, Good sir, to the purpose. 

[ Trumjiets within, 

Lear, Who put my man i’ the stocks ? 
j Com, What trumpet’s that ? 

Enter Steward. 

Reg, I know’t, my sister’s; this approves her 
letter. 

That she would soon be here. — Is your lady come ? 

Lear, This is a slave, whose easy borrow’d pride 
Dwells in the fickle grace of her he follows ; — 
Out, varlet, from my sight ! 

8 The order of famUies. » Contract my allowances 
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Com, What means your grace ? 

Lear, Who stock'd my servant? Regan, 1 have 
good hope 

Thou didst not know of *t.—- Who comes here ? O 
heavens. 

Enter Goneril. 

If you do love old men, if your sweet sway 
Allow * obedience, if yourselves are old, 

Make it your cause ; send down, and take my part ! ^ 
Art not asham'd to look upon this beard? — 

[To Goneril. 

0, Regan, wilt thou take her by the hand ? 

Gron. Why not by the hand, sir? How have I 
offended ? 

All’s not offence, that indiscretion finds. 

And dotage terms so. 

Lear, O, sides, you are too tough ! 

Will you yethold? — How camemy man i’the stocks? 

Com, I set him there, sir : but his own disorders 
Deserv’d much less advancement. 

Lear. You ! did you ? 

Ueg, I pray you, father, being weak, seem so. 

If, till the expiration of your month, 

You will return and sojourn with my sister. 
Dismissing half your train, come then to me ; 

I am now from home, and out of that provision 
Which shall be needful for your entertainment. 

Lear. Return to her, and fifty men dismiss’d ? 
No, rather I abjure all roofs, and choose 
To wage against the enmity o’ the air ; 

To be a comrade with the wolf and owl,— 
Necessity’s sharp pinch ! — Return with her ? 

Why, the hot-blooded France, that dowerless took 
Our youngest born, I could as well be brought 
To knee his throne, and, squire-like, pension beg 
To keep base life afoot : — Return with her ? 
Persuade me rather to be slave and sumptcr ^ 

To this detested groom. {Looking on the Steward. 
Gon. * « At your choice, sir. 

Lear. I pr’ythec, daughter, do not make me mad ; 
I will not trouble thee, my child ; farewell ; 

We’ll no more meet, no more see one another ; — 
But yet thou art my flesh, my blood, my daughter ; 
Or, rather, a disease that’s in my flesh, 

Which I must needs call mine : but I’ll not chide ; 
Let shame come when it will, I do not call it: 

I do not bid the thunder-bearer shoot, 

Nor tell tales of thee to high-judging Jove : 

Mend when thou canst ; be better at thy leisure : 

I can be patient ; I 6‘an stay with Regan, 

1, and my hundred knights. 

Meg. Not altogether so, sir ; 

I look’d not for you yet, nor am provided 
For your fit welcome : Give car, sir, to my sister ; 
For those that mingle reason with your passion, 
Must be content to think you old, and so — 

But she knows what she does. 

Lear. Is this well spoken now ? 

Heg. I dare avouch it, sir : What, fifty followers ? 
Is it not well ? What should you need of more ? 
Yea, or so many ? sith s that both charge and danger 
Speak 'gainst so great a number? How, in one 
house. 

Should many people, under two commands, 

Hold amity ? 'Tis hard ; almost impossible. 

Gon. Why might not you, my lord, receive at- 
^ tendance 

From those that she calls servants, or from mine ? 

* Approve. 

* A horse that carries necessaries on a journey. ^ Since. 


Reg, Why not, my lord? If then they chanc’d 
to slack you, 

We could control them : If you will come to me, 
(For now I spy a danger,) I entreat you 
To bring but five and twenty ; to no more 
Will I give place or notice. 

Lear. I gave you all — 

Reg. And in good time you gave it. 

Lear. Made you my guardians, my depositaries ; 
But kept a reservation to be follow’d * 

With such a number : What, must I come to you 
With five and twenty, Regan ? said you so ? 

Reg. And speak it again, my lord ; no more with 
me. 

Lear. Those wicked creatures yet do look well- 
favour’d, 

When otliers are more wicked ; not being the worst, 
Stands in some rank of praise: — I’ll go witli thee; 

[To Goneril. 

Thy fifty yet doth double five and twenty, 

And thou art twice her love. 

Go7i. Hear me, my lord ; 

What need you five and twenty, ten, or five, 

To follow in a house, where twice so many;, 

Have a command to tend you ? 

Meg. * What need one ? 

Lear. O, reason not the need : our basest beggars 
Arc in the poorest thing superfluous : 

Allow not nature more than nature needs, 1 

Man’s life is cheap as beast’s ; thou art a lady ; ■ 

If only to go warm were gorgeous, I 

Why, nature needs not what thou gorgeous wear’st, ’ 
Which scarcely keeps thee wann. — But, for true 
need, — 

You heavens, give me that patience, patience I need! 
You sec me lierc, you gods, a poor old man, 

As full of grief as age ; wretched in both ! ' 

If it be you that stir these daughters’ hearts 
Against their father, fool me not so much ; 

To bear it tamely ; touch me with noble anger I 
O, let not women’s \ 

Stiain tny" man’s Cheeks ! No,3'o{ruflriauiral hags, 
r witrhdfte gttchf'fgvcn'g’tfs on you both. 

That all the world shall — I will do such things, — 
What they arc yet, I know not ; but they shall be 
The tenors of the earth. think, I’ll weep ; 

No, I’ll not weep : — ! 

I have full caue of weeping ; but this heart 
Shall break into a hundred thousands flaws, 

Or ere I’ll weep : — O, fool, I shall go mad ! ' 

[Ejpeunt Lear, Gloster, Kent, and Fool. 
Corn. Let us withdraw, ’twill be a storm. 

[Storm heard at a distance. 
Meg. This house 

Is little ; the old man and his people cannot 
Be well bestow’d. 

Gm. 'Tis his own blame ; he hath put 

Himself from rest, and must needs taste his folly. 

Meg. For his particular. I’ll receive him gladly, 
But not one follower. 

Gon. So am I purpos’d. 

Where is my lord of Gloster ? 

Me-crder Gloster. 

Com. Follow’d the old man fortli ; — he is re- 
turn’d. 

Gla. The king is in high rage. 

Com. Whither is he going ? 

Glo. He calls to horse; but will I know not 
whither. 
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Cbm. *Tis best to give him way ; he leads himself. 
Con, My lord, entreat him by no means to stay. 
do. Alack, the night comes on, and the bleak 
winds 

Do sorely ruffle ; for many miles about 
There’s scarce a bush. 

Reg. ^ O, sir, to wilful men. 

The injuries that they themselves procure, 


Must be their schoolmasters : Shut up your doors * 
He is attended with a desperate train ; 

And what they may incense 7 him to, being apt 
To have his ear abus’d, wisdom bids fear. • 

Corn. Shut up your doors, my lord j ’tis a wild 
night : 

My Regan counsels well ; come put o* the storm. 

[JSaeunt. 


ACT III. 


SCENE J.—A Heath. 

A Storm is heard, wUh Thunder and Lightning, 
Enter Kent, and a Gentleman, meeting. 

Kent, Who’s here, beside foul weather ? 

Gent. One minded like the weather, most un> 
quietly, 

Kent. I know you; Where’s the king? 

Gent, Contending with the fretful clement : 

Bids thtf wind blow the earth into the sea, 

Or swell tlie curled waters ’hove the main^ 

That things might change, orxeasc : tears Ins white 
hair; 

Which the impetuous blasts, with eyeless rage, 
Catch in their fury, and make nothing of : 

Strives in his little world of man to out-scom 
The to-and-fro -conflicting wind and rain. 

This night, wherein tlie cub-drawn bcar^ w'ould 
couch, 

The lion and the belly-pinched wolf 
Keep their fur dry, unbonneted he runs, 

And bids what will take all. 

Kent. But who is with him ? 

Gent. None but the fool ; who labours to out-jest 
His heart-struck injuries. 

Kent. Sir, I do know you ; 

And dare, upon the warrant of my heart, 
Commend a dear thing to you. There is division, 
Although as yet the face of it be cover’d 
With mutual cunning, ’twixt Albany and Cornwall ; 
Who have fas who have not, that their great stars 
Thron’d and set hig}A?^ervant8, who seem no less ; 
Which are to France the spies and speculations 
Intelligent of our state ; what hath been seen, 
Either in snuffs and packings ^ of the dukes ; 

Or the hard rein which both of them have borne 
Against the old kind king : or something deeper, 
Whereof, perchance, these are but fiirnishings 6 ; — 
But, true it is, from France there comes a power 
Into this scatter’d kingdom ; who already, 

Wise in our negligence, have secret feet 
In some of our best ports, and are at point 
To show their open banner. — Now to you : 

If on my credit you dare build so far 
To make your speed to Dover, you shall find 
Some that will thank you, making just report 
Of how unnatural and bemadding sorrow^ 

The king hath cause to ’plain. 

1 am a gentleman of blood and breeding ; 

And from some knowledge and assurance, offer 
This office to you. 

Gent. 1 will talk further with you. 

Kent. No, do not 

For confirmation that 1 am much more 

* Whose dugs are drawn dry by its young. 

^ are didikes, and packings underhand contrivances. 

• Samples. 


Than my out wall, open this purse, and take 
What it contains : If you shall see Cordelia, 

( As fear not but you shall,) show her this ring; 
And she will tell you who your fellow is 
That yet you do not know. Fie on this storm ! 

I will go seek the king. 

Gent. Give me your hand : Have you no more 
to say? 

Kent. Few words, but to effect, more than all yet ; 
That, when we have found the king, (in which your 
pain 

That way ; I’ll this ;) he that first lights on him, 
Holla the other. [Exeunt severally, 

SCENE II. — Another Part of the Heath. 
Storm continues. 

Enter Lear and Fool. 

Lear. Blow, wind, and crack your cheeks ! rage ! 
blow ! 

You cataracts, and hurricanoes, spout 
Till you have drench’d our steeply, drown’d tlie 
cocks ! 

You sulphurous and thought-executing ^ fires. 
Vaunt couriers 9 to oak-cleaving f lunder-bolts, 
Singe my white head I And thou, all-shaking thunder. 
Strike flat the thick rotundity o* the world ! 

Crack nature’s moulds, all germens spill at once, 
That make ingrateful man ! 

Fool. O nuncle, court holy- water * in a dry house 
is better than tliis rain-water out o’door. Good 
nuncle, in, and ask thy daughters’ blessing; here’s 
a night pities neither wise men nor fools. 

Lear. Rumble thy belly-full ! Spit, fire ! spout, 
rain ! / 

Nor rain, wind, thunder, fire,«are my daughters ; i 
I tax not you, you elements, with unkindness, / 
I never gave you kingdom, call’d you children, 4 
You owe me no subscription ^ ; why then let fall { 
Your horrible pleasure ; here I stand your slave, 

A poor infirm, weak, and depis’d old man ; — 

But yet I call you servile ministers, 

That have with two pernicious daughters join’d 
Your high engender’d battles ’gainst a he^ 

So old and white as this. 0 1 O ! ’tis foul ! ' 

Fool. He that has a house to put his head in, has 
a good head-piece. 

The man that makes his toe 
What he his heart should make. 

Shall (f a com cry woe, 

And turn his sleep to wake. 

— for there was never* yet fkir woman, but sl^ made 
mouths in a glass, 

7 Imtlgste. 

** Quick as thought • Avant couriers, Fren<;h. 

> A proverlnal pinrSBe tot fair words. * ’Obedietum. 
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Enter Kent. 

Lear. No, I will be the pattern of all patience, I 
will^^y nothing. 

KetU. Alas, sir, are you here ? things that love 

night, ■'* 

Love^not such nights as J^se ; the wrathful skies 
ChilIow'"5’*tiTe^TeT5r\va^^ of the dark, 

And make them keep their caves. Since I was man, 
Such sheets of lire, such bursts of horrid thunder, 
Such groans of roaring wind and rain, I never 
Hemeinber to have heard : man's nature cannot carry 
The affliction, nor the fear. 

Lear. Let the great gods. 

That keep this dreadful pother o’er our heads. 

Find out their enemies now. Tremble, thou wretch, 
That hast within thee undivulged crimes, 

Unwliipp’d of justice : Hide thee, thou bloody hand ; 
Thou perjur’d, and thou simular'* man of virtue 
Thou art incestuous : Caitiff, to pieces shake, 

Tliat under covert and convenient seeming 
Hast practis’d on man's life ; — Close pent-up guilts, 
Hive your concealing continents, and cry 
These dreadful sunnnoners grace. * — 1 am a man, 
More simi’d against, than sinning. 

Kent. Alack, bare-headed ! 

Gracious my lord, hard by here is a hovel ; 

Some friendship w'ill it lead you ’gainst the tempest ; 
Hepose you tliere : while I to this hard house, 
(More hard than is the stone whereof ’tis rais’d ; 
Which even but now, demanding after you, 

Denied me to come in,) return, and force 
T’heir scanted courtesy. 

Lear. My wits begin to turn, — 

Come on, my Iwy ; How do.st, my boy ? Art cold? 
1 am cold mysi^Jf. —Where is this straw, my fellow ? 
The art of our necessities is strange. 

That can make Sile things precious. Come, your 
hovel, 

Poor fool and knave, I have one part in my heart 
That’s sorry yet for tlice. 

Fool. He that has a little tiny wU)-^ 

ILUh hei^ky hoy the wmd and the rainy — 
Must make content %vith his fortunes fU ; 

For the rain it rainelh every day. ^ 

Lear. True, my good boy. — Come, bring us to 
this hovel. [£'av?ttn^ I.ear aad Kent. 
Fool. 1*11 speak a prophecy ere I go: 

When priests are more in word than matter ; 

\ When brewers mar their malt with water g 
When every case in law is right ; 

Ho squire in debty nor no poor knight ; 

When slanders do not live in tongues / 

Hot cutpurses come not to thrvngs ,• 

Then shcUl the realm of Alhion 
Come to great confusion. 

I'/ien comes the timcy who lives to see'ty 
That going shall be us*d with feet. 

This prophecy Merlin shall make ; for I live before 
his time. [LxiY. 

SCENE HI. — A JHoom in Gloster*> Castle. 

Enter OtosTSR and Edmund. 

Glo. Alack, alack, Edmund, I like not this un- 
natural dealing ; When I desired their leave that I 

> 9care or frighten. < Counterfeit ^ Favour. 

* Part of the clown’s song In I'weiflk Fight. 


might pity him, they took from me the use of mine 
ow'n house ; charged me on pain of their perpetual 
displeasure, neither to speak of him, entreat for him, 
nor any way sustain him. 

Edm. Most savage, and unnatural ! 

Glo. Go to ; say you nothing : There is division 
between the dukes ; and a worse matter than that : 

I have received a letter this night; -—’tis dangerous 
to be spoken ; — 1 have locked the letter in *tny 
closet : these injuries the king now bears w ill be 
revenged home ; there is part of a power already 
footed : we must incline to the king. 1 will seek 
him, and privily relieve him ; go you, and maintain 
talk with the duke, that my charity be not of him 
perceived : If he ask for nie, I am ill, and gone to 
bed. If I die for it, as no less is tlircatcned me, 
the king my old master must be relieved. There is 
some strange tiling toward, Edmund ; pray you, be 
careful. [Exit. 

Edm. This courtesy, forbid thee, shall the duke 
Instantly know ; and of that letter too : — 

This seems a fair deserving, and must draw me 
'Chat which my father loses ; no less tliap all : 

The younger rises, when the old doth fall. [Exit. 

SCENE IV, — A Part <fthe Heath, with a Hovel. 

Enter Lear, Kent, and Fool. 

Kent. Here is the place, iny lord ; good my lord, 
enter ; 

The tyranny of tlie open night’s too rough 
For nature to endure. still. 

Lear. Let me alone, 

Kent. Good my lord, enter here. 

Lear. Wilt break my heart? 

Kent. I’d ratlier break mine own : Good my lord, 
enter, 

Lear. Thou thiuk’st ’tis much, that this conten- 
tious stonii 

Invades us to the skin : so ’tis to thee ; 

But w-^here the greater malady is fix’d, 

The lesser is scarce felt, Thou’dst shun a bear : 
But if thy flight lay toward the raging sea, 
Thou’dst meet the bear i’ the mouth. 'When the 
mind’s free, 

'Fhe b(xly’s delicate : the tempest in iny mind 
Doth from my senses take all feeling else, 

Save what beats there. — Filial ingratitude ! I 
Is it not as this mouth should tear this hand, I 
For lifting food to ’t ? — But I will punish home 
No, I will weep no more. — In such a night 
To sliut me out ! — Pour on ; I will endure : 

In such a night as this ! Q Began, Goneril !•— • 
Your old kiud father, whose frank heart gave all,— 
O, that way madness lies ; let me shun tliat ; 

No more of that. — . 

A"ent. Good my lord, enter here. 

! Lear. Pr’ytliee* go in thyself; seek thine own 
ease ; 

This tempest will not give me leave to ponder 
On things w'ould hurt me more. — But I’ll go in; 
In, boy ; go first. — ['To the Fool.] You houseless 
poverty, — 

Nay, get thee in. I’ll pray, and then I’ll sleep. — 

[Fool goes in. 

Poor naked wretches, wheresoe’er you are, 

That bide the pelting of this pitiless storm, 

How shall your houseless heads, and unfed sides. 
Your loop’d, and window’d raggedness, <][efend you 
From seasons such as these ? O, I have ta’eti 
3 F 
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Too little cai'e of tlus ! Take physick, pomp ; 
Expose thyself to feel what wretches feel ; 

That thou may’st shake the superilux to them, 

And sliow the heavens more just. 

Edg^ {^WilhinA Fathom and half, fathom and 
half! FoorTom! 

[The Fool runs out from the Hovel. 
Fool. Come not in here, niincle, here’s a spirit. 
Hdp me, help me ! 

Kent. Give me thy hand. — Who’s there ? 

FooU A spirit, a spirit ; he says his name’s poor 
Tom. 

Kent. What art thou that dost grumble there 
i* the straw ? 

Come forth. 

Enter Edgar, disguised as a Madman. 

Edg. Away ! tlie foul fiend follows me ! — • 
Through the sharp hawthorn blow s the cold wind. — 
Humph ! go to thy cold bed, and warm thee. 

Zear. I last thou given all to thy two daughters? 
And art thou come to this ? 

Edg. ^yho gives any thing to poor Tom ? whom 
the foul fiend hath led through fire and through 
flame, through ford and whirlpool, over bog and 
quagmire ; that hath laid knives under his pillow, 
and halters in his pew; set ratsbane by his por- 
ridge ; made him proud of heart, to ride on a bay 
trotting-horse over four-inched bridges, to course 
his own shadow for a traitor : — Bless thy five wits ! 
Tom’s a-cold, — O, do de, do de, do de. — Bless 
thee from whirlwinds, star-blasting, and taking 1 7 
Do poor Tom some charity, whom the foul fiend 
vexes : There could I have him now, — and there, 
— and there, — and there again, and there. 

[iJ/orw continues. 
Zear. What, have his daughters brought him to 
this pass ? — 

Could’st thou save nothing ? Didst thou give them 
all? 

Fool. Nay, he reserved a blanket, else we had 
been all shamed. 

Zear. Now, all the plagues that in the pendulous 
air 

Hang fated o’er men’s*)h^]ts, light on thy daughters ! 
Kie/U. He hath no daughters, sir. 

Zear. Death, traitor ! nothing could have sub- 
dued nature 

To such a lowness, but his unkind daughters. — 

Is it the fashion, that discarded fathers 
Should have thus little mercy on their flesh ? 
Judicious punishment 1 ’twas tliis flesh begot 
Those pelican daughters. 

Edg. Pillicock sat on pillicock’s hill ; — 

Halloo, halloo, loo, loo ! 

Fool. This cold night will turn us all to fools and 
madmen. 

Edg. Take heed o’ the foul fiend; obey thy pa- 
rents ; keep thy word justly ; swear not ; commit 
not with man’s sworn spouse; set not thy sweet 
heart on proud array ; Tom’s a-cold. 

Zear. What hast thou been ? 

Edg. A serving-man, proud in heart and mind ; 
that curled my hair ; wore gloves in my cap 8 ; swore 
as many oaths as I spake words, and broke them in 
the sweet face of heaven ; Wine loved I deeply ; 
dice dearly ; False of heart, light of ear, bloody of 

7 To (aice is to blast, or strike with malignant influence. 

8 tt was the custom to wear gloves in the hat, as the favour 
of a mistress. 


hand : Hog in sloth, fox in stealth, wolf in greedi- 
ness, dog in madness, lion in prey. Let not the 
creaking of shoes, nor the rustling of silks, betray 
thy poor heart to women; Keep thy pen from 
lenders’ books, and defy the foul fiend, — Still 
through the hawthorn blows the cold wind ; Says 
suum, mun, ha no nonny, dolpliin my boy, my boy, 
sessa ; let him trot by. [Storm still continues. 

Zear. Why, thou wert better in thy grave, than 
to answer with thy uncovered body this extremity 
of the skies. — Is man no more than this ? Con- 
sider him well : Thou owest the worm nq silk, the 
beast no hide, the sheep no wool, the cat no per- 
fume: — Ha! here three of us are sophisticated! 
— Thou art the thing itself : unaccommodated man 
is no more but such a poor, bare, forked animal as 
thou art. — Off, off, you lendings : — Come ; un- 
button here. [ Tearing off his Clothes. 

Z'ool. Pry’thee, nuncle, be contented ; this is a 
naughty night to swim in. — Look, here comes a 
walking fire. 

Edg. This is the foul fiend Flibbertigibbet : he 
begins at curfew, and walks till the first cock ; he 
gives the web and the pin squints the eye, and 
makes the hare-lip : mildews the white wheat, and 
hunts the poor creature of earth. 

Saint Withold > footed thrice the wold 
He met the night-mare^ and her ninefold: 

Did her alight, 

And her troth plight, 

And, aroint thee^, witch, aroint theet 

Kent. How fares your grace? 

Enter Gloster, with a Torch. 

Zear. W^iat’s he? ^ 

Kent. Who’s there ? What is’t yjju seek ? 

Glo. What are you there? Yoiji, names? 

Edg. Poor Tom ; that eats ti-ie swimming frog, 
the toad, the tadpole, the wall-newt, and the water * ; 
that in the fury of his heart, when the foul fiend 
rages, swallows the old rat, and the ditch-dog ; 
drinks the green mantle of the standing-pool ; who 
is whipped from tything to tything and stocked, 
punislicd, and imprisoned ; who bath had three 
suits to his back, six shirts to his body, horse to ride, 
and weapon to wear. 

Hut mice, and rats, and such small deer, 

[ Have been Tonis foodfo/'seven long pear* 
Beware my follower ; — Peace, Smolkiu ® ; peace, 

I thou fiend ! 

Glo. What, hath your grace no better company ? 

Edg. The prince of darkness is a gentleman; 
Modo he’s call’d, and Mahu.7 

Glo. Our flesh and blood, my lord, is grown so vile, 

I That it doth hate what gets it, 

Edg. Poor Tom’s a-cold. 

Glo. Go in with me ; my duty cannot suffer 
To obey in all your daughter’s hard commands : 
Though their injunction be to bar my doors, 

And let this tyrannous night take hold upon you ; 
Yet have I ventur’d to come seek you out, 

And bring you where both fire and food is ready* 

9 Diseages of the eye. 

^ A gaint gaid to protect his devotees firom the disease called 
the n^ht.mare. 

8 Wild downs, so called in various parts of England. 

3 Avaunt. * /. e. The water.newt 

^ A tything is a division of a county. 

« Name of a spirit * The chief devil 
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Lear. First let me talk with this philosopher. 
What is the cause of thunder ? 

Kent, Good my lord, take his offer ; 

Go mto the house. 

Lear, Til talk a word with this same learned 
I'heban. — 

What ib your study ? 

Edg, How to prevent the fiend, and to kill ver- 
min. 

Lear, Let me ask you one word in private. 

Kent, Importune him once more to go, my lord; 
His wits begin to unsettle. 

Glo, Can’st thou blame him ? 

His daughters seek liis death : Ah, that good 
Kent! — 

lie said it would be thus : — Poor banish'd man ! — 
Thou say’st, the king grows mad ; I’ll tell thee, 
friend, 

I am almost mad myself : 1 had a son, 

Now outlaw'd from my blood ; he sought my life. 
But lately, very late ; I lov’d him, friend, — 

No father his son dearer : true to tell thee, 

[Storm combines. 

The grief hath craz’d my wits. What a night’s this ! 

I do beseech your grace, — 

Lear. O, cry you mercy : 

Noble philosopher, your company. 

Edg, Tom’s a-cold. 

Gh, In, fellow^, there, to the hovel; keep thee 
w^arm. 

I,ear. Come, let’s in all. 

Kerit, This w ay, my lord. 

Lear, W'ith him ; 

I will keep still with my philosopher. 

Kent, Good my lord, soothe him ; let him take 
the Adlow. 

Glc. Take Imn you on, 

Kent, Sirraln come on ; go along with us. 

Lear. Come,^>od Athenian, 

Glo. No words, no words . 

Hush. 

Edg. Child ® Rowland to the dark tower carnet 
His word was stilly — Fie,foht and fum, 

I smell the blood (f a Rntis/i man, 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE V, — A Room in Gloster’i Castle, 

Enter Cornwall and Edmund. 

Corn, I will hav5 my revenge, ere I depart Iii.s 
house. 

Edm. How, my lord, I may be censured, that 
nature thus gives way to loyalty, something fears 
me to think of. 

Corn, I now perceive, it was not altogether your 
brotlier’s evil disposition made him seek his death ; 
but a provoking merit, set a-work by a reproveable 
badness in himself. 

Edm, How malicious is my fortune, that I must 
repent to be just ! This is the letter he spoke of, 
which approves him an intelligimt party to the ad- 
vantages of France. O heavens ! that this treason 
were not, or not I the detector ! 

Corn, Go witli me to the duchess. 

Edm, If tlie matter of this paper be certain, you 
have mighty business in hand. 

Co^, True, or false, it hath made thee earl of 
Gloster. Seek out where thy father is, that he may 
be ready for our apprehension. 

* Cb^ is an old tenn for knight. 


Edni, [Asid*-.] If I find him comforting the king, 
it will stuff his su.spicion more fully. — I will per- 
severe in my course of loyalty, though the conflict 
be sore between that and my blood. 

Com, I W’ill lay trust upon thee ; and thou shalt 
find a dearer father in my love. [Exeunt, 

SCENE VI. — A Chamber in a Farm^llousCy 
adjoiiing the Castle, •* 

Enter Gloster, Lear, Kent, Fool, and Edgar. 

Glo. Here is better than the open air ; take it 
thankfully; I will piece out the comfort with what 
addition I can : I will not be long from you. 

Kent, All the power of his wits has given way to 
his impatience : — The gods reward your kinducss 1 

[Exit Gloster. 

Edg, Frateretto calls me; and tells me, Nero is 
an angler in the lake of darkness. Pray, innocent^, 
and beware the foul fiend. 

Fool, IVythec, nuncle, tell me, whether a mad- 
man be a gentleman, or a yeoman? 

Lear, A king, a king 1 

Fool, No ; he’s a yeoman, that has a gentleman 
to his son : for he’s a mad yeoman, Uiat sees his 
son a gentleman before him. 

Lear, To have a thousand with red burning spits 
Come hissing in upon them : — 

Edg. The foul fiend bites my back. 

Fool. He’s mad, that trusts in the tameness of a 
wolf. 

Lear, It shall be done, I will arraign them 
straight : — 

Come, sit thou here, most learned justicer ; — 

[To Edgar. 

Thou, sapient sir, sit here. [2’o the Fool.] — Now', 
you slie foxes I — 

Edg. Look, where he stands and glares I — • 
Wante.st thou eyes at trial, madam ? 

Come o'er the bourn ', Resf^, to me : — - 
Fool. She dares not come over to thee, 

I Edg. The foul fiend haunts poor Tom in the 
voice of a nightingale. Hopdance cries in Tom’s 
[ belly for two white hcrriij^ Croak not, black 
! angel ; 1 have no food for thee. 

I Kent. How do' you, sir? Stand you not so 
I amaz’d ; 

i Will you lie down and rest upon the cushions ? 

I Lear, I’ll SCO their trial first ; — Bring in the 
evidence. — 

Tliou robed man of justice, take thy place ; 

[To Edgar. 

And thou, his yoke-fellow of equity, [To the l^ool. 
Bench by his side : — You are of the commission, 
Sit you too. [2u Kent. 

Edg. Let us deal justly. 

Sleepesty or wakest thoUy jolly shepherd 9 
Thy sheep be in the com / 

And for one blast of thy minikin mouth, 

Thy sheep shcUl take no harm. 

Pur ! the cat is grey. 

Lear, Arraign her 6r$t; *tis Goneril. I here 
take my oath before this honorable assembly, she 
kicked the poor king her father. 

Fool, Come hither, mistress ; Is your name Go^ 
neril ? 

9 Addressed to the Fool, who were anciently called 
Innocents. * Hrook, or rivulet. 
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Lettr. Sfie cannot deny it. 

FooU Cry your mercy, I took you for a joint- 
stool. 

Lear. And here's another, whose warp’d looks 
proclaim 

What store her heart is made of. — Stop her there ! 
Arms, arms, sword, fire ! — Corruption in the place ! 
False justicer, why host thou let her 'scape ? 

Bless thy five wits ! 

Kent, O pity ! — Sir, where is the patience now. 
That you so oft have boasted to retain ? 

Edg^ My tears begin to take his part so much. 
They’ll mar my counterfeiting. \^Asi4k* 

Lear, The little dogs and all. 

Tray, Blanch, and Sweet-heart, sec, they bark at me, 
Etlg, Tom will throw his head at them : — 
Avaunt, you curs ! 

Ec thy mouth or black or whiter 
Tooth that poisons if it bite ; 

Mastiff", greyhwnd, mongrel grim. 

Hound, or spaniel, brack, or lym ® / 

Or bobtail tike, or trundle~taU : 

'Tom mil make them weep and wail : 

For, uiLh throteing thus my head, 

Dogs leap the hatch, and all arejled, 

J)o de, do de. Sessa. Come, march to wakes and 
fairs, and market towns : — Poor Tom, thy horn is dry. 

J.ear, Then let them anatomize Regan, see what 
breeds about her heart: Is there any cause in na- 
ture that makes these hard hearts ? — Youj sir, I 
entertain you for one of my hundred ; only, I do 
not like the fashion of your garments ; you will 
say, they are Persian attire; but let them be 
changed. [To Edgar. 

KenU Now, good my lord, Uohere, and rest awhile. 
Lear, Make no noise, make no noise ; draw the 
curtains : So, so, so ; We’ll go to supper i’ the 
morning : So, so, so. 

Fool, And I’ll go to bed at noon. 

Jie-enter Gloster. 

CmIo, Come hither, friend : Where is the king my 
master? 

Ke^vt. Here, sir; but trouble him not, his wits are 
gone. 

Glo, Good friend, I pr’ythee take him in thy 
arms ; 

1 have o’erheard a plot of death upon him : 

There is a litter ready ; lay him in't, 

And drive towards Dover, friend, wdiere thou shalt 
meet 

Both welcome and protection. Take up thy master ; 
If thou should’st dally half an hour, his life 
With thine, and all that after to defend him, 

Stand in assured loss : Take up, take up ; 

And follow me, that will with some provision 
Give thee quick conduct. 

Kent, Oppress’d nature sleeps : — 

This rest might yet have Imlm’d thy broken senses, 
Which, if convenience will not allow, 

Stand in hard cure.-- Come, help to bear thy master ; 
Thou must not stay beliind. [To the Fool. 

qIq, Come, come, away. 

[Exeunt Kbkt, Gloster, and the Fool, 
bearing ^ the King. 

Edg, When we our betters see bearing our woes, 
We scarcely think our miseries our foes.^ 

Who alone sufifers, sufters most i’ the mind ; 
Leaving free things, and happy shows, behind : 

9 A blood^hound. 


But then the mind much suff’erance doth o’erskip, 
When grief hath mates, and bearing fellowship. 
How light and portable my pain seems now, ^ 
When that which makes me bend, makes the king 
bow ; 

He diilded, as I father’d ! — Tom, away ; 

Mark the high noises ^ ; and thyself bewray, 

When false opinion, whose wrong thought defiles 
thee, 

In thy just proof, repeals, and reconciles thee. 
What will hap more to-night, safe ’scape the king ! 
Lurk, lurk. ^ ^ [Exit, 


SCENE VII. — A Room in Gloster’j Castle, 


Enter Cornwall, Regan, Goneril, Edmund, and 
ServatUs, 

Com, Post speedily to my lord, your husband ; 
show him this letter : — the army of France is landed : 
— Seek out tlie villain Gloster. 

[Exeunt some of the Servants, 
Reg, Hang him instantly. 

Gon, Pluck out his eyes. 

Com, Leave him to my displeasure. — Edmund, 
keep you our sister company ; the revenges we are 
bound to take upon your traitorous father are not 
fit for your beholding. Advise the duke, where you 
are going, to a most festinate preparation : vve are 
bound to the like. Our posts shall be swift, and 
intelligent betwixt us. Farewell, dear sister; — 
farewell, my lord of Gloster.^ 

Enter Steward. 

How now? Where’s the king ? 

Stew, My lord of Gloster hath convey’d him 
hence ; 

Some five or six and thirty of his k'“.ghts, 

Hot questrists * after him, met him*kt gate ; 

Who, with some other of the lordf^s dependants, 

Are gone with him towards Dover, where they boast 
To have well armed friends. 

Com, Get horses for your mistress. 

Gon, Farewell, sweet lord, and sister. 

[Exeunt Goneeil and Edmund. 
Com, Edmund, farewell. ■— Go, seek the traitor 
Gloster, 

Pinion him like a thief, bring him before us : 

[Exeunt other Servants, 
Though well we may not pass upon his life 
Without the form of justice ; yet our power 
Shall do a courtesy 6 to our wrath, which men 
May blame, but not control. Who's there ? The 
traitor. 


Re-enter Servants, with Gloster. 


Reg, Ingrateful fox ! *tis he. 

Corn, Bind fast his corky 7 arms. 

Glo, What mean your graces ? — Good my 
friends, consider 

You are my guests : do me no foul play, friends. 
C&m, Bind him, I say. [Servants bind Hm, 
Reg, Hard, hard : — O filthy traitor ! 

Glo, Unmerciful lady as you are, I am none. 
Com, To this chair bind him ; — ViUain> thou 
shalt find [Regan plucks his beanU 
Glo. By the kind gods 'tis most ignobly dene 
To pluck me by the beard. 


3 The great evMjts that ate 
* Meaning 15djnund Invested wll 
3 Inquirers.' ® Bend. 


his Wth9t*i title; 
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Beg, So vrhito, Mid such a traitor ! 

Glo, Naughty lady, 

Tl^se hairs, which tliou dost ravish from my chin, 
Will quicken ^ and accuse thee : I am your host ; 
With robbers’ hands, my hospitable favours 9 
You should not ruffle thus. What will you do? 
Corn. Come, sir, what letters had you late from 
France? 

Beg, Be simplc-answer’d, for we know the tnith. 
Corn, And what confederacy have you with the 
traitors 

Late footed in the kingdom ? 

Beg, To whose hands have*yop sent the lunatick 
king? 

Speak. 

Glo, I have a letter guessingly set down, 

Which came from one that’s of a neutral heart. 

And not from one oppos’d. 

Com, Cunning. 

Beg, And false. 

Com, Where hast thou sent the king ? 

Gh, , To Dover. 

Beg, Wherefore 

To Dover ? Wast thou not charg’d at thy peril — 
Corn, Wherefore to Dover ? Let him first answer 
that. 

Glo, 1 am tied to the stake, and I must stand tlie 
course. 

Beg, Wherefore to Dover? 

Glo, Because I would not see thy cruel nails 
Pluck out his i>oor old eyes ; nor thy fierce sister 
In his anointed fiesh stick boarisli fangs. 

The sea, with such a storm as his bare head 
In helUblack night endur’d, would have buoy’d up, 
And quench’d the stelled * fires : yet, poor old 
heftt, 

He holp the Ravens to rain. 

If wolves hadjm thy gate howl’d that stern time. 
Thou should’^’llave said, Good porter, turn the key ; 
All cruels else subscrib’d : — But I shall see 
The winged vengeance overtake such children. 
Corn, See it shalt thou never : — Fellows, hold 
the chair : 

Uj[Jon these eyes of thine I’ll set my foot. 

[Glostek is held down in his Chair, while 
CoANWiiLL plucks out 0116 his Byes, 
and sets his Foot on it, 

Glo, He, tliat will think to live till he be old, 
Give me some hel^jp : — O cruel ! O ye gods ! 

Beg, One side will mock another ; the other too. 
Com, If you see vengeance, — 

Serv, Hold your hand, my lord : 

I have serv’d you ever since I was a child : 


ACT 

SCENE 1. — The Heath. 

Enter Edgar. 

Edg, Yet better thus, and known to be contemn’d. 
Than still contemn’d and flatter’d. To be wor|t. 
The lowest and most dejected thing of fortune. 
Stands still in esperance lives not in fear : 

The lamentable change is (tom the best ; 

The worst returns to laughter. Welcome then, 

« Live. » Features. » Starred. 

* Yielded, submitted to the necessity of the occasion. 

^ Inhq^ 


But better service have I never done you, 

Than now to bid you hold. 

Beg. How now, you dog? 

Serv, If you did wear a beard upon your chin, 
I’d shake it on this quarrel ; What do you mean ? 
Corn. My villain ! [Draws, and runs at him, 
Serv, Nay, then come on, and take the chance of 
anger. 

[Z)ran»^. They fight, Cornwall ij? icou/lk/cd. 
Beg, Give me thy sword. — [To another Serv.] 
A peasant stand up thus ! 

[Snatches a Sword, comes behind, and slabs him, 
Serv, O, I am slain ! — My lord, you have one 
eye left 

To see some mischief on him ; — O ! 

Corn. Lest it see more, prevent it: — Out, vile 
jelly! 

Where is thy lustre now'? 

[Tears out Gloster’s other Eye, and throws it 
on the Ground. 

Glo, All dark and comfortless, •— WTierc’s niy 
son Edmund ? 

Edmund, enkindle all the sparks of nature, 

To quit 4 this horrid act. 

Beg, Out, treacherous villain ! 

Thou caU’st on Iiim that hates thee : it w'as he 
That made the overture ^ of thy treasons to us ; 
Who is too good to pity thee. 

Glo, O my follies ! 

Then Edgar was abus’d — 

Kind gods, forgive me that, and prosper him ! 

Beg, Go, thrust him out at gates, and let him smell 
His way to Dover. — How is’t, my lord ? How look 
you? 

Corn, I have receiv’d a hurt Follow me, lady. — 
Turn out that eyeless villain ; throw this slave 
Upon the dunghill. — Regan, I bleed apace ; 
Untimely comes this hurt : Give me your arm. 
[Exit Cornwall, led by Regan ; — Servants 
unbind Gloster, and lead him out. 

1 Serv. I’ll never care what wickedness 1 do. 

If this man comes to good. 

2 Serv, If she live long, 

And, in the end, meet the old course of deatl). 
Women will all turn moj^sCers. 

1 Serv. Let’s follow the old carl, and get the 

Bedlam ® 

To lead him where he would ; his roguish madness 
Allows itself to any thing. 

2 Serv, Go thou ; I’ll fetch some flax, and whites 

of eggs, 

To apply to his bleeding face. Now, heaven lielp 
him ! [Exeunt severally. 


IV. 

Thou unsubstantial air, that 1 embrace ! 

The wretch, that thou hast blown unto the worst, 
Owes nothing to thy blasts. — But who comes here ? 

Enter Gloster, led by an old Man, 

My father, poorly led? — World, world, O world ! 
But that tiiy strange mutations make us hate thee, 
Life would not yield to age. 

Old Man. O my good lord, I have been your te- 
nant, and your father’s tenant, these fourscore years. 
« Requite. A Laid open. * Bedlamite, madman. 
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GIq. Away, get thee away ; good friend, be gone : 
Thy comlbrts can do me no good at all, 

Thee they may hurt. 

Old Man. Alack, sir, you cannot see your way. 
Glo. 1 have no way, and therefore want no eyes ; 
I stumbled when I saw : Full oft *tis seen. 

Our mean secures xis ; and our mere defects 
Pro\p our commodities. — « Ah, dear son Edgar, 
The food of thy abused father’s wrath ! 

Might I but live to see thee in my touch, 

I’d say, I had eyes again ! 

Old Man* How now? Wlio’s there? 

JEdg. [Astde*} O gods ! Who is’t can say, I am 
at the worst 9 

1 am worse than e’er I was. 

Old Man. ’Tis poor mad Tom. 

Eds* {A^de.^ And worse 1 may be yet: The 
worst IS not. 

So long as we can say, This is the worst* 

Old Man* Fellow, where goest ? 

Glo* Is it a beggar-man ? 

Old Man. Madman and beggar too. 

Glo. He uas some reason, else he could not beg. 
I’ the last night’s storm I such a fellow saw ; 

Which made me think a man a worm : My son 
Came tlien into my mind ; and yet my mind 
Was then scarce friends witli him : I have heard 
more since. 

Edg. How should this be ? — 

Bad is tlie trade must play the fool to sorrow, 

’ Ang’ring itself and others. [^Aside*^ — Bless thee, 
master ! 

Glo, Is that die naked fellow ? 

Old Man* Ay, my lord. 

Glo. Then, pr’ylhee, get thee gone ; If, for my sake. 
Thou wilt o’ertake us, hence a mile or twain, 

1’ the way to Dover, do it for ancient love ; 

And bring some covering for this naked soul, 
Whom I’ll entreat to lead me. 

Old Man. Alack, sir, he’s mad. 

Glo. ’lls the time’s plague, when madmen lead 
the blind. 

Do as I bid thee, or rather do thy pleasure ; 

Above the rest, be gone#^^^ 

Old Man* I’ll bring him the best ’parel that I have, 
Come on’t what will. 

Glo, Sirrah, naked fellow. 

Edg, Poor Tom’s a-cold : I cannot daub 7 it fur- 
ther. {^Asidc. 

Glo* Come hither, fellow. 

Edg, [Aside*] And yet I must. — Bless thy 
sweet eyes, they bleed. 

Glo, Know’st thou the way to Dover ? 

Edg. Both stile and gate, horse-way and foot- 
path. Poor Tom hath been scared out of his good 
wits : Bless the good man from the foul fiend ! 
Five fiends have been in poor Tom at once. So, 
bless thee, master ! 

Glo. Plere, take this purse, thou whom the hea- 
ven’s plagues 

Have humbled to all strokes : that I am wretched. 
Makes thee the happier : Heavens, deal so still ! 
Det the superfluous, and lust-dieted man, 

- That slaves your ordinance, that will not see 
Because he doth not feel, feel your power quickly ; 
So distribution should undo excess, 

And each man have enough. — > Dost thou know 
Dover ? 

Edg. Ay, master. 

7 Disguise. 


Act IV 

Glo. There is a clifi’, whose high and bending head 
Looks fearfully in the confined deep : 

Bring me but to the very brim of it, • 

And I’ll repair the misery thou dost bear. 

With something rich about me ; from that place 
I shall no leading need. 

Edg. Give me thy ann ; 

Poor Tom shall lead tliee. [ExeuJit* 

SCENE II.— the Duke ^Albany’* Palace, 

% 

Enter Goneril and* Edmund ; Steward meeting 
them, 

Gon. Welcome, my lord : I marvel, our mild 
husband 

Not met us on the way : — Now, where’s your master? 

Slew- Madam, within ; but never man so chang’d : 
I told him of the army that was landed ; 

He smil’d at it : I told him you were coming ; 

His answer was, The worse : of Gloster’s treachery, 
And of tlie loyal service of his son. 

When I inform’d him, then he call’d me sot ; 

And told me, I had turn’d the wrong side out : — 
What most he should dislike, seems pleasant to him j 
What like, offensive. 

Gon. Tljcn shall you go no further. 

[To Edmund. 

It is the CO wish terror of liis spirit, 

That dares not undertake : he’ll not feel wrongs, 
Which tie him to an answer; Our wishes, on the way, 
May prove effects. 8 Back, Edmund, to my brother : 
Hasten his musters, and conduct his powers : 

I must change arms at home, and give the distaff 
Into my husband’s hands. This trusty servant 
Shall pass between us : ere long you are like to hear, 
If you dare venture in your own berljf, 

A mistress’s command. Wear thi| '’spare speech ; 

[Giving a Favour, 

Decline your head : this kiss, if it durst speak. 
Would stretch thy spirits up into the air; — 
Conceive, and fare thee well. 

Edm, Yours in the ranks of death. 

Gotu My most dear Gloster ! 

[EiU Edmund. 

O, the difference of man, and man ! To tliee 
A woman’s services arc due; my fool 
Usurps my bed. 

Stew. Madam, here Governs ray lord. 

[Exit Steward 

Enter Albany. 

Gon, I have been worth the whistle. ^ 

Alb, O Goneril, 

You are not worth tlie dust which the rude wind 
Blows in your face. — I fear your disposition : 
That nature, which contemns its origin, 

Cannot be border’d certain in itself ; 

She that herself will sliver > and disbranch 
From her material sap, perforce must wither. 

And come to deadly use. 

Gon. No more ; the text is foolish. 

Alb. Wisdom and goodness to the vile seem vile : 
Filths savour but themselves. What have you done ? 
Tigers, not daughters, what have you perform’d? 

A father, and a gracious aged man, • 

Whose reverence the head-lugg’d bear would lick, 
Most barbarous, most degenerate i have you madded. 

^ i. e Our wishes on the road may be completi^ 

** Worth calling for. » Tear off. 
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Scene 11. KING 

Could my good brother suffer you to do it ? 

A man, a prince, by him so benefited ? 

If that the heavens do not their visible spirits 
Sencf quickly down to tame these vile offences, 
'Twill come, 

Humanity must perforce prey on itself. 

Like monsters of the deep. 

Gon. Milk4ivcr*d man ! 

Thou bear’st a cheek for blows, a head for wrongs ; 
Who hast not in thy brows an eye discerning 
Thine honour from thy suffering ; that not know’st, 
Fools do* those villains pity, who are punish’d 
Ere tliey have done their mi^hlef. Where’s tliy 
drum? 

France spreads his banners in our noiseless land ; 
With plumed helm thy slayer begins threats ; 
Whilst thou, a moral fool, sit’st still, and cry’st, 
Mack / why does he so 9 

See thyself, devil ! 

Proper deformity seems not in the fiend 
So horrid, as in woman. 

Gon. , O vain fool ! 

Alb^ Thou changed and self-cover’d thing, for 
shame, 

I5e-monster not thy feature. Were it my htness 
To let tliese hands obey my blood, 

They are apt enough to dislocate and tear 
Thy flesh and bones : — Howe’er thou art a fiend, 
A woman’s shape doth shield thee. 

Go7U Marry, your manhood now ! 

Enter a Messenger. 

Aid* What news ? 

Mess* O, my good lord, the duke of Cornwall's 
dead ? 

Slain by his servant, going to put out 
Tlie other eyeing Oloster. 

A/h. T Gloster’s eyes ! 

Afess* A serva^Mhat he bred, thrill’d w'ith remorse. 
Oppos’d against tlie act, bending his sword 
To his great master j who, thereat enrag’d. 

Flew on him, and amongst them fell’d him dead : 
But not without that harmful stroke, which since 
Hath pluck’d him after. 

Alb* This shows you are above, 

You justicers, that tlicse our nether crimes 
So speedily can venge ! — But, O poor Gloster ! 
Lost he his other eye ? 

Mess* j Both, both, my lord. — 

This letter, madam, craves a speedy aiisw'cr ; 

*Tis from your sister. 

Gon* [Aside*] One way I like this w-ell ; 

But being widow, and my Gloster with her. 

May all the building in my fancy pluck 
Upon my hateful life ; Another way, 

The news is not so tart. — I’ll read, and answer. 

[EAt* 

Alb* Where was his son, when they did take his eyes? 
Mess* Come with my lady hither* 

Alb* He is not here. 

Mess* No, my good lord ; I met him back again. 
Alb* Knows he the wickedness? 

Mess* Ay, my good lord ; ’twas he inform’d 
against him ; 

And quit the house on purpose, that their punisliment 
Might have the freer course. 

Alb, Gloster, 1 live 

To thank thee for riie love thou show’dst the king, 
And to revenge thine eyes. Come hither, friend ; 
Tell me what more thou knowest. [Exeunl* 
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SCENE II I. — The French Camp wear Dover. 

Enter Kent, and a Gentleman. 

KenJt* Why the king of France is so suddenly 
gone back know you the reason ? 

Gent. Something he left imperfect in the state, 
Which since his coming forth is thought of ; which 
Imports to the kingdom so much fear and danger, 
That his personal return was most requir’d, % 
And necessary. 

Eent* Who hath he left behind liim general ? 
Gent* The Maresclial of France, Monsieur le Fer. 
ITent* Did your letters pierce the queen to any 
demonstration of grief? 

Ge7it* Ay, sir ; she took tliem, read them in my 
presence ; 

And now and then an ample tear trill’d down 
Her delicate cheek : it seem’d, she w'as a queen 
Over her passion ; who, most rebel-like. 

Sought to be king o’er her. 

ITent* O, then it mov’d her. 

Gent* Not to a rage : patience and sorrow strove 
Who sliould express her goodliest. You have seen 
Sunshine and rain at once : her smiles aAd tears 
Were like a better day ; Those happy smiles, 

That play’d on her ripe lip, seem’d not to know 
What guests were in her eyes ; which parted thence, 
As pearls from diamonds dropp’d. — In brief, sorrow 
Would be a rarity most belov’d, if all i 

Could so become it. ^ 

Eent* Made she no verbal que.stion ? 

Gent, ’Faith, once, or twice, she heav’d the name 
of Father 

Pantingly forth, as if it press’d her heart ; 

Cried, Sisters I sisters! — Shame of ladies! sisters! 
Kent ! father / sisters ! What 9 i the storm 9 t” the 
night 9 

Let pity not be believed / ^ — There she shook 
The holy water from her heavenly eyes, 

And clamour moisten’d : then away she started 
To deal with grief alone. 

Kent* It is the stars. 

The stars alwvc us, govern our conditions ♦ ; 

Else one self mate and mate could not beget 
Such different issues. YoujEpoke not with her since ’ 
Gent* No. 

Kent* Was this before the king returned ? 

Gent* No, since. 

Kent* Well, sir ; The poor distress’d Lear is i’ the 
town : 

Who sometime, in his better tune, remembers 
What we are come about, and by no means 
Will yield to see his daughter. 

Gent. Why, good sir ? 

Kent* A sovereign shame so elbows him ; lusown 
unkindness. 

That stripp’d her from liis benediction, turn’d her 
To foreign casualties, gave her dear rights 
To his dog-hearted daughters, — these things sting 
His mind so venomously, that burning shame 
Detains him from Cordelia. 

Gent* Alack, poor gentleman ! 

Kent* Of Albany’s and Cornwall’s powers you 
heard not ? 

Gent* ’Hs so ; they arc afoot. 

Kent* Well, sir. I’ll bring you to our master Lear, 
And leave you to attend him : some dear cause, 

^ Discourse, conversation. 

’ i. e. Let not pity be supposed to exist 
< Dispositions. 
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Will in concealment ivrap me up awhile ; 

When I am known aright, you shall not grieve 
Lending me this acquaintance. I pray you, go 
Along with me. [^ExeunU 

SCENE IV The same. A Tait, 

Enter Cordelia, Physician, atul Soldiers. 

€or. Alack, ’tis he ; why, he was met even now 
As mad as the vex’d sea : singing aloud ; 

Crown’d with rank fumiter and furrow weeds, 
With harlocks ®, hemlock, nettles, cuckoo-flowers, 
Darnel, and all the idle weeds that grow 
In our sustaining corn. — A century send forth ; 
Search every acre in the high-grown field, 

And bring him to our eye. [Exit nn Officer.] — 
What can man’s wisdom do, 

In the restoring his l)ercaved sense ? 

lie, that helps him, take all my outward worth. 

Phi/, There is means, madam : 

Our f oster-iiitrse of nature is rgpQse, , 

The wduch he Iackr;''iliat to provoke in him. 

Are many simples operative, whose power 
W’ill close the eye of anguish. 

Cor. All bless’ d secrets, 

All you impublish’d virtues of the earth. 

Spring with my tears ! be aidant, and remediate. 

In the good man’s distress ! — - Seek, seek for him ; 
liCst his ungovern’d rage dissolve the life 1 

That wants the means to lead it. ! 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess* Madam, news ; 

The British powders are marching hitherward. 

Cor. ’Tis known before ; our preparation stands 
In expectation of them.— O dear father, 

It is thy business that 1 go about ; 

Therefore great France 

ISIy mourning, and important 7 tears, hath pitied. 

No blown® ambition doth our arms incite, 

But love, dear love, and our ag’d father’s right : 
Soon may I hear, and see him. [Exeunt. 

SCENE V. — A Room in Glostor’j Castle. 
Enter Steward, 

Reg. But are my brother’s powers set forth ? 

Slew, Ay, madam. 

Reg. Himself 

In person there? 

Stew. Madam, wnth much ado : 

Your sister is tlie better soldier. 

Peg. Lonl Edmund spake not with your lord at 
home ? 

Slew. No, madam. 

Reg. What might import my sister’s letter to him ? 
Stew. I know not, lady. 

Eeg. ’Faith, he is posted hence on serious matter. 
It was f^eat ignorance, Gloster’s eyes being out. 

To let him live ; where he arrives, he moves 
All hearts against us ; Edmund, I think, is gone. 
In pity of his ihisery, to despatch 
His nighteil life ; moreover, to descry 
The strengtli o* the enemy. 

Stew, I must needs after liim, madam, with my 
letter. 

Reg. Ourtroops setforth to-morrow ; stay witli us ; 
The ways are dangerous. 

* Fumitory. « Charlocks, 

t Importunate. « Jnfiated, swelling. 


Stew. I may not, madam ; 

My lady charg’d my duty in this business. 

Reg. Why should she write to Edmund ? Might 
not you * 

Transport her purposes by word ? Belike, 
Something — I know not what : — I’ll love thee 
much, 

Let me unseal the letter. 

Sie^u, Madam, I had rather — 

Reg. I know, your lady does not love her husband ; 
I am sure of that : and, at her late being here, 

She gave strange ceiliads 9, and most spealyng looks 
To noble Edmund f 1 know, you are of her bosom. 
Stew. I, madam ? 

Reg. I speak in understanding ; you are, I know it ; 
Therefore, I do advise you, take this note i : 

My lord is dead ; Edmund and I have talk’d ; 

And more convenient is he for my hand, 

Than for your lady’s : — You may gather more. 

If you do find him, pray you, give him this ; 

And w'hen your mistress hears thus much from you, 
I pmy, desire her call her wisdoi;a to her. 

So, fare you well. 

If you do chance to hear of that blind traitor, 
Preferment falls on him that cuts him off. 

Stew. ’Would I could meet him, madam ; I would 
show 

What party I do follow. 

Reg. Fare thee well. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VI. — The Country near Dover. 

EnJter Gloster, and Edgar dressed like a Peasant. 

Glo. Wlicn shall we come to the top of that same 
hill? 

Edg. You do climb up it now: look, how wc 
labour. 

Glo. Metliinks, the ground is ev^n. 

Edg. A Horrible steep ; 

Hark, do you hear the sea ? 

Glo. No, truly. 

Edg. Why, then your other senses grow imperfect 
By your eyes’ anguish. 

Glo. So may it be, indeed ; 

Methinks, thy voice is alter’d ; and thou speak’st 
In better phrase, and matter, than thou didst. 

Edg. You arc much deceiv’d j in nothing am I 
chang’d. 

But in my garments. 

Glo. Methinks, you are better spoken. 

Edg. Come on, sir ; here’s the place ; — stand 
still. — How fearful 

And dizzy *tis, to cast one’s eyes so low ! 

'i'be crows, and choughs, that wing the midway air, 
Show scarce so gross as beetles : Half way down 
Hangs one that gathers samphire ® ; dreadful trade 
Methinks, he seems no bigger than his head : j 

The fishermen, tliat walk upon the beach, 

Appear like mice ; and yon’ tall anchoring bark. 
Diminish’d to her cock ; her cock, her buoy 
A Imost too small for sight : The murmuring surge, 
That on the unnumber’d idle pebbles chafes, 

Cannot be heard so high : — I’ll look no more ; 
Lest my brain turn, and the deficient sight 
Topple 4 down headlong. 

Glo. Set me where you |tand. 

9 A ra«it. nr significant glance of the eye, 

* Observe what I am saying, 
a A vegetable gathered for pickling. 

3 Her cock-boat. -» Tumble. 
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Edg. Give me your hand ; You are now within 
a foot 

Of the extreme verge : for all beneatli the moon 
Wotild I not leap upright 

Glo* ^ JLet go my hand. 

Here, friend, is another purse ; in it a jewel 
Well worth a poor man’s taking : Fairies, and gods, 
Prosper it with thee ! Go thou furtlier off; 

Bid me farewell, and let me hear tliee going. 

Edg, Now fare you well, good sir. 

to go. 

Glo, ^ With all my heart. 

Edg. Why I do trifle thus vfith his despair. 

Is done to cure it. 

Glo. O you mighty gods ! 

This world I do renounce: and, in your sights. 
Shake patiently my great affliction off‘: 

If 1 could bear it longer, and not fall 
I’o quarrel with your great opposeless wills, 

JNIy snuir, and loathed part of nature, should 

Burn itself out. If Edgar live, O, bless him ! 

Now fellow, fare Jliee well. 

[Jle leaps, and falls along. 
Edg. Gone, sir? farewell. — 

And yet I know not how conceit may rob 
The treasury of life, when life itself 
Yields to the theft : Had he been where he thought, 

By this, had thought been past Alive, or dead? 

Ho, you sir ! friend ! — IT ear you, sir ? — speak ! i 
Thus might he pass indeed : — Yet he revives ; 
What are you, sir? 

Glo. Away, and let mo die. 

Edg. Hadst thou been aught but gossamer, 
feathers, air, 

So many fatliom down precipitating, 

Thou hadst tjiivcr’d like an egg ; but thou dost 
breayie ; 

Hast heavy suit ance ; bleed’st not; speak’st: art 
sounitlflu^ 

Ten masts at each make not the altitude, 

^Vliich thou hast perpendicularly fell ; 

Thy life’s a miracle : Speak yet again. 

Cln. Biit have I fallen, or no ? 

Edg. From the dread summit of this chalky bourn; 
I^ook up a>height ; — the sliriil-gorg’d ® lark so far 
Cannot be seen or heard : do but look up. 

Glo. Alack, I have no eyes. — 

Is wretchedness depriv’d that benefit, 

To end itself by death? ’Twas yet some comfort. 
When misery could^beguile the tyrant’s rage. 

And frustrate his proud will, 

Edg. Give me your arm : 

Up ; — So ; — How is’t? Feel you your legs ? You 
stand. 

Glo, Too well, too well. 

Edg. This is above all strangeness. 

Upon the crown o’ the cliff, what thing was that 
Which parted from you? 

Glo. A poor unfortunate beggar. 

Edg. As I stood here below, methought, his eyes 
Were two full moons ; he had a thousand noses, 
Horns whclk’d and wav’d like the enridged sea; 

It was some fiend : Therefore, tliou happy father, 
Thitik that the clearest » gods, who make them 
honours 

Of men’s impossibilities, have preserv’d thee. 

GIA. I do remember now' : henceforth I’ll bear 
Affliction, till it do cry out itself, 

* Thus might Jic die in reality. * Shrill-throated. 

^ Twistotl, convolve*! ® The purest. 


Enovgh, enovgh, and die. That thing you speak of, 
I took it for a man ; often ’twould say, 

The fiend., thefi^nd ; he led me to that place. 

Edg. Bear free and patient thoughts. —But who 
comes here? 

Enter Lear, fantastically dressed up with fioivcrs. 
The safer sense will ne’er accommodate 
His master thus. » 

Lear. No, they cannot touch me for coining ; 

I am the king himself. 

Edg. O thou sidc-piercing sight ! 

I.ear. Nature’s above art in that respect. — Tliere’s 
your press-money. That fellow handles his bow like 
a crow-keeper : draw me a clothier’s yard. 9 — Look, 
look, a mouse ! Peace, peace ; — this piece of toasted 
cheese W'ill do’t. — 'J'here’s my gauntlet; I’ll prove 
it on a giant. — Bring up the brown bills. • — O, well 
flown bird ! — i’ the clout, i’ the clout ‘ : hewgh ! — 
Give the word.*^ 

Edg. Sweet marjoram. 

Tear. Pass. 

! Glo. I know that voice. 

l,ear. Ha ! Goneril ! — with awhite beard I— -They 
j flatter’d me like a dog ; and told me, I had white 
I hairs in my beard, ere the black ones w*erc there; 
To say ay, and no, to every thing I said ! — Ay and 
no too w'as no good divinity. When the rain came 
to wet me once, and the wind to make me chatter ; 
wdicn tile thunder would not peace at my bidding ; 
there I found them, there I smelt them out. Go to, 
they are not men o’ their words ; they told me I was 
I every thing ; ’tis a lie ; 1 am not ague-proof, 
i Glo. The trick ^ of that voice I do well remember: 
I&’t not the king ? 

Lear. inch a king : 

When I do stare, see, how flic subject quilces. 

I pardon that man’s life : what was thy cause ? — 
Adultery. — 

Thou siialt not die : for Gloster’s bastard son 
Was kinder to his father, than my daughters 
Born in the lawful bed. 

Glo. O, let me kiss that hand ! 

Lear. Let me wipe it fiirst ; it smells of mortality. 

Glo. O ruin’d jiiece of i!7^ure ! This great world 
Shall so wear out tonouglC — Dost thou know me? 

Lear. I remember thine eyes well enough. Dost 
thou squiny ^ at me? No, do thy worst, blind Cupid; 
I’ll not love. — Head tliou this challenge ; mark but 
the penning of it. 

Glo. Were all the letters suns, I could not see one. 

Edg. I would not lake this from report ; — it is, 
And my heart breaks at it. 

Lear. Read. 

Glo. What, with the case of eyes ? 

Lear. O, ho, are you there with me ? No eyes in 
your head, nor no money in your purse? Your eyes 
are in a heavy case, your purse in a light : Yet you 
see how this world goes. 

Glo. I see it feelingly. 

Lear. What, art mad ? A man may see how this 
w'orld goes, with no eyes. Look with thine ears ; 
see how yon’ justice rails upon yon* simple thief. 
Hark, in thine ear: Change places; and, handy- 
dandy, which is the justice, which is the thief? — 
Thou hast seen a farmer’s dog bark at a beggar ? 

9 An arrow of a olotb yard long. < > Battle-axes. 

3 The white mark for archers to aim at 

3 The watch-word. 

4 Likeness, manner. 3 j^iok asquint 
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Ay, air. 

Xrar. And the creature run from the cur? There 
thou tnight*st behold the great image of authority : 
a dog^a ^eyed in office. 

Through tatter’d clothes small vices do appear ; 
Rubes, and fUrr’d gowns, hide all* Plate sin with 
gold, 

And the strong lance of justice hurtless breaks : 
Afm it in rags, a pigmy’s straw doth pierce it. 
None does oftend, none, I say, none ; I’ll able ’em: 
Take tliat of me, my friend, who have the power 
To seal the accuser’s lips. Get thee glass eyes ; 
And, like a scurvy politician, seem 
To see the things Uiou dost not — Now, now, now, 
now ; 

Pull off my boots ; — harder, harder ; so. 

JEdg* O, matter and irapcrtinency mix’d ! 

my fortunes, take my eyes. 
I know thee well enough ; thy name is Gloster : 
Thou must be patient ; we came crying hither. 
Thou know’st, the first time tliat we smell the air, 
We wawl, and cry : — I will preach to thee ; mark me. 
Glo, Alack, alack the day ! 

Lear. When we are born, we cry, that we are come 
To this great stage of fools ; — — This a good 
block ? ® 

It were a delicate stratagem, to shoe 
A troop of horse with felt : I’ll put it in proof ; 
And when I have stolen upon these sons>in>law. 
Then kUl, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill. 

Enter a Gentleman, with Altendanis, 

Gent. O, here he is, lay hand upon him, — Sir, 
Your most dear daughter — — 

Lear. No re.scue? What, a prisoner? I am even 
The natural fool of fortune. — Use me well ; 

You shall have ransome. Let me have a surgeon, 

I am cut to the brains. 

Geni. You shall have any tiling. 

Xcflr. No seconds? All myself? 

Why, this would make a man, a man of salt ^ 

To use his eyes for garden water-pots. 

Ay, and for laying autumn’s dust. 

Gent. ^ Good sir, — 

Zmr. I will die bravely, like a bridegroom : 
What? 

, 1 will be jovial ; come, come ; 1 am a king, 

My masters, know you that ! 

Gent. You are a royal one, and we obey you. 
Lear, Then there’s life in it. Nay, an you get 
you shall get it by running. Sa, sa, sa, sa. 

[Exit running I Attendants follow. 
Gent, A right most pitiful in the meanest wretch ; 
Past speaking of in a king ! — Thou hast one 
daughter, 

Who redeems nature from the general curse 
l^ich twain have brought her to. 

Edg, Hail, gentle sir. 

Gent. Sir, speed you : What’s your will ? 

Edg. Do you hear aught, sir, of a battle toward? 
G^. Most sure, and vulgar; every one hears that, 
Which can distinguish sound. 

Edg. But, by your favour, 

How near’s the other army ? 

Gent. Near, and on speedy foot ; the main descry 
Stands on the hourly thought. ^ 

* Block anciently rignSfted the head part of a hat 
f A man of tears. 

The tnain body is exnected to be descried every hour. 


Edg. I thank you, sir : that’s all. 

Gent. Though that the queen on special cause is 
here, ^ 

Her army is mov’d on. 

Edg. I thank you, sir. [Exit Gent. 

Glo. You ever-gentle gods, lake my breath from 
me; 

Let not my worser spirit 9 tempt me again 
To die before you please ! 

Edg. Well pray you, fatlier 

Glo. Now, good sir, what are you ? 

Edg. A most poor man, made tame by fortune’s 
blows ; * 

Who, by the art of known and feeling sorrows, 

Am pregnant to good pity. Give me your hand. 
I’ll lead you to some biding. 

Glo. Hearty thanks : 

The bounty and the benizon * of heaven 
To boot, and boot ! ^ 

Enter Steward. 

Stew. A proclaim’d price ! Most happy ! 

That eyeless head of thine was first fram’d fiesh 
To raise my fortunes. — Thou old unliappy traitor. 
Briefly thyself remember ; — The sword is out 
That must destroy thee. 

Glo. Now let thy friendly hand 

Put strength enough to it. [Edgar opposes. 

Stew. Wherefore, bold peasant, 

Dar’st tliou support a publish’d traitor ? Hence ; 
Lest that the infection of his fortune take 
Like hold on thee. Let go his arm. 

Edg. Ch’ill not let go, zir, without vurther ’carion. 
Stew. Let go, slave, or thou diest. 

Edg. Good gentleman, go your gait^ and let 
poor volk pass. And ch’ud ha’ been Swagger’d out 
of my life, ’twould not ha* been zp^ong as ’tis by 
a vortnight. Nay, come not neayrthe old man; 
keep out, che vor’ ye, or ise try -i^uCther your cos- 
tard * or my bat ^ be the harder : Ch’ill be plain 
with you. 

Stew. Out, dungliill ! 

Edg. Ch’ill pick your teeth, zir; Cbme; no 
matter vor your foins. ® 

[ Theyfght ; and Edgar knocks him down. 
Stew. Slave, thou hast slain me : •— Villain, take 
my purse ; 

If ever thou wilt thrive, bury my body ; 

And give the letters, which thoi! find’st about me. 
To k^mund carl of Gloster ; seek him out 

Upon the British party ; ■ O, untimely death ! 

[Dies. 

Edg. I know thee well : A serviceable villain ; 
As duteous to the vices of thy mistress, 

As badness would desire. 

Glo. What, is he dead? 

Edg. Sit you down, father ; rest you. — 

Let’s see his pockets : these letters, that he speaks of. 
May be my friends. — He’s dead ; I am only sorry 
He had no other death's man. — Let us see i 
Leave, gentle wax ; and, manners, blame us not ; 
To know our enemies’ minds, we’d rip their hearts; 
Their papers, is more lawfuL 

[Reads.] Let our rec^ocal vows be remembered. 
You have manp op^tortunities to cut him .* if your 
wUl want not, time arid place Mbe/ruitfully offered. 
There is nothing dom, f he return the conqueror: 

^ Evil flcnim ^ Bletding. * Reward, reeoinpence. 

® Oo ycur way. * Head. • Club. • Thrusts, 




HOW DOES MY R-OYAI, I.ORD? HOW t'AR.ES YOUR MA.IK^IY 


KING LEAH. 


811 


Scene VII. 

Then am I the prisoner^ and his bed my gaol ; from 
which deliver me, and supply the place for your la- 
bour. ^ Tour wife, {so I would say,) and your 

affecliotiale servant, 

Gokkril. 

0 undistinguish’d space of woman*s will ! — . 

A plot upon her virtuous husband's life ; 

And the exchange, my brother ! — Here, in the sands, 
Thee I'll rake up T, and, in the mature time, 

With Uiis ungracious paper strike the sight 
Of the death-practis’d duke ; For him ’tis well, 

1 hat of thy death and business ^ can tell. 

\_ExU Edgar, dragging out the Body. 
Gh. The king is mad : How stiff is my vile sense, 
That 1 stand up, and have ingenious feeling 
Of my huge sorrows ! Better 1 were distract ; 

So should my tlioughts be sever’d from my griefs ; 
And woes, by wrong imaginations, lose 
The knowledge of themselves. 

Be-eiUer Edgar. 

Edg. * Give me your hand : 

Far oil', methinks, I hear the beaten drum. 

Come, father, I’ll bestow you with a friend. 

[Exemit. 

SCENE VII. -—A Tent in the French Camp. 

Lear on a Bed, asleep: Physician, Gentleman, and 
others, attending. Enter Cordflia and Kent. 
Cor. O thou good Kent, how shal 1 I live, and w'ork. 
To match thy goodness ? My life will be too short. 
And every measure fail me. 

Kent. To be acknowledg’d, madam, is o’erpaid. 
All my reports ^o with the modest truth j 
Nor more, nor clipp’d, but so. 

Cor. j Be better suited 8 ; 

These weeds are'^nemories of those w'orser hours ; 

I pr’ythee, put thcril off. 

Kent, Pardon me, dear madam ; 

Yet to be known, shortens my made intent : 

My boon I make it, that you know me not. 

Till time and I think meet. 

Cor. Then be it so, my good lord. — How does 
the king ? [ 7'o the Physician. 

Phys. Madam, sleeps still. 

Cor. O you kind gods. 

Cure this great breadi in his abused nature ! 

Th’ untun’d and jarifng senses, O, wind up. 

Of this child-changed father ! 

Phys, So please your majesty, 

Tliat we may wake the king ? he hath slept long. 

Cor. Be govern'd by your knowledge, and proceed 
I* the sway of your own will. Is he array’d ? 

Gent* Ay, madam ; in the heaviness of his sleep, 
We put fresh garments on him. 

Phys. Be by, good madam , when we do awake him ; 
I doubt not of his temperance. 

Cor. Very well. 

Phys. Please you, draw near. — Louder the mu- 
sick there. 

Cor. O my dear father ! Restoration, hang 
Thy medicine on my lips ; and let this kiss 
Repair those violent harms, that my two sisters 
Have in thy reverence made ! 

Ke^. Kind and dear princess ! 

Cor. Had you not been their father, these white 
flakes 

t t*lf cover thee (the dead steward) in the sands. 

« Dressed. 


Had challeng’d pity of them. Was this a face 
To be expos’d against the warring winds ? 

To stand against the deep dread-bolted thunder? 

In tlie most terrible and nimble stroke 
Of quick, cross lightning ? to watch (poor perdu ! 
With this thin helm ? > Mine enemy’s dog, 

Though he had bit me, should have stood tliat night 
Against my fire ; And wast thou fain, poor father, 
To hovel thee with swine, and rogues forlorn, • 
In short and musty straw ? Alack, alack ! 

*Tis wonder, that ^y life and wits at once 
Had not concluded all. — > He wakes ; speak to him* 
Phys. Madam, do you ; *tis fittest. 

Cor. How does my royal lord ? How fares your 
majesty ? 

Lear, You do me wrong, to take me out o’ the 
grave : — 

Thou art a soul in bliss ; but I am bound 
Upon a wheel of fire, that mine ow'n tears 
Do scald like molten lead. 

Cor. Sir, do you know me ? 

Lear. You are a spirit, I know ; When did you 
die ? ^ 

Cor. Still, still, far wide ! 

Phys, He’s scarce awake ; lot him alone awhile. 
Lear. Where have I been ? — Where am I ? -— 
Fair day-light ? — 

I am mightily abus’d. — T should even die w ith pity, 
To see another thus. — I know not what to say. — 
I w ill not swear, these arc my hands : — let’s see 5 
I feel this pin prick. ’Would I were assur’d 
Of my condition. 

Cor, O, look upon me, sir. 

And hold your hands in benediction o’er me : — 
No, sir, you must not kneel. 

Lear. Pray do not mock me s 

I am a very foolish fond old man, 

Fourscore and upward ; and, to deal plainly, 

I fear, I am not in my perfect mind. 

Methinks, I should know you, and know this man : 
Yet I am doubtful : for I am mainly ignorant 
What place this is ; and all the skill I have 
Remembers not these garments ; nor I know not 
Where I did lodge last nighty Do not laugh at me; 
For, as I am a man, 1 thi'Aw this lady 
To be my child Cordelia. 

Cor. And so I am, I am. 

Lear. Be your tears wet ? Yes, ’faith. I pray, 
weep not : 

If you have poison for me, I will drink it. 

I know, you do not love me ; for your sisters 
Have, as I do remember, done me wrong : 

You have some cause, they liave not. 

Cor. No cause, no cause. 

Lear. Am I in France ? 

Kent. In your own kingdom, sir. 

Lear. Do not abuse me. 

Phys. Be comforted, good madam : the great ragO; 
You see, is cur’d in him : and yet it is danger 
To make him even* o’er the time be has lost, 
Desire him to go in ; trouble him no more, 

Till further settling. 

Cor. Will’t please your highness walk ? 

Lear. You must bear witli me \ 

Pray now, forget and forgive: I am old, and foolish, 
[Eweunt Lear, Cordelia, Physician, and 
Attendants. 

» The allusion is to the forlorn hone in an army, called lit 
French, eitfans perdus. ^ Thin covering of hair* 

* To recemeile it to hit apprehension. 
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Gent. Holds it true, sir, Xeni* Eeport is changeable. 

That the duke of Cornwall was so slain? *Tis time to look about; the powers o’ tlie kingdom 

Kent* Most certain, sir. Approach apace. 

Gent. Who is conductor of his people? Gent. The arbitrement 6 is like to be a bloSdy. 

Kent. As *tis said, Fare you well, sir. {Exit* 

The bastard son of Gloster. Kent. My point and period will be thoroughly 

Gent, They say, Edgar, wrought, 

His banish’d son, is with the earl of Kent Or well, or ill, os this day’s battle's fought. [ExU, 

ln» Germany. 


ACT V. 


SCENE I. — The Camp of the British Forcctf near 
Dover. 

Entert with Drums and Colours, Edmund, Regan, 
OJficers, Soldiers, and others. 

Edm. Know of the duke, if his last purpose hold; 
Or, whether since he is advis’d by aught 
To change the course : lie’s full of alteration. 

And self-reproving : — Bring his constant pleasure.® 
[ To an Officer, who goes out. 
Beg. Our sister’s man is certainly miscarried. 
Edm. ’Tis to Ik* doubted, madam. 

Beg. Now, sweet lord, 

You know the goodness I intend upon you : 

Tell me, — but truly, — but then speak the trutli. 
Do you not love my sister? 

Edm. In honour’d love. 

Reg. I never shall endure her : Dear my lord. 
Be not familiar with her. 

Edm. Fear me not ; — - 

She, and the duke her husband, — 

Enter Albany, Goneril, and Soldiers. 

Gan. 1 had rather lose the battle, than that sister 
Should loosen him and me. {Adde* 

Alb. Our very loving sister, well be met. 

Sir, this 1 hear, — The king is come to his daughter, 
With others, whom the rigour of our state, 

Forc’d to cry out. Where I could not be honest, 

I never yet was valianK^^for this business, 

It toucheth us as France invades our land. 

Not bolds ^ the king ; with others, whom, I fear, 
Most just and heavy causes make oppose. 

Edin. Sir, you speak nobly. 

Reg. Why is this reason’d ? 

Gon. Combine together ’gainst the enemy ; 

For these domestick and particular broils 
Arc not to question here. 

Alb. Let us then determine 

With the ancient of war on our proceedings. 

Edm. X shall attend you presently at your tent. 
Beg. Sister, you’ll go with us ? 

Gon. No. 

Beg. *Tis most convenient; pray you, go with us, 
Gon* O, ho, I know the riddle; [Aside.] I will go. 

As they are gtnng onU enter Edgar, disguised. 

Edg. If e’er your grace had speech witli man so 
poor, 

Hear me one word. 

Alb. I’ll overtake you. — Speak. 

[Exeunt Edmunp, Reoak, Goneril, Ofi- 
cers, SoldserSf and Attendants. 

9 HU settled resolution. ^ie. Emboldens him. 

» Opposition. 


Edg. Before you fight the battle, ope this letter. 
If you have victory, let the trumpet sound 
For him that brought it : wretched though I seem, 
I can produce a champion, that will prove 
What is avouched there : If you miscarry. 

Your business of the world hath sp an end, 

And machination ceases. Fortsme love you ! 

Alb. Stay till I have r^d the letter, 

Edg. I was forbid it. 

When time shall serve, let but llie herald cry, 

And I’ll appear again. [Ent. 

Alb. wily, fare thee well ; I will o’erlook thy 
paper. 

Re-enter Edmund. 

Edm. The enemy’s in view, draw up your powers. 
Here is the guess of their true strength and forces 
By diligent discovery ; — but your haste 
Is now urg’d on you. 

Alb. We will greet the time. 7 [Exit. 

Edm. To both these sisters have 1 1 worn my love ; 
Each jealous of the other, as the st^ng 
Are of the adder. Which of theiy* shall I take ? 
Both ! one ? or neither ? Neithm^’^^n be enjoy’d, 

If both remain alive : To take the widow. 
Exasperates, makes mad her sister Goneril ; 

And hardly sliall I carry out my side®, 

Her Inisband being alive. Now then we’ll use 
His countenance for the battle : which being done. 
Let her, who would be rid of him, devise 
His speedy taking ofl*. As for the mercy 
Which he intends to Lear, and to Cordelia, — 

The battle done, and they within our power. 

Shall never see his pardon : fd my state 
Stands on me to defend, not to debate. [Exit. 

SCENE II, — A Field between the two Camps. 

Alarum within. Enter, uitk Drum and Cdltmrs, 
Lear, Cordelia, and their Forces ; and exeunt. 

Enter Edgar and Gloster. 

Edg. Here, father, take the shadow of this tree 
For your good host ; pray that the right may thrive. 
If ever I return to you again. 

I’ll bring you comfoit, 

Glo. Grace go with you, sir ! 

[Edt Edgar. 

Alarums : aflerwaxds a Retreat. Re-enter Edgar. 

Edg. Away, old man, give me thy han4» away ; 
King Lear hath lost, he and his daughter ta’en : 
Give me thy hand, come on. 

Glo. No further, sir ; a man may rot even hei^. 

I 4 Decision. 7 Be ready to meet the occasion, 

I ^i.e. Make my part good. 
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MdQ* What, ill itl thoughts again ? Men must 
endure 

Theiy going hence, even as their coming hither : 
Ripeness is all : Come on. 

(t/o. And that’s true too. 

\_Exeunt, 

SCENE III. — TVie British Camp near Dover. 

Enter, in Conquest, with Brum and Colours, Ed- 
mund ; Leak and Coadelia, as Prisoners ; 
Officers^ Soldiers, cj*c. 

Edm^ Some officers take them%way : good guard ; 
Until their greater pleasures first be known 
That arc to censure them. 

Cor, We are not the first, 

Wlio, witli best meaning, have incurr’d the worst. 
For thee, oppressed king, am I cast down ; 

Myself could else out-frown false fortune’s frown. ~ 
Sliall we not see these daughters, and these sisters ? 

ic«r. No, no, no, no ! Come, let’s away to prison : 
Wc two alone wil]»sing like birds i* the cage : 

When thou dost ask me blessing, I’ll kneel down. 
And ask of thee forgiveness : So we’ll live, 

And pray, and sing, and tell old tales, and laugh 
At gilded butterflies, and hear poor rogues 
Talk of court news: and we’ll talk with them too— - 
Who loses, and who wins; who’s in, who’s out; — 
And take upon us the mystery of things, 

As if we were Heaven’s spies : And we’ll wear out, 
In a wall’d prison, packs and sects of great ones, 
That ebb and flow by the moon. 

Edm, Take them away. 

I.ear, Upon such sacrifices, my Cordelia, 

The gods themselves throw incense. Have 1 caught 
thee? 

He, that parts ’s, shall bring a brand from heaven, 
And fire us heroic, like foxes. Wipe thine eyes ; 
They shall not maae us weep : we’ll sec them starve 
first. 

Come. [Exeunt Lear and Cordelia, guarded, 
Edm, Come hither, captain ; hark. 

Take thou this note ; [Giving a Paper,] go, follow 
them to prison ; 

One step I have advanc’d thee ; if thou dost 
As this instructs thee, thou dost make thy way 
To noble fortunes : Know thou this, — that men 
Are as the time is : to be tender-minded 
Does not become a sfvord ; — Thy great employment 
Will not bear question ; either say, thou’lt do’t, 

Or tlirive by other means. 

Off: I’ll do’t, my lord. 

Edm, About it; and write happy, when thou 
hast done. 

Mark, — I say, instantly ; and carry it so, 

As I have set it down. 

Off: If it be man’s work, I will do it. 

[Exit Officer. 

Flourish, Enter Albany, Gonekil, Regan, 
Officers, and Attendants, 

Alb, Sir, you have shown to-day your valiant 
strain, 

And fortune led you well ; You have the captives, 
Who were the opposites of this day’s strife ; 

We fto require them of you ; so to use them, 

'As we shall find their merits and ouy safety 
May equally determine. 

Edm, Sir, I thought it fit 

> Pats judgment on them. 


To send ilie old and miserable king 
To some retention, and apjxiinted guard ; 

Whose age has charms in it, whose title more. 

To pluck the common bosom on his side, 

And turn our impress’d lances in our eyes 
Which do command them. With him I sent the 
queen ; 

My reason all the same ; and they are ready 
To-morrow, or at further space, to appear «> 
Where you shall hold your session. At this time, 
We sweat, and bleed; the friend hath lost his friend; 
And the best quarrels, in tlie heat, are curs’d 
By those that feel their sharpness ; — 

The question of Cordelia, and her father, 

Requires a fitter place. 

Alb, Sir, by your patience, 

I hold you but a subject of this war. 

Not as a brother. 

lleg. That’s as we list to grace him. 

Methinks, our pleasure might have been demanded, 
Ere you had spoke so far. He led our powers; 
Bore the commission of my place and person ; 

The which immediacy ^ may well stand up, 

And call itself your brother. 

Gon. Not so hot : 

In his own grace he doth exalt himself. 

More than in your advancement. 

Beg, In my rights, 

By me invested, he compeers the best, 

Gon, That were the most, if he should husband 
you. 

Reg, Jesters do oft prove prophets. 

Gon, Holloa, holloa ! 

That eye, that told you so, look’d but £i-squint. 

Reg, Lady, I am not well ; else I should answer 
From a full-flowing stomach. — General, 

Take thou my soldiers, prisoners, patrimony ; 
Dispose of them, of me ; the walls are thine : 
Witness tlie world, that I create thee here 
My lord and master. 

Gon. Mean you to wed him ? 

Alb, The let-alone lies not in your good will. 
Edm, Nor in thine, lord. 

Alb, Half-blooded fellow, yes. 

Reg. Let the drum sj^lle, and prove my title 
thine. [To Edmund. 

Alb, Stay yet ; hear reason : — Edmund, I arrest 
thee 

On capital treason ; and, in thy arrest. 

This gilded serpent ; [Pohiting to G on. ] — for your 
claim, fair sister, 

I bar it in the interest of my wife ; 

’Tis she is sub-contracted to this lord, 

And I, her husband, contradict your banns. 

If you will marry, make your love to me, 

My lady is bespoke. 

Go 71 , An interlude ! 

Alb, Thou art arm’d. Cluster ; — Let the trumpet 
sound : 

If none appear to prove upon thy person, 

Tliy heinous, manifest, and many treasons, 

There is my pledge : [Thromng dawn a Glove,] 
1*11 prove it on thy heart. 

Ere I taste bread, thou art in nothing less 
Than I have here proclaim’d thee. 
j^eg, Sick, O, sick ! 

Gm, If not, I’ll ne’er trust poison. [Aside, 


> Authority to act on his own 
* Alluding to the proverb : ** 1 
good eye look a-sgaia/.” 


judgment 

Uive being jealous makes a 
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Edm* Thepe’s my exchange ; [ Throwing down a 
Gl(we*'\ what in the world he is 
That names me traitor, villain*like he lies : 

Call by thy trumpet : he that dares approach, 

On him, on you, (who not ?) I will maintain 
My truth and honour firmly. 

Alb. A herald, ho ! 

Edm. A herald, ho, a herald ! 

0 dlb. Trust to thy single virtue 3 ; for thy soldiers, 
All levied in rhy name, have in my name 
Took their discharge. 

Jieg. This sickness grows upon me. 

Enter a Herald. 


Alh. She is not well ; convey her to ray tent, 

[^Exit Regak, led. 
Come hither, herald, — Let tlic trumpet sound, — 
And read cut this. 

Off. Sound trumpet. \_A Trumpet sounds. 


Herald reads. 


If any man of quality^ or degree, within the lists 
of the army, will maintain upon Kidmund, supposed 
Earl of GJoster, that he is a manifold traitor, let him 
appear at the third sound of the trumpet : He is 
bold in his defence. ' * 


Edm* Sound. 
Her. Again. 
Her. Again. 


1 Trumpet. 

2 Trumpet. 
[3 Trumpet. 

[ Trumpet answers unthin. 


Enter Edgar, armed, preceded by a Trum}tet. 
Alb. Ask him his purposes, why he appears 
Upon this call o* the trumpet. 

Her. What are you ? 

Your name, your quality ? and why you answer 
Tills present summons ? 

Edg. Know, my name is lost ; 

By treason’s tooth bare>gnawn, and cankcr>bit : 

Yet am I noble, as the adversary 
I come to cope withal. 

Alb, Which is that adversary ? 

Edg. What’s he, that speaks for Edmund earl of 
Gloster ? 

Edm. Himself ; — ^mt say’st thou to him? 
Edg. Draw thy sword 1 

That, if my speech offend a noble heart, 

Thy arm may do thee justice ; here is mine. 

Behold, it is^he privilege of mine honours, 

My oatli, ana my profession ; I protest, — 

Maugre ^ thy strength, youth, pl^e, and eminence. 
Despite thy victor sword, and fire- new fortune. 
Thy valour, and thy heart, — thou art a traitor : 
False to tliy gods, thy brother, and thy father ; 
Conspirant ’gainst this high illustrious prince ; 

And, from the extremest upward of tliy head, 

To the descent and dust beneatli thy feet, 

A most toad-spotted traitor. Say thou, No, 

This sword, this arm, and my best spirits, are bent 
To prove upon thy heart, whereto 1 speak, 

Thou Hest. 

Edm. In wisdom, I should ask thy name : 
But, since thy outside looks so fair and warlike. 
And that thy tongue some ’say ^ of breeding 
breathes, 

What safe and nicely X might well delay 
By rule of knighthood, I disdain and spurn : 

Back do 1 toss these treasons to tliy head ; 

With the hell-hated lie o’erwhelm thy heart ; 

’ t\ €, Valour, * Notwithstanding. ' Sample. 


Which, (for they yet glance by, and scaretdy bruise,) 
Hus sword of mine shall give them instant way, 
Where they shall rest for ever. — Trumpets, speak. 

\^Alarums. They fight. Edmund falU. 
Alb. O save him, save him ! 

Gon. This is mere practice®, Gloster: 

By the law of arms, thou wast not bound to answer 
An unknown opposite ; thou art not vanquish’d, 
But cozen’d and beguil’d. 

Alh. Shut your mouth, dame, 

Or with this paper shall I stop it : — Hold, sir ; 
Thou worse than any name, read thine ov n evil : — • 
No tearing, lady ; *I perceive you know it. 

[G/m the IjCtter to Edmund, 
Gon. Say, if I do ; the laws are mine, not thine : 
Who sliall arraign me for’t ? 

Alb. Most monstrous ! 

Know’st thou this paper? 

Gon. Ask me not what I know. 

[Exit Gonerii.. 

Alb. Go after her ; she’s desperate ; govern her. 

[To an Officer, who goes out. 
Edm. What you have charg’d me with, that have 
I done ; 

And more, much more ; the time will bring it out ; 
’Tis past, and so am I : But what art thou, 

That hast this fortune on me ? If thou art noble, 
t do forgive thee. 

Edg. Let’s exchange charity. 

1 am no less in blood than thou art, Edmund ; 

If more, the more thou hast wrong’d me. 

My name is Edgar, and thy father’s son. 

The gods are just, and of our pleasant vices 
Make instruments to scourge us : 

Tlie dark and vicious place where thee he got. 

Cost him his eyes. *' 

Edm, Thou hast spokc^'Vight, *tis true ; 

The wheel has come full circle ; here. 

Alb. Methought, thy very gaf^id prophesy 
A royal nobleness : — I must embrace thee ; 

Let sorrow split my heart, if ever I 
Did hate thee, or thy father ! 

Edg. Worthy prince, 

I know it well. 

Alb. Where have you hid yourself? 

How have you known the miseries of your lather ? 
E(%. By nursing them, my lord. *— List 7 a brief 
tale ; — 

And, when ’tis told, O, that my Itaart would burst ! — 
The bloody proclamation to escape, 

That follow’d me so near, (O, our lives* sweetness I 
That with the pain of death we’d hourly die. 

Rather than die at once !) taught me to shift 
Into a mad-man’s rags ; to assume a semblance 
That very dogs disdain’d : and in this habit 
Met 1 my father with his bleeding rings, 

Their precious stones new lost ; became hia guide, 
Led him, begg’d for him, sav’d him from despair ; 
Never (O fault!) reveal’d myself unto him, 

Until some half hour past, when 1 was arm’d 
Not sure, though hoping, of this good success, 

1 ask’d his blessing, and from first to last 
Told him my pilgrimage : but Ins flaw’d heart, 
(Alack, too weak the conflict to support !) 

’Twixt tw’o extremes of passion, joy and grief, 
Burst smilingly. ^ 

Edm, This speech of yours hath mov’d me, 
And shall, perchance, do good t but speak you on ; 
You look as you bad something more to say. 

^ Stratagem. 7 Hear. 
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AU), If there be more, more woful, hold it in ; 
For 1 am almost ready to dissolve, 

Hearing of tliis. 

Edg. This would have seem’d a period 

To such as love not sorrow ; but another, 

To amplify too much, would make much more, 
And top extremity. 

Whilst I was big in clamour, came there a man, 
Who having seen me in my worst estate, 

Shunn’d my abhorrM society ; but then, finding 
Who ’t was that so endur’d, with his strong arms 
He fastei]*d on my neck, and bellow’d out 
As he’d burst heaven ; threw hifn on my father; 
Told the most piteous tale of Lear and him, 

That ever ear receiv’d ; which in recounting, 

His grief grew puissant, and the strings of life 
Began to crack : Twice then the trumpet sounded. 
And there I left him tranc’d. 

Alb* But who was this ? 

Edg* Kent, sir, Uic banish’d Kent ; who in dis- 
guise 

Follow’d his enemv king, and did him service 
Improper for a slave. 

Enter a Gentleman hastily, with a bloody Knife* 
Gent* Help ! help ! O help ! 

Edg* Wliat kiiid of help ? 

Mb* Speak, man. 

Edg* What means that bloody knife ? 

Gent* ’Tis hot, it smokes ; 

It came even from the heart of — 

Alb, Who, man ? speak. 

Gent* Your lady, sir, your lady : and her sister 
By her is poison’d ; she confesses it. 

Edm* I was contracted to them both ; all three 
Now marry in^an instant. 

Alb, Produce their bodies, be they alive or 
dead . — 

This judgment Oi\the heavens, that makes us tremble. 
Touches us not witTi pity. [Exit Gentleman. 

Enter Kent. 

Edg. Here comes Kent, sir. 

Alb. O ! it is he. 

The time will not allow the compliment, 

Which very manners urges. 

Kent, I am come 

To bid my king and master aye « good night ; 

Is he not here ? 

Alb, Gr^cat thing of us forgot ! — 

Speak, Edmund, where’s the king? and where’s 
Cordelia ? — 

See’st thou this object, Kent ? 

[The Bodies qf Goneeil and Regan are 
brought in, 

Kent, Alack, why tlius ? 

Edm, Yet Edmund was belov’d : 

The one the other poison’d for my sake, 

And after slew herself. 

Alb. Even so. — Cover their faces. 

Edm, I pant for life ; — Some good I mean to do, 
Despite of mine own nature. Quickly send, — 
Be brief in it, — to the castle ; for my writ 
Is on the life of Lear, and on Cordelia : — 

Nay, send in time. 

AUk Hun, run, O, run 

E(%, Towhom, my lord? — Who has the office? 
send 

Thy token of reprieve. 

® For ever. 
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Edm. Well thought on ; take my sword. 

Give it the captain. 

Alb. Haste thee, for tliy life. [Exit Edgar. 
Edm, He hatli commission from thy wife and me 
To hang Cordelia in the prison, and 
To lay the blame upon her ow'ii despair, 

That she fordid 9 herself. 

Ad>. The gods defend her! Bear him hence 
awhile. [Edmund is borne (^, 

Enter Lear, vjith Cordelia dead in his Arms; 
Edgar, Officer, and others. 

Lear. Howl, howl, howl, howl I — O, ye are 
men of stones : 

Had I your tongues and eyes, I’d use them so 
That heaven’s vault should crack : — O, she is gone 
for ever I — 

I know when one is dead, and when one lives ; 
She’s dead as earth : — Lend me a looking glass ; 
If that her breath will mist or stain the stone, 

Why, then she lives. 

Kent, Is tliis the promis’d end? 

Edg. Or image of that horror ? 

Alb. Fall, apd cease I 

Lear. This feather stirs ; she lives ! if it be so, 
It, is a'chanco that does redeem all sorrows 
That ever I have felt. 

Kent. O my good master ! [Kneeling. 

Lear. Pry ’thee, away. 

Edg. *Tis noble Kent, your friend. 

Lear. A plague upon you, murderers, traitors, all ! 
I might have sav’d her ; now she’s gone for ever ! — 
Cordelia, Cordelia, stay a little. Ha ! 

What is’t thou say’st ? — Her voice was ever soft. 
Gentle, and low ; an excellent thing in woman ; — 
I kill’d the slave that was a hanging thee. 

Off* ’Tis true, my lords, he did, 

Lear. Did I not, fellow ? 

I have seen the day, with my good biting faulchion 
1 would have made them skip ; I am old now. 

And these same crosses spoil me. — Who are you ? 
Mine eyes are none o’ the best ; — I’ll tell you straight. 

Kent. If fortune brag of two she lov’d and hated. 
One of them we behold. 

Lear, This is a dull sight: Are you not Kent? 
Kent* > ' The same ; 

Your servant Kent : Where is your servant Caius? 

Lear. He’s a good fellow, I can tell you that ; 
He’ll strike, and quickly too 4 — He’s dead and 
rotten. ai 

Kent, No, my good lord ; I am the very man ; — 
Lear* I’ll see that straight. 

Kent. That, from your first of difiference and decay. 
Have follow’d your sad steps. 

Lear. You are welcome hither. 

Ke7it, Nor no man else ; 

All’s cheerless, dark, and deadly. — 

Your eldest daughters have fore-doom’d themset\'Cs, 
And desperately are dead. 

Lear. Ay, so I think. 

Alb* He knows not what he says ; and vain it is 
That we present us to him. 

Edg, Very bootless. i 

Enter an Officer. 

Off* Edmund is dead, my lord. 

Alb* That’s but a trifle hera. — 

You lords and noble friends, know our intent. 
What comfort to this great decay may come, 

9 Destroyed herself. > Useless. 
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Shall be applied *. For us, we will resign, 

During the life of this old majesty, 

To him our absolute power ; — You to your rights ; 

[7\> EdoaHt and Kent. 

With boot, and such addition as your honours 

Have more than merited All friends shall taste 

The wages of their virtue, and all foes 
The cup of their dcservings. — O, see, see ! 

Lear. And my poor fool is bang’d ! No, no, no life : 
Why should a dog, a horse, a rat, have life, 

And thou no breath at all ? O, thou wilt come no 
more, 

Never, never, never, never, never ! — 

Pray you, undo this button ; Tliank you, sir. — 
Do you see this? Look on her, — look, — her lips,-— 
Look there, look there ! — \He dies. 

Edg. He faints ! — My lord, my lord. — 

Kent. Break, heart ; 1 pr’ythee break ! 

Ed». Look up, my lord. 
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Kent. Vex not his ghost : O, fet him pass ! he 
hates him, 

That would upon tlie rack of this tough world 
Stretch him out longer. * 

Edg. O, he is gone, indeed. 

Kent. The wonder is, he hath endur’d so long ; 
He but usurp’d his life. 

AUj. Bear them from hence. — Our present 
business • 

Is general woe. Friends of my soul, you twain 

[ J’o Kent and KnoAic. 

llule in this realm, and the gor’d state sui^^in* 

Kent. 1 have a jcurney, sir, shortly to go ; 

My master calls, and I must not say, no. 

Alb. The weight of this sad time we must obey ^ 
Speak what we feel, not what wc ought to say. 

The oldest hath borne most : we, tliat are young, 
Shall never see so much, nor live so long. 

\^Exeunif with a dead Marck> 
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in Verona ; once, in the fifth Act, at Mantua. 


PROLOGUE* 


Two households, both alike in dignity, 

In fair Verona, where we lay our scene, 

From ancient grudge break to new mutiny, 
Where civil blood makes civil hands unclean. 
From forth the fatal loins of these two foes 
A pair of star-cross’d lovers take their life ; 
Whose misadventur’d piteous overtlirows 
Do, with their death> bury their parents’ strife. 


Tlie fearful passage of their death-mark’d love. 
And tlie continuance of their parents' rage, 
Which, but their children’s end, nought could re 
move, > 

Is now the two hours’ traffick of our stage ; 

The which if you with patient ears attend, 

What here sh^l miss, our toil shall strive to mend* 


ACT I. 


SCENE 1.—A Publkk Place. 

Enter Sampson and Gregory, armed with Swords 
and Bucklers, 

Sam, Gregory, o* my word, we’ll not cariy coals. ^ 
Gre, No, then we should be colliers. 

Sam, I mean, an we be in choler, we’ll draw. 
Gre, Ay, while you live, draw your neck out of 
the collar. 

Sara, I strike quickly, being moved. 

Gre, But thou art not quicldy moved to strike. 
Sam, «A dog of die house of Montague moves me. 
Gre, To move, is*«to stir ; and to be valiant, is 
) A phrase formerly in use, to sigrAff the hearing injuries 


— to stand to it : therefore, if thou art mov’d, thou 
runn’st away. 

Sam, A dog of that house shall move me to 
stand: I will take the wall of any man of Montague’s. 

Gre, That shows thee a weak slave ; for the 
weakest goes to the wall. The quarrel is between 
our masters, and us their men. 

Sam, *Tis all one, I will show myself a tyrant. 

Gre, Draw thy sword: b^re comes two of the 
house of the Montagues. 

Enter Abram and Balthazar. 

Sam, My naked weapon is out ; quarrel, I will 
bock thee. 

^ G 
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Gre* How ? turn thy back, and run ? 

Sam, Fear me not* 

Gre, No, marry ; I fear thee ! 

Sam. Let us take the law of our sides ; let them 
begin. 

Gre, I will frown as I pass by; and let them take 
it as they list. 

Sam* Nay, as they dare. I will bite my thumb at 
them ; which is a disgrace to them, if they l)ear it. 
^br. Do you bite your thumb at us, sir ? 

Sam* I do bite my thumb, sir. 

Abr* Do you bite your thumb at us, sir ? 

Sam* Is the law on our side, if I say — ay ? 

Gre* No. 

Sam* No, sir ; T do not bite my thumb at you, sir : 
but I bite my thumb, sir. 

Gre. Do you quarrel, sir ? 

Abr* Quan*el, sir ? no, sir. 

Sam* If you do, sir, I am for you ; I serve as good 
a man as you. 

Abr. No better. 

Sam* Well, sir. 

♦ Et}tcr Benvoijo, at a distance. 

Gre. Say — better; here comes one of my master’s 
kinsmen. 

Sam* Yes, better, sir. 

Abr* You lie. 

Sam, Draw, if you be men. — Gregory, remember 
thy SM'ashing blow. fabt* 

Ben. Part, f(K)ls ; put up your swords ; you know 
not what you do. [^Beats down their Stvords. 

Enter Tybalt. 

Ty6. What, art thou drawn among these heart- 
less hinds? 

Turn thee, Benvolio, look upon thy death. 

Ben. I do but keep the peace ; put up thy sword. 
Or manage it to part these men with me. 

What, drawn, and talk of peace ? 1 hate the 
word. 

As I hate hell, all Montagues, and thee ; 

Have at thee, coward. [ Thcyjight. 

Enter several Partisans of both Houses, who Join the 
Fray ; then t^ter Citizens with Clubs. 

CU. Clubs bills, aild partizans! strike! beat them 
down I 

Down with the Capulets 1 down with the Montagues! 

Enter Capulet, in his Gown ; and Lady Capulet. 
Cap. What noise is tliis ? — Give me my long 
sword, ho! 

La. Cap* A crutch, a crutch ! — Why call you for 
a sword ? 

Cap* My sword, I say 1 — Old Montague is come. 
And ftourishes his blade in spite of me. 

Enter Montague, and J.ady Montague. 

Mon* Thou villain, Capulet, — Hold me not, let 
me go. 

La,Mon* Thou shall not stir one foot to seek a foe. 

Enter Prince, with Attendants. 

Prin. Rebellious subjects, enemies to peace, 
Ppofaners of this neighbour-stained steel, — 

Will they not iiear ? — w'hat, ho! you men, you 
beasts, — 

That quench the fire of your pernicious rage 
With purple fountains issuing from your veins, 

* Clubs ! was the usual exclamation at an affray in the streets, 
as we novr call Watch ! 


Act L 

On pain of torture, from those bloody hands 
Throw your misteinper*d * weapons to the ground, 
And hear the sentence of your moved prince. — . 
Three civil brawls, bred of an airy word, 

By thee, old Capulet and Montague, 

Have thrice disturb’d the quiet of our streets ; 

And made Verona’s ancient citizens 
Cast by their grave beseeming ornaments. 

To wield old partizans in hands as old. 

Canker’d witli peace, to part your canker’d hate ; 

If ever you disturb our streets again. 

Your lives shall pay the forfeit of the peace. 

For this time, all the rest depart away : ^ 

You, Capulet, shall go along with me ; 

And, Montague, come you this afternoon, 

To know our further pleasure in this case. 

To old Frec-town, our common judgment-place. 
Once more, on pain of death, all men depart. 

[Exeunt Prince, aTid Attendants; Capulet, 
Lady Capulet, Tybalt, Citizens, and 
Servants. 

Mon. Who set this ancient quarrel new abroach? — 
Speak, nephew', were you by, fvhen it began ? 

Ben. Here were the servants of your adversai’y. 
And yours, close fighting ere I did approach ; 

1 drew to part them ; iu the instant came 
The fiery Tybalt, with his sword prepar’d ; 

Which, as he breath’d defiance to my ears, 

He swung about his head, and cut the winds, 

W’ho, notliing hurt withal, hiss’d him in scorn : 
While we were interchanging thrust and blows, 
Came more and more, and fought on part and part. 
Till the prince came, who parted eidicr part. 

La. Mon. O, where is Romeo ! — saw you him 
to-day ? 

Right glad I am, he was not at tlys fray. 

Ben. Madam, an hour before the worshipp’d sun 
lY'cr’d ^ forth the golden window of the east, 

A troubled mind drave me to w^lk abroad ; 

Where, — underneath the grove of sycamore, 

That westward rooteth from the city’s side, — • 

So early walking did I see your son : 

Towards him I made ; but he was ’ware of me, 
And stole into the covert of the wood : 

I, measuring his afiections by my own, — 

That most are,busied when U iey are most j^ne^ •*— 
Pursued my humour,' hot pursuing his, 

And gladly shunn’d who gladly fied from me. 

Mm. Many a morning hath he there been seen, 
With tears augmenting die Lesh morning’s tlew, 
Adding to clouds more clouds with his deep sighs : 
But all so soon as the all-cheering sun 
Should in the furthest east begin to draw 
llie shady curtains from Aurora’s bed. 

Away from light steals home my heavy son. 

And private in his chamber pens himself ; 

Shuts up his windows, locks fair daylight out. 

And makes himself an artificial night : 

Black and portentous must this humour prove. 
Unless good counsel may the cause remove. 

Ben* My noble uncle, do you know the cause ? 
Mm* I neither know it nor can learn of him. 
Ben* Have you importun’d him by any means ? 
Mon* Both by myself, and many other friends ; 
But he, his own affection’s counsellor, 

Is to himself — I will not say, how true — 

But to himself so secret and so close, e 
So far from sounding and discovery, 

As is the bud bit with an envious worm, 
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Ere he can spread his sweet leaves to the air^ 

Or dedicate his beauty to the sun. 

Could we but learn from whence his sorrows grow, 
We wbuld as willingly give cure, as know. 

ErUer Romeo, at a distance^ 

Ben* See, where he comes : So please you, step 
aside ; 

1*11 know his grievance, or be much denied. 

Mon* 1 would, thou wert so happy by thy stay, 
I'o hear true shrift. — Come, madam, let’s away. 

, [Exeunt Montague and Lady* 

Ben* Good morrow, cousin. 

Rom* Is the day so young ? 

Ben* But new struck nine. 

Rom* Ah me * sad hours seem l ong .. 

Was that my father that went hence so fast? 

Ben* It was ; — What sadness lengthens Romeo's ! 
hours ? 

Rom* Not having that, which having, makes them 
short. 

Ben* In love? ^ 

Rom* Out — 

Ben* Of love? 

Rom, Out of her favour, where I am in love. 

Ben* Alas, that love, so gentle in his view, 
Should be so tyrannous and rough in proof! 

Rom. Alas, that love, whose view is muffled still, 
Sliould, without eyes, see pathways to his will ! 
Where shall we dine? — O me ! — What fray was 
here ? i 

Yet tell me not, for I have heard it all. I 

Here’s much to do with hate, but more with love : — I 
Why then, O brawling love ! O loving hate ! 

O any thing, of nothing first create ! ) 

O heavy lightnete ! serious vanity ! | 

Mis>shapen chaos of well-seeming forms ! 

Feather of lead, bright smoke, cold fire, sick health ! 
Still-waking sleepf that is not what it is ! — 
lliis love feel I, that feel no love in this. 

Dost thou not laugh ? 

Ben* No, coz, I rather weep. 

Rom* Good heart, at what ? 

Ben* At thy good heart’s oppression. 

Rom* Why, such is love’s transgression. — 

Griefs of mine own lie heavy in my breast ; 

Which thou wilt propagate, to have it prest 
With more of thine : this love, that thou hast shown. 
Doth add more grief t^ too much of mine own. 
Love is a smoke rais’d with the fume of sighs ; 
Being purg’d, a fire sparkling in lovers’ eyes ; 
Being vex’d, a sea nourish’d with lovers’ tears ; 
What is it else ? a madness most discreet, 

A choking gall, and a preserving sweet. 

Farewell, my coz, [Going* 

Ben* Soft, I will go along ; 

And if you leave me so, you do me wrong. 

Rom* Tut, I have lost myself ; I am not here ; 
This is not Romeo, he's some other wheie. 

Ben* Tell me in sadness who she is you love. 
Rom. What, shall I groan, and tell thee ? 

Ben* Groan? why no? 

But sadly tell me, who. 

Rom* Bid a sick man in sadness make his will: — 
Ah, word ill urg'd to one that is so ill ! — 

In sadness, cousin, I do love a woman. 

Ben* t aim'd so near, when I suppos’d you lov’d. 
Rom* A right good marks-man ! — And she’s fair 
^ Iwe* . 

Ben* A right fair mark, fair coz, is soonest hit. 
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Rom, Well, in that hit, you miss : she’ll not be hit 
With Cupid's arrow, she hath Dian's wit ; 

And, in strong proof of chastity well arm'd, 

From love's weak childish bow she lives unharm’d. 
She will not stay the siege of loving terms, 

Nor bide the encounter of assailing eyes : 

O, she is rich in beauty ; only poor, 

That, when she dies, with beauty dies her store. 
Ben, Then she hath sworn, that she will still live 
chaste ? 

Bom* She hath, and in that sparing makes huge 
waste ; 

For beauty, starv’d with her severity, / 

Cuts beauty ofl* from all posterity, I 
She is too fair, too wise ; wisely too fair, 

To merit bliss by making me despair : 

She hath forsworn to love ; and in that vow. 

Do I live dead, that live to tell it now, 

Ben. Be rul'd by me, forget to think of her, 
Rotn. O, teach me how I should forget to think. 
Beft. By giving liberty unto thine eyes ; 
Examine other beauties. 

Ro7n* 'Tis the way ^ 

To call hers, exquisite, in question moie: 

These happy masks, that kiss fair ladies brows, 
Being black, put us in mind they hide the fair ; 

He, that is struck en blind, cannot forget 
The precious treasure of his eyesight lost : 

Show me a mistress that is passing fair, 

What doth her beauty serve, but as a note 
Where I may read, who pass'd tliat passing fair? 
Farewell ; thou canst not teach me to forget. 

Ben. ril pay that doctriue, or else die in debt. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE II. — - ^ Street. 

Enter Cavulet, Paris, and Servant. 

Cap* And Montague is bound as well as I, 

In penalty alike ; and 'tis not hard, I think, 

For men so old us we to keep the peace. 

Par. Of honourable reckoning ** are you both ; 
And pity 'tis, you liv’d at odds so long. 

But now, my lord, what say you to my suit ? 

Cap* But saying o’er what l^have said before : 
My child is yet a stranger in^Ahe world, 

She hath not seen tlie change of fourteen years ; 
Let two more summers wither in their pride. 

Ere we may think her ripe to be a bride. 

Par. Younger than she are happy mothers made. 
Cap* And too soon marr’d are diose so early made. 
The earth hath sw'allow ’d all my hopes but she, 

She is the hopeful lady of my earth : 

But woo her, gentle Paris, get her heart, 

My will to her consent is but a part ; 

An she agree, within her scope of choice 
Lies my consent and fair according voice. 

This night I hold an old accustom’d feast, 

Whereto I have invited many a guest. 

Such as 1 love ; and you, among the store. 

One more, most welcome, makes my number more. 
At my poor house, look to behold this night 
Earth-trading stars, that make dark heaven light : 

con^oH^ aS doTu^ youfi]g^iS^^ "" 

When well-appareli’d April on tlie heel I 

Of limping winter treads, even such delight | 
AmongTf^ feiinale birds shall you tliis night I 
Inherit 7 at my house ; hear all, all sec, \ 

And like her most, whose merit most shall be : 

® Account, estimation. 

f To inherit, in the language of Shakspeare, is to pouets* 
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Sacli, amongst view of many, mine* being one. 

May stand in number, though in reckoning none. 
Come^ go with me ; — Go, sirrah, trudge about 
Through fair Verona ; find those persons out, 
Whose names arc written there, a l^aper.] 

and to them say, 

My house and welcome on their pleasure stay. 

^ l£xewtt Capulet and Pakis. 

Serv* Find them out, whose names are written 
here ? It is written — that the shoemaker .should 
meddle with his yard, and tlie tailor with his last, 
the fisher with his pencil, and the painter with his 
nets ; but I am sent to find those persons, whose 
names are here writ, and can never find what names 
the writing person hath here writ. I must to the 
learned : — In good time. 

Enter Benvolio and Romeo. 

. Een, Tut, man ! one fire burns out another’s 
/ burning, 

I One pain is lessen’d by another’s anguish ; 

Turn giddy, and be lioly by backward turning : 

One (fcspcrate grief cure with another’s languish : 
Take thou some new infection to thy eye, 

And tlie rank poison of tlie old will die. 

Rom. Your plantain leaf is excellent for that. 
Ren. For what, 1 pray thee ? 

Horn. For your broken shin. 

Ren. Why, Romeo, art thou mad ? 

Rom. Not mad, but bound inorcthan amadman is ; 
Shut up in prison, kept without my food, 

Whipp’d, and tonnented, and — Good e’en, good 
fellow, 

Sm>. Good e’en, sir. — I pray, sir, can you read ? 
Rom* Ay, mine own fortune in my misery. 

Strv. Perhaps you have Icarn’d it without book ; 
But I pray, can you read any tiling you see? 

Rom* Ay, if I know the letters, and the language. 
iServ. Ye say honestly ; Rest you merry ! 

Rom* Stay, fellow; I can read. [Reads. 

Rignior INIarti no, and his wife and daughters ; 
Countt/ Ansel me, aiid his beauteous sisters ; The 
lady widow of Vitruvio ; Signior Placentio, and his 
Uwely nieces ; Mercutio, and his brother Valentine ; 
Muie uncle Capulet, %.ls wfe, and daughters! My 
fair niece Rosaline ; Livia ; Sigriior Valentio, aild 
his cousin Tybalt ; Lucio, and the lively Helena. 

A fair assembly ; [Gives back the iVbie.] Whither 
should tiiey come ? 

Serv. Up. 

Rom* Whither? 

Serv. To supper ; to our house. 

Rom, Whose house ? 

Serv. My master’s. 

Rom* Indeed, I should have asked you that be- 
fore. 

Serv. Now I’ll tell you without asking: My 
master is the great rich Cajmlet ; and if you be not 
of the house of Montagues, I pray, come and crush 
a cup of wine,® Rest you merry. [EtU. 

Ren. At this same ancient feast of Capulet’s 
Sups the fair Rosaline, whom thou so lov’st ; 

W’ith all the admir’d beauties of Verona. 

Go thither ; and, with unattainted eye, 

Compare her face with scrnie that I shall show. 

And 1 will make thee think thy^j^yat^ A,ctow^ 

V Rom, When the devout religion of miriureye 
1 Maintains such falsehood, then turn tears to 
\ fires ! 

* We Mill say in cant language— crock a bottle. 


And these, who, often drown’d, could never die, . 

Transparent hereticks, be burnt for liars ! 

One fairer than my love ! the all-scoing sun 
Ne’er saw her match, since first the world begun. 

Ren. Tut ! you saw her fair, none else being by, 
Herself pois’d 9 with herself in either eye : 

But in those crystal scales, let there be weigh’d 
Your lady’s love against some other maid 
That I will show you, shining at this feast. 

And she shall scant ‘ show vi'ell, that now shows best. 

Rom. I’ll go along, no such sight to be shown. 
But to rejoice in splendour of mine own^ [Excurtt, 

SCENE III. — Room in Capulet’s House* 

Enter Lady Capulet and Nurse. 

La* Cap. Nurse, where’s my daughter ? call her 
forth to me. 

Nurse. What, lamb! what, lady-bird ! what, Juliet! 

Elder Juliet. 

Jul. How now, who calls ? 

Nurse. Younmotlier. 

Jul. Madam, I am here, 

What is your will ? 

La. Cap. This is the matter : — Nurse, give lea\e 
awhile, 

We must talk in secret. — Nurse, come back again ; 
I have remember’d me, thou shalt hear our counsel. 
Thou know’st, my daughter’s of a pretty age. 
Nurse. Yes, I can tell her age unto an hour. 

La. Cap. She’s not fourteen. 

Nurse. I’ll lay fourteen of my teeth, 

And yet, to my teen < be it spoken, I have but four, — 
She is not fourteen ; How long is it now 
To Lammas-tide? 

La. Cap, A fortnight,' and odd days. 

Nurse. Even or odd, of all days in the year. 
Come Lammas-eve at night, shpll she be fourteen. 
Susan and she were of an age, — but Susan’s dead ; 
She was too good for me ; But as I said, 

On Lammas-eve at night shall she be fourteen ; 
That shall she, marry ; I remember it well. 

’I’is since the earthquake now eleven years ; 

And she was wean’d, — I never shall forget it, — 
Of all the days in the year, upon that day : 

For I had then laid wormwood to my teat. 

Sitting in the sun under the dove-house wall. 

My lord and you were then at Mantua; — 

Nay, I do bear a brain % — i^but, as I said, 

When it did taste the wormwood on the nipple 
And felt it bitter, O the pretty fool I 
To see it tetchy, and fall out with the teat. 

Shake, quoth the dove-house: ’twas no need, I trow, 
To bid me trudge. 

And since that time it is eleven years: 

For then she could stand alone ; nay, by the rood S 
She could have run and waddled all about. 

For even the day before, she broke her brow. 

La. Cap. Enough of this ; I pray thee, hold thy 
peace. 

Jul. And hold thy peace, I pray thee nurse, say I. 
Nurse. Peace, 1 have done. Heaven mark thee 
to its grace ! 

Thou wast the prettiest babe that e’er I nurs’d : 

An I might live to see thee married once, 

I have my wish. a 

La. Cap. Marry, that marry is the very theme 

9 Weigh’d, * Scarcely, hardly. * To my sorrow, 

3 e. I have a perfect remembrance or necoUectloD, 

* The erosh 
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I came to talk of : — Tell me, (laughter Juliet, 
How stands your disposition to be married ? 

Jul, It is an honour that I dream not of. 
iVttrse. An honour ! were not 1 thine only nurse, 
I’d say, thou hadst suck’d wisdom from thy teat. 
La, Cap, Welly tliink of marriage now ; younger 
than you, 

Here in Verona, ladies of esteem, 

Are made already mothers : by my count, 

I was your mother much upon these years 
That you are now a maid. Thus then, in brief : — 
The valiant Paris seeks you for his love. 

Nurse,* A man, young lady l^lady, such a man. 
As all the world — Why, lie’s a man of wax. ^ 

La, Cap, Verona’s summer hath not such a flower. 
Nurse, Nay, he’s a flower; in faith, a very flower. 
La, Cap, What say you ? can you love the gen- 
tleman ? 

This night you shall behold him at our feast : 

Read o'er the volume of young Paris’ face, 

And find delight writ there with beauty’s pen ; \\ 
Examine every married lineament, ^ 

And see how one ffnother lends content : ^ 

And what obscur’d in tliis fair volume lies. 

Find written in the margin of his eyes. ® 

This precious book of love, this unbound lover. 

To beautify him only lacks a cover ; 

The fish lives in the sea 7 ; and ’tis much pride, 

For fair without the fair within to hide : 

That book in many’s eyes doth share the glory, 
That in gold clasps locks in the golden story ; 

So shall you share all that he doth possess. 

By having him, making yourself no less. — 

Speak briefly, can you Uke of Paris’ love ? 

Jui, I’ll look to like, if looking liking move : 
But no more deep will I endart mine eye, 

Than your consent gives strength to mike it fly. 

Enter a Servant. 

flerv, MadamJ the guests are come, supper served 
up, you called, my young lady asked for, the nurse 
cursed in the pantry, and every thing in extremity. 
I must hence to wait ; I beseech you, follow 
straight. 

La, Cap, We follow* thee.*-- Juliet, the county 
stays. [Exeunt. 

SCENE l\. ^ ji Street, 

Enter Romko, Mercutio, Benvolio, uith five or six 
Maskersy TJtch-bearerst and otiters, 

Rom, What, shall this speech be spoke for our 
excuse ? 

Or shall we on without apology ? 

Ben. The date is out of such prolixity : 

We’ll have no Cupid hood-wiiik’d with a scarf. 
Bearing a Tartar’s painted bow of lath, 

Scaring the ladies like a crow-keeper 8 ; 

Nor no without-book prologue, faintly spoke 
After the prompter, for our entrance ; 

But, let them measure us by what they will, 

We’ll measure them a measure 9 , and be gone. 

Rom, Give me a torch ^ — I am not for this ambling; 
Being but heavy, I will bear the light. 

* Well made, as if he had been modelled in wax. 

8 The comments on ancient books were always printed in 
the margin. 

7 t a Is not yet catight, whose skin was wanted to bind him. 
^ A Vare.cruw, a figure made up to brighten crows. 

, * A dance. 

> A torch-bearer was a constant appendage to every troop 
Of maskeri 


Mer. Nay, gentle Romeo, we must liave you dance. 
Rom. Not I, lielieve me : you have dancing shoes, 
With nimble soles : 1 have a soul of lead, 

So stakes me to the ground, I cannot move. 

Mer, You are a lover ; borrow Cupid’s wings, 
And soar with them above a common bound. 

Rom. I am too sore enpierced with his shafl; 

To soar with his light feathers ; and so bound, 

I cannot bound a pitch above dull woe : 

Under loye’ij faeayy burden do I sinjj^, • 

i^T.'And,to sink in it, sliould'you burden love; 
Too great oppression for a tender thing. 

Rom, Is love a tender thing ? it is too rough. 
Mer. If love be rough with you, be rough with love ; 
Give me a case to put my visage in ; 

[Putting on a Meisk, 
A visor for a visor ! — what care I, 

What curious eye dotli quote * deformities ? 

Here are the beetle brows, shall blush for me. 

Peru Come, knock, and enter ; and no sooner in. 
But every man betake him to his legs. 

Rom, A torch for me ; let wantons, light of heart, 
Tickle the senseless rushes 3 with their heels ; 

For 1 am proverb’d with a grandsirc phrase, — - 
I’ll be a candle-holder, and look on, — 

The game was ne’er so fair, and I am done. 

Mer. Tut ! dun’s the mouse, the constable’s own 
word : 

If thou art dun, we’ll draw thee from the mire 
Of this (save reverence) love, wherein thou stick’st 
Up to the ears. — Come, we burn day-light, ho. 
Rom. Nay, that’s not so. 

Mer. I mean, sir, in delay. 

We waste our lights in vain, like lamps by day. 
Take our good meaning : for our judgment sits 
Five times in that, ere once in our five wits. 

Rom, And we mean well, in going to this mask ; 
But ’tis no wit to go. 

Mer. Wliy, may one ask ? 

Rtrm. I dreamt a dream to-night. 

Mer, And so did I. 


Rom. Well, what was yours ? 

Mer, That dreamers often lie. 

Rom, In bed, asleep, while tliey do dream things 
true. 

Jlfer.Ojthen, I see, quceqMab hath been with you. 
She is die fairies* midwife ; and she comes 
In shape no bigger than an agate-stone 
On the fore-finger of an alderman, 

Drawn with a team of little atomies ^ 

Athwart men’s noses as they lie asleep ; 

Her waggon-spokes made of long spinners’ legs ; 
The cover, of the wings of grasshoppers ; 

The traces, of the smallest spider’s web ; 

The collars, of the moonshine’s watery beams : 

Her whip, of cricket’s bone : the lash, of film ; 

Her waggoner, a small grey-coated gnat, 

Not half so big as a round little worm 
Prick’d from die lazy finger of a maid ; 

Her chariot is an empty hazel-nut. 

Made by the joiner squirrel, or old grub, 

Time out of mind the fairies* coach-makers. 

And in this state she gallops night by night 
Through lovers* brains, and then diey dream of love : 
On courtiers' k nees, that dream on court’sies straight S 
O’er lawyers* fingers, who straight dream on fees ; I 
O’er ladies* lipvS, who straight on kisses dream ; | 

i 

* Observe. 

3 It wiis anciently the custom to strew rooms with rui^cs. 

* Atoms. 
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Which oft Uie angry Mab with blisters plagues, 
Because their breath with sweet-meats tainted are. 
Sometime she gallops o^er a courticr^s nose, 

And then dreams be of smelling out a suit ^ : 

And sometimes comes she with a tithe-pig*s tail, 
Tickling a parson’s nose as *a lies asleep. 

Then dreams be of another benefice : 

Sometime she driveth o’er a soldier’s neck, 

And then dreams he of cutting foreign throats, 

Of breaches, ambuscadoes, Spanish blades, 

Of healths five fathom deep ; and then anon 
Drums in his ear ; at which he starts, and wakes ; 
And, being thus frighted, swears a prayer or two, 
And sleeps again. This is that very Mab. 

This, tliis is she — 

Rom, Peace, peace, Mercutio, peace ; 

Tliou talk’s! of notliing. 

Mer, True, I talk of dreams ; 

Which are the children of an idle brain, 

Begot of notiling but vain fantasy ; 

Which is as thin of substance as the air ; 

And more inconstant than the wind, who w ooes 
Even now the frozen bosom of the north, 

And, bemg anger’d, puff’s away from thence, 
Turning tiis face to the dew-dropping south. 

Ren, This wind you talk of, blows us from our- 
selves ; 

Supper is done, and we shall come too late. 

Rom. 1 fear, too early : for my mind misgives, 
Some consequence, yet hanging in the stars, 

Shall bitterly begin his fearful date 

With this night’s revels ; and expire the terra 

Of a despised life, clos’d in my breast, 

By some vile forfeit of untimely death : 

But He, that hath the steerage of my course. 

Direct my sail ! — On, gentlemen. 

Ren, Strike, drum. [Exeunt. 

SCENE V. — A HuU in Capulet's House. 

Musicia?is waiting. Enter Servants. 

1 Serv. Where’s Potpan, tliat he helps not to take 
away ? he shift a trencher ! he scrape a trencher ! 

2 Serv. When good manners shall lie all in one 

or two men’s hands, and they unw'ashed too, ’tis a 
foul thing. • 

1 Serv. Away with ttie joint stools, remove the 
court-cupboard ^ look to the plate : — good thou, 
save me a piece of march-pane 7; and, as thou lovest 
me, let the porter let in Susan and Nell. — Antony ! 
and Potpan ! 

2 Serv. Ay, boy ; ready. 

1 Serv. You are looked for, and called for, asked 
for, and sought for, in tlie great chamber. 

2 Serv. We cannot be here and there too. 

Cheerly, boys; be brisk a while, and the longer 
liver take all. [ They retire behind. 

Enter Capulet, ^c. wUh the Guests and the Maskers, 

Cap, Gentlemen, welcome! ladies, that have their 
toes 

Unplagu’d with corns, will have a bout with you ; 

Ah ha, my mistresses ! which of you all 
Will now deny to dance? she that makes dainty, she 
I’ll swear, hath corns; Am I come near you now? 
You are welcome, gentlemen ! I have seen the day, 
That I have worn a visor ; and could tell 
* A place In court 

JJ A sideboard on which the plate was placed. 

•7 Almond cake. 


A whispering tale in a fair lady’s ear, 

Such as would please ; — ’tis gone, ’tis gone, *tis gone ; 
You are welcome, gentlemen!— -Come, musicians, 

A hall I a hall ! & give room, and foot it girls. 

[Mustek plays, and they dance. 
More light, ye knaves ; and turn the tables up, 
And quench the fire, the room is grown too hot. — 
Ah, sirrali, this unlook’d-for sport comes welL 
Nay, sit, nay, sit, good cou^n Capulet ; 

For you mi, 1 arc past jpur dancing daj^^: 

How long is^t now, since lasrybttrsi^ and I 
Were in a mask ? • 

2 Cap. ^By’r lady, thirty years. 

1 Cap, What, man ! ’tis not so much, ’ds not so 

much ; 

’Tis since the nuptial of Lucentio, 

Come Pentecost as quickly as it will, 

Some five and twenty years ; and then we mask’d. 

2 Cap. *Tis more, *ds more : his son is elder, sir; 
His sou is thirty. 

1 Cap. Will you tell me that ? 

His sun was but a ward two ye^s ago. 

Rom. Wliat lady’s tliat which doth enrich the hand 
Of yonder knight ? 

Sen>. I know not, sir. 

Rom. O, she doth teach the torches to burn bright! 
Her beauty hangs upon the cheek of night I 
Like a rich jewel in an Ethiop’s car : / 

Beauty too rich for use, for earth too dear ! S 
So shows a snowy dove trooping with crows, ) 
As yonder lady o’er her fellows shows, 

The measure ^ done, I’ll watcli her place of stand, 
And, toucliing hers, make happy my rude hand. 
Did my heart love till now? forswear it, sigljt ! 

For I ne’er saw true beauty till this night. 

Ty6.This, by his voice, sliould be s. Montague : — 
Fetch me my rapier, boy ; —What ! dares the slave 
Come hither, cover’d with an antick face, 

To fleer and scorn at our solemnity ? 

Now, by tlie stock and honour of my kin, 

To strike him dead I hold it not a sin. 

1 Cap. Why, how now, kinsman ? wherefore storm 
you so? 

Tyb. Uncle, this is a Montague, our foe ; 

A villain, that is hither come in spite, 

To scorn at our solemnity this night. 

1 Cap. Young Romeo is’t ? 

7"yb. ’Tis he, that villain Romeo. 

1 Cap. Content thee, gentl«Lcoz, let him alone, 
He bears him like a portly gentleman ; 

And, to say truth, Verona brags of him, 

To be a virtuous and well-govern’d youth : 

1 would not for the wealth of all this town. 

Here in m^house, do him disparagement : 
Therefore be patient, take no note of him. 

It is my will ; the which if thou respect, 

Show a fair presence, and put off these frowns. 

An ill-beseeming semblance for a feast. 

Tyb. It fits, when such a villain is a guest ; 

I’ll not endure him. 

1 Cap. He shall be endur’d ; 

What, goodman boy ! — 1 say, he shall;— Go toj — 
Am I the master here, or you ? go to. 

You’ll make a mutiny among my guests ! 

You will set a cock-a-hoop ! you’ll be the man ! 
7^b. Why, uncle, ’tis a shame. 

1 Cap. Go to, go to, 

You are a saucy boy : — Is’t so indeed ? — 

* i e. Make room. » Ihe dance. 
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Act II. Scene I. 

This trick may chance to scath' you; — I know what. 
You mu.9t contr&ry me ! marry, 'tis time — 

Well said, my hearts : — You are a princox go : — 
Be qpiet, or — Mdre light, more light, for shame !— 
I’ll make you quiet ; What ! — Cheerly, my hearts. 

Tyh, Patience perforce with wilful choler meeting, 
Makes my flesh tremble in their different greeting. 

I will withdraw : but this intrusion shall, 

Now seeming sweet, convert to bitter gall. [Exit, 
Horn, If I profane with my unworthy hand 

[To JuUET. 

This holy shrine, the gentle fine is this, •— 

My lips, #wo blushing pilgrims, ready stand 

To smooth that rough touclf with a tender kiss. 
Jtd, Good pilgrim, you do wrong your hand too 
much, 

Wliich mannerly devotion shows in this ; 

For saints have hands that pilgrims' hands do touch, 
And palm to palm is holy palmers’ kiss. 

Bom. Have not saints Ups, and holy palmers too? 
Jut, Ay, pilgrim, lips, that they must use in prayer. 
Rom, O then, dear saint, let lips do what hands do; 
They pray, grant thou, lest faith turn to despair. 
Jvi, Saints do not move, though grant for prayers’ 
sake. 

Bom. Then move not, while my prayer’s effect I 
take. 

Thus from my Ups, by yours, my sin is purg’d. 

[Eissing her, 

JtU, Then have my lips the sin that they have took. 
Rom. Sin from my lips? O trespass sweetly urg’d ! 
Give me my sin again. 

Jul, You kiss by tlie book. 

Nurse. Madam, your mother craves a word with 
you. 

Bom. What is her mother ? 

Nurse. • Marry, bachelor. 

Her mother is the lady of tlie house, 

And a good lady, and a wise, and virtuous ; 

I nurs’d her dadjghter, that you talk’d withal ; 

I tell you, — he, that can lay hold of her, 

Shall have the cliinks. 

Rom. Is she a Capulet? 

O dear account ! my life is my foe’s debt. 

Ren. Away, begone ; the sport is at the best. 


Rom. Ay, so I fear ; the more is my unrest. 

1 Cap. Nay, gentlemen, prepare not to be gone ; 
We have a trifling fooUsh banquet towards. — 

Is it e’en so ? Why, then I thank you all ; 

I thank you, honest gentlemen ; good night ; — 
More torches here ! — Come on, then let’s to bed. 
Ah, sirrah, [To 2 Cap.] by my fay it waxes late ; 
I’ll to my rest. [Exeunt all buM Julijct and Nurse. 
Jul. Come hither, nurse : What is yon gentleman? 
Nurse, The son and heir of old Tiberio. • 
Jul. What’s he, that now is going out of door ? 
Nurse. Marry, that, I think, be young Petruchio. 
Jul. What’s he, that follows there, that would 
not dance ? 

Nurse. I know not. 

Jul. Go, ask his name : — if he be married, 

My grave is like to be my wedding bed. 

Nurse. His name is Romeo, and a Montague ; 
The only son of your great enemy. 

Jul. My only love sprung from my only hate ! 
Too early seen unknown, and known too late ! 
Prodigious birth of love it is to me, 

That 1 must love a loathed enemy. 

Nurse, What’s this ? what’s this ? 

JuL A rhyme I learn’d even row 

Of one I danc’d withal. [One calls within, Juliet 1 
Nurse. Anon, anon : — 

Come, let’s away ; the strangers all are gone. 

[Exeunt, 

Enter Chorus. 

Now old desire doth in his death-bed lie, 

And young affection gapes to be his heir ; 

That fair, which love groan’d for, and would die, 
With tender Juliet match’d is now not fair. 

Now Romeo is belov’d and loves again. 

Alike bewitched by the charm of looks ; 

But to his foe suppos’d he must complain, 

And she steal love’s sweet bait from fearful hooks ; 
Being held a foe, he may not have access 

To breathe such vows as lovers use to swear ; 
And she as much in love, her means much less 
To meet her new-beloved any where : 

But passion lends them power, time means to meet, 
Temp’ring extremities with extreme sweet. [Exit, 


ACT 11. 


SCBNE l.-^An open Place, adjoining Capulet’s 
Garden. 

Enter Romeo. , 

Rom. Can I go forward when my Hbart is here ? 
Turn back, dull earth, and find thy centre out. 

[He climbs the Wall, and leaps down within U, 

Enter Benvolio and Mekcutio. 

Ren, Romeo ! my cousin Romeo ! 

Mer. He is wise ; 

And, on my life, hath stolen him home to bed. 

Ren, He ran this way, and leap’d this orchard wall : 
Call, good Mercutio. 

Mer, Nay, I’ll conjure too — 

Romeo ! humours ! madman ! passion 1 lover ! 
Appaar thou in the likeness of a sigh, 

Sp^ but one rhyme, and I am satisfied; 

» Do you an injury. ® A coxcomb. 


Cry but — Ah me ! couple but — love and dove ; 
Speak to my gossip Venus one fair word, 

One nick-name for her purblind son and heir, 
Young Adam Cupid, he tliat shot so trim. 

When king Cophetua lov’d the beggar-maid.^ — 
He hearcth not, stirreth not, he moveth not ; 

The ape ^ is dead, and I must conjure liim. — 

I conjure thee by Rosaline’s bright eyes. 

By her high forehead, and her scarlet lip, 

That in thy likeness thou appear to us. 

Ren, An if he hear thee, Uiou wilt auger him. 

Mer, This cannot anger him ; my invocation 
Is fair and honest, and, in his mistress* name, 

I conjure only but to raise up him. 

Ren. Come, he hath hid himself among those treei^ 

3 Faith. 

* Alluding to the old ballad of the king and the beggar. 

» Thii phrase in Shakspeare’s time was used as an expression 
of tenderness. 

3 G 4 
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To be contorted with the humorous^ night: | Jul, What man art thou, tliat, thus besoreen’d in 

Blind is his love, and best befits the dork night, 


Mer* If love be blind, love cannot hit the mark. 
Romeo, good night; — I’ll to my truckle bed; 

This field-bed is too cold for me to sleep : 

Come, shall we go? 

jBen» Go, then ; for ’tis in vain 

To seek him here, that means not to be found. 

[JSxeunt. 

SCENE II. — Capulet’s Garden. 

Enter Romeo. 

Ro»i. He wsts at scars, that never a wound. — 
" '^JiTliet appears aibovc^ at a fVii^w. 
But, soft! what light through yonder window breaks ! 
It IS the east, and Juliet is the sun ! — 

Arise, fair sun, and kill the envious moon. 

Who is already sick and pale with grief. 

That thou her maid art far more fair than she : 

Be not her maid, since she is envious ; 

Her vestal livery is but sick and green, 

And none but fools do wear it ; cast it off. — 

It is my kidy ; O, it is my love ; 

O, that she knew she were ! — 

She speaks, yet she says nothing : What of that ? 
Her eye discour^ics, I will answer it. — 

I am too bold, ’tis not to me she speaks : 

Two of the fairest stars in all the heaven. 

Having some business, do entreat her eyes 
To twinkle in their spheres till they return. 

What if her eyes were tlicre, they in her head ? 

The brightness of her cheek would shame those stars. 
As daylight doth a lamp ; her eye in heaven 
Would through the airy region stream so bright, 
That birds would sing, and think it were not night. 
See, how slic leans her check upon her hand ! 

6, that I were a glove upon that hand, 

That I might touch that cheek I 
Jut. All me ! 

Ram. Slie speaks : — 

O, speak again, bright angel ! for thou art 
As glorious to thi.s night, being o’er my head. 

As is a winged messenger of heaven 
Unto the wliite-upturnud wond’ring eyes 
Of mortals, tiiat foil back to gaze on him, 

When he bestrides the lazy-pacing clouds, 

And sails upon the bosom of the air. 

Jul. O Romeo, Romeo I wherefore art tliou Romeo? 
Deny thy father, and refuse tliy name : 

Or, if thgu wilt not, be but sworn my love. 

And I’ll no longer be a Capulet. 

Rom. Sliall I hear more, or sliall I speak at this? 

{^AsUk. 

Jhd. *Tis but thy name, that is my enemy ; — 
Thou art thyself, though not a Montague. 

What’s Montague? it is nor hai^, nor foot. 

Nor arm, nor face, nor any other part 
Belonging to a man. O, be some other name ! 
►What’s in a name? that which we call a rose, 

' By any other name would smell as sweet ; 

So Romeo would, were he not Romeo call’d, 
Retain that dear perfection which he owes 7, 
Witliout that title : — Romeo, doff‘8 thy name ; 
And for that name which is no part of thee, 

Take all myself. 

Rom. I take tliee at thy word : 

Call me but love, and I’ll be new baptiz'd ; 
Henceforth I never will be Romeo. 

^ Humid, moist. 7 Owns, potsosses. ^ Do off, put off. 


So stumblest on my counsel ? ^ 

Ronu By a name 

I know not how to tell thee who I am : 

My name, dear saint, is hateful to myself, 

Be(.*ause it is an enemy to thee ; 

Had I it written, I would tear the word. 

Jul. My ears have not yet drunk a hundred words 
Of that tongue’s utterance, yet I know the sound ; 
Art thou not Romeo, and a Montague ? 

Rom. Neither, fair saint, if either thee dislike. 
Jul. How cam’s^hou hither, tell me ? abd where- 
fore? 

Tiic orchard walls are high, and liard to climb ; 

And the place death, considering who thou art, 

If any of my kinsmen find thee here. 

Rom. With love’s light wings did I o’er-perch 
these walls ; 

For stony limits cannot hold love 

And'' what love can AoTtm aresT^e 'attempt. 

Therefore tliy kinsmen are no let*> to me. 

Jul. If they do see thee, ihey^will murder tliee. 
Ro7h. Alack ! there lies more peril in thine eye, 
Than twenty of their swords ; look thou but sweet, 
And I am proof against their enmity. ^ 

Jul. I would not lor tlie world they saw thee here. 
Rom. I have night’s cloak to hide me from their 
sight; 

And, but I thou love me, let them find me here : 

My life were better ended by their hate. 

Than death prorogued, wanting of thy love. 

Jul. By whose direction found’st thou out tins 
place ? 

Rom. By love, who first did prompt me to inquire ; 
He lent me counsel, and 1 lent him(eycs. 

I am no pilot ; yet wert thou as far 

As that vast shore wash’d with the furtfiest sea, 

I would adventure for such merchandise. 

Jul. TIiou know’st the mask of night is on my face ; 
Else would a maiden blush bepaint my cheek, 

For that wiiich thou hast heard me speak to-night. 
Fain would I dwell on form, fain, fain, deny 
What 1 have spoke : But farewell compliment ! 
Dost thou love me ? I know thou wilt say — Ay ; 
And I will take thy word ; yet if thou swear’st, 
Thou may’st prove false ; at lover s* i^ijurieS | . 

They say, Jqy^Jaughs. ^ O," gentleRomeb, 

If thou dost love, pronounce it faitlifully : 

Or, if thou think’st I am too (pickly won, " 

I’ll frown, and be perverse, and say thee nay, 

So thou wilt woo ; but else, not for the world. 

In truth, fair Montague, I am too fond ; 

And tlierefore thou mayst think my ’haviour light : 
But trust me, gentleman, I’ll prove more true 
Than those that have more cunning to be strange. ^ 
I should have been more strange, I must confess, 
But that thou over-heard’st, ere I wa.s ’ware, 

My true love’s passion ; therefore, pardon me ; 

And not impute this yielding to light love, 

Which the dark night hath so discovered. 

RoTn. Lady, by yonder bleased moon I s» 

That tips with silver all these fruit-tree tops,.i- 
Jul. O, swear not by the moon, the inconstant 
moon 

That monthly changes in her circled orb, 

Lest tliot thy love prove likewise variable* 

Rom. What sliall 1 swear by ? 

Jul. Do not swear at all ; 

^ Uinderonce, ^ UnlcM. > Sky 



SOEMB IL 


825 


ROMEO AND JULIET. 


Or, if thou wilt, swear by thy gracious self, j 

Which is the god of my idolatry, 

And 1*11 believe thee. j 

Rom* If my heart’s dear love — j 

Jvl* Well, do not swear : although 1 joy in tliee, 
I have no joy of this contract to-night : 

It is too rash, too unadvis’d, too sudden ; 
i Too like the lightning, which doth cease to be, 
tire one can say — It lightens. Sweet, good night ! 
Tills bud of love, by summer’s ripening breath, 

May prove a beauteous flower when next we meet. 
Co^ night, good night ! as sweet repose and rest 
Come to diy heart, as that withipi my breast ! 

Rom* O, wilt thou leave me so unsatisfied ? 

Jul* What satisfaction canst thou have to-night ? 
Rom* The exchange of thy love’s faithful vow for 
mine. 

JmZ. I gave thee mine before thou didst request it ; 
And yet I would it were to give again. 

Rom* Wouldst tliou withdraw it ? for what pur- 
pose, love ? 

Jul* But to be frank, and give it thee again. 

And yet I wish but for the thing I have : 

My bounty is as boundless as the sea, 

My love as deep ; the more I give to thee. 

The more I have, for both are infinite. 

[^Nurse calls mtkiu. 

I hear some noise within ; Dear love, adieu ! 

Anon, good nurse ! — Sweet Montague, be true. 
Stay but a little, I will come again. [JExit. 

Rom* O blessed, blessed night ! I am afeard. 
Being in night, all this is but a dream, 

I Too flattering-sweet to be substantial. 

Ro'-enter J uliet, above* 

Jul* Three i|^rds, dear Romeo, and good night, 
indfed. 

If that thy bimf ^ of love be honourable. 

Thy purpos^naviage, send me word to-morrow, 
By one that I’ll procure to come to thee, 

Where, and what time, thou wilt perform the rite ; 
And all my fortunes at thy foot I’ll lay, 

And follow thee, my lord, throughout the world : — 
Nurse* Madam. 

JuL 1 come, anon : — > But if tliou mcan’st not 
well, 

I do beseech thee,— 

Nurse* [Within*] Madam. 

Jul* By and by, I come : — 

To cease thy Suit, anlA leave me to my grief : 
To-morrow will I send. 

Rom* So thrive my soul, — 

Jul* A thousand times good night ! [Exit* 
Rom* A thousand times the worse, to want thy 
light. — 

Love goes toward love, as school-boys from their 
books ; 

But love from love, toward school with heavy looks. 

1 [Retiring slowly* 

Re^Ucr Juliet, above* 

Jut. Hist! Romeo, hist! — O, for a falconer’s 
voice, * 

To lure this tassel-gentle * back again i 
Bondage is hoarse, and may not speak aloud ; 

Else would I tear the cave where echo lies, 

And Hiake her airy tongue more hoarse than mine 
With repetition of my Romeo’s name. 

3 InclittBtion. 

* The tdfcel is the male hawk, the falcon the female. 


Rom. It is my soul, that calls upon my name : 
How silver sweet sound lovers’ tongues by night, 
Like softest musick to attending ears I 
Jul* Romeo I 
R(m. My sweet ! 

Jul* At what o’clock to-morrow 

Shall I send to thee ! 

Rom* At the hour of nine. 

Jut* I will not fail ; ’tis twenty years till theii^ 

I have forgot why I did call thee back. 

Rom* Let me stand here till thou remember it. 
Jul* 1 shall forget, to have thee still stand there, 
Rememb’ring how I love thy company. 

Rom* And I’ll still stay, to have thee still forget, 
Forgetting any other home hut this. 

Jul* ’Tis almost morning, I would have thee gone : 
And yet no further than a wanton’s bird ; 

Who lets it hop a little from her hand. 

Like a poor prisoner in his twisted gyves ^ 

And with a silk thread plucks it back again, 

So loving-jealous of his libeiiv. 

Rom* 1 would, I were Ihy bird. 

Jul* Sweet, so would I 

Yet I should kill thee with much cherishing. 

Good night, good niglit ! parting is such sweet 

sorrpw, . ' 

That I shall say — good night, till it be morrow. 

[Exit* 

Rom* Sleep dwell upon thine eyes, peace in thy 
breast I — 

’Would I were sleep and peace, so sweet to rest 1 
Hence will I to my ghostly father’s cell ; 

His help to crave, and my dear hap ^ to tell. [Exif. 

SCENE III. — Friar Laurence’* Cell* 

Enter Friar. Laurence, with a Basket* 

Fri* The grey-ey’d morn smiles on the frowning 
night, 

Checkering the eastern clouds with streaks of liglit ; 
And flecked 7 darkness like a diunkard reels 
From forth day’s path-way,made by Titan’s wheels : 
Now ere the sun advance his burning eye, 

The day to cheer, and night’s dank to dry, 

I must fill up this osier cage of ours, 

With baleful weeds, and pftcious-juiced flowers. 
The earth, that’s nature’s mother, is her tomb ; 
What is her burying grave, that is her womb ; 

And from her womb children of divers kind 
We sucking on her natural bosom find ; 

Many for many virtues excellent, 

None but for some, and yet all difFeront. 

O, mickle is the powerful grace, that lies 
In herbs, plants, stones, and their true qualities : 
For nought so .vile that on the earth doth live, 

But to the earth some special good dotli give ; 

Nor aught so good, but, strain’d from tliat fair use, 
Revolts from true birth, stumbling on abuse : 
Virtue itself turns vice, being misapplied ; 

And vice sometime *s by action dignified. 

Within tlie infant rind of tliis small flower 
Poison hath residence, and med’eine power : 

For this, being smelt, with that part cheers each part ; 
Being tasted, slays all senses with the heart. 

Two such opposed foes encamp them still 
In man as well as herbs, grace, and rude will ; 

And where the worser is predominant, 

Full soon the canker death eats up that plant. 

! 9 Fetters. ® Chance, fortune, 

I 7 spotted, streaked. ® The sun. 
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EiUer Homed. 

Rom» Good morrow, father ! 

Fru Benedkite / 

What early tongue bo sweet saluteth me ? 

Young son, it argues a distemper’d head, 

So soon to bid good morrow to thy bed : 

Care keeps his watch in every old man’s eye, 

Aj^d where care Jlodjps,al«eii^will never. Iig; . 

But wliere un^^ wit?rtihstuff”(l brain 

Doth couch his limbs, there golden sleep dotli reign ; 
’rherefore thy earliness doth me assure, 

Thou art up-rous’d by some distemp’rature ; 

Or if not so, then here I hit it right — 

Our Romeo hath not been in bed to-night. 

Bom* That last is true. 

FrL Wast thou with Rosaline ? 

Rom* With Rosaline, my ghostly father ? no ; 

I have forgot that name, and that name’s woe. 

Fri* That’s my good son ; But where hast thou 
been then? 

Rtm* I’ll tell thee, ere thou ask it me again. 

1 have been feasting with mine enemy ; 

Where, on a sudden, one hath wounded me, 

That’s by me wounded ; both our remedies 
Within thy help and holy physick lies : 

I bear no hatred, blessed man : for, lo, 

My intercession likewise steads my foe. 

Fru Be plain, good son, and homely in thy drift ; 
Riddling confession finds but riddling shrift. 

Rom. Then plainly know, my heart’s dear love is set 
On the fair daughter of rich Capulet : 

As mine on hers, so hers is set on mine ; I 

And all combin’d, save what thou must combine | 
By holy marriage : When, and where, and how, 
We met, we woo’d, and made exchange of vow, 

I’ll tell tliee as we pass ; but this 1 pray. 

That thou consent to marry us this day. 

Fri. Holy saint Francis ! what a change is here ? 
Is Rosaline, whom thou didst love so dear. 

So soon forsaken ? young men’s love then ligs 
Not truly in their heartsTJurm their ,eycj^ 
fOf Romedi what a deal df Bbfl^dw’s brine 
[Hath wash’d thy sallow cheeks for Rosaline! 

^ How much salt water thrown away in waste, 

‘To season love, that of k doth not taste ! 

The sun not yet thy sighs from heaven clears, 

Thy old groans ring yet in my ancient ears ; 

Lo, here upon thy cheek the stain doth sit 
Of an old tear that is not wash’d off yet : 

If e’er thou wast thyself, and these woes thine. 

Thou and these woes were all for Rosaline ; 

And art thou chang’d? pronounce this sentence 
then — 

Women may fall, when thcr§!ajio strgjjig'th in r nffl . 
J5om."“'Tlwyu (flfiiTst me oft for loving itosatme. 
Fri. For doting, not for loving, pupil mine. 
Rom* And bad’st me bury love. 

Fri. Not in a grave, 

To lay one in, another out to have. 

Rom* I pray thee, chide not . she, whom I love 
now, 

Doth grace for grace, and love for love allow j 
The other did not so. 

Fri. O, she knew well. 

Thy love did read by rote, and could not spell. 

But come, young waverer, come go with me, 

In one respect I’ll thy assistant be ; 

For tliU alliance may so happy prove, 

To turn your households’ rancour to pure love. 


Act II. 

Rom. O let us hence ; I stand on sudden haste. 

Fru Wisely, and slow ; they stumble, that run 
fast. [Bxeunt* 

SCE^E IV* -*** A Street. 

Enter Benvolio and Meecutio. 

Mer. Where should this Romeo be ? 

Came he not home to-night ? 

Ben. Not to his father’s ; I spoke with his man. 

Mer, Ah, that same pale hard-hearted wench, 
that Rosaline, 

Torments him so, that he will sure run xliad. 

Ben. Tybalt, the kinsman of old Capulet, 

Hath sent a letter to his father’s house. 

Mer. A challenge, on my life. 

Ben. Romeo will answer it. 

Mer, Any man, that can write, may answer a 
letter. 

Ben. Nay, he will answer the letter’s master, how 
he dares, being dared. 

Mer. Alas, poor Romeo, he is already dead! 
stabbed with a white girl’s black^eye ! shot thorough 
the ear with a love-song ; the very pin of his heart 
cleft with the blind bow-boy’s butt-shaft 9 ; And is 
he a man to encounter Tybalt ? 

Ben. Why, what is Tybalt ? 

Mer. More than prince of cats *, I can tell you. 
O, he is the courageous captain of compliments. 
He fights as you sing, keeps time, distance, and 
proportion ; rests me his minim rest one, two, and 
the tliird in your bosom : the very butcher of a silk 
button, a duellist, a duellist ; a gentleman of the 
very first house, — of the first and secopd cause ; 
Ah, the immortal passado ! the punto reverso ! the 
hay ! ^ 

Ben, The wliat? 

Mer. The plague of such antick, lisping, affecting 
fantasticoes j these new tuners of ^accents ! — Why, 
is not this a lamentable thing, grandsire, that we 
should be llius afflicted with tliese strange flies, 
these fashion-mongers, these pardnnn£%-moy$t who 
stand so much on the new form, tliat they cannot 
sit at ease on the old bench ? O, their 6om, their 
bans / 

Enter Romeo. 

Ben, Here comes Romeo, here comes Romeo. 

Mer, Without his roe, like a dried herring : — O 
flesh, flesh, how art thou iishiAed ! — Now is he for 
the numbers that Petrarch flowed in ; Laura, to his 
lady, was but a kitchen-wench ; — marry, she had 
a better love to be-rhyme her: Dido, a dowdy; 
Cleopatra, a gipsy ; I’hisb^, a grey eye or so, but 

not to the purpose Signior Romeo, bon Jour i 

there’s a French salutation to your French slop. * 
You gave us the counterfeit fairly last night. 

Rom. Good morrow to you both. What coun- 
terfeit did I give you ? 

Afer. The slip, sir, the slip^; Can you not con- 
ceive? 

Row. Pardon, good Mercutio, my business was 
great ; *ond, in such a case as mine, a man may 
strain courtesy. 

Mer. Nay, I am the very pink of courtesy. 

Rom. Pink for flower, 

* Arrow. ^ See the story of Reynard the fdJe. 

* Terms of the fencing -school. 

^ Trowsers or pantaloons, a French fashion in Shakspeare’s 
time. 

^ A pun on counterfeit money caUed slips. 
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Mfr, Right. 

Bom* Why, then is my pump ’ well flowered. 

Mer, Well said ; Follow me tliis jest now, till 
thou^hast worn out thy pump ; that, when the single 
sole of it is worn, the jest may remain after Sie 
wearing, solely singular. 

Bom, O single«8oled jest, solely singular for the 
singleness ! 

Mer, Come between us, good Benvolio ; my wits 
fail. 

Bom. Switch and spurs, switch and spurs ; or 
1*11 cry a match. 

Mer. Nay, if thy wits run the wild-goose chase, 
I have done ; for thou hast moriifof the wild-goose in 
one of thy wits, than, I am sure, I have in my whole 
five : Was I with you there for the goose ? 

Bom. Thou wast never with me for any thing, 
when thou wast not there for the goose. 

Mer, I will bite thee by the ear for that jest 

Bom. Nay, good goose, bite not. 

Mer. Thy wit is a very bitter-sweeting ® ; it is a 
most sharp sauce. 

Born, And is i» not well served in tp a sweet 
goose? 

Mer. O, here*s a wit of chcverel 7, that stretches 
from an inch narrow to an ell broad ! 

Bom. I stretch it out for that word — broad : 
which added to the goose, proves thee far and wdde 
a broad goose. 

Mer. Why, is not this better now than groaning 
for love ? now art thou sociable, now art thou Ro- 
meo ; now art thou wliat thou art, by art as well as 
by nature. 

Bom* Ilere*s goodly geer ! 

BTiter Nurse and I’eter. 

Mer. A sail, a sail, a sail ! 

Nurse. Peter! 

Pet* Anon? ^ 

Nurse, My fan, Peter. 

Mer, Pr’ytliee, do, good Peter, to hide her face ; 
for her fan’s the fairer of the two. 

Nurse. Good morrow, gentlemen. 

Mer. Good den fair gentlewoman. 

Nurse, Is it good den? 

Mer, ’Tis no less, I tell you ; for the hand of the 
dial is now upon the point of noon. 

Nurse. Gentlemen, can any of you tell me where 
I may find the young Itoinoo ? 

Bom. I can tell ybu ; but young Romeo will be 
older when you have found him, than he was when 
you sought him : I am the youngest of that name, 
for ’fault of a worse. 

Nurse. You say well. 

Mer. Yea, is the worse well ? very w-ell took, 
i’ faith ; wisely, wisely. 

Nurse, If you be he, sir, I desire some confi- 
dence witli you. 

Ben. She will indite him to some supper. 

Mer. Romeo, will you come to your father’s ? 
we’ll to dinner tliither. 

Bom* I will follow you. 

Mer. Farewell, ancient lady ; farewell, lady, lady, 
lady. [Eaxrunt Mehcutio ond Bekvolio. 

Nurse, Marry, farewell ! — 1 pray you, sir, what 
saucy merchant d was tliis, that was so full of his 
ropei^i? 

• Shoe. « An apple. 

7 Soft stretching leather. ” Good even. 

’ A term of diirespect, in contradistinction to gentleman. 


Bom. A gentleman, nurse, that loves to hear him- 
self talk ; and will speak more in a minute, than he 
will stand to in a month. 

Nurse. An ’a speak any thing against me, I’ll 
take him dowm an ’a were lustier tlian he is, and 
twenty such Jacks ; and if I cannot. I’ll find those 
tliat shall. — Pray you, sir, a word ; and, as I told 
you, my young lady bade me inquire you out; 
what she bade me say, I will keep to myself; but 
first Idt me tell ye, if ye should lead her into a fool’s 
paradise, as they say, it were a veiy gross kind of 
behaviour, as they say: for the gentlewoman is 
young: and, tlierefore, if you should deal double 
with her, truly, it were an ill thing to be offered to 
any gentlewoman, and very weak dealing. 

Bom. Nurse, commend me to thy lady and mis- 
tress, I protest unto thee, — 

Nurse, Good heart ! and, i’ faith, I will tell her 
as much : She will be a joyful woman. 

B(ym. What wilt thou tell her, nurse ? thou dost 
not mark me. 

Nurse. I will tell her, sir, — that you do protest ; 
which, as I take it, is a gentleman-like offer. 

Bom, Bid her devise some means come to 
shrift • 

This afternoon ; 

And there she shall at friar Laurence’ cell 
Be shriv’d, and married. Here is for thy pains. 

Nurse. No, truly, sir ; not a penny. 

Bom. Go to ; I say you shall. 

Nurse, This afternoon, sir; well, she shall be 
there, 

Rom. And stay, good nurse, behind the abbey- 
wall ; 

Within this hour my man shall be with thee ; 

And bring thee cords made like a tackled stair, 
Wliich to the high top-gallant - of my joy 
Must be my convoy in the secret night. 

Farewell ! — Be trusty, and I’ll quit ^ thy pains. 
Farewell! — Commend me to thy mistress. 

Nurse, Now', heaven bless tliee ! — - Hark you, sir. 

Bom. What say’st thou, my dear nurse? 

Nurse. Is your man secret? Did you ne’er hear 
say — 

Two may keep counsel, putting one away? 

Bom. I warrant thee ; nay man’s as true as steel. 

Nurse. Well, sir ; my mistress is the sw'cetest 
lady ; — when ’twas a little prating thing, — O, — 
there’s a nobleman in town, one Paris, that would 
fain lay knife aboard ; but she, good soul, had as 
lieve see a toad, a very toad, as see him. I anger 
her sometimes, and tell her that Paris is the pro- 
perer man ; but, I’ll w'arrant you, when I say so, 

[ she looks as pale as any clout in the varsal world. 
Doth not rosemary and Romeo begin botli with a 
letter? 

Rom. Ay, nurse ; What of that ? both with an R. 

Nurse. Ah, mocker! that’s the dog’s name, R. is 
for ti»e dog. No ; I know it begins with some 
other letter ; and she hath the prettiest sententious 
of it, of you and rosemary, that it would do you 
good to hear it. 

Rom. Commend me to thy lady. 

Nurse. Ay, a timusand times, — Peter ! 

Pet. Anon? 

Nurse. Peter, take my fan, and go before. 

[Exeunt* 

* Confession. 

a The highest extremity of the mast of a ship 
Requite. 
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SCENE V. — • Capulet’s Garden. 

Enter Juliet. 

Jul. The clock struck nine, when 1 did send the 
nurse ; 

In half an hour she promis'd to return. 

Perchance she cannot meet him : that’s not so. — 
O, she is lame ’ love’s should ^thoughts, 

Wlgch ten times faster gude {Kan the beams, 
Driving back shadows over low’ring lulls ; 

Therefore do nimblo-pinion’d doves draw love, 

And therefore hath the wind-swift Cupid wings. 
Now is the sun upon the highmost hill 
Of this day’s journey j and from nine till twelve 
Is three long hours, — yet she is not come. 

Had she aflections, and warm youthful blood, 

She’d be as swift in motion as a ball ; 

My words would bandy ^ her to my sweet love, 

And his to me . 

But old folks, many feign as they were dead ; 
Unwieldy, slow, heavy and pale as lead. 

Enter Nurse and Piter. 

O here sht comes • — O honey nurse, what news? 
Hast thou met with him ? Send thy m.in away. 
Nur^e. Peter, stay at the gate. [^11/ Peti r. 
Jul* Now, good sweet nurse, — why look’st thou 
sad ? 

Though news lie sad, yet tell them merrily ; 

If good, thou sham’st the rausick of sweet news 
By playing it to me with so sour a face. 

\ Nurse. I am weary, give me leave a while; — 

. Fye, how my bones ake ’ Wliat a jaunt have I had • 

^ Jul* 1 would, thou hadst my bones, and 1 thy 
news : 

Nay, come, I pray thee, speak ; — good, good nurse, 
speak. 

Nurse* What haste ? can you not slay a while ? 
Do you not see that I am out of breath ? 

Jul. How art thou out of breath, when thou hast 
breath 

/ To say to me — that thou art out of breath ? 

I The excuse that tliou dost make in this delay, 

' Is longer than the tale thou dost excuse. 

^ Is tliy news good, or bad ? answer to that ; 

Say either, and I’ll stay Hie circumstance : 

Let me be satisfied, Is’t good or bad ? 

Nurse. Well, you have made a simple choice ; 
you know not how to choose a mar : liomco ! no, 
not he ; though his face be better than any man’s, 
yet his leg excels all men’s ; and for a hand and a 
foot, they are past compare : He is not tlie flower 
of courtesy, but, I’ll warrant him as gentle as a 
lamb. What, have you dined at home ? 

Jul* No, no : But all tliis did 1 know before ; 
What says he of our marriage ? wliat of that? 

Nurse* O, how my head akes ! what a head have I ! 
It beats as it would fall in twenty pieces. 

My back o’ t’other side. — - O, my back, my back ! — 
B^rew your heart, for sending me about, 

To catch my death with jaunting up and down ! 

Jul* I’ faith, I am sorry that thou art not well : 
Sweet, sweet, sweet nurse, tdil me, what says my 
love? ^ 

Nurse* Your love says, like an honest gentleman, 
And a courteous, and a kind, and a handimme, 
And, I warrant, a virtuous ; — Where is yOur 
mother? 

* Drive her, at a ball struck with a bandy, 1 . e. a bat or 
batOedora 


Jul. Whore is my mother ? — why, she is within ; 
Where should she lie ? How oddly thou reply’st ; 
Your love says hke an honest gentleman, •*“ 

Where is your mother f • 

Nurse. Marry, come up, I trow . 

Is this the poultice for my aking bones ? 
Henceforward do your messages yourself. 

Jul. Here’s such a coiM, — come, what says 
Romeo ? 

Nurse. Have you got leave to go to shrift to-day ? 
Jul. I have. 

Nurse. Then hie you hence to friar Laurence’ 
cell, , « 

ITiere stays a husband to make you a wife : 

Now comes the wanton blood up in your clieeks, 
They’ll be in scarlet straight at any news. 

Hie you to church ; I must another way, 

I must go fetch a ladder for your love ; 

I am the drudge, and toil in your delight. 

Go, I’ll to dinner ; hie you to the cell. 

Jul* Hie to high fortune ' —-honest nurse, faic- 
wcll. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VI. — Friar Laurciicc ’5 Cell* 

Enter Friar Laurence and Romeo. 

Fn. So smile the heavens upon this holy act. 
That after-hours with sorrow chide us not. 

Horn* Amen, amen I but come what sorrow can, 
It cannot countervail the exchange of joy 
That one short minute gives me in her sight ; 

Do thou but close our hands with holy words, 

Then love-devouring death do what he dare. 

It is enough I may but call her mine. 

Fri, These violent delights have violgnyyidsi. 
And in their triumph djii?^ like lire "^d powder, 
Wldch, as they kiss, consume : The sweetest honcj 
Is loathsome in his own deliciousness, 

And in the taste confoufid» 

Tliercfore, love moderately ; long love doth so ? 

Too swift arrives as tardy as too slow. 

Enter Juliet. 

Here comes the lady ; — O, so light a foot 
Will ne’er wear out the everlasting flint ; 

A lover may bestride the gossamers® 

That idle in tlie wanton summer air. 

And yet not fall ; so light is vanity. 

Jid. Good even to my ghostly confessor. 

Fn* Romeo shall thank thte, daughter, for us 
both. 

Jul* As much to liim, else are his thanks too 
much. 

Rom. Ah, Juliet, if the measure of thy joy 
Be heap’d like mine, and that thy skill be more 
To blazon ^ it, tlien sweeten with thy breath 
Tills neighbour air, and let rich musick’s tongue, 
Unfold the imagin’d happiness that both 
Receive in either by this dear encounter. 

Jul* Conceit ®, more rich in matter than in words, 
Brags of his substance, not of ornament : 

They are but beggars that can count their worth ; j 
But my true love is grown to such excess, j 

I cannot sum up half my sum of wealth, ^ J 

Fri* Come, come with me, and we will make 
short work ; 

And holy church incorporate two in one. [Eifiwn/. 
^ Bustle, 

6 The long white fllamcnt which flies «i the air 

7 Faint, display. ® Imagmation, 
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ACT III. 


SCEIfE I. — Puhlick Place- 

Enter Mercutio, Bemvouo, Page, and Servants- 

Ben., I pray thee, good Mcrcutio, let’s retire ; 

Tilt* day js hot, the Capulets abroad, 

And, if we meet, we shall not g^cape a brawl ; 

For now, these hot days, is tlie mad blood stirring. 

Mer- Thou art like one of those fellows, tliat, 
when he enters the confines of a tavern, claiis me 
his sword upon the table, and says, Heaven send me 
no need of thee f and, by the operation of the second 
cup, draws it on the drawer, when, indeed, there is 
no need. 

Ben- Ami like such a fellow? 

Mer- Come, cmne, thou art as hot a Jack in thy 
mood as any in Italy ; and as soon moved to be 
moody, and as soon moody to be moved. I 

Ben- Andw'hatto? 

Mer- Nay, an tliere wore two such, we should 
have none shortly, for one would kill the other. 
Thou ! why thou wilt quarrel with a man that hath 
a hair more, or a hair less, in his beard, than thou 
hast. Thou wilt quarrel with a man for cracking 
nuts, having no other reason but because thou hast 
hazel eyes ; What eye, but such an eye, wouhl spy 
out such a quarrel ? Thy head is as full of quarrels 
as an egg is full of meat ; and yet thy head hath 
been beaten as addle us an egg, for quarrelling. 
Thou hast q«arrelled with a man for coughing in 
the street, because he hatli wakened thy dog that 
hath lain asleep in the sun. Didst thou not fall out 
with a tailor for wearing his new doublet licfore 
Easter ? with another, for tying his new shoes with 
old riband? and yet thou wilt tutor me from quar> 
relling ! 

Ben- An I were so apt to quarrel as thou art., any 
man should buy the fee-simple of my life for an 
hour and a quarter. 

Mer- The fee-simple? O simple! 

Enter Tybalt, and others- 

Ben- By my hdsd, here come the Capulets, 

Mer, By my heel, I care not. 

Tpb- Follow me close, for I will speak to them. — 
Gentlemen, good den ; a word with one of you. 

Mer- And but one word with one of us? Couple 
it witli something ; make it a word and a blow. 

Tyb, You will find me apt enough to that, sir, if 
you will give me occasion. 

Mer, Could you not take some occasion without 
giving? 

Tyb, Mercudo, thou consortest with Romeo, — 

Mer, Consort ? what, dost thou make us minstrels? 
an thou make minstrels of us, look to hear nothing 
but discords : bere*s my fiddlestick ; here’s that shall 
make you dance. Consort ! 

Ben* We talk here in the publick haunt of men : 
Either withdraw into some private place, 

Oiareason coldly of your grievances, 

Or else depart ; here all eyes gaze on us. 

jlfer. Men’s eyes were made to look, and let them 
gaze; 

I will not budge for no man’s pleasure, I. 


Enter Romeo. 

Tyh, Well, peace be with you, sir ! here comes my 
man. ^ 

Mer, But I’ll be hanged, sir, if he wear your livery ; 
Marry, go before to field, he’ll be your follower ; 
Your worship, in that sense, may call him — man. 

Tyb, Romeo, the hate I bear thee, can afford 
No better term than tliis — Thou art a villain. 

Rom- Tybalt, the reason that J have to love thee 
Dotli much excuse the appertaining rage 
To such a greeting : — Villain am I none ; 
Therefore, farewell ; I sec, thou know’st me not. 

Tyb. Boy, this shall not excuse the injuries 
That thou hast done me ; therefore turn, and draw. 

Bom, I do protest I never injur’d thee ; 

But love thee better than thou caiist devise, 

Till thou shalt know the reason of my love : 

And so, good Capulet, — wliich name I'^tender 
As dearly as mine own, — be satisfieil. 

Mer, O calm, dishonourable, vile submission ! 
la stoccata 9 carries it away. [Draws, 

Tybalt, you rat-catcher, will you walk ? 

T'yb, What wouldst thou have with me ? 

Mer, GtK>d king of cats, nothing, but one of your 
nine lives ; that I mean to make bold withal, and as 
you shall use me hereafter, dry -beat the rest of the 
eight. Will you pluck your sword out of his pil- 
cher 1 by the cars ? make haste, lest mine be about' 
your ears ere it be out. 

Tyb, I am for you. [Drawing. 

Rom, Gentle Mercutio, put thy rapier up. 

Mer, Come, sir, your passado. [They fghU 
Rom, Draw, Benvolio ; 

Beat down their weapons : — Gentlemen, for shame; 
Forbear this outrage ; — Tybalt — Mercutio — 

The prince expressly hatli forbid tliis bandying 
In Verona streets hold, Tybalt; — good Mer- 
cutio. [Exeuni Tybalt and his Partisans. 
Mer, I am hurt ; — ^ 

A plague o’ both the houses ! — 1 am sped : — • 

Is he gone, and hath nothing ? 

Ben, What, art thou hurt? 

Mer. Ay, ay, a scratch, a scratch ; marry, ’tis 
enough. — 

Where is my page ? — go, villain, fetch a surgemt. 

[Exit Page, 

Rom. Courage, man ; the hurt cannot be much. 
Mer. No, ’tis not so deep as a well, nor so wide 
as a church door; but ’tis enough, ’twill serve : ask 
for me to-morrow^, and you shall find me a grave 
man. I am peppered, 1 warrant, for this world : — * 
A plague o’ both your houses ! — A dog, a rat, a 
mouse, a cat, to scratch a man to death ! a brag- 
gart, a rogue, a villain, that fights by the book of 
arithmetic ! •— Why, the devil, came you between 
us ? I was hurt under your arm. 

Rom- T thought all for the best 

Mer, Help me into some house, Benvolio, 

Or I shall faint. — A plague o* both your houses ! 
They have made worm’s meat of me ; 

I have it, and soundly too : — - Your houses | 

[Exeunt Mercutio and Benvouo* 

9 The lUlian term for a thrdst or stab with a r^ier. 

> Case or scabbarcL 
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Horn* This gentleman, the prince's near ally, 

!My very friend, hath got his mortal hurt 
In my behalf ; my reputation stain’d 
With Tybalt’s slander, Tybalt, that an hour 
Hath been my kinsman : — O sweet Juliet, 

Thy beauty hath made me effeminate, 

And in my temper soften’d valour’s steel. 

Ue-enter Bekvouo. 

%en» O Romeo, Romeo, brave Mercutio’s dead ; 
That gallant spirit hath aspir’d the clouds, 

Which too untimely here did scorn the earth. 

Horn, This day’s black fate on more days doth 
depend ; 

This but begins the woe, others must end. 

Re-enter Tybalt. 

Ren. Here comes the furious Tybalt back again. 
Rom. Alive ! in triumph ! and Mercutio slain ! 
Away to heaven, respective ^ lenity, 

And fire-ey’d fury be my conduct ^ now ! — ■ 

Now, Tybalt, take the villain back again. 

That late thou gav’st me j for Mercutio’s soul 
Is but a Iktle way above our heads, 

Staying for thine to keep him company ; 

Either thou, or I, or both, must go with him. 

T^b. Thou, wretched boy, that didst consort ♦ him 
here, 

Shalt with liim hence. 

Rom. Tins shall determine that. 

[ Tliei/ ; Tybalt^^^s. 
Ren. Romeo, away, be gone ! 

The citizens are up, and Tybalt slain : 

Stand not amaz’d ; — the prince will doom thee 
death, 

If thou art taken ; — hence ! — be gone ! — away ! 
Rom. O ! I am fortune’s fool ! 

Ren. Why dost thou stay? [Exit Romeo. 

Enter Citizens, ^c. 

I Cit< Which way ran he, that kill’d Mercutio ? 
Tybalt, that murderer, which way ran he ? 

Ren. There lies that Tybalt. 

I Cit. Up, sir, go with me ; 

I charge thee in the prince’s name, obey. 

Cl 

Enter Prince, attended; Montague, Capulet, 
their Wives, and others. 

Prin. Where arc the vile beginners of this fray ? 
Ren. O noble prince, I can discover all 
The unlucky manage of this fatal brawl : 

There lies the man slain by young Romeo, 

That slew thy kinsman, brave Mercutio. 
ia. Cap. Tybalt, my cousin ! — O my brother’s 
child ! 

Unhappy sight ! ah me, the blood is spill’d 
Of my dear kinsman ! — Prince, as thou art true 
For blood of ours, shed blood of Montague. — • 

O cousin, cousin ! 

JPrm. i3envoHo, who began this bloody fray ? 
Ren, Tybalt, here slain, whom Romeo’s band 
did riay ; 

Romeo that spoke him fair, bade him bethink 
How nice ^ the quarrel was, and urg'd withal 
Your high displeasure : — All this uttered 
With gentle breath, calm look, knees humbly 
bow’d, . 

Could not take truce with the unruly spleen 

* Considerate. » Conductor. < Accompany. 

^ Just and upright, Slight, unimportant 


Act hi. 

Of Tybalt, deaf to peace, but that be tilts 
With piercing steel at bold Mercutio’s breast ; 

Who, all as hot, turns deadly point to point, 

And, with a martial scorn, with one hand beatif 
Cold death aside, and with the other sends 
It back to Tybalt, whose dexterity 
Retorts it : Romeo he cries aloud,^ 

Hold friends ! friends part I and, swifter than his 
tongue, 

His agile arm beats down their fatal points, 

And ’twixt them rushes ; underneath whose arm 
An envious thrust from Tybalt hit the life ^ 

Of stout Mercutio, {f;»d then Tybalt fled : 

But by and by comes back to Romeo, 

Who had but newly entertain’d revenge, 

And to’t they go like lightning ; for, ere 1 
Could draw to part them, was stout Tybalt slain ; 
And, as he fell, did Romeo turn and fly : 

This is the truUi, or let Benvolio die. 

La Cap. He is a kinsman to the Montague, 
Affection makes him false, he speaks not true : 
Some twenty of them fought in Jhis black strife. 
And all those twenty could but kill one life : 

I beg for justice, which thou, prince, must give ; 
Romeo slew 'J'ybalt, Romeo must not live. 

Prin. Romeo slew him, he slew Mercutio ; 

Who now the price of his dear blood doth owe ? 
Mon. Not Romeo, prince, lie was Mercutio’s 
friend ; 

His fault concludes but what the law should end, 
The life of Tybalt. 

Prin. And, for that offence, 

Immediately we do exile him hence : 

I have an interest in your hates’ proceeding, 

My blood for your rude brawls doth lie a bleeding ; 
But I’ll amerce ^ you witli so strong « fine, 

That you shall all repent tlie loss of mine : 

I will be deaf to pleading and excuses ; 

Nor tears, nor prayers, shall purchase out abuses ; 
Therefore use none : let Romeo hence in haste. 
Else, when he’s found, that hour is his last. 

Bear hence this body, and attend our will ; 

Mercy but murders, pardoning tliose that kill. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE II. — A Room in Capulet’s House. 
Enter Juliet. 

Jul. Gallop apace, you fiery-footed steeds. 
Towards Phoebus’ mansion ; sucA a waggoner \ 
As Phaeton would whip you to fete west, 

And bring in cloudy night immediately. — ^ 

Spread thy close curtain, and come, civil » night, 
Thou sober>suited matron, all in black : 

Come, night ! — Come, Romeo ! come, thou day in 
night ! 

For thou wilt lie upon the wings of night 
Whiter tlian new snow on a raven’s back. 

Come, gentle night; come, loving, black-brow’d 
night. 

Give me my Romeo ; and when he shall die, 

Take him and cut him out in little stars, 

And he will make the face of heaven so fine, 

That all the world will be in love with night, 

And pay no worship to the garish ^ $un. 

Enter Nurse, with Cords. 

Here comes roy nurse, 

And she brings news ; and every tongue, that speaks, 
But Romeo’s name, speaks heavenly eloquence. — 
y PunUh by fine, ® Grave, solemn. • Gaudy, ihowy. 
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Now, nurse, what news ? What hast thou tliere, the 
cords, 

That Romeo bade tliee fetch ? 

Nurse* Ay, ay, the cords. 

[ Throws them down. 
Jul. Ah me ! what news ! why dost thou wring 
thy hands ? 

Nurse. Ah well-a-day ! he*s dead, he’s dead, he’s 
dead ! 

We are undone, lady, we are undone ! — 

Alack the day ! — he’s gone, he’s kill’d, he’s dead ! 
Jul. C^in heaven be so envious ? 

Nurse. i Romeo can, 

Tliough heaven cannot ; — () Romeo ! Romeo ! 
Who ever would have thought it ? — Romeo ! 

Jul. What devil art thou, that do.st torment me thus? 
Hath Romeo slain himself? say thou but 
And that bare vowel I shall poison more 
Than the death-darting eye of cockatrice : 

I am not I, if there bo such an / • 

Or those eyes shut, that make thee answer, L 
If he be slain, say ^ I; or if not, no : 

Brief sounds determine of my weal, or woe, 

Nurse. I saw the wound, I saw it with mine eyes, — 
*Twas here, e’en hero, upon his manly breast ; 

A piteous corse, a bloody piteous corse ; 

Pale, pale as ashes, all bedaub’d in blood. 

All in gore blood ; 1 swoonded at the sight. 

Jul. O break, my heart ! — poor bankrupt, break 
at once ! 

To prison, eyes ! ne’er look on liberty ! 

Vile earth, to earth resign j end motion here ; 

And thou, and Romeo, press one heavy bier ! 

Nurse. O Tybalt, Tybalt, the best friend I had ! 
O courteous Tybalt ! honest gentleman ! 

That ever I should live to see thee dead ! 

Jul. What storm is this, that blows so contrary ? 
Is Romeo slaughter’d ; and is 1 ybalt dead ? 

My dear-lov’d oousin, and my dearer lord ? 

Then, dreadful trumpet, sound the general doom ! 
For who is living, if those two are gone ? 

Nurse. Tybalt is gone, and Romeo banished ; 
Romeo, that kill'd him, he is banished. 

Jul. O heaven ! — did Romeo’s hand shed Tybalt’s 
blood? 

Nurse. It did, it did ; alas the day ! it did. 

Jul. O serpent heart Jid witf i^a flow’ring face ! 

\ Did ever^i^'iriceSirso fairlT cave ? 

\ Beautiful tyrant ! fiend angelical ! 
zDove-feather’d ravdii ! wolvish ravening lamb ! 
/Despised substance of divinest show 1 
* Just opposite to what thou justly seein'st : 

Was ever book, containing such vile matter, 

So fairly bound? O, that deceit should dwell 
In such a gorgeous palace ! 

* Nurse. There’s no trust. 

No faith, no honesty in men ; all perjur’d. 

All forsworn, all naught, all dissemblers. — 

Ah, where’s my man ? give me some aqua vita : — 
. These griefs, these woes, these sorrows make me old. 
Shame come to Romeo ! 

Jul, Blister’d be thy tongue. 

For such a wish ! he was not born to sliame : 

Upon his bro^^shame is asham’d to at j 

crown’d 

Sole monarch of the universal earth. 

O, what a beast was I to chide at him ! 

* In Shakipeare’s time the affirmative particle av, was 
usually written i, and here it is necessary to retain the old 
spelling. 


Nurse. Will you speak well of him that kill’d 
your cousin ? 

Jul. Shall 1 speak ill of him that is my husband? 
Ah, poor my lord, what tongue shall smootli thy name, 
When I, thy three-hours’ wife, have mangled it? — 
But, wherefore, villain, didst thou kill my cousin ? 
That villain cousin would have kill’d my husband : 
Back, foolish tears, back to your native spring ; s 
Your tributary drops belong to woe, \ 

Which you, mistaking, offer up to joy. 

My husband lives, that Tybalt would have slain ; 
And Tybalt’s dead, that would liave slain my hus- 
band ; 

All tliis is comfort ; Wherefore weep I tlien ? 
Some word there was, worser than 'I’ybalt’s death. 
That murder’d me : I would forget it fain ; 

But, O ! it presses to my memory, 

Like horrid guilty deeds to sinners’ minds : 

Tybalt is deadt and Romeo — banished ; 

That — banished, that one word — banished, J 
Hath slain ten thousand Tybalts. Tybalt’s ueath 
Was woe enough, if it had ended there : 

Or, — if sour woe delights in fellowship. 

And needly wnll be rank’d with other grie/s, ■— 
Why follow’d not, when she said — Tybalt’s dead, 
Thy father, or thy mother, nay, or both. 

Which modern ^ lamentation might have mov’d ? 
But, with a rear-ward following Tybalt’s death, 
Romeo is banished, — to speak that word, 

Is father, mother, Tybalt, Romeo, Juliet, 

All slain, all dead ; — Romeo is banished, — 

Tliere is no end, no limit, measure, bound, 

1 n that word’s death ; no words can that woe sound. 
Where is my father, and my mother, nurse ? 

Nurse. Weeping and wailing over Tybalt’s corsei 
Will you go to them ? I will bring you tliitlier. 
Jul. Wash they his wounds with tears? mine shall 
be spent, 

Wlien theirs are dry, for Romeo’s banishment. 
Take up those cords : — Poor ropes, you are beguil'd. 
Both you and I ; for Romeo is exil’d. 

Nurse. Hie to your cliamber : I’ll find Romeo 
To comfort you : — I wot ^ well where he is. 

Hark ye, your Romeo will be here at night ; 

I’ll to him ; he is hid at Laurence’ cell. 

Jul. O find him ! give this ring to my true knight, 
And bid him come to take his last farewell. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE III. — Friar Laurence’s Cell. 

Enter Friar Laurence and Romeo. 

Fri. Romeo, come forth ; come forth, thou fear- 
ful man ; 

Affliction is enamour’d of ihy parts, 

And tliou art wedded to calamity. 

Rom. Father, what news? what is the prince’s 
doom? 

What sorrow craves acquaintance at my hand, 

That I yet know not ? 

Fri. Too familiar 

Is my dear son with such sour company : 

I bring thee tidings of the prince’s doom. 

Rom. What less tlian dooms-day is the prince’s 
doom ? 

Fri. A gentler judgment vanish’d from his lips. 
Not body’s death, but body’s banishment. 

Rom, Ha ! banishment? be merciful, say — death s 
For exile hatli more terror in his look, 

Much more than death ; do not say — banishment. 
« Gommoa ^ KnoWk 



632 


ROMEO AND JULIET. 


J^ri* Hence from Verona art thou banisherl ; 

Be patient, for the world is broad and wide. 

Rom- There is no world without Verona walls, 

I Henc^banished is banish'd from the world, 

J And world’s exile is death : — then banishment 
I Is death mis-term’d : calling death — banishment, 
I Thou cutt’st my head olF with a golden axe, 

I And smiFst upon the stroke that murders me. 

JVi, O deadly sin ! O rude unthankfulness ! 
Thy fault our law calls death ; but the kind prince. 
Taking thy part, hath rush’d aside the law, 

And turn’d that black word death to banishment : 
This is dear mercy, and thou seest it not. 

Rom* *Tis torture, and not mercy : heaven is here, 
i Where Juliet lives ; and every cat, and dog, 

And little mouse, every unworthy tiling, 

Live here in heaven, and may look on her, 
i ‘ But Romeo may not. — More validity 
More honourable state, more courtsliip lives 
In carrion flies, than Romeo : they may seize 
I On the white wonder of dear Juliet’s hand, 
i And steal immortal blessing from her lips; 

Who, even in pure and vestal modesty. 

Still bluSb, as thinking their own kisses sin ; 

But Romeo may not ; he is banished : 

Flies may do this, when I from this must fly ; 
They are free men, but I am banished. 

And say’st thou yet, that exile is not death ? 

Hadst thou no poison mix’d, no sharp-ground knife. 
No sudden mean of death, though ne’er so mean. 
But, — banished — to kill me ; banished ? 

O cruel friar, how hast thou the heart. 

Being a divine, a ghostly confessor, 

A sin-absolver, and my friend profess’d, 

To mangle me with that word — banishment ? 

Rri* Thou fond mad man, hear me but speak a 
word, 

Rom* Of thou wilt speak again of banishment. 
Rri* ril give thee armour to keep off that word ; 
Adversity’s sweet milkjgphilosophy, 

Tocomi’ort ■art banished. 

Rom* let banish^^? — Hang up philosophy ! 

/ Unless philosophy can make a Juliet, 

Displant a town, reverse a prince’s dootn ; 

It helps not, it prevails not, talk no more. 
jFri. Of tlien I see th&t madmen have no cars. 
Rom* How should they, when that wise men 
have no eyes ? 

Fri, Let me dispute with thee of thy estate. 
Rom* Thou canst not speak of what thou dost 
not feel : 

Wert thou as young as I, Juliet thy love. 

An hour but married, Tybalt murdered. 

Doting like me, and like me banished, 

Tlien mightstthou speak, then mightst thou tear fby 
hair, 

And fall upon the ground as I do now, 

Taking the measure of an unmade grave. 

Fri* Arise; one knocks; good Romeo, bide 
thyself. [A’'«t>cAing within* 

Rom* Not I; unless the breath of heart-sick 
groans, 

Mist-like, infold me from the search of eyes. 

[F'nocking, 

Fri, Hark, how they knock ! — Who’s there? — 
Romeo, arise : 

Tliou wilt be taken ; — Stay a while ; stand up ; 

[Knocking* 

Run to my study : — By and by ; — I come ! 

4 Worth, value. 


Act III, 

What wilfulness is this ? — I come, I come. 

[Knocking, 

Who knocks so hard? whence come you? what’s 
your will ? • 

Nurse* [IVithin*] Let me come in, and you shall 
know my errand ; 

I come from lady Juliet. 

Fri. Welcome then. 

Enter Nurse, 

Nurse* O holy friar, O, tell me, holy friar. 
Where is my lady’s lord, where’s Romeo J? 

Fri* There on tfie ground, with Ids own tears 
made, drunkj. 

Nurse* 0, he is'even in my mistress’ case, 

Just in her case ! 

Fri* O woeful sympathy ! 

Piteous predicament ! 

Nurse* Even so lies she, 

Blubbering and weeping, wcepingand blubbering : — 
Stand up, stand up ; stand, an you be a man : 

For Juliet’s sake, for her sake, rise and stand ; 
Why should you fall into so deep an O ? 

Rom* Nurse ! 

Nurse* Ah sir ! ah sir ! — Well, 4path*s the end 
of all. 

Rom* Spak’st thou of Juliet ? how is it with her ? 
Does she not think me an old murderer, 

Now I have stain’d the childhood of our joy 
With blood remov’d but little from her own ? 
Where is she ? and how doth she ? and what says 
My conceal’d lady to our cancell’d love ? 

Nurse* O, she says nothing, sir, but weeps and 
w'eeps ; 

And now falls on her bed ; and then starts up, 

And Tybalt calls ; and then on Roireo cries, 

And then down falls again. , 

Rom* As if that name, 

Shot from the deadly level of a gus, 

Did murder her ; as that name’s cursed liand 
Murder’d her kinsman. — O ^l), me, fr^^{;^jUil| 

In what anatomy ' ^*'*’*' 

Dotli Illy naipcjpi^ge? "teTl'mel'tliat I may sack 
The hateful mansion.' [Dravdng his Sworff* 

Fri. Hold thy desperate hand ; 

Art thou a man ? thy form cries out, thou art ; 

Thy tears are womanish, thy wild acts denote 
The unreasonable fury of a beast j 
Unseemly woman, in a seeming man ! 

Or ill-beseeming beast, in seenring both ! ; 

Thou hast amaz’d me ; by my holy order, 

I thought thy disposition better temper’d. 

Hast thou slain Tybalt ? wilt thou slay thyself? 
And slay thy lady too that lives in thee. 

By doing violence upon thyself? 

Why rail’st thou on thy birth, the heaven, and earth ? 
Since birth, and heaven, and earth, all three do meet 
In thee at once ; which thou at once wouldst lose. 
Eye, fye ! thou sham’st thy shape, thy love, thy wit ; 
Which, like an usurer, abound’st in all, 

And usest none in that true use indeed 
Which should bedeck thy shape, thy love, thy wit. 
Tliy noble shape is but a form of wax, 

Digressing from the valour of a man t 
Thy dear love, sworn, but hollow perjury, 

Killing that love which thou hast vow’d to cherish ; 
Thy wit, that ornament to shape and love, * 
Mis-sliapen in the conduct of them both, 

Like |K>wder in leskiU-less soldier’s flask, 

Is set on Are by thine own ignorance, 
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And Ihou dismember’d with thine own defence. 
What, rouse thee, man ! thy Juliet is alive. 

For whose dear sake thou wast but lately dead ; 
Thci'fe art thou happy : Tybalt would kill tliee, 

But tliou slew’st Tybalt ; there art thou happy loo : 
The law, that threaten’d death, becomes thy friend. 
And turns it to exile ; there art thou happy ; 

A pack of blessings lights upon thy back : 
Happiness courts thee in her best array ; 

But, like a mis-behav’d and sullen wench, 

Thou pout’st upon thy fortune and thy love ; 

'Jake heed, take heed, for such die miserable. 

Go, get tJice to thy love, as wat decreed, 

Ascend her chamber, hence and comfort her ; 

But, look, thou stay not till the watch be set, 

For then tliou canst not pass to JManlua ; 

Where tliou shalt live, till we can find a time 
To blaze your iharriagc,' reconcile your friends, 

Beg pardon of the prince, and call tliee back 
With twenty hundred thousand times more joy 
Than thou went’st forth in lamentation. — 

Go before, nurse : ^^ommend me to thy lady ; 

And bid her hasten all the house to bed, 

Which lieavy sorrow’ makes them apt unto : 

Romeo is coining. 

\ I could have staid all night, 

■ To hear good counsel : (), what Icaniing is ! — 

' My lord, I’ll tell my lady you will come. 

Iio?n, Do so, and bid my sweet prepare to chide. 
Is/'urse, Here, .sir, a ring she bid me give you, sir : 
Hie you, make haste, for it grows very late. 

Nurse. 

Jlom* How well my comfort is reviv’d by this ! 
Fri, Go hence ; Good night : and here stands all 
your state * j 

Either be gone* before the watch be set, 

Or by the break of day disguis’d from hence : 
Sojourn in Mantua ; I’ll find out your man. 

And lie shall sigtiify from time to time 
Every good hap to you, that chances here : 

Give meJhy hand j ’tis late j farewell ; good night. 

2?o;n. But that a joy past joy calls out on me, 

It were a grief, so brief to part witli thee : 

Farewell. [Fxeunt. 

SCENE IV. 

A Room VI Capulct’s House. 

Enter Capulet, Lady Capulkt, and Paris. 

Cap. Things haveVallen out, sir, so unluckily, 
lliat we have had no time to move our daughter ; 
Look you, she lov’d her kinsman 'I’ybalt dearly, 
And so did I ; — Well, we w’cre bom to die. — 
*Tis very late, she’ll not come down to>night ; 

I promise you, but for your company, 

1 would have been a>bed an hour ago. 

Par. These times of woe afford no time to woo ; 
Madam, good night; commend me to your daughter, 
ia. Cap. I will, and know her mind early to- 
morrow ; 

To-night she’s mew’d ® up to her heaviness. 

Cap. Sir Paris, I will make a desperate ? tender 
Of my child’s love : 1 think, she will bo rul’d 
In all respects by me ; nay more, I doubt it not. 
Wife, go you to her ere you go to bed ; 

Acquaint her here of ray sou Paris’ love ; 

AndbiH her, mark you me, on Wednesday next — 
But soft : '\^at day i$ tliis ? 

* The whole of your fortune depends on this. 

^ Shut up. ^ Bold. 


Par. Monday, my loid. 

Caji. Monday ? ha ! ha ! Well, Wednesday is too 
soon, 

O* Thursday let it be ; — o’ Thursday, tell her, 

Slie shall be married to this noble earl . — 

Will you be ready ? do you like this haste ? 

We’Jl keep no great ado ; — a friend, or two ; 

For, hark you, Tybalt being slain so late, 

It may be thought we held him carelessly, • 
Being our kinsman, if we revel much : 

Therefore we’ll have some half a dozen friends, 

And tlierc an end. But what say you to Thursday ? 
Par. My lord, I would that Thursday were to- 
morrow. 

Cap. Well, get you gone : — O’ Thursday be it 
tlicn 

Go you to Juliet ere you go to bed, 

Prepare her, wife, against this wedding-day, — 
Farew'ell, iny lord. — IJght to my chamber, ho ! 
Afore me, it is so very late, that we 
Alay call it early by and by : — Good night. 

lExeu7it. 

SCENE V. — Juliet’s C/iam6cr.> 

Enter Romeo and Juliet. 

Jid. Wilt thou be gone ? it is not yet near day 
It was the nightingale, and not the lark, \ 

That pierced the fearful hollow of thine car ; { 

Nightly she sings on yon pomegranate tree : | 

Believe me, love, it was the nightingale. / 

Rom. It was the lark, the herald of the morn, 

No nightingale : look, love, what envious streaks 
Do lace the severing clouds in yonder east : / 

Night’s candles arc burnt out, and jocund day / 
Stands tiptoe on the misty ipountalii tbjjs ; * ' ; 

Tmusl be gone and live, or stay and die. ' 

Aid. Yon light is not day-light, I know it, I ; 

It is some meteor that the sun exhales, 

To be to thee this night a torch-bearcr, 

And light thee on thy w ay to Mantua ; 

Therefore stay yet, thou need’st not to lie gone. 

Rom. Let me be ta’en, let me be put to deatlij 
I am content, so thou wilt have it so. 

I’ll say, yon grey is not the morning’s eye, 

’Tis but the pale reflex of Cyntliia’s brow ! 8 
Nor that is not the lark, whose notes do beat 
'Hie vaulty heaven so high above our heads : 

I have more care 9 to stay, than will to go ; — 
Come, death, and welcome ! Juliet w'ills it so. 

How is’t my soul ? let’s talk, it is not day. 

Jid. It is, it is, hie hence, be gone, away; 

It is the lark that sings so out of tune, 

Straining harsh discords, “lind unpleaSIng sharps. 
Some say, the lark makes sweet division ^ ; 

'This doth not so, for she divideth us ; 

Some say, the lark and loathed toad change eyes ; 
O, now I w’ould tliey had changed voices too ; 

O, now be gone ; more light and light it grows. 
Rom. More light and light ? — more dark and 
dark our woes. 

Enter Nurse, 

JS^urse. Madam ! 

Jul. Nurse? 

Hurse. Your lady mother's coming to your 
chamber : 

The day is broke ; be wary, look about. 

[Exit Nurse. 

« Reflection of the moon, ® Inclination, 

> Division was the technical phrase for musical comiiosition. 

3 H 
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J%U. Then, window, let day in, andJet life out. 
Ronu Farewell, farewdll‘f"(^'lciss, an3 I’ll de'^ 
scend. [Romeo descends* 

JxU* Art thou gone so ? iny love ! my lord ! my 
friend ! 

1 must hear from thee every day V tlie hour, 

For in a minute there are many days : 

07^15y'tRJs count f shall be mucfi in years, 

Ef j I again behold my Romeo. 

Horn, Farewell ! 1 will omit no opportunity 
ITiat may convey my greetings, love, to thee. 

Jul* O, think’st thou, we shall ever meet again ? 
Rom* 1 doubt it not ; and all these woes shall 
serve 

For sweet discourses in our time to come, 

Jul* Alas, 1 have an ill-divining soul ; 

Methinks, I see thee, now thou art below. 

As one dead in the bottom of a tomb : 

Either my eye-sight fails, or tliou look’st pale. 

Rom. And trust me, love, in mine eye so do you : 
Dry sorrow drinks our blood. Adieu ! adieu ! 

IRrit Romeo. 

Jul* O fortune ! fortune ! all men call thee fickle : 
If thou art fickle, what dost tliou w'ith him 
Tliat is renown’d for faith ; Be fickle, fortune : 

For then, I hope, thou wilt not keep him long, 

But send him back. 

l*a. Cap* [fVu/iin.] IIo, daughter ! are you up. 
Jul. Who is’t that calls ? is it my lady mother? 

Is she not down so late, or up so early? 

What unaccustora’d cause procures 2 her hither? 

Enter Lady Capulet. 

La. Cap. Why, how now', Juliet ? 

Lul* Madam, I am not well. 

La. Cap. Evermore weeping for your cousin’s 
death ? 

What, wilt thou wash him from his grave with 
tears? 

And if thou couldst, thou couldst not make him 
live ; 

Therefore, have done : Some grief shows much of 
love ; 

But much of grief shows still some want of wit. 

Jul. Yet let me weep for such a feeling loss. 

La. Cap* So shall you feel the loss, but not the 
friend. 

Which you weep for, 

Jm/. Feeling so the loss, 

I cannot choose but ever weep the friend. 

La* Cap. Well, girl, thou weep’st not so much 
for his death, 

As that the villain lives which slaughter’d him, 

Jul. What villain, madam ? 

La. Cap. ^ That same villain, Romeo. 

Jm/, Villain and he are many miles asunder. 
Heaven pardon him ! I do, with all my heart ; 

And yet no man, like he, doth grieve my lieart. 

La. Cap. That is, because the traitor murderer 
lives. 

Jul. Ay, madam, from the reach of these my 
hands. 

’Would, none but I might ’venge my cousin’s death ! 
La. Cap. We will have vengeance for it, fear 
thou not : 

Then weep no more. Ill send to one in Man- 
tua, 

Where that same banish’d runagate doth live,— 

^ Brings. 


Act III. 

That shall bestow on him so sure a draught. 

That he shall soon keep Tybalt company : 

And then, I hope, thou wilt be satisfied. 

Jul. Indeed, 1 never shall be satisfied * 
With Romeo, till I behold him — dead — 

Is my poor heart so for a kinsman vex’d ; — 
Madam, if you could find out but a man 
To bear a poison, I would temper it ; 

That Romeo should, upon receipt thereof, 

Soon sleep in quiet. — O, how my heart abhors 
To hear him nam’d, — and cannot come to him, — 
I'o wreak the love I bore iny cousin Tybalt 
Upon his body thaf'hath slaughter’d him ! 

La. Cap* Find thou the means, and III find such 
a man. 

But now. 111 tell thee joyful tidings, girl. 

Jul* And joy comes well in such a needful 
time: 

What are they, I beseech your ladyship ? 

La. Cap. Well, well, tliou hast a careful father, 
child ; 

[ One, who, to put thee from thy .heaviness, 

I Hath sorted out a sudden day of joy, 
j That thou expcct’st not, nor I look’d not for. 

Jul. Madam, in hap)iy time, what^iay is that ? 

[ La. Cap. IVIarry, my child, early next Thursday 
morn, 

The gallant, young, and noble gentleman. 

The county Paris, at Saint Peter’s church. 

Shall happily make thee there a joyful bride. 

Jul. Now, by Saint Peter’s church, and Peter too. 
He shall not make me there a joyful bride. 

I wonder at tliis haste : that I must wed 
Ere he, that should be husband, conies to woo, 

I pray you, tell my lord and father, madam, 

I will not marry yet ; and when I do, 1 swear, 

It shall be Romeo, whom you know I hate. 

Rather tlian Paris : — These are news indeed ! 

La. Cap* Here comes your fatker : tell him so 
yoursclfj 

And see how he will take it at your bands. 

Enter Capulet and Nurse. 

Cap* When the sun sets, the air doth drizzle dew ; 
But for the sunset of my brother’s son, 

It rains downright. — 

How now? a conduit, girl? what, still in tears? 
Ever more showering ; in one little body 
Thou counterfeit’st a bark, a sea, a wind : 

For still thy eyes, which I may call the sea. 

Do ebb and flow with tears ; the bark thy body is, 
Sailing in this salt flood ; the winds, tliy sighs ; 
Who, —raging with thy tears, and they with 
them, 

Without a sudden calm, will overset 

Thy tempest-tossed body, — How now, wife ? 

Flave you deliver’d to her our decree ? 

La. Cap. Ay, sir ; but she will none, she gives 
you thanks. 

I would, the fool were married to her grave ! 

Cap. Soft, take me with you, take me with you» 
wife. 

How ! will she none ? doth she not give us thanks? 
Is she not proud ? doth she not count her bless’d, 
Unworthy as she is, that we have wrought 
So worthy a gentleman to be her bridegroom ? 

JiU. Not proud, you have j but thankful, that you 
have 

Proud can I never be of what I lyite ; 

But thankful even for hate, that is meant love. 
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Cap, How now ! how now, chop-logick j What 
is this ? 

Proud, —and, I thank you, — and, 1 thank you 
* not ; — 

And yet not proud ; — Mistress minion, you. 
Thank me no thankings, nor proud me no prouds, 
But settle your fine joints ’gainst Thursday next. 
To go witli Paris to St. Peter’s church. 

Or I will drag thee on a hurdle thither. 

La, Cap, Fye, fye ! what, are you mad ? 

Jut, Good father, I bc.seech you on my knees. 
Hear me<)viih patience but to speak a w’ord. 

Cap, Hang thee, young baggage ! disobedient 
wretch ! 

I tell thee what, — get thee to church o* Thursday, 
Or never after look me in tlie face : 

Speak not, reply not, do not answer me ; 

My fingers itch, — Wife, we scarce thought us 
bless’d. 

That heaven had sent us but this only child : 

But now 1 see this one is one too much, 

And that we have at>curse in having her. 

Lhirse, You are to blame, my lord, to rate her so. 
Cap, And why, my lady wisdom? hold your 
tongue. 

Good prudence ; smattcr with your gossips, go. 
Nurse. May not one speak ? 

Cap, No : Peace, you mumbling fool ! 

Utter your gravity o’er a gossip’s bowl, 

For here we need it not. 

La Cap, You are too hot. 

Cap, it makes me mad : Hay, night, late, early, 
At home, abroad, alone, in company, 

Waking, or sleeping, still my CJire hath been 
To have her matched : and having now provided 
A gentleman oP princely parentage, 

Of fair demesnes, youthful, and nobly train’d, 
Stulf’d (as they say) with honourable parts, 
Proportion’d as ofie’s heart could wish a man, — 
And then to have a wretched puling fool, 

A whining mammet, in her fortune’s tender, 

To answer — I U not wed, — 1 cannot love, 

I am too poung, — I prai/ you, pardon vw ; — 

But, an you will not wed, I’ll pardon you : 

Graze where you will, you shall not house with me ; 
Look to’t, think on’t, I do not use to jest, 

Thursday is near ; lay hand on heart, advise : 

An you be mine. I’ll give you to my friend ; 

An you be not, hang,»beg, starve, die i’ the streets. 
For, by my soul, I’ll ne’er acknowledge thee. 

Nor what is mine shall never do thee good : 

Trust to’t, bethink you, I’ll not be forsworn, [Exit. 


Jut. Is there no j)ity sitting in the chnuU, 

That sees into the bottom of my grief? 

O, sweet my mother, cast me not away ? 

Delay this marriage, for a month, a week : 

Or, if you do not, make the bridal bed 
In that dim monument where Tybalt lies. 

La. Cap, Talk not to me, for I’ll not .speak a 
word : 

Do as thou wilt, for I have done with thee. 

Jut. O heaven ! — O nurse ! how shall lliis be 
prevented ? 

My husband is on earth, my faith in heaven ; 

How shall that faith return again to earth, 

Unless that husband send it me from heaven 
By leaving earth? — Comfort me, counsel me. — 
Alack, alack, that heaven should practise stratagems 
Upon so soft a subject as myself! — 

What say’st thou? hast thou not a word of joy? 
Some comfort, nurse. 

Nurse, Faith, here ’tis : Romeo 

Is banish’d ; and all the world to nothing, 

That he dares ne’er come back to challenge you { 
Or, if he do, it needs must be by stealth. , 

'riien, since tlje case so stands as now it doth, 

1 think it best you married witli the county. 

O, he’s a lovely gentleman I 

Romeo is naught to him ; an eagle, madam, 

Hath not so green, so quick, so fair au eye, 

As Paris hath. Beshrew my very heart, 

I think you are happy in this second match. 

For it excels your first : or if it did not, 

Y^our first is dead ; or ’twere as good he were, 

As living here and you no use of him. 

Jut. Speakest thou from thy heart ? 

Nurse, From my soul too, 

Or else beshrew them both. 

Jut, Amen ! 

Nurse. To what? 

Jut. Well, thou hast comforted me marvellous 
much. 

Go in ; and tell my lady I am gone, 

Having displeas’d my father, to Laurence’ cell, 

To make confe.ssion, and to be absolv’d. 

Nurse. Marry, I will j and this is wisely done. 

% [Exit. 

Jut. Is it more sin — to wish me thus forsworn. 
Or to dispraise my lord with that same tongue 
Which she hath prais’d him w ith above compare 
So many thousand times ? — Go, counsellor ; 

’Thou and my bosom hencefortli shall be twain. — 
I’ll to the friar, to know his remedy ; 

If all else fail, myself have power to die. [Exit, 


ACT IV. 


SCENK I, — Friar LaurencoV Cell, 

Enter Friar Laurence ajid Paris. 

Eri, On Thursday, sir? the time is very short. 
Par, My father Capulet will have it so ; 

And I am nothing slow, to slack his haste. 

Eri, You say you do not know the lady’s mind ; 
Unevei\is the course, 1 like it not. 

Par, Immoderately she weeps for Tybalt’s death, 
And therefore have I little talk’d of^love, 

For Venus smiles not in a house of tears. 

Now, sir, her father counts it dangerous, 


That she doth give her sorrow so much sw^ay ; 

And, in his wisdom, hastes our marriage, 

To stop the inundation of her tears ; 

Which, too much minded by herself alone. 

May be put from her by society : 

Now do you know the reason of this haste. 

Eri, I would I knew’ not why it should be slow’d. 

[Asidcu 

Look, sir, here comes the lady towards my cell. 
Enter Juliet. 

Par, Happily met, my Imly, and my wifel 
3 H « 



836 


ROMEO AND JULIET. 


Act IV 


Jul That may be, sir, when I may be a wife. 
Var» That may be, must be, love, on Thursday 
next. 

JuL What must be shall be. 

JFri. That’s a certain text. 

Par. Come you to make confession to this father ? 
Jul. To answer that, were to confess to you. 
Par. Do not deny to him, that you love me. 
•"/td. I will confess to you, that I love him. 

Par. So will you, I am sure, that you love me. 
Jul. If I do so, it will be of more price, 

Being spoke behind your back, than to your face. 
Par. Poor soul, thy face is much abus’d with tears. 
Jul, The tears have got small victoiy by that ; 
Por it was bad enough, before their spite. 

Par, Thou wrong’st it, more than tears, w ith that 
report. 

Jul, That is no slander, sir, that is a truth ; 

And what I spake, I spake it to my face. 

Par. Thy face is mine, and tliou hast slander’d it. 
Jul, It may be so, for it is not mine own. — 

Arc you at leisure, holy father, now ; 

Or shalL I come to you at evening mass ? 

Fri, My leisure serves me, pensive daughter, 
now : — 

My lord, we must entreat the time alone. 

Par. Now heaven forbid, I should disturb de- 
votion ! 

Juliet, on Thursday early will I rouse you ; 

Till then, adieu ! and keep this holy kiss. 

[F.nt Paris. 

Jul, O, shut the door! and when thou hast done so. 
Come weep with me ; Past hope, past cure, past help ! 

Fri. Ah, Juliet, I already know tliy grief; 

It strains me past the compass of my wdts ; 

I hear thou must, and nothing must prorogue it. 
On Thursday next be married to this county. 

Jul. Tell me not, friar, that thou hear’st of this, 
Unless thou tell me bow I may prevent it ; 

If, in thy wisdom, thou canst give no help, 

Do thou but call my resolution wise, 

And with this knife I’ll help it presently. 

Love join’d my heart and Romeo’s, thou our hands ; 
And ere this hand, by thee to Romeo seal’d, 

Sliall be the label to aivJther deed. 

Or my true heart with treacherous revolt 
Turn to another, tins shall slay them both : 
Therefore, out of thy long-experienc’d time, 

Give me some present counsel ; or, behold, 

’Twixt my extremes and me this bloody knife 
Shall play tlic umpire 3 ; arbitrating that 
Which the commission ^ of thy years and art 
Could to no issue of true honour bring. 

Be not so long to speak ; I long to die, 

If what thou speak’st speak not of remedy. 

Fn. Hold, daughter ; I do spy a kind of hope, 
Wliich craves as desperate an execution 
As that is desperate which wc w'ould prevent. 

If, rather than to marry county Paris, 

Thou hast the strength of will to slay thyself. 

Then is it likely, thou wilt undertake 
A thing like deatli to chide away this shame. 

That cop'st with death himself to scape from it ; 
And, if thou dar’st, I’ll give thee remedy. 

Jul, O, bid me leap, rather than marry Paris, 
From off tlie battlements of yonder tower ; 

Or walk in thievish ways ; or bid me lurk 
Wliere serpents arc ; chain me with roaring bears ; 

Decide the struggle between me and my distresses. 

* Authority or power. 


Or shut me nightly in a charnel-house, 
O’er-cover’d quite with dead men’s rattling bones, 
With reeky shank.s and yellow cha 2 >less skulls ; 

Or bid me go into a new-made grave, • 

And hide me with a dead man in his shroud ; 
Things that, to hear .them told, have made mo 
tremble ; 

And I will do it without fear or doubt, 

To live an unstain’d wife, to my sweet love. 

Fri, Hold, then ; go home, be merry, give consent 
To marry Paris : Wednesday is to-morrow ; 
To-morrow night look that thou lie alone*. 

Let not thy nurse Ee with thee in thy chamber ; 
Take thou this phial, being then in bed. 

And this distilled liquor drink thou off ; 

When, presently, tlirough all thy veins shall run 
A cold and drowsy humour, which shall seize 
Each vital spirit ; for no pulse shall keep 
His natural progress, but surcease to beat : 

No w'armth, no breath, sliall testify thouliv’st; 

The roses in tliy lips and cheeks shall fade 
To paly ashes ; tliy eyes’ windows fall, 

Like death, when he shuts up the day of life ; 

Each part, depriv’d of supple government, 

Shall stiff, and stark, and cold, appear like death ; 
And in this borrow’d likeness of shrunk deatli 
niou shalt remain full two and forty hours, 

And then awake as from a jileasaut sleep. 

Now when tlie bridegroom in the morning comes 
To rouse thee from tliy bed, there art thou dead : 
Then (as the manner of our country is,) 

111 thy best robes uncover’d on the bier, 

Thou shalt be borne to that same ancient vault. 
Where all the kindred of the Capulets lie. 

In the mean time, against thou shalt awake, 

Shall Romeo by my letters know otir drift ; 

And hither shall he come ; and he and I 
Will watch thy waking, and that very night 
Shall Romeo bear thee hence to Mantua. 

And this shall free thee from this present shame ; 

If no inconstant toy, nor w’ornanish fear, 

Abate tliy valour in the acting it. 

Jul. Give me, O give me ! tell me not of fear. 
Fri. Hold; get you gone, be strong and prosperous 
111 this resolve ; I’ll send a friar with speed 
To Mantua, with my letters to thy lord. 

JiJ, Love, give me strength ! and strength sliall 
help afford. 

Farewell, dear father I ^ [Ejreintt. 

SCENE II. — A Room in Capulet’u House, 
EnlerCAVMi^my Lady Capo let. Nurse, and Servants. 
Cap, So many guests invite as here are writ. — 

Servant. 

Sirrah, go hire me twenty cunning cooks. 

2 Scrv, You shall have none ill, sir. 

Cap. Go, begone. — [Exit Servant. 

We shall be much unfurnish’d for this time. — 
What, is my daughter gone to friar Laurence ? 
Nurse, Ay, forsooth. 

Cap. Well, he may chance to do some good on her ; 
A peevish self-will’d harlotry it is. 

ErUer Juliet. 

Nurse, See, where she comes from shrift with 
merry look. ^ 

Cap, How now, my headstrong ? where have you 
been gadding ? 

Jul, Where I have Icarn’d me to repent the sin 
Of disobedient opposition 
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To you, and your Inchests ^ ; and am enjoin’d 
By holy Laurence to fall prostrate here, 

And beg your pardon ; — Pardon, I beseech you ! 
Henceforward I am ever rul’d by you. 

Cap. Send for the county ; go tell him of this ; 
I’ll have this knot knit up to-morrow morning. 

JuL I met the youthful lord at Laurence’ cell ; 
And gave him what liecomed ^ love I might, 

Vot stepping o’er the bounds of modesty. 

Cap. Why, I am glad on’t ; this is well,— stand 
up: 

This is as’t should be. — Let me see the county; 
Ay, marry, go, I say, and feteJf him liither. — 
Now, by my life, this reverend holy friar. 

All our whole city is much bound to him. 

Jill. Nurse, will you go with me into my closet, 
To help me sort such needful ornaments 
As you think lit to furnish me to-morrow? 

JLa. Cap. No, not till Thursday; there is time 
enough. 

Cap. Go, nurse, go with her: — we’ll to church 
to-morre iv. [Exeunt J uliet and N urse. 
La. Ca}). We shall be short in our provision; 
*Tis now near night. 

Cap. Tush ! I will stir about, 

And all tilings shall be well, I warrant thee, wife: 
Go thou to Juliet, help to deck up her ; 

I’ll not to bed to night ; — let me alone ; 

I’ll play the housewife for this once. — What, ho ! 
They are all forth ; Well, I will walk myself 
To county Paris, to prepare him up 
Against to-morrow ; my heart is wondrous light. 
Since this same wayward girl is so reclaim’d. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE HI. — Juliet’s Chamber. 

Enter Juliet aiid Nurse. 

Jul. Ay, thdie attires are best; — But, gentle 
nurse, 

I pray thee, leave me to myself to-night ; 

For 1 have need of many orisons? 

I’o move the heavens to smile upon my state, 
Which, well thou know’st, is cross and full of sin. 

Euler Lady Capulet. 

La. Cap. Wliat, are you busy ? do you need my 
help ? 

Jul. No, madam wc have cull’d such necessaries 
As are bchoveful for our state to-morrow : 

So please you let me now be left alone, 

And let the nurse this night sit up with you ; 

For, I am sure, you have your hands full all, 

111 this so sudden business. 

La. Cap. Good night ! 

Get thee to bed, and rest ; for thou hast need. 

[Exeunt Lady Capulet and Nurse. 
Jul. Farewell ! — Heaven knows, when wc shall 
meet again. 

I liave a faint cold fear thrills through my veins. 
That almost freezes up the heat of life ; 

I’ll call them back again io comfort me ; 

Nurse ! — What should she do here ? 

My dismal scene I needs must act alone. — 

Come, phial. — 

Wlia| if this mixture do not work at all ? 

Must I of force be married to the county? — 

Ko, no ; — this shall forbid it ; — lie thou there. — 
[Laying down a dagger. 
!» Commands. « Becoming. ? Brayers. 


What if it be a poison, which the friar 
Subtly bath minister’d to have me dead ; 

Lest ill this marriage he should be dishonour’d. 
Because he married me before to Romeo ? 

I fear, it is ; and yet, mctliiiiks, it should not. 

For he hath still been tried a holy man ; , 

I will not entertain so bad a thought. — 

How if, when I am laid into the tomb, 

I wake before tlie time that Romeo 
Come to redeem me ? there’s a fearful point ! 

Shall I not then be stifled in the vault. 

To whose foul mouth no healthsome air breatlies in. 
And lliere die strangled ere my Romeo comes ? 

Or, if I live, is it not very like, 

The horrible conceit of death and night, 

Together with the terror of the place, — 

As in a vault, an ancient receptacle, 

Where for lliesc many hundred years, the bones 
Of all my buried ancestors are pack’d ; 

Where bloody Tybalt, yet but green in earth, 

Lies fest’ring in his shroud ; where, as tJicy say. 

At some hours in the night spirits resort; 

Alack, alack 1 is it not like, that I, 

So early waking, — what witli loathsome 'hmcll, 
And sliricks like mandrakes torn out of the earth. 
That living mortals, hearing them, run mad — 

O ! if I wake, sliall I not be distraught 9, 
Environed with all these hideous fears ? 

And madly play with my forefathers’ joints? 

And pluck the mangled Tybalt from his shroud ? 
And, in this rage, with some great kinsman’s bone, 
As with a club, dash out my desperate brains ? 

O, look ! methinks, I sec my cousin’s ghost 
Seeking out Romeo, that did spit his body 
Upon a rapier’s point : — Stay, Tybalt, stay I — 
Romeo, 1 come ! this do 1 drink to thee. 

[She throws herself on the Bed. 

SCENE IV. — Capulet’s J/o//. 

Enter Lady Capulet and Nurse. 

Im. Ca;;. Hold, take these keys, and fetch more 
spices, nurse. 

Kurse, They call for dates and quinces in the 
pastry. i ® 

Enter Capulet. 

Cap, Come, stir, stir, stir ! the second cock hath 
crow’d. 

The curfeu bell hath rung, ’tis tliree o’clock : — 
Look to the bak’d meats, good Angelica ; 

Sparc not for cost. 

JN'urse. Go, go, you cot-quean, go. 

Get you to bed ; ’faith, you’ll be sick to-morrow' 
For this night’s watching. 

Cap. No, not a whit : What! I have watch’d ere 
now 

All night for lesser cause, and ne’er been sick. 

La. Cap. Ay, you have been a mouse-hunt in 
your time ; 

But I will watch you from such watching now. 

[Exeunt Lady Capulet and Nurse. 
Co;). A jealous-hood, a jealous-hood ! — Now, 
fellow. 

What’s there ? 

8 The fabulous accounts of the plant called a mandrake give 
it a degree of animal life, and when it is torn from the ground 
it groans, which is fatal to him that pulls it uil 
V Distract(i 2 d. * The room where pics were made.. 

3 11 3 
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ROMEO AND JULIET. 


Act IV. 


Enter Servants, with S})Usf LogSf and Baskets. 

1 Serv. Things for the cook, sir ; but I knove not 

what. 

Cap. Make haste, make haste. \^ExU 1 Serv.] — 
Sirrah, fetch drier logs ; 

Call Peter, he will show thee where they arc. 

2 Serv. I have a head, sir, tliat will find out logs, 
A fid never trouble Peter for the matter. \_Kxit. 

Cap. ’Mass, and well said : A merry fellow ! ha. 
Thou slialt be logger-head. — Good faith, ’tis day : 
The county will be here with musick straight, 

[Mustek within. 

For so he said he would. I hear him near : — 
Nurse ! — Wife ! — what, ho ! — what, nurse, I say ! 

Enter Nurse. 

Go, waken Juliet, go, and trim her up ; 

I’ll go and chat with Paris : — Hie, make haste. 
Make baste ! tlie bridegroom he is come already : 
Make haste, I say ! [Exeunt. 

SCENE# V. — Juliet’s Chamber; Juliet on the Bed. 
Enter Nurse. 

Nurse. Mistress ! — what, mistress ! — Juliet ! — 
fast, I warrant : — 

Why, lamb I — why, lady ! — fyc, you slug-a- 
bed ! — 

Why, love, I say ! — madam ! sw'eetheart ! — why, 
bride ! 

What, not a word ? — you take your pennyworths 
now ; 

Sleep for a week : how sound is she asleep ! 

I needs must wake her : — Madam, madam, madam ! 
What, drest ! and in your clothes ! and down again ! 
I must needs wake you ; I^ady ! lady ! lady ! 

Alas ! alas ! — Help ! help ! my lady’s dead ! — 

O, welha-day, that ever I was born ! — 

Some aqua vitae, ho ! — my lord ! my lady * 

Enter Lady Capulet. 

La, Cap, What noise is here ? 

Nurse, O lamentable day ! 

La, Cap, What is the Inattcr ? 

Nurse, Look, look ! O heavy day ! 

La, Cap. O me, O me f — ray child, my only life, 
Revive, look up, or I will die witlj thee ! — 

Help, help ! — call help. 

Enter Capulet. 

Cap, For shame, bring Juliet forth; her lord is 
come. 

Nurse. She’s dead, deceas’d, she’s dead; alack 
tlie day ! 

La> Cap. Alack the day ! she’s dead, she’s dead, 
she’s dead. 

Cnj>, Ha I let me see her ; — Out, alas, she’s 
cold. 

Her blood is settled ; and her joints are stiff; 

Lite and these lips have long been separated ; 
Death lies on her, like an untimely frost 
Upon tlie sweetest flower of all tlie field. 

Accursed time ! unfortunate old man ! 

Nurse, O lamentable day ! 

La. Cap, O woeful time ! 

Cap, Death that hath ta’en her hence to make me 
wail. 

Ties up my tongue, and will not let mo speak. 


Enter Friar Laurence and Paris, with Musicians, 
Fru Come, is tlie bride ready to go to clm|’cli? 
Cap. Ready to go, but never to return ; 

O son, the night before thy wedding-day 

Hatli death lain witli thy bride : <— See, there she lies, 

Flower as she was, deflowered by him. 

Death is my son-in-law, death is my heir ; 

My daughter he hath wedded ! I will die, 

And leave him all ; life leaving, all is death’s. 

Far, Have I thought long to sec this morning’s 
face, 

And doth it give nfi* such a sight as this ? 

La. Cap. Accurs’d, unhappy, wretched, hateful day ! 
Most miserable hour, that e’er time saw 
In lasting labour of his pilgrimage ! 

But one, poor one, one poor and loving child, 

But one thing to rejoice and solace in, 

And cruel deatli hath catch’d it from my sight. 

Nurse. O w'oc ! O woeful, woeful, woeful day ! 
Most lamentable day ! most woeful day. 

That ever, ever, I did yet beholr* ! 

O day ! O day ! O day ! O hateful day ! 

Never w'as seen so black a day as this ; 

O woeful day, O woeful day ! 

Far. Beguil’d, divorced, wronged, spited, slain ! 
Most detestable death, by thee beguil’d, 

By cruel, cruel tliee quite overthrown ! 

O love ! O life ! — not life, but love in death ! 

Cap, Despis’d, distressed, hated, martyr’d, 
kill’d ! — . 

Uncomfortable time 1 why cam’st thou now 
To murder, murder our solemnity ? — 

O child ! O child ! — ray soul, and not my child ! — 
Dead art tliou, dead ! — alack ! my child is dead ; 
And with my child, my joys are burf^d ! 

Fri, Peace, ho, for shame ! confusion’s cure lives 
not 

In these confusions. Heaven and ^'Oursclf 
Had part in tliis fair maid ; now heaven hath all. 
And all the better is it for the maid ; 

Your part in her you could not keep from death ; 
But heaven keeps his part in eternal life. 

The most you sought was — her promotion ; 

For ’twas your heaven, site should be advanc’d : 
And weep ye now, seeing she is advanc’d. 

Above the clouds, as high as heaven itself? 

O, in tins love, you love your child so ill, 

That you run mad, seeing that fhe is well : 

She’s not well married, that lives married long ; 
But she’s best married, tliat dies married young. 
Dry up your tears, and stick your rosemary 
On this fair corse ; and, as the custom is, 

In all her best array bear her to church : 

For tliough fond nature bids us all lament. 

Yet nature’s tears arc reason’s merriment. 

Cap. All things that we ordained festival, 

Turn from their office to black funeral : 

Our instruments, to melancholy bells ; 

Our wedding cheer, to a sad burial feast ; 

Our solemn hymns to sullen dirges change ; 

Our bridal flowers serve fSr a buried corse, 

And all things change tliem to the contrary. 

Fri. Sir,goyouin, — and, madam, go with him; — 
And go, sir Paris ; — every one prepare 
To follow this fair corse unto her grave : , 

The heavens do lower upon you, for some ill » 
Move them no more, by crossing their high wilt. 

[Exeunt Capulit, Lady CAruLET, Paris, 
and Friar. 
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1 Mus, We may put up our pipes, and be gone. 

Nurse, Honest good fellows, ii, put up ; put up ; 
For, well you know, this is a pitiful case, 

* [Uni Nurse. 

1 Mus* Ay, by my troth, the case may be amended. 

Unier Peter. 

Pet, Musicians, O, musicians, Heart's ease, heart's 
case ; O, an you will have me live, play — heart's 
ease. 

1 Mus. Wliy heart's case 9 

Pet, musicians, because my heart itself plays 
— My heart is full of woe : O, filay me some merry 
dump 3, to comfort me. 

2 Mus, Not a dump we j ’tis no time to play 

now. 

Pet* You will not then ? 

Mus, No. 

Pet, 1 will then give it you soundly. 

1 Mus, What will you give us? 

Pvt. No money, on my faith j but the gleek^ : I 
will give you the rtinstrel. 

1 Mus. Then will I give you the serving-creature. 

Pet, Then w ill I lay the serving-creature’s dagger 
on your pate. 1 will carry no crotchets : I’ll re you. 
I’ll fa you ; Do you note me ? 

1 Mus. An you re us, and /a us, you note us. 

2 Mus, Pray you, put up your dagger, and put 
out your wit. 


Pet. Then have at you with my wit ; I will dry- 
beat you with an iron w^it, and put up my iron 
dagger : — Answer me like men ; 

When griping grUf the heart doth wound. 

And dolful dumps the mind ojy)rcss, 

Then musick, with her silver sound ; 

Why, silver sound 9 vvhy, musick ivith her silver 
sou7id 9 , 

What say you, Simon Catling ? 

1 Mus. Marry, sir, because silver hath a sweet 
sound. 

Pet. Pretty ! What say you, Hugh Rebeck ? 

2 Mus. I say — silver sound, because musicians 
sound for silver. 

Pet, Pretty too ! —What say you, James Sound- 
post? 

3 Mus. 'Faith, I know not what to say. 

Pet, O, I cry you mercy ! you arc the singer : 1 
will say for y on . It is — m vsick with her silver sound, 
because such fellows as you have seldom gold for 
sounding : — 

Then musick with her silver sound, ^ 

With speedy help doth lend redress, 

[Exit, singing* 

1 Mus, What a pestilent knave is this same ? 

2 Mus. Hang hiin^ Jack ! Come, we’ll in here ; 
tarry for the mourners, and stay dinner. [Exeunt, 


ACT V. 


SCENE I. — Mantua. A Street, 

^ Enter Romeo. 

Rom, If I may trust the flattering eye of sleep, 
My dreams presage some joyful new^s at hand . 

My liosom’s lord sits lightly in his throne ; 

And all this day, an unaccustom'd spirit 
Lifts me above the ground with cheerful thoughts. 
I dreamt, my lady came and found me dead ; 
(Strange dream ! that gives a dead man leave to 
think,) 

And breath’d such life with kisses in ray lips, 

That I reviv’d, and was an emperor. 

Ah me ! how sweevf is love itself possess’d, 

When but love’s shadows are so rich in joy ? 

Enter Balthazar. 

News from Verona ! — How' now, Baltliazar ? 
DoslUhou not bring me letters from the friar ? 
How doth my lady ? is my father well ? 

How fares my Juliet ? That I ask again ; 

For nothing can be ill, if she be well. 

Ral, Then she is well, and nothing can be ill ; 
Her body sleeps in Capcls* monument. 

And her immortal part with angels lives ; 

I saw her laid low in her kindred’s vault, 

And presently took post to tell it you : 

O pardon me for bringing these ill news, 

Since you did leave it for my ofllice, sir. 

JSom. Is it even so? then I defy you, stars ! — 
TMi know’st my lodging ; get me ink and paper, 
And hire post-horses ; I will hence to-night. 

3 Dwnps were heavy mournfhl tunes. 

^ To gleek is to scofl^ and a glcekman signified a minstrel. 


Ral, Pardon me, sir, I will not leave you thus : 
Your looks are pale and wild, and do import 
Some misadventure. 

Rof 7 i. Tush, thou art deceiv’d ; 

Leave me, and do the thing I bid thee do ; 

Hast thou no letters to tne from the friar ? 

Ral, No, my good lord. 

Rom, No matter ; get thee gone. 

And hire those horses ; I’ll be with thee straight. 

4 [Exit Balthazar. 
Well, Juliet, I will lie with thee to-night. 

Let’s see for means ; — O^misclucf Riou ait^swillt 
To enter in the thoughts olnilJBJpc^ratc men ! 

I do remember an apdtheSfrai'y, — 

And hereabouts he dwells, — whom late I noted 
In tatter’d weeds, with overwhelming brows. 
Culling of simples j meagre were his looks, 

Sharp misery had worn him to the bones : 

And in his needy shop a tortoise hung, 

An alligator stuff’d, and other skins 
Of ill-shap’d fishes ; and about his shelves 
A beggarly account of empty boxes, 

Green earthen pots, bladders, and musty seeds, 
Remnants of packthread, and old cakes of roses, 
Were thinly scatter’d, to make up a show. 

Noting this penury, to myself I said 
And if a man did need a poison now’, 

Whose sale is present death in Mantua,*' 

Here lives a caitiff wretch would sell it him. 

O, this same thought did but fore-run my need ; 
And this same needy man must sell it me. 

As 1 remember, tliis should be the house : 

Being holiday, tlie beggar’s shop is shut. — 

What, ho ! apothecary ! 

3 H 4 
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Enter Apothecary. 

Ap. Who calls so loud? 

Rcni* Come hither, man. — I see, that thou art 
poor ; 

Hold, there is forty ducats ; let mo have 
A dram of poison ; such soon-speeding gcer ^ 

As will disperse itself through all tlio veins, 

That the life-weary taker may fall dead ; 
aS& that the trunk may be discharg’d of breath 
As violently, as hasty powder fir’d 
Doth hurry from the fatal cannon’s womb. 

Ap, Such mortal drugs I have; but Mantua’s 
law 

Is death, to any he that utters them. 

Rom, Art thou so bare, and full of wretchedness. 
And fear’st to die ? famine is in thy cheeks, 

Need and oppression starveth in thine eyes. 

Upon thy back hangs ragged misery. 

The world is not thy friend, nor the world’s law : 
ITie world affords no law to make thee rich ; 

Then be not poor, but break it, and take this. 

Ap, My poverty, but not my vvill, consents. 
Rom, / pay thy poverty, and not thy will. 

Ap, Put this in any liquid thing you will, 

And drink it off; and, if you had the strength 
, Of twenty men, it would despatch you straight. 

$ Rom, There is thy gold ; worse poison to men’s 
souls, 

?? Doing more murders in this loathsome world, 

^ Than these poor compounds that thou may’st not 
sell : 

I sell thee poison, thou hast sold me none. 

Farewell ; buy food, and get thyself in fiesh. — 
Come, cordial, atid not jioison ; go with me 
To Juliet’s grave, for there must I use thee. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE II. — Friar Laurence’j Cell, 

Enter Friar John. 

John, Holy Franciscan friar ! brother, ho ! 

Enter Friar Laurence. 

Lau, This same should be the voice of friar 
John, — ^ 

Welcome from Mantua : What says Romeo ? 

Or, if his mind be writ, give me his letter. 

John, Going to find a barefoot brother out, 

One of our order to associate me, 

Here in this city visiting the sick, 

And finding him, the searchers of the town. 
Suspecting that we both were in a house 
Where the infectious pestilence did reign, 

Seal’d up the doors, and would not let us forth ; 

So that my speed to Mantua there was stay’d, 

Lau, Who bare ray letter then to Romeo ? 

John, I could not send it, — - here it is again, — 
Nor get a messenger to bring it thee, 

So feai'ful were they of infection. 

Lau, Unhappy fortune ! by my brotherhood, 
The letter was not nice but full of charge, 
or dear import ; and the neglecting it 
May do much danger: Friar John, go hence ; 

Get me an iron crow, and bring it straight 
Unto my cell, 

John, Brother, I’ll go and bring it thee. [Exit, 
Lau, Now must I to the monument alone ; 
Within these three hours will fair Juliet wake; 

* Stuff i. f. On a trivial or ullc eubject. 


She will beshrew me much that Romeo 
Hath liad no notice of these accidents : 

But I will write again to Mantua, 

And keep her at my cell till Romeo come ; * 

Poor living corse, clos’d in a dead man’s tomb ! 

[Exit, 

SCENE III, — A Church„Yard; in it, a Monu-^ 
ment belonging to the Capulets, 

Enter Paris, and his Page, bearing Flowers, and a 
Torch, 0 

Par, Give me th^'^ torch, boy : Ilencc, and stand 
aloof ; •>— > 

Yet put it out, for I would not be seen. 

Under yon yew-trees lay thee all along, 

Holding thine car close to the hollow ground 
So shall no foot upon the churchyard tread, 

(Being loose, unfinn, witli digging up of graves,) 
But thou shalt hear it : whistle then to me, 

As sigiml that thou hear’st something approach. 
Give me those flowers. Do as t bid thee, go. 

Page, I am almost afraid to stand alone 
Here in the churchyard ; yet I will adventure. 

[Retires, 

Par. Sweet flower, with flowers I strew thy bridal 
bed : 

Sweet tomb, that in thy circuit dost contain 
The perfect model of eternity ; 

Fair Juliet, that with angels dost remain. 

Accept this latest favour at my hands ; 

That living honour’d thee, and, being dead. 

With funeral praises do adorn thy tomb ! 

[7Vie Boy whistles, 
The boy gives warning, something doth approach. 
What cursed foot wanders this way fo-night, 

To cross my obsequies, and true-love’s rites ? 

What, witli a torch! — muffle me, ij^ight, a while. 

[Retires, 

Enter Romeo and Balthazar, with a Torch, 
Mattock, 

Rom, Give me that mattock, and the wrcnchinis 
iron. 

Hold, take this letter ; early in the morning 
See thou deliver it to my lord and father. 

Give me the light : Upon thy life, I charge thee, 
Whate’er thou hear’st or see’st stand all aloofj 
And do not interrupt me in nvf course. 

Why I descend into this bed of death, 

Is, partly, to behold my lady’s face, 

But, chiefly, to take thence from her dead finger 
A precious ring ; a ring that I must use 
In dear employment 7 ; therefore hence, begone : 
But if thou, jealous, dost return to pry 
In what I further shall intend to do. 

By heaven, I will tear thee joint by joint. 

And strew tliis hungry churchyard with thy limbs : 
The time and my intents are savage-wild ; 

More fierce, and more inexorable far, 

Than empty tigers, or the roaring sea. 

Ral, I will be gone, sir, and not trouble you. 
Rom, So shalt thou show me friendship. — Take 
thou that: 

Live, and be prosperous ; and farewell, good fellow. 

RcU, For ffll this same, I’ll hide me hereabout ; 
His looks I fear, and bis intents I doubt. [Retires, 
Rom, Thou detestable maw, thou womb of death, 
7 i. e, A matter of importance. 



Scene 111. 


ROMEO AND JULIET. 


841 


Gorg’d with the dcarcBt morsel of the earth, 

I'lius I enforce thy rotten jaws to oi)en, 

[^Brealcing open the Door the Monumeifit» 
And5 in despite, I’ll cram thee with more food ! 

Par. This is tliat banish’d haughty Montague, 
That murder’d my love’s cousin ; — • with which grief, 
It is supi>oscd tlie fair creature died, — 

/Vnd here is come to do some villainous shame 
To the dead bodies : I will apprehend him. — 

{^Jdoances. 

Stop thy unhallow’d toil, vile Montague ; 

Can vengeance be pursu’d further than death ? 
(’undenmed villain, I do apprqj^end thee : 

Obey, and go with me ; for thou must die, 

Rom. I must, indeed ; and therefore came I 
hither 

Good gentle youth, tempt not a desperate man, 

Vly hence, and leave me ; — think uj>on these gone ; 
Let them affright thee. — I beseech thee, youth, 
Heap not another sin upon my head, 
lly urging me to fury : — O, be gone ! 

I5y heaven, I love^thee belter than myself: 

For I come hither arm’d against myself: 

Stay not, be gone ; — live, and hereafter say — 

A madman’s mercy bade thee run away. 

Par. I do defy thy conjurations^, 

And do attach thee as a felon here. 

Rom. Wilt thou provoke me? then have at thee, 
boy. [Tliep fifilil* 

Page. O heaven ’ they fight, I will go call the 
watcli. [ Exit Page. 

Par. O, 1 arn slain! [PaZ/if.] — If thou bemeiciful, 
0])eii tlic tomb, lay me with Juliet. [H/Vs. 

Rom. In faith, I will : — Let me peruse this 
face ; — 

IMcrcutio’s kinsman, noble county Paris : — 

AVhat said my man, when my betossed soul 
Did not attend him as we rode? 1 think, 

ITe told me Pr*'is should have married Juliet : 

S.iid he not so ? or did I dream it so ? 

Or am 1 mad, hearing him talk of Juliet, 

'Jo think it was so ? — O, give me thy liund, 

One writ with me in sour misfortune’s hook ! 

I’ll bury thee in a triumphant grave, — • 

A grave ? O, no ; a lantern, slaughter’d youth, 

For here lies Juliet, and her beauty makes 
'I’his vault a feasting presence 9 full of light. 

Death, lie thou there, by a dead man interr’d. 

{La^itfg Paris in the Movnment. 
How oft when meif are at the point of death, 

Have they been merry, which their keepers call 
A lightning before death ; — O, how may I 
Call this a lightning? — O, my Jove ! my wife! 
Death, that hath suck’d the honey of thy breatli, 
Hath had no power yet upon thy beauty : 

Thou art not conquer’d ; beauty’s ensign yet 
Is crimson in thy Jijjs, and in thy cheeks, 

And dcatli’s pale flag is not advanced tliere. — 
Tybalt, liest thou there in thy bloody sheet? 

O, what more favour can I do to thee. 

Than with tliat hand that cut thy youth in twain, 
To sunder his that was thine enemy ? 

Forgive me, cousin I — Ah, dear Juliet, 

Why art thou yet so fair ? Shall I believe 
That unsubstantial death is amorous ; 

And tliat the lean abhorred monster keeps 
Thee here in dark to be his paramour ? 

For fear of that, I will still stay with thee ; 

® I refuse to do as thou conjurest me to do, i. e. to deiiart 
Presence ebomber 


And never from this palace of dim night 
Depart again ; here, here will 1 remain 
With worms that are tliy chambermaids; O, here 
Will 1 set up my everlasting rest ; 

And shake the yoke of iriauspicious stars 
From this world- wearied flesh, — Eyes, look your 
last 1 

Arms, take your last embrace ! and lips, O you 
The doors of breath, seal with a righteous kiss 
A dateless bargain to engrossing death ! — ^ 

(’ome, bitter conduct >, come, unsavoury guide ! 
J’hou desperate pilot, now at once run on 
The dashing rocks thy sea-sick weary bark ! 

Here’s to my love ! — [Hrui/c5.] O, true apothecary ! 
'Fliy drugs are quick. — Thus witli a kiss I die. 

iDies. 

Eatery at the other End of the Churchyard) Friar 
Laurenck, uilh a Lanterth CroW) and Spade, 
Fn. Saint Francis be my speed 1 how oft to-night 
Have my old feet stumbled at graves ? — Who’s 
there ? 

Who is it that < onsorts, so late, the dead ? 

Ral. Here’s one, a friend, and one tlvit knows 
you well. 

Fri* Bliss he upon you ! Tell me, good my 
friend. 

What torch is yond’, that vainly lends his light 
To grubs and eyeless skulls ? as I discern. 

It burnetii in the Capels’ njonument. 

Ral. It doth so, holy sir; and there’s iny master. 
One that you love. 

Fru Wlio is it ? 

Bid, Romeo. 

How long hath he been there ? 

Rad. Full half an hour. 

Fri. Go with me to the vault. 

Ral. I dare not, sir ; 

My master knows not, but I am gone hence ; 

And fearfully did menace me with death, 

If 1 did stay to look on his intents. 

Fri. Stay then, I’ll go alone ; — Fear comes upon 
w me : 

O, much I fear some ill unlucky thing, 

Ral. As I did sleep under this yew-tree here, 

I dreamt my master and another fought, 

And that my master slew him, 

Fri. Romeo ? [Advances. 

Alack, alack, wliat blood is this, which stains 
The stony entrance of this sepulchre ? •— 

What mean these inasterlcss and gory swords 
To lie discolour’d by this place of peace ? 

[Enters the Monument. 
Romeo ! O, pale ! — Who else ? what, Paris, too ? 
And steep’d in blood? — Ah, what an unkind hour 
Is guilty of this lamentable chance 1 — 

The lady stirs, [J uliex wadees and stirs. 

Jul. O, comfortable friar ! where is my lord ? 

I do remember well where I should be. 

And there I am : — Where is my Romeo ? 

[Noise within. 

Fri. I hear some noise. — Lady, come from that 
nest 

Of death, contagion, and unnatural sleep ; 

A greater Power than we can contradict 
Hath thwarted our intents ; come, come aWay ; 

Thy husband in thy bosom there lies dead ; 

And Paris too ; come, I’ll dispose of thee 
Among a sisterhood of holy nuns : 

I Conductor. 
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Stay MOt to question, for the watch is coming ; 
Come, go, good Juliet, — [iVoisc agaiti*] I dare 
stay no longer. 

Go, get thee hence, for I will not away. — 
What’s here ? a cup, clos’d in my true love’s hand ? 
Poison, I see, hath been his timeless end : — 

O churl i drink all ; and leave no friendly drop, 
To help me after ? — I will kisa thy lips ; 

H^)ly, some poison yet doth hang on ^em, 
To^nake me die with a restorative. [Kisses him* 
Tliy lips arc warm ! 

1 Watch, [WithinA Lead, boy: — Wliichway? 
Jvl. Yea, noise ? — tlien 111 be brief. — O happy, 
dagger ! [Snatching Romeo’s Dagger, 
This is thy sheath ; herself,"] tliere rust, and 

let me die. 

[JPal/s on Romeo’s JBedy, and dies. 

Enter Watch, with the Page of Paris. 

Page, Tills is the place j there, where the torch 
doth burn. 

1 Watch, The ground is bloody ; Search about 

the churchyard : 

Go, some*of you, whoe’er you find, attach. 

• [Exeunt some. 

Pitiful sight ! here lies the county slain j — 

And Juliet bleeding ; warm, and newly dead, 

Who here hath lain these two days buried. — 

Go, tell the prince, — run to the Capulets, — 

Raise up the Montagues, — some others search ; — 
[Exeunt other Watchmen. 
We see the ground whereon these woes do lie ; 

But the true ground of all tliese piteous woes, 

We cannot without circumstance descry. 

Enter some of the Watch, with Balthazar. 

2 Watch, Here’s Romeo’s man, we found him in 

the churchyard. 

1 Watch, Hold him in safety, till the prince come 
hitlicr. 

Elder another Watchman, with Friar Laurence. 
S Watch. Here is a friar, that trembles, sigha, and 
weeps : 

We took this mattock and this spade from him, 

As he was coming from this churchyard side. 

1 Watch* A great suspicion ; Stay the friar too. 

Efiler the Prince and Attendants. 

Prince* What misadventure is so early up, 

Tiiat calls our person from our morning’s rest? 

Enter Catuiet, Ladt Capulet, and others* 

Cap. What should it be, that they so shriek 
abroad? 

La* Cap* The people in the street cry — Romeo, 
Some — Juliet, and some — Paris ; and all run, 
With open outcry toward our monument. 

Prince* What fear is this, which startles in our 
ears? 

1 Watch. Sovereign, here lies the county Paris 
slain; 

And Romeo dead ; and Juliet, dead before, 

Warm and new kill’d. 

Prince* Search, seek, and know how this foul 
murder comes. 

1 Watefi* Here is a friar, and slaughter’d Romeo’s 
man; 

With instruments upon them, fit to open 
These dead men’s tombs. 


Acx V. 

Cap, O, heayens ! — O wife ! look how our 
daughter bleeds! 

This dagger hath mista’en, for lo ! his house 
Is empty on the back of Montague, <— • 

And is mis^sheathed in my daughter’s bosom. 

La. Cap, O me I this sight of death is as a bell, 
That warns my old age to a sepulchre. 

Enter Montague and others* 

Prince* Come, Montague ; for thou art early up, 
To see tliy son and heir more early dbwn. 

Mon* Alas, my liege, my wife is dead t^-night ; 
Grief of my son’s ei^le hath stopp’d her breath : 
What further woe conspires against mine age ? 
Prince* Look, and thou shalt see. 

Mon* O thou untaught ; what manners is in this, 
To press before thy father to a grave ? 

Prince* Seal up the mouth of outrage for a while, 
Till we can clear these ambiguities. 

And know their spring, their head, their true 
descent ; 

And tlien will I be general of yo^r woes, 

And lead you even to death : Meantime forl>ear, 
And let mischance be slave to patience. — 

Bring forth the parties of suspicion. 

JFW. I am the greatest, able to do least, 

Yet most suspected, as the time and place 
Doth make against me, of this direful murder ; 
And here I stand, both to impeach and purge 
Myself condemned and myself excus’d. 

Prince* Then say at once what thou dost know in 
this. 

Fri* I will be brief, for my short date of breath 
Is not so long as is a tedious tale. 

Romeo, there dead, was husband to that Juliet ; 
And she, there dead, that Romeo’s faithful wife : 

I married them ; and their stolen marriage-day 
Was Tybalt’s dooms-day, whose untimely death 
Banish’d the new-made bridegroom /rom this city ; 
For whom, and not for Tybalt, Juliet pin’d. 

You — to remove that siege 3 of grief from her, — 
Betroth’d, and would have married her perforce, 
To county Paris : — Then comes she to me ; 

And, with wild looks, bid me devise some means 
To rid her from this second marriage, 

Or, In my cell tliere would she kill herself. 

Then gave I her, so tutor’d by my art, 

A sleeping potion ; wliich so took effect 
As I intended, for it wrought on her 
Hie form of death : meantime F writ to Romeo, 
That he should hither come as this dire night, 

To help to take her from her borrow’d grave, 

Being the time the potion’s force should cease. 

But he which bore my letter, friar John, 

Was staid by accident ; and yesternight 
Return’d my letter back t Then all alone, 

At the prefixed hour of her waking, 

Came I to take her from her kindred’s vault ; 
Meaning to keep her closely at my cell, 

Till 1 conveniently could send to Romeo : 

But, when I came (some minute ere the time 
Of her awakening,) here untimely lay 
The noble Paris, and true Romeo, dead. 

She wakes ; and 1 entreated her come forth. 

And bear this work of heaven with patience : 

But then a noise did scare me from the tomb ; 

And she, too desperate^ would not go witli mep 
But (as jt seems,) did violence on herself. 

All this I know ; and to the marriage, 

* 1 e. The icidihsrd * Seat 
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Her nurse is privy ; Anyl, if aught in this 
Miscarried by my fault, let my old life 
Be sacrific'd, some hour before his time, 

Unlb the rigour of severest law. 

Prince* We still have known thee for a holy 
man. — 

Where’s Romeo’s man ? what can he say in this ? 

Jial. I brought my master news of Juliet’s deatli ; 
And then in post lie came from Mantua, 

To tins same place, to this same monument, 

"J'his letter he early hid me give his father; 

And threaten’d me with death, going in the vault, 
If 1 departed not, and left hin^ there. 

Prince* Give me the letter, 1 will look on it. — 
Where is the county’s page that rais’d the watch ? — 
Sirrah, what made your master in this place? 

Page* He came with flowers to strew his lady’s 
giave; 

And bid me stand aloof, and so I did : 

Anon, conies one with light to ope the tomb; 

And, by and by, my master drew on liim ; 

And then I ran ay ay to call the watch. 

Prince* This letter dotli make good the fiiar’s 
words. 

Their course of love, the tidings of her death : 

And here he writes that he did buy a poison 


Of a poor ’pothecary, and therewithal 
Came to this vault to die, and lie with Juliet. 
Where be these enemies? Capulet! Montague! 
See what a scourge is laid upon your hate, 

That heaven finds means to kill your joys with love ! 
And I, for winking at your discords too, 

Have lost a brace of kinsmen ^ ; — All are punish’d. 

Cap* O brother Montague, give me thy hand : 
This is my daughter’s jointure, for no more 
Can I demand. 

Mon* But I can give thee more : 

For I will raise her statue in pure gold ; 

That, while Verona by that name is known, 

There shall no figure at such rate be set, 

As that of true and faithful Juliet. 

Cap* As rich shall Romeo by his lady lie ; 

Poor sacrifices of our enmilj ! 

Prince, A glooming peace this morning vs ilh it 
brings ; 

The sun for sorrow will not show his liead ; 

Go hence, to have more talk of these sad things ; 

Some shall be pardon’d, and some punished : 
For never was a story of more woe, 

Than this of Juliet and Iier Romeo. ^lEjiCunl. 
* Mercutio and Paris. 
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W HEN SO frreat a \vi iter as Johnson declares Iiim- 
self unable to perceive any satisfactory cause for 
Hamlet’s counterfeiting madness, 1 fear I shall be 
accused of i)resuin])tion, if I attempt to offer any 
solution of the ])rohlem ; yet 1 really tln'nk that the 
difficulty is not as great as he supposes it to be. 
He says that Hamlet does nothing in the character 
of a lunatic, which lie might not have done in his 
proper senses ; but in this observation he appears to 
have overlooked what Hamlet intended to do, which 
ought to have been taken into coiisideration as well 
as what be actually did. 

The state of the question I take to be as fol- 
lows ; — 

Hamlet being informed by the Gliost of the 
murder of his father, and being at the same time 
required to revenge it, forms the resolution of killing 
his uncle ; but being sensible that he has no proof 
of the murder, except what was said by the Ghost 
to himself alone, which could have no weight with 
any other person ; he feels conscious, that his killing 
the king would be considered as the act of a traitor 
and an assassin : he therefore determines to assume 
the appearance of madness, in older that the in- 
tended blow might be ascribed to distraction rather 
than to treason. Having fonned this resolution, he 
requires the most solemn oaths from Horatio and 
Marcellus, tliat tliey will not, if he 

“ Perchance hereafter shall think meet, 

To put an antick disposition on,” 

allow any expression to escape them, which would 
convey an idea of what might have occasioned the 
alteration in his behaviour. 

Hamlet is nevertheless induced, by more mature 
reflection, to doubt the propriety of proceeding to 
extremities, till he has further proof of tlie king’s 
guilt. 

The spirit that 1 have seen 

May be a devil j 

ril have grounds 
More relative than this.” 

He therefore has recourse to the play. The stra- 
tagem succeeds ; and being now convinced of the 
truth of what was said by tlie Ghost, he determines 
to kill the king. 

** Now could I drink hot blood,” See. 

This resolution he would immediately afterwards 
have carried into eflTect, if a very extraordinary cir. 
cumstance (the finding the king engaged in prayer) 
had not induced him to postpone it. 1 am happy 
that it is by no means necessary for me to say any 


thing respecting his horrid reflections on that oc- 
casion ; they do not affect the course of argument 
which I am pursuing, and in this, as in other in- 
stances, 1 attempt nothing more than to point out 
the motives of Hamlet’s conducl* w'ithout entering 
into the propriety or impropriety of those motives, 
or of tljc actions to wliicli they gave birth. 

Hamlet now goes to his mother, and while lie 
is with her, he does (as he supposes) wliat he had 
before resolved to do. He tliinks lie is killing the 
king, when lie kills Polonius. That he supposed 
the person behind the arras to be the king, is evi- 
dent from his words to bis mother : Is it the 

king ? ” and to the dead Polonius, ** I took thee for 
thy better.” After tliis, he entreats the queen by 
no means to disclose the secret of Jiis madness being 
counterfeit, and not real distraction. 

Here, then, with all due submission to Dr. John- 
son, is an act done by Hamlet wliilii supposed to 
be mad, which would have been thought an un- , 
pardonable murder if lit* had been in bis jiropcr 
senses; and this is the use which Halnlet afterw^ards 
makes of his counterfeit madness. He excuses him- 
self to I^aertes on this very ground ; 

** This presence knows, and you must needs have lieard, 
llow 1 am punish'd with a sore distraction. 

What I liavc done, 

I'hat might your nature, honour, and exception, 

Roughly awake, 1 here pioclaim was madness,” &c. 

It appears, then, that Hamlet resolved to coun- 
terfeit madness, that he might kill the king without 
being considered as a traitor and a murderer. He 
thought he was killing him when he killed Polonius, 
and if the person behind the anas had been llie 
king, Hamlet would have excused his death, as he 
excused the death of Polonius, by saying, 

** What I have done, 

I here proclaim was madness,” 

I shall add one word in answer to a question 
wliich I have heard frequently asked: Why did 
Hamlet act the madman in a manner so distressing 
to the amiable Ophelia ? The reason I take to be 
this : Ophelia was known to be the object of his 
aflection. The queen hoped 

” She would have been her Hamlet's wife.” 

If, then, it appeared that he acted as a madman in 
the presence of the object of his tenderest regard, 
he considered it as a certain consequence, that no 
doubt could be entertained of the realty of his dis- 
traction^ 
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ACT 1. 


SCENE I. — Elsinore. A Platform before the 
Castle. 

Francisco on his Post. Enter to him Bernardo. 
Jhr. Who’s there ? 

i'Vrt/L Nay, answer me : stand, and unfold 

Yourself, ft 

Jicr. Long live the king ! 

Fran. Bernardo? 

Per. r» He. 

Frail. You come most carefully upon your hour. 
Per. *Tis now struck twelve; get thee to bed, 
Francisco. 

Fran. F or this relief, much thanks ; ’tis bitter 
cold, 

And I am sick at heart. 

Per. Have you had quiet guard ? 

Fran. Not a mouse stirring. 

Per. Well, good night. 

If you do meet Horatio and Marcellus, 

The rivals * of m/ watch, bid them make haste. 

Enter Horatio and Marcellus. 

Fran. I think, I hear them. — Stand, ho ! Who 
is there? 

Ilor. Friends to this ground. 

Mar. And liegemen to the Dane. 

Fran. Give you good night. 

Mar. O, farewell, honest soldier : 

Who hath reliev’d you ? 

From. Bernardo hath my place. 

Give you good night [Exit Francisco. 

Mar. Holla ! Bernardo ! 

Per. Say, 

What, is Horatio Uiere ? 

Hot. A piece of him. 

Per. Welcome, Horatio ; welcome, good Har- 
^ ceUu$. 

llor. What, has tliis thing appear’d again to- 
night ? 


Per. I have seen nothing. 

Mar. Horatio says, ’tis but our fantasy, 

And will not let belief take hold of him, 

Touching this dreaded sight, twice seen of us; 
Therefore I have entreated him, along 
With us to watch the minutes of this night ; 

That, if again this apparition come, 

He may approve our eyes, and speak to it. 
i/or. Tush ! tush ! ’twill not appear. 

Per. Sit down awhile ; 

And let us once again assail your ears, 

That are so fortified against our story, 

What "we two niglits have seen. 

Hor. Well, sit wc down, 

And let Ui» hear Bernardo speak of this. 

Per. Last night of all, 

When yon same star, this’s westward from the pole. 
Had made his course to illume that part of heaven 
Where now it burns, Marcellus, and myself. 

The bell then beating one, — 

Mar. I*eace, break tlice off; look, where it comes 
again ! 

Enter Ghost. 

Per. In the same figure, like the king that’s dead. 
Mar. Thou art a scholar, speak to it, Horatio. 
Per. Looks it not like the king ? mark it, Ho- 
ratio. 

Hor. Most like ; —it harrows me witli fear, and 
wonder. 

Per. It would be spoke to. 

Mar, Speak to it, Horatio, 

Hor. What art thou, that usurp’st this time of 
night, 

Together with that fair and warlike form 
In which the majesty of buried Denmark 
Did sometimes march ? By heaven I charge thee 
speak. 

Mar. It is offended. 

Per. See ! it stalks away. 

> Make good or establieb. 


» Partners. 
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//or. Stay, speak ; speak I charge thee, speak. 

[^Edt Ghost. 

Mar* *Tis gone, and will not answer. 

Ber* How now, Horatio ? you tremble, and look 
_ lie: 

Is not this something more than fantasy ? 

What think you of it ? 

//o?*. Before my God, I might not this believe. 
Without the sensible and true avouch 
Of Rune own eyes. 

Mar* Is it not like the king ? 

Hor* As thou art to thyself : 

Such was the very armour he had on. 

When he the ambitious Norway combated ; 

So frown’d he once, w'hen, in an angry parle % 

He smote tlie sledded*^ Bolack^ on Uie ice. 

’Tis strange. 

Mar* Thus, twice before, and jump® at this dead 
hour, 

With martial stalk hath he gone by our watch. 

Hor* In what particular thought to work, I know 
not; 

But in the gross and scope of mine opinion, 

This bodes^some strange eruption to our state. 

Mar. Good now, sit down, and tell me, he that 
knows. 

Why this same strict and most observant watch 
So nightly toils the subject of the land ; 

And why such daily cast of brazen cannon, 

And foreign mart for implements of war : » 

Why such impress of shipwrights, whose sore task 
Does not divide the Sunday from the week : 

What might be toward, that tliis sweaty haste 
Doth make the night joint-labourer with the day ; 
W’ho is’t, that can inform me ? 

Hor* That can I j 

At least, the whisper goes so. Our last king, 
Whose image even but now appear’d to us, 

Was, as you know, by Fortinbras of Norw'ay, 
Thereto prick’d on by a most emulate pride, 

Dar’d to the combat ; in which our valiant Hamlet 
(For so this side of our known world esteem’d him,) 
Did slay this Fortinbras ; who, by a scal’d compact, 
Well ratified by law and heraldry, 

Did forfeit, with his life, all those his lands, 

Which be stood seis’d of, to the conqueror ; 

Against the w-hich, a moiety competent 
Was gaged by our king ; which had return’d 
To the inheritance of Fortinbras, 

Had he been vanquisher ; as, by the same comart 7, 
And carriage of the articte design’d «, 

His fell to Hamlet : Now, sir, young Fortinbras, 
Of unimproved mettle hot and full 9, ■ 

Hath in the skirts of Norway, here and there, 
Shark’d ' up a list of landless resolutes, 

For food and diet, to some eiiterprize 
That hath a stomach - in't : which is no other 
(As it doth well appear unto our state,) 

But to recover of us, by strong hand. 

And terms compulsatory, those ’foresaid lands 
So by his father lost : And this, I take it, 

Is the main motive of our preparations ; 

The source of tliis our watch ; and the chief head 
Of this post-haste and romage 3 in the land. 

Ber. I think, it be no other, but even so ; 

Well may it sort that this portentous figure 

3 DiBpute. “ Sledged. 

3 PjDlandcr, an inhabitant of Poland. ® Just 
7 Joint bargain. ® The covenant to confirm that bargain. 

* Full of spirit without experience. * PickU 

* Resolution. 3 Search. * Suit. . 


Comes armed tlirough our watch ; so like the king 
That was, and is the question of these wars. 

Hor. A mote it is, to trouble the mind’s eye. 

In tlie most high and palmy ^ state of Rome, •' 

A little ere the mightiest .lulius fell, 

The graves stood tenantless, and the slieeted d.*ad 
Did squeak and gibber in the Roman streets. 

Stars shone with trains of fire ; dews of blood 
fell ; 

Disasters veil’d the sun ; and the moist star®. 

Upon whose influence Neptune’s empire stands. 

Was sick almost to doomsday with eclipse. ^ 

And even the like prpeurse of fierce events, — 

As harbingers preceding still the fates, 

And prologue to the omen 7 coming on, — 

Have heaven and earth together demonstrated 
Unto our cliniatures and count: ymen. — 

B,e-‘e7\tcr Ghost. 

But, soft ; behold ! lo, where it comes again ! 

I’ll cross it, though it blast me. — Stay, illusion [ 

If thou hast any sound, or use of yoiee, 

Speak to me : 

If there be any good thing to be done, 

That may to thee do case, and grace to me, 

Speak to me : 

If thou art privy to thy country’s fate, 

Which, happily, foreknowing, may avoid, 

O speak ! 

Or, if thou hast uphoarded in thy life 
Extorted treasure in the womb of earth, 

For which, lliey say, you spirits oft walk in death, 

[Cor^ cron'x. 

Speak of it : — stay, and speak. — Stop it, Mareellus, 
Mar* Shall I strike at it with my partizan ? « 
Hor. Do, if it will not stand. • 

Ber. ’Tis here! 

Hor* ’Tis here ! 

Mar. *Tis gone ! [AV/V Gimst. 

We do it wrong, being so majestical, 

To ofter it the show of violence ; 

For it is, as the air, invulnerable. 

And our vain blow's malicious mockery, 

Ber* It was about to speak, when the cock crew 
Hor. And then it started like a guilty thing 
Upon a fearful summons. I have lieard, 

The cock, that is the trumpet of the morn, 

Doth with his lofty and shrill-sounding throat 
Awake the god of day ; and, at bis warning. 
Whether in sea or fire, in eartli of air, 

The extravagant and erring 9 spirit hies 
To his confine : and of the truth liercin 
This present object made probation. ' 

Mar* It faded on the crowing of the cock. 

Some say, that ever ’gainst that season comes 
Wherein our Saviour’s birth is celebrated, 

This bird of dawning singeth all night long ; 

And then they say no spirit dares stir abroad ; 

The nights are wholesome ; then no planets strike. 
No fairy takes, nor witch hath powder to charm. 

So hallow’d and so gracious is the time. 

Ilor* So have I heard, and do in part believe it. 
But, look, the morn, in russet man ^ 

Walks o’er the dew of . 

Break we diif "watch lip ; and, by my advice, 

Let us impart what we have seen to-night 
Unto young Hamlet : for, upon my life. 

This spirit, dumb t * us, will speak to him : 

5 Victorious, « The moon. ? Event 

8 A sort of pike. 3 Wandering. » Proof. 
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Do you consent we shall acquaint him with it. 

As needful in our loves, fitting our duty ? 

Mar. Let’s do’t, I pray ; and I this morning know 
Wheie we shall find him most convenient. 

\^Exeimt. 

SCENE II. — A Room Stale in the same. 

Enter the King, Q.cj£ek, Hamlet, Polonius, 
Laertkis, Voltimand, Cornelius, Lords, and 
Attendants. 

King. Though yet of Hamlet our dear brother’s 
death 

The memory be gj^n ; and th|t it us befitted 
To bear our heartPm grief, and our wliole kingdom 
To be contracted in one brow of woe ; 

Yet so far hath discretion fought with nature, 

That we with wisest sorrow think on him. 

Together with remembrance of ourselves. 

Therefore our sometime sister, now our queen. 

The imperial jointress of this warlike state. 

Have we, as ’twere, with a defeated joy, — 

With one auspicious, and one dropping eye ; 

With mirth in funeral, and with dirge in marriage, 
In equal scale weigliing delight and dole^, — 

Taken to wife : nor have we herein barr’d 

Your better wisdoms, nhich have freely gone { 

With this aflair along : — For all, our thanks. 

Now follows, that } ou know, young Fortinbras, 
Holding a weak supposal of our w orth ; 

Or thinking, by our late dear brother’s death. 

Our state to be disjoint and out of frame. 

Col leagued with this dream of his advantage. 

He hath not fail’d to pester us w ith message, 
Importing the surrender of those lands 
Lost by his father, with all bands^ of law, 

To our most valiant brother. — So much for him. 
Now for ourself, and for this time of mceling. 

Thus much the business is : We have here writ 
To Norway, uoflc of young Fortinbras, — 

Wlio, impotent and bed-rid, scarcely hears 
Of this his nephew^’s purpose, — to suppress 
His further gait*^ herein; in tliat the levies. 

The lists, and full proportions, are all made 
Out of his subject : — and we here despatch 
You, good Cornelius, and you, Voltimand, 

For bearers of this greeting to old Norway ; 

Giving to you no further personal power 
To business with the king, more tlian the scope 
Of these dilated articles allow. 

Farewell ; and let jfour haste commend your duty. 
Cor, Vol. In that, and all things, will we show our 
duty. 

King. We doubt it nothing ; heartily farewell. 

[Exeunt Voltimand and Cornelius. 
And now, Laertes, what’s the news with you ? 

You told us of some suit ; What is’t, Laertes ? 

You cannot speak of reason to the Dane, 

And lose your voice : What wouldst thou beg, 
Laertes, 

That shall not be my offer, not thy asking ? 

The head is not more native to the heart, 

Hie hand more instrumental to the mouth, 

Than is the throne of Denmark to thy father. 

What wouldst thou have, Laertes ? 

Laer. My dread lord. 

Your leave and favour to return to France ; 

Froirf whence tliough willingly I came to Denmark, 
To show my duty in your coronation ; 

Yet now 1 must confess, that duty done, 

^ Orlef. * Bonds. ^ Way, path. 
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My thoughts and wishes bend again toward France, 
And bow them to your gracious leave and pardon. 
King. Have you your father’s leave ? What says 
Polonius? 

Pol. He hath, iny lord, wrung from me my slow 
leave. 

By laboursome petition ; and, at last. 

Upon his will I seal’d my hard consent ; 

I do beseech you, give him leave to go. 

King. Take tby fair hour, I.aertos; liinc be thine. 
And thy best graces : spend it at tliy will. — 

But now, my cousin Hamlet, and my son, 

JIam. A little more than kin, and less than kind. 

^Jside. 

King. How is it that the clouds still bang on you? 
Ham. Not so, my lord, I am too much i’ the sun. 
Quren. Good Hamlet, cast thy nighted colour off, 
And let thine eye look like a friend on Denmark. 
Do not, for ever, with thy vailed lids ^ 

Seek for thy noble father in the dust ; 

Thou kuow’st ’tis common ; all, that live, must die. 
Passing through nature to eternity. 

JIa7n. Ay, madam, it is common. 

Queen. I fit be. 

Why seems it so particular with thee? 

Ham. Seems, madam ! nay, it is ; I know not 
seems. 

’Tis not alone my inky cloak, good mother, 

Nor customary suits of solemn black, 

Nor windy suspiration of forc’d breath. 

No, nor the fruitful river in the eye. 

Nor the dejected haviour of the visage. 

Together w ith all forms, modes, shows of grief, 
That can denote me truly : These, indeed, seem, 
For they are actions that a man might play : 

But I have that within, wliich passeth show ; 
Hiesc, but the trappings and tfie suits of woe. 

King. ’Tis sw^ect and commendable in your na. 
ture, Hamlet, 

To give these mourning duties to your father ; 

But, you must know, your father lost a father ; 
That father lost his ; and the survivor bound 
In filial obligation, for some term 
To do obsequious sorrow' : But to pers^ver 
In obstinate condolemcnt, is a course 
Of impious stubbornness ’tis unmanly grief; 

It show's a will most incorrect to heaven, 

A heart unfortified, or mind impatient ; 

An understanding simple and unschool’d : 

For w'hat, w'C know', must be, and is as common 
As any the most vulgar thing to sense, 

Why should we, in our peevish opposition. 

Take it to heart ? Fyc ! ’tis a fault to heaven, 

A fault against the dead, a fault to nature, 

To reason most absurd ; whose common theme 
Is deatli of fathers, and w'ho still hath cried, 

From thp first corse, till he that died to-day, 

This must be so. We pray you, tlu-ow to earth 
This unprevailing woe ; and think of us 
As of a father : for let the world take note, 

You are the most immediate to our tlirone ; 

And, with no less nobility of love. 

Than that which dearest father bears his son, 

Do I impart toward you. For your intent 
In going back to school in Wittenberg, 

It is most retrograde ® to our desire : 

And, we beseech you, bend you to remain 
Here, in the cheer and comfort of our eye, 

Our chiefest courtier, cousin, and our son. 

» Lowering eye*. ® Contrary * 
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Quean* Let not thy mother lose her prayers, 
Hamlet j 

I pray thee stay with us, go x\ot to Wittenl>crg. 
JHafn, I shall in all my best obey you, madam. 
Alng* Why, *tis a loving and a fair reply ; 

Be as ourself in Denmark. — Madam, come ; 

This gentle and uiiforc’d accord of Hamlet 
Sits smiling to my heart ; in grace whereof. 

No jocund health, that Denmark drinks to-day, 
B^'t the great cannon to the clouds shall tell ; 

And the king’s rouse 7 the heaven shall bruit » again, 
Be-speaking earthly thunder. Come away. 

[Exeunt King, Queen, Lorebt X’olonius, 
and Laertes. 

Ham, O, that this too loo solid flesh would melt, 
Thaw, and resolve 9 itself into a dew ! 

Or that the Everlasting had not fix’d 

His canon • ’gainst self-slaughter ! O God ! O God ! 

How weary, stale, flat, and unprofitable 

Seem to rne all the uses of this world ! 

Fye on’t ! O fye ! ’tis an unweeded garden, 

That grows to seed ; things rank, and gross in nature, 
Possess it merely. Tliat it should come to this ! 
But tw 9 months dead ! — nay, not so much, not 
two: 

So excellent a king ; that was, to tliis, 

Hyperion - to a satyr: so loving to tny mother, 
That he might not beteem 3 tlic winds of heaven 
Visit her face too roughly. Heaven and earth ! 
Must I remember? why, she would hang on lam 
As if increase of appetite had grown 
By what it fed on : And yet, within a mouth,-- 
Let me not think on’t ; — Frailty, thy name is 
wo man L — ' ' ‘ 

A little month ; or ere those shoes were old, 

With which she follow’d my poor father’s body, 
Like Niobe, all tears ; — why she, even she, — 

O heaven ! a beast, that w^ants discourse of reason, 
Would have mourn’d longer, — iiiarried witli my 
uncle* 

My father’s brother ; but no more like my father. 
Than I to Hercules : Within a month ; 

Ere yet the salt of most unrighteous tears 
Had left the flushing in her galled eyes, 

She married : — O most wicked speed, to post 
With such dexterity to incestuous sheets ! 

It is not, nor it cannot come to, good ; 

But break, my heart : for I must hold rny tongue ! 


Enter Horatio, Bernardo, and Marcellus. 


Hor, Hail to your lordship ! 

Ham. I am glad to see you well : 

Horatio, — or I do forget myself. 

Hor* Tlie same, my lord, and your poor servant 
ever. 

Ham, Sir, my good friend ; I’ll change that name 
with you. 

And what make you from Wittenberg, Homtio ? — 
Marcellus ? 

Mar, My good lord, — 

Ham, I am very glad to see you ; good even, 
sir. — 

But what, in faith, make you from Wittenberg? 
Hor, A truant disposition, good my lord. 

Ham, I would not hear your enemy say so : 
Nor shall you do mine ear that violence, 

To make it truster of your own report 
Against yourself : I know, you are no truant. 


Draught ” Report. ® Diwolve. , 

Law. ® Apollo. * .Suffbr 


But what is your atfalr in Elsinore ? 

We’ll teach you to drink deep ore you depart. 

Hor, My lord, I came to st-‘e your father’s funeral. 
Ham. 1 pray thee, do not mock me, fallovj- 
student ; 

I think, it was to sec my mother’s wedding. 

Hor. Indeed, my lord, it follow’d Imrd upon. 
Ham. Thrift, thrift, Iloratio ! the funeral bak’d 
meats 

Did coldly furnish forth the maniage tables. 
’Would 1 had met my dearest ^ foe in heaven 
Or ever I had seen that day, Horatio ! — 

My father, — Motlunks, I see my fatlier* 

Hor. Where, 

My lord ? 

Ham. Ill my mind’s eye, Iloratio. 

Hor. I saw him once, he was a goodly king. 
Ham, lie was a man, take him for all in all, n 
I shall not look upon his like again. * ’ 

Hor. My lord, I think I saw him yesternight. 
Ham. Saw ! w'lio ? 

Hor. My lord, tlie king your father. 

Ha?}i. l*ne king my father ! 

Hor. Season your admiration for a while 
Willi an atteiit ^ ear ; till I may deliver, 

Upon tlie witness of these gentlemen, 

This marvel to you. 

Ham, For Heaven’s love, let me hoar. 

Hor. Two nights together had these gentlemen, 
Marcellus and Bernardo, on their watch, 

111 the dead wsiist and middle of the niglit, 

Been thus encounter’d. A figure like your father, 
Armed at point, exactly cap-a-pi^, 

Appears before them, and, with solemn march, 
Goes slow and stately by them : thrice he walk’d, 
By their oppress’d and fear-surprized eyes, 

Within his truncheon’s length; w’hi 1st they, distill’d 
Almost to jelly w ith tlie act of fear, 

Stand dumb, and speak not to hiin^i This to me 
In dreadful secrecy impart they did ; 

And 1 w ith tliem, the third night kept the watch ; 
Where, as they liad deliver’d, hotli in time, 

Form of the thing, each w ord made true and good, 
The ap])iuitioii comes : I knew your father : 

Tiiesc hands are not more like* 

Ham. But where was tliis ? 

Mar, My lord, upon the platform wJiere we 
watch’d. 

Ham. Did you not speak to it ? 

Hor. My lord, I did ; 

But answer made it none ; yet once, methought, 

It lifted up its Jiead, and did aildress 
Itself to motion, like as it would speak ; 

But, even then, the morning cock crew loud ; 

And at the sound it shrunk in haste away, 

And vanish’d from our sight. 

Ham, ’Tis very strange. 

Hw, As I do live, my honour’d lord, ’tis true ; 
And we did tliink it writ down in our duty, 

To let you know of it. 

Ham, Indeed, indeed, sirs, but tliis troubles me. 
Hold you the watch to-night ? 

AH, We do, my lord. 

Ham* Arm’d, say you ? 

AU, Arm’d, my lord. 

Ham, From top to toe ? 

AU, My lord, from head to foot. 

Ham, Then saw you not 

, His face ? 

I < Chiefest. ' Attentive. 
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Hot, O, yes, my loid ! he wore his heaver^ up. 
Ham. What, lookM he frowningly ? 

Ilor* A countenance more 

]n sc^rrow than in anger. 

* Ham. Pak‘, or red ? 

Hor. Nay, very pale. 

Ham, And fix’d his eyes upon you? 

Hor. Most constantly. 

Ham. I w'ould, I had been there. 

Hor. It would have much amaz’d you. 

Ham. Very like, 

Very like : Stay’d it long ? 

Hor. While one with moderate haste might tell 
a hundred. 

Mar. Her. Longer, longer. 

Hor. Not when I saw it. 

Ham. His beard was grizzl'd ? no? 

H(/r. It was, as I have seen it in liis life, 

A sable silver’d. 

Ham. I will watch to-night ; 

Perchance, ’twill w'alk again. 

Hor. I w'arrarit, it will. 

Ham. If it assuifie my noble father’s person. 

I’ll speak to it, though hell itself should gape. 

And bid me Iiold my peace. I pray you all. 

If you have hitherto conceal’d this sight. 

Let it be tenable in your silence still : 

And whatsoever else shall hap to-night, 

Give it an understanding, but no tongue ; 

1 w'ill re<|uitc your loves ; So, fare you well : 

Upon the platform, ’twixt eleven and twelve, 

I’ll visit you. 

.All. Our duty to your honour. 

Ham. Your loves, as mine to you ; Farewell. 

{Exeunt lloa. Mar. and Ber. 
My father’s spirit in arms ! all is not well ; 

I doubt some foul play : ’would, the night w^ere 
come ! 

Till then sit still ^ly soul : Foul deeds wdll rise, 
Though all the earth o’erwliehn them, to men’s eyes. 

[ Exit. 

SCENE III. — A Room in Polonius’s House. 
Enter Laertes and Ophelia. 

I.aer. My necessaries arc embark’d ; farewell : 
And, sister, as the winds give benefit, 

And convoy is assistant, do not sleep. 

But let me hear from you. 

Oph. Do you doubt that ? 

Laer. For Hamlet,* and the trifling of his favour. 
Hold it a fashion, and a toy in blood; 

A violet in the youth of prirny nature, 

Forward, not permanent, sweet, not lasting. 

The perfume and suppliance of a minute ; 

No more. 

Oph. No more but so ? 

Locr. Tliink it no more : 

For nature, crescent 7, does not grow alone 
111 tliews and bulk, but, as this temple waxes, 

The inward service of the mind and soul 
Grows wide withal. Perhaps, he loves you now ; 
And now no soil, nor cautel doth besmirch * 

The virtue of his will : but, you must fear, 

His greatness weigh’d, his will is not his own } 

For he himself is subject to his birth : 

He may not, as unvalued persons do, 

Carve fir himself; for on his choice depends 

^ That part of the helmet which protects the lower part of 
the face, and may be lifted up. t increasing. 

« fiinewi. ® Subtlety, deceit. ^ Ptecolour, 
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The safety and tlie health of the whole state ; 

And therefore must liis choice be circiimscrili’d 
Unto flic voice and yielding of that body, 

Whereof he is the head : Then if he says he loves 
you, 

It fits your wisdom so far to believe it, 

As he in his particular act and place 

May give his saying deed ; which is no furiher. 

Than the main voice of Denmark goes withal, 

Then weigh what loss your honour may susUiin, 

If with too credent * ear you list his songs ; 

Or lose your heart ; or your chaste treasure open 
To his immaster’d * importunity. 

Fear it, Ophelia, fear it, my dear sister ; 

And keep you in the rear of your afiection, 

Out of the shot and danger of desire. 

The chariest maid is prodigal enough. 

If she unmask lier beauty to the moon : 

Virtue itself scapes not calumnious strokes ; 

'The caiiker galls the infants of the spring, 

Too oft before their buttons be disclos’d ; 

And in tlie morn and liquid dew of youth 
Contagious blastments are most imminent. 

Be wary then : best safety lies in fear ; ’ 

Youth to itself rebels, though none else near. 

Opk. I shall the effect of this good lesson ki'cp, 
As watchman to my heart : But, giKid iny brother, 
Do not, as some ungracious pastors do, 

Show me the Rtc(‘p and thorny way to heaven ; 
Whilst, like a puff’d and reckless libertine, 

Himself the primrose path of dalliance treads, 

And recks not his own read, * 

Laer, O fear me not. 

I stay too long ; — But here my father comes. 

Enter Polokius. 

A double blessing is a double grace ; 

Occasion smiles upon a second leave. 

Pol. Yet here, Laertes ! aboard, aboard, for shame ; 
■Die wind sits in the shoulder of your sail. 

And you are staid for : There, — my blessing with 
you ; {Lat/ing his Hand on Laertes’ // cad. 
And those few precepts in thy memory 
lAiok thou character, 6 Give thy thoughts no tongue, ,, 
Nor any unproportion’d thought his act. 

Be thou familiar, but by no*meaiis vulgar, ^ 

The friends thou hast, and their adoption tried, ^ 
Grapple them to thy soul with hooks of steel ; 

But do not dull thy palm with entertainment 
Of each new-hatch’d, unfledg’d comrade. Beware ) 
Of entrance to a quarrel : but, being in, . ; ^ 

Bear it, that the opposer may bew’are of thee. 

Give every man thine oar, but few thy voice ; 

Take each man’s censure 7, but reserve thy judge- 
ment. 

Costly thy habit, as tby purse can buy, 

But not express’d in fancy ; rich, not gaudy : < 

For the apparel oft proclaims the man ; 

And they in France of the best rank and station, 

Are most select and generous**, chiefs in that. 
Neither a borrower, nor a lender be : 

For loan oft loses both itself and friend 
And borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry 
ITiis above all, — To thine ownself be true ; 

And it must follow, as the night tlie day, - 
Tliou canst not then be false to any man. 

Farewell ; my blessing season ' this in thee ! 

» Believing. •'* T.istcn to. < I.icentious. 

^ lirgardR not liis own lessons. <5 Write. 

7 Opinion. Noble. ® rhie6y. ‘ Infix. 
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Act f. 


Xfter. Most humbly do I take my leave, my lord. 
PoL The time invites you ; go, your servants 
tend.*^ 

Laef, Farewell, Ophelia ; and remember well 
What I have said to you, 

Oph* ’Tis in my memory lock'd, 

And you yourself sliall keep the key of it. 

Xoer. FarcwelU Laertes. 

%^o/. What is't, Ophelia, he hath said to you ? 
Oph. So please you, something touching the lord 
Hamlet. 

Po/. Marry, well bethought : 

*Tis told me, he hath very oft of late 
Given private time on you : and you yourself 
Have of your audience been most free and boun- 
teous : 

If it be so, (as so *tis put on me. 

And that in way of caution,) I must tell you, 

You do not understand yourself so clearly, 

As it behoves my daughter, and your honour : 
What is between you? give me up the truth. 

Oph» He hath my lord, of late, made many tenders, 
Of his affection to me. 

Pol» Jtfiection? Puh f you speak like a green girl, 
Unsifted 3 in such perilous ciicumstancc. 

Do you believe his tenders, as you call tliem ? 

Oph* I do not know, my lord , what I should think. 
Pol, Marry, III teach you; tlilnk yourself a 
baby ; 

That you have ta'en these tenders for true pay 
Which are not sterling. Tender yourself more 
dearly ; 

Or (not to crack the wind of the poor phrase, 
Wronging it Urns,) you’ll tender me a fool. 

Oph. My lord, he hath importun’d me with love. 
In honourable fashion. 

Pol, Ay, fashion you may call it; go to, go to. 
Oph. And hath given countenance to his speech, 
my lord. 

With almost all the holy vows of heaven. 

2*ol, Ay, springes to catch woodcocks, I do know, 
When the blood burns, how prodigal tlie soul 
Lends the tongue vows : these blazes, daughter, 
Giving more h'ght than heat, — extinct in botli, 
Even in their promise, as it is a making, — 

You must not take for fire. From this time, 

Be somewhat scanter of your maiden presence ; 

Set your entreatments < at a higher rate. 

Than a command to parley. For lord Hamlet, 
Believe so much in him, That he is young ; 

And with a larger tether may he walk. 

Than may be given you ; In few', Ophelia, 

Do not believe his vows, for they are brokers, 

Not of that die which their investments show. 

But mere implorators ^ of unholy suits. 

Breathing like sanctified and pious bonds. 

The better to beguile. This is for all, — 

I would not, in plain terms, from this time forth. 
Have you so slander any moment’s leisure, 

As to give words or talk with the lord Hamlet. 
Look to’t, I charge you ; come your ways. 

Oph, I shall obey, my lord. {Evetint, 

SCENE IV. — The Platform, 

Enter Hamlet, Horatio, and Marcellus. 
Ham, The air bites shrewdly ; it is very cold. 
Hor, It is a nipping and an eager ^ air. 

« Wait. > Untempted. * Company. 

* Implorm * Sharp, 


If am, Wliat hour now ? 

Hor. I think, it lacks of twelve. 

Mar. No, it is struck. 

Hor, Indeed? 1 heard it not; it then dravp$ near 
the season, 

Wherein tlic spirit held liis wont to walk. 

[A Flourish of TrumpetSi and Ordnance shot (ff, 
within. 

What does this mean, my lord ? 

Ham. The king doth wake to-night, and takes 
his rouse 7 , 

Keeps wassel**, and tlie swaggering up-spring ^ reels; 
And, as he drains ^is draughts of Rhentsh down, 
The kettle-drum and trumpet thus bray out 
The triumph of his pledge. 

Hor. Is it a custom ? 

Ham. Ay, marry, is’t : 

But to my mind, — tliough I am native here, 

And to the manner bom, — it is a custom 
More honour’d in the breach, than the observance. 
This heavy-headed revel, east and west, 

Makes us traduc’d and tax’d of other nations : 

They dope • us drunkards, anif with swinish phrase 
Soil our addition ; and, indeed, it takes 
From our achievements, though perform’d at height. 
The pith and marrow of our attribute. 

So oft it chances in particular men, 

That for some vicious mode of nature in them, 

As, in their birth, (wherein they are not guilty, 
Since nature cannot choose his origin,) 

By the o’ergrowth of some complexion 2, 

Oft breaking down the pales and forts of reason ; 
Or by some habit, that too much o^er- leavens 
The form of plausive manners ; — ■ that these men, — 
Carrying, I say, the stamp of one defect ; 

Being nature’s livery, or fbrtune’s^star, — 

Their virtues else (be they as pure as grace, 

As infinite as man may undergo,) 

Shall in the general censure takc^corruption 
From that particular fault : The dram of base 
Doth all the noble substance often dout^, 

To his own scandal. 

Enter Ghost. 

Hor. Look, my lord, it comes! 

Ham. Angels and ministers of grace defend us! — 
Be thou a spirit of health, or goblin damn’d. 

Bring with thee airs from heaven, or blasts from 
hell, 

Be thy intents wicked, or cHkritable, 

Thou com’st in such a questionable ^ shape, 

Tliat I will speak to thee ; 1*11 call thee, Hamlet, 
King, father, royal Dane : O, answer me : 

Let me not burst in ignorance ! but tell, 

Why thy canoniz’d bones, hearsed in death. 

Have burst their cerements ! why the sepulchre. 
Wherein we saw thee quietly in-urn’d, 

Hath op’d his ponderous and marble jaws, 

To cast thee up again ! Wliat may this mean, 
That thou, dead corse, again, in complete steel 
Revisit’st thus the glimpses of the moon. 

Making night hideous ; and we fools of nature, 

So horridly to shake our disposition, 

With thoughts beyond tlie reaches of our souls ? 
Say, why is this? wherefore? what should we 
Hor, It beckons you to go away with it. 

As if it some impartment did desire • 

To you alone. 

7 Jovial draught • Jollity. * A danea 

1 Call s Humour. > Do out ^ ConVenablc. 
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Mar* Look, with what courteous action 

It waves you to a more removed ground : 

But do not go with it. 

//(OA No, by no means. 

Ham* It will not speak ; tlien I will follow it. 
Hor* Do not, my lord. 

Ham. Why, what should be the fear ? 

1 do not set my life at a pin’s fee ^ ; 

And, for my soul, what can it do to that, 

Being a thing immortal as itself? 

It waves me forth again ; — I’ll follow it. 

Hor* What, if it tempt you toward the flood, my 
lord, » 

Or to the dreadful summit of the cliff. 

That beetles ® o’er his base into tlie sea ! 

And there assume some other horrible form. 

Which might deprive your sovereignty of reason. 
And draw you into madness? think of it : 

The very place puts toys 7 of desperation. 

Without more motive, into every brain, 

I'hat looks so many fathoms to the sea. 

And hears it roar brpeath. 

Ham. It waves me still ; 

Go on, ril follow thee. 

Mar* You shall not go, my lord. 

Ham* Hold off your hands. 

Hor* Be rul’d, you shall not go. 

Ham* IMy fate cries out, 

And makes each petty artery in this body 
As hardy as the N<5mean lion’s nerve. — 

[Ghost beckons. 

Still am I call’d; — unhand me, gentlemen ; — 

[Breaking from them* 
By heaven. I’ll make a ghost of him that lets^ 
me ; — 

I say, away : — 'Go on, I’ll follow thee. 

[Exeunt Gliost and Hamlet. 
Hor* He waxes desperate with imagination. 

Mar* I.et’s folllm ; ’tis not fit thus to obey him. 
Hor* Have after: — » To what issue will this come ? 
Mar* Something is rotten in the stiite of Denmark. 
H(vr* Heaven will direct it. 

Mar* Nay, let’s follow him. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE V. — A more remote Part of the Platform. 

Re-enter Ghost and Hamlet. 

Ham. Whither wilt Jthou lead me? Speak, I’ll go 
no further. 

Ghost. Mark me. 

Ha7n. I will. 

Ghost. My hour is almost come, 

When I to sulphurous and tormenting flames 
Must render up myself. 

Ham* Alas, poor ghost ! 

Ghost* IHty me not, but lend thy serious hearing 
To what I shall unfold. 

Ham* * * Speak, I am bound to hear. 

Ghost* So art thou to revenge, when thou shalt 
hear. 

Ham. What? 

Ghost* I am thy father’s spirit ; 

Doom’d for a certain term to walk the night ; 

And, for the day, confin’d to fast in fires, 

Till the foul crimes, done in my days of nature, 
Are buAit and purg’d away. But that I am forbid 
Td tell tlie secrets of my prison-house, 

I could a tale unfold, whose lightest word 
♦Value. « Hangs. ? Whims. « Hinders 


Would harrow up thy soul; freeze thy young blood ; 
Make thy two eyes, like stars, start fioin their 
spheres ; 

Thy knotted and combined locks to part. 

And each particular hair to stand on end 
Like quills upon the fretful porcupine ; 

But tins eternal blazon 9 must not be 

To ears of flesh and blood : — List, list, O list ! — 

If thou didst ever thy dear father love, * 

Ham* O heaven ! 

Ghost* Revenge his foul and most unnatural 
murder. 

Ham* Murder? 

Ghost* Murder most foul, as in the best it is ; 
But this most foul, strange, and unnatural. 

Ham* Haste me to know it; that I, with wings 
as swift 

As meditation, or the thoughts of love. 

May sweep to my revenge. 

Ghost* I find thee apt ; 

And duller shouldst thou be than the fat weed 
That rots itself in ease on Lethe wharf, 

Wouldst thou not stir in this. Now, Hamlf;t. heat : 
’Tis given out, that .sleeping in mine orchard, 

A serpent stung me; so the w'hole ear of Denmatk 

Is by a forged process of my death 

Rankly abus’d ; but know, thou noble youth, 

The scrjjent that did sting thy father’s life, 

No\v wears his crown. 

Ham, O, my prophotick soul ! my uncle. 

Ghost* Ay, that incestuous, that atiulterate boast. 
With witchcraft of his wit, with traitorous gifi.s, 

(O wicked wit, and gifts, that have the power 
So to seduce!) won to his shameful lust 
The will of my most seeming viituous queen ; 

O, Hamlet, what a fulling off was there ! 

From me, whose love was of that dignity, 

That it went hand in hand even with the vow 
I made to her in marriage ; and to {lecline 
Upon a wretch, whose natural gifts were poor 

To those of mine I 

But, soft ! methinks I scent the morning air ; 

Brief let me be ; — Sleeping within mine orchaid, 
My custom always of the al'ternoon. 

Upon my secure hour thy uvcle stole, 

Witli juice of cursed hebenon ‘ in a vial, 

And ill the porches of mine ears did pour 
Tlie lepcrous distilmcnt : whose eflbct 
Holds such an enmity with blood of man, 

Hiat, swift as quicksilver, it courses througli 
Tlie natural gates and alleys of the body ; 

And, with a sudden vigour, it doth posset 
And curd, like eager dropjiings into milk, 

The thin and wholesome blood : so did it mine ; 
And a most instant tetter bark’d about, 

Most lazar-like > wdth vile and loatlisome crust, 

All my smooth body. 

Thus was I, sleeping, by a brother’s hand, 

Of life, of crowm, of queen, at once despatch’d ^ ; 
Cut off even in the blossoms of my sin, 
Unhousel’d**, disappointed \ unancl’d®; 

No reckoning made, but sent to my account 
With all ray imperfections on my head : 

O, horrible ! O, horrible ! most horrible ! 

If thou hast nature in thee, bear it not ; 

Let not the royal bed of Denmark be 
A couch for luxury and horrid incest. 

9 Display. ^ Henbane. ♦ Leprous. ® Bereft. 

■» Without having received the sacrament 
♦ Unappointed, unprepared ^ Without extreme unction. 
3 I 2 
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Act 1. 


HAMLET, 

But, howsoever thou pursu’st this act, I Hor. There’s no oiTence, my lorf. 

T^nt not thy mind, nor let thy soul contrive Ham. Yes, by Saint Patrick, but there is, Hora- 


Agiunst thy mother aught ; leave her to heaven. 

And to those thorns that in her bosom lodge, 

To prick and sting her* Fare thee well at once ! 
Tiie glow-worm ^ows the matin to be near. 

And *gins to pale his unefifectual fire i 
Adieu, adieu, adieu ! remember me. [MxU- 

Sianu O all you host of heaven ! O earth ! What 
else? 

And shall I couple hell? — O fyc ! — Hold, hold, 
my heart ; 

And you, my sinews, grow not instant old, 

But bear me stiffly up ! — Remember thee ? 

Ay, thou poor ghost, while memory holds a seat 
In this distracted globe. 7 Remember tliec ? 

Yea, from the table of my memory 
I’ll wipe away all trivial fond records. 

All saws 8 of books, all forms, all pressures past, 
Ihat youth and observation copied there ; 

And thy commandment all alone shall live 
Within tlie book and volume of my brain, 

Unmix*d with baser matter : yes, by heaven. 

O most pernicious woman ! 

0 villain, villain, smiling, damned villain ! 

My tables 9, — meet it is, I set it down, 

Tfiat one mjr ^Icjandjn^^ ftnd 

At least, 1 amYtniff,tri«aS’1B5som Dcnmarirr 

[ 

So, uncle, there you are. Now to my word ; 

It is, Adieut adieu ! remember me, 

1 have sworn’t. 

Ilor. [tVUhin,] My lord, my lord, — 

Mar, Ui^Uhin,] Lord Hamlet, 

Uor. Heaven secure him. 

If am. So be it ! 

Mar. [W'Uhin.] Illo, ho, ho, my lord ! 

Ham. Hillo, ho, ho, boy ! come, bird, come. 

Enter Horatio and Marcellos. 

Mar, How is’t, my noble lord? 

Hot. What news, my lord ? 

Ham. O wonderful I 

Hot. Good, my lord, tell it. 

Ham. t No ; 

You will reveal it. 

Hor. Not I, my lord, by heaven. 

Jlifar. Nor I, my lord. 

Hafn, How say you then : would heart of man 
once think it? — 

But you’ll be secret, — 

Hor. Mar, Ay, by heaven, my lord. 

Hafn, There’s ne’er a villain, dwelling in all 
Denmark, 

But he’s an arrant knave. 

Hor. There needs no ghost, my lord, come from 
the grave, 

To tell us this. 

Ham, Why, right ; you are in the right ; 

And so, without more circumstance at all, 

I hold it fit, that we shake hands, and part : 

You, as your business, and desire, shall point you ; — 
For every man hath business, and derire. 

Such as it is* — and, for my own poor part. 

Look you, I will go pray. 

Hor, These are but wild and whirling words, my 
lord. 

Ham, I am sorry they offend you, heartily; yes, 
Faith* heartily. 

7 Head. • Sayings, sentences. * Memorandain book. 


tio, 

And much offence too. Touching this visioib here, 
It is an honest ghost, that let me tell you ; 

For your desire to know what is between us, 
O’er-master it as you may. And now, good friends, 
As you are friends, scholars, and soldiers, 

Give me one poor request. 

Hor. What is’t, my lord ? 

We will. 

Ham, Never make known what you have seen 
to-night. ‘ 

Hor. Mar. My lord, we will not. 

Hanu Nay, but swear’t. 

Hor, In faith, 

My lord, not I. 

Mar. Nor I, my lord, in faith. 

Ham. Upon my sword. 

Mar. We have sworn, my lord, already. 

Ham, Indeed, upon my sword, indeed. 

Ghost. [Beneath.] Swear. 

Ham. Ha, ha, boy! say’st thou so? art thou 
there, true-penny? 

Come on, — you hear this fellow in tlie cellarage, — 
Consent to swear. 

Hor. Propose the oath, my lord. 

Ham. Never to speak of this that you have seen. 
Swear by my sword. 

Ghost. [Beneath.] Swear. 

Ham. Ilic^ubique?' then we’ll shift our ground:— 
Come hither, gentlemen. 

And lay your hands again upon my sword ; 

Swear by my sword *. 

Never to speak of this that you have heard. 

Ghost. [Beneath.] Swear by his-«word. 

Ham. Well said, old mole! canst work i* the 
earth so fast ? 

A worthy pioneer ! — Once mave remove, good 
friends. 

Hor. O day and night, but this is wondrous strange ! 
Hafn. And therefore as a stranger give it welcome. 
There are more things in heaven and earth, Horatio, 
Tha^ ayej%eamf 6T ih"yduf ' 

But come , , 

Here, as before, never, so help you' mercy ! 

How strange or odd soe’er I bear myself, 

As 1, perchance, hereafter shall think meet 
To put an antick disposition on, — 

That you, at such times seeing me, never shall, 

With arms encumber’d thus, or this head-shake. 

Or by pronouncing of some doubtful phrase, 

As, Wellt well, we know ; — or, IVe could, an ^ we 
would or, If we list to speak ; — or, There be, an 
if they might ; 

Or such ambiguous giving out, to note 
Tliat you know aught of me : — This do you swear. 
So grace and mercy at your most need help you ! 
Ghost. [Beneath.] Swear. ^ ^ 

Ham. Rest, rest, perturbed spirit ! So gentlemen, 
With all my love I do commend me to you ; 

And what so poor a man as Hamlet is 
May do, to express his love and friending to you, 
Heaven willing, shall not lack* Let us go in to- 
gether ; 

And still your fingers on your lips, I pray. 

’fhe time is out of joint ; — O cursed spitt I 
That ever I was bom to set it right ! 

Nay, come, let’s go together. [Exeunt* 

1 Here and every where. 
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ACT 11. 


SCBNB 1. — j 1 Room in Polonius’j House- 

Enter Polonius and Reynaldo. 

Pol* Give him this money, and these notes, Rey- 
naldo. 

Rey, I will, my lord. 

Pol. Yotl shall do marvellous wisely, good Rev- 
naldo, ® 

Before you visit him, to make inquiry 
Of his behaviour. 

Rey, My lord, I did intend it. 

Pol. Marry, well said; very well said. Look 
you, sir, 

Inquire me first what Danakers ^ are in Paris ; 

And how, and who, w'hat means, and where they 
keep. 

What company, at wiiat expence ; and finding, 

By this encompassment and drift of question. 

That they do know my son, come you more nearer 
Ilian your particular demands will touch it : 

Take you, as ’twere, some distant knowledge of him j 
As thus, — / know his father y and his friendsy 
Andy in party him; — Uo you mark this, Reynaldo? 
Bey. Ay, very well, my lord. 

Pol. Andy in party him ; — 6uf, you may say, not 
well : 

Bitty if *t be he I nieany he's very wild ; 

Addicted so and so ; — and there put on him 
What forgeries you please ; marry, none so rank 
As may dishono^^r him ; take heed of that ; 

But, sir, such wanton, wild, and usual slips, 

As arc companions noted and most known 
To youth and lib^y. 

Jiey. As gaming, my lord. 

P(i. Ay, or drinking, fencing, swearing, quar> 
relling. 

Hey. My lord, that would dishonour him. 

Pol. * Faith, no; as you may season it in tlie charge. 
You must not put another scandal on him, 

That he is open to incontinency ; 

Tliat’s not my meaning : but breathe his faults so 
quaintly, 

That they may seem the taints of liberty : 

The flash and ouUbi^k of a fiery mind ; 

A savageness in unreclaimed blood, 

Of general assault. 

Rey* But, my good lord, — 

2W. Wherefore should you do this ? 

Rey* Ay, my lord, 

I would know that. 

Pol* Marry, sir, here’s ray drift ; 

And, I believe, it is a fetch of warrant : 

You laying these s|ight sullies on my son. 

As 'twere a tlung a Tittle soil’d i* the working, 

Mark you, 

Your party in converse, him you would sound, 
Having ever seen in the prenominate ^ crimes, 

Tlie youth you breathe of, guilty, be assur'd, 
lie closes with you in this consequence ; 

Good sitf or so j or,Jiiendf or gentlemany — 
Accon^ng to the phrase, or the addition, 

Of man, and country. 

Rey* Very good, my lord. 

* Danea ’ Already named. 


Pol. And then, sir, does he this, — He docs 
What was I about to say ? ■— By the mass, I was 
about to say something : — Where did I leave ? 
Rey. At, closes in the consequence. * 

Pol. At, closes in the consequence,— marry; 
He closes with you thus*. I know the gentleman; 
I saw him yesterdayy or t'other day. 

Or theuy or then ; ivUh such, or such ; andy as you say, 
There was he gaming; there overtook in his rouse ; 
There falling out at tennis : or so forth. — 

See you now ; 

Your bait of falsehood takes this carp of truth : 

And thus do we of wisdom and of reach, 

With windlaces, and with assays of bias, 

By indirections find directions out ; 

So, by former lecture and advice. 

Shall you, my son : You have me, have you not ? 
Rey. My lord, I have. , 

Pol. Then, fare you well. 

Rey. Good my lord, — 

Pol. Ob.serve his inclination in yourself, 

Rey. I shall, my lord. 

Pol. And let him ply his musick. 

Rey. Well, my lord. [Exit* 

Enter Ophelia, 

Pol. Farewell ! — How now, Ophelia ? what’s tlie 
matter? 

Oph* O, my lord, my lord, I have been so af- 
frighted ! 

Pol. With what, in the name of heaven ? 

Oph. My lord, as 1 was sewing in my closet, 
Lord Hamlet, — with his doublet all unbrac’d ; 

No hat upon his head ; his stockings foul’d, 
Ungarter’d, and down-gyved * to his ankle ; 

Pale as his shirt ; his knees knocking each other ; 
And with a look so piteous in purport, 

As if he had been loosed out of hell. 

To speak of horrors, — he comes before me. 

Pol. Mad for thy love ? * 

Oph. My lord, I do not know* ; 

But, truly, I do fear it. 

Pol. Wliat said he ? 

Oph. He took me by the wrist, and held me hard ; 
Then goes he to the length of all his arm : 

And with his other hand thus o’er his brow, 

He falls to such perusal of my face, 

As he would draw it. Long stay’d he so ; 

At last, — a little shaking of mine arm, 

And thrice his bead tlras waving up and down, — > 
He rais’d a sigh so piteous and profound. 

As it did seem to shatter all his bulk. 

And end his being : That done, he lets me go : 
And, with his head over his shoulder turn’d, 

He seem'd to find his way without his eyes ; 

For out of doors he went without their helpsi, 

And, to the last, bended their light on me. 

Pol. Come, go with me ; I will go seek the king. 
Tliis is the very ecstasy of love ; 

Whose violent property foredoes ^ itself, 

And leads the will to desperate undertakings, 

As oft as any pasdon under heaven, 

That does afflict our natures. I am sorry, — 

* Hanging down like fettew. « Destroyd. 

3 I 3 
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What, have you given him any hard words of 
late? 

Oiyh. No, my good lord: but, as you did command, 
I did repel his letters, and denied 
His access to me. 

PoL That hath made him mad. 

1 am sorry, that witli better heed and judgment, 

1 had not quoted him : 1 fear'd, he did but trifle, 
And meant to wreck thee ; but, beshrew my jea- 
** lousy ! 

It seems, it is as proper to our age 
To cast beyond ourselves in our opinions, 

As it is common for the younger sort 
To lack discretion. Come, go we to the king ; 
This must be known; which, being kept close, might 
move 

More grief to hide, than hate to utter love, 

Come. [ExeurU^ 

SCENE II. — A Hoorn in the Castle. 

Enter King, Quken, Uoskncraktz, Guiloen- 
STEKN, and Attendants. 

King. ^Welcome, dear Rosencrantz, and Guildcn* 
stern ! 

Moreover that we mucli did long to see you, 

The need, we have to use you, did provoke 
Our hasty sending. Something have you heard 
Of Hamlet's transformation ; so I call it, 

Since not the exterior nor the inward man 
Resembles that it was ; What it should be, 

More tlian his father’s death, that thus hath put 
him 

So much from the understanding of himself, 

I cannot dream of ; 1 entreat you both, 

That, — being of so young days brought up with 
him : 

And, since, so neighbour’d to his youth and hu- 
mour, — 

That you vouchsafe your rest here in our court 
Some little time : so by your companies 
To draw him on to pleasures ; and to gather, 

So much as from occasion you may glean, 

Whether auglit, to us unknown, afflicts him thus, 
That, open’d, lies within our remedy. 

Queen. Good gentlenfen, he hath much talk’d of 
you ; 

And, sure I am, two men there are not living, 

To whom he more adheres. If it will please you 
To show us so much gentry, and good will, 

As to expend your time witli us awhile, 

For the supply and profit of our hope, 

Your visitation shall receive such thanks 
As fits a king’s remembrance. 

Both your majesties 

Might, by the sovereign power you have of us, 

Put your dread pleasures more into command 
Than to entreaty, 

Cruil. But we both obey ; 

And here give up ourselves, in the full bent 7 ; 

To lay our service freely at your feet, 

To be commanded. 

King* Thanks, Rosencrantz, and gentle Guilden- 
stern. 

Queen. Thanks, GuUdenstern, and gentle Rosen- 
crantz : 

And I beseech you instantly to visit 

My too much changed son. — Go, some of you, 

And bring those gentlemen where Hamlet is. 

^ (Hiserved. 7 Utmost exertion. 


Guil. Heavens make our presence, and our prac- 
tices, 

Pleasant and helpful to him ! 

Queen. Ay, amen ! 

[Exeunt Rosencrantz, GuildenItirn, 
a7id some Attendants, 

Enter Polonius. 

Pol. The ambassadors from Nonvay, my good 
lord, 

Are joyfully return’d. 

King. Thou still hast been the father of good 
news. c 

Pol. Have I, mj lord ? Assure you, my good 
liege, 

I hold my duty, as I hold my soul, 

Both to my God, and to my gracious king : 

And I do think, (or else this brain of mine 
Hunts not the trail 8 of policy so sure 
As it hath us’d to do,) that 1 have found 
The very cause of Hamlet’s lunacy. 

King. O, speak of that : that do I long to hear. 
Pol. Give first admittance to the ambassadors ; 
My news shall be the fruit to that great feast. 

King. Thyself do grace to them, and bring tlicm 
in. [Exit Polonius. 

He U*lls me, my dear Gertrude, he hath found 
The head and source of all your son’s distemper. 

Queen. I doubt it is no other but the main ; 

His father’s death, and our o’erhasty marriage. 

Re-enter Polonius, Voltimand and Cornelius. 

King, Well, we shall sift him. — Welcome, my 
good friends ! 

Say, Voltimand, what from our brother Norway ? 

Vdt. Most fair return of greetings, and desires. 
Upon our first, he sent out to suppress 
Ilis nephew’s levies ; which to him appear’d 
To be a preparation ’gainst the IVIack 9 ; 

But, better look’d into, he truly found 

It was against your highness : Whereat griev’d, — 

That so his sickness, age, and impotence, 

Was falsely borne in hand — sends out arrests 
On Fortinhras ; wliich he, in brief obeys ; 

Receives rebuke from Norway; and, in fine, 
Makes vow before his uncle, never more 
To give the assay of arms against your majesty. 
Whereon old Norway, overcome with joy, 

Gives him three thousand crowns in annual fee ; 
And his commission to employ tlft)se soldiers 
So levied as before, against the Polack ; 

With an entreaty, herein further shown, 

[Gives a paper. 

That it might please you to give quiet pass 
Through your dominions for this enterprize ; 

On such regards of safety, and allowance, 

As therein are set down. 

King, It likes us well t 

And, at our more consider’d time, we’ll read, 
Answer, and think upon this business. 

Mean time, wc thank you for your well-took labour: 
Go to your rest ; at night we’ll feast together : 
Most welcome home ! 

[ExeutU Voltimand and Cornelius. 
Pd. This business is well ended. 

My liege, and madam, to expostulate « ^ 

What majesty should be, what duty is, 

Why day is day, night, night, and time is time, 

® Scent » ToUntt 

1 ImtHMcd on. ^ DiscuftA 
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Were nothing but to waste night, day, and time, 
Therefore, — since by^yit^iai the sQi^l of wit, 

And tediousninn^^e limbs aiicf'outward flourishes, 

1 will be brief ; Your noble son is mad : 

Mad odl I it : for, to define true madness. 

What is% but to be nothing else but mad ? 

But let that go. 

Queen. More matter with less art. 

Pol. Madam, I swear I use no art at all. 

That he is mad, *tis true : ’tis true, ’tis pity ; 

And pity ’tis ’tis true : a foolish figure ; 

But farewell it, for 1 will use no art. 

Mad let u.f grant him then : and now remains. 

That we find out the cause of tiKs elfect ; 

Or, rather say, the cause of this defect ; 

For tliis effect, defective, comes by cause : 

Thus it remains, and the remainder thus. 

Perpend. 

I have a daughter ; have, while she is mine ; 

Who, in her duty and obedience, mark. 

Hath given me ^is : Now gatlier and surmise. 

— the celestial^ and my souVs idolf the most 
beautified Opheliut -^ — 

That’s an ill phrase, a vile phrase ; beautified is a 
vile phrase ; but you shall hear. Thus : 

In her ewcellcnl white bosom, these, Ac. 

Queen. Came this from Hamlet to her ? 

Pol. Good madam, stay awhile j I will be faith- 
fuL^ 

Doubt thou, the stars are Jire ; [Reads. 

Doubt, that the sun doth move : 

Doubt truth to be a liar ; 

Pat never doubt, I love. 

0 dear Ophelia, J am ill at these numbers ; I have 
not art to reckori my groans; but that I love thee best, 
0 most best, believe it. Jdieu. 

Thine evermore, most dear lady, whilst 
^ this machine is to him, Hamlet. 
Tlus, in obedience, hath my daughter shown me : 
And more aliove, hath his solicitings, 

As they fell out by time, by means, and place. 

All given to mine ear. 

King. But how hath she 

Receiv'd his love? 

Pol, What do you think of me ? 

King, As of a man faitliful and honourable. 

Pd* 1 would fain prove so. But what might you 
think. 

When I had seen this hot love on the wing, 

(As I perceiv’d it, I must tell you that. 

Before my daughter told me,) what might you. 

Or my dear majesty your queen here, think, 

If I had play'd the desk, or table-book ; 

Or given my heart a working, mute and dumb ; 

Or look’d upon this love with idle sight ; 

What might you think ? no, I went round ^ to work, 
And my young mistress thus did I bespeak : 

Lord MamUt is a prince out thy sphere ; 

This must not be : and then I precepts gave her, 
That she should lock herself from his resort, 

Admit no messengers, receive no tokens. 

Which done, she took the fruits of my advice ; 
And be, repulsed, (a short tale to make,) 

Fell into a sadness ; then into a fast ; 

Thence to a watch ; thence into weakness ; 

Thei.ee to a lightness ; and, by this declension, 
Into the madness wherein now he raves, 

And all we mourn for. 

* Rfouudly, without reserve. 


King, Do you think, ’tis this ? 

Queen, It may be, very likely. 

Pol, Hath there been such a time, (I’d fain know 
that,) 

That I have positively said, ’Tt# so. 

When it prov'd otherwise ? 

King, Not diat I know. 

Pol, Take this from this, if this be otlierwise : 

\J^ointing to his Head and Shoulder* 
If circumstances lead me, I will find • 

Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed 
Within the centre. 

King, How may we try it further? 

Pol, You know, sometimes he walks four hours 
together. 

Here in the lobby. 

Queen. So he does, indeed. 

Pol, At such a time I’ll loose my daughter to 
him ; 

Be you and I behind an arras then ; 

Mark the encounter ; if he love her not, 

And be not from his reason fallen thereon, 

Let me be no assistant for a state, 

But keep a farm, and carters. 

A'ing, We will try it. 

Enter Hamlet, reading. 

Queen, But look, where sadly the poor wretch 
comes reading. 

Pol, Away, I do beseech you, both away ; 

I’ll board him ]>rescntly ; — O, give me leave. — 
[Exeunt Kino, Queen, and Attendants. 
How does my good lord Hamlet ? 

Ham. Well, god-'a-mercy. 

Pol* Do you know me, my lord ? 

Ham. Excellent well ; you are a fishmonger. « 

Pol. Not I, my lord. 

Ham. Then 1 would you were so honest a man. 

Pd. Honest, my lord ? 

Ham. Ay, sir ; to be honest, as this world goes, 
is to be one man picked out of ten thousand. 

Pol. That’s very true, my lord. 

Ham. For if the sun breed maggots in a dead 

dog, being a god, kissing carrion, Have you a 

daughter ? 

PoU I have, my lord. ^ 

Ham* Let her not walk i’ the sun ; conception is 
a blessing ; but not as your daughter may conceive 
— friend, look to’t. 

Pol. How say you by that? [Aside.] Stil l lyn 
jjag.oyU[,my dqyghtcr ; — yet he knew me notatliiS"; 
he saiil, 1 was a fishmonger ; He is far gone, far 
gone : and, truly in my youth 1 suflered much ex- 
tremity for love : very near tins. 1*11 speak to him 
again. - — What do you read, my lord ? 

Ham. Words, words, words I 

Pd. What is the matter, my lord ? 

Ham, Between who? 

Pol, 1 mean the matter that you read, my lord. 

Ham, Slanders, sir : for the satirical rogue says 
here, that old men have grey beards ; that tlieir facet 
are wrinkled ; their eyes purging thick amber, and 
plum-tree gum; and that they have a plentiful 
lack of wit ; all of which, sir, though I most power- 
fully and potently believe, yet I hold it not honesty 
to have it tlius set down ; for yourself, sir, shall be 
as old as I am, if, like a crab, you could go back- 
ward. 

Pd. Though this be madness, yet there's metliod 
in it. [Aside.] Will you walk out of the air, my lord ^ 
3 14 
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Ham, Into my grave ? 

Pol, Indeed, tliat is out o* the air. — Ilow preg- 
nant^ sometimes his replies are ! n happiness that 
often madness hits on, which reason and sanity 
could not so prosperously be delivered of, I will 
leave him, and suddenly contiive the means of 
meeting between him and my daughter. — My 
honourable lord, I will most humbly take my leave 
of you. 

Ham, You cannot, sir, take from me any thing 
that I will more willingly part withal ; except my 
life, except my life, except my life. 

Pd, Fare you well, my lord. 

Ham, These tedious old fools ! 

Enter Rosencrantz and Guildekstern. 

Pul, You go to seek tlie lord Hamlet j there he is, 
Hos, God save you sir ! [ To Polonius. 

[Exit PoLONIUS. 

Gtiil, My honoured lord ! — 

Jlos, My most dear lord ! — 

Ham, My excellent good friends ! How dost 
thou, Guildenstern? Ah, Roscncrantz ! Good 
lads, how do ye both ? i 

Jios, As the indiflerent children of the earth. I 
(tuU. H^py, in that we are not over h appy ; , 

On fortune’s cap we are' ifdt the vefy "Button. 

Ham, Nor the soles of her shoe ? 

Has. Neither, my lord. 

Ham, Then you live in the middle of her favours? 
Well, what news ? 

Hos, None, my lord ; but that the world is grown 
honest. 

Ham, Then is doomsday near : But your news 
is not true. Let me question more in particular : 
What have you, my good friends, deserved at the 
hands of fortune, that she sends you to prison 
hither ? 

GuU, Prison, my lord ! 

Ham. Denmark’s a prison. 

Ros, Then is the world one. 

Ham, A goodly one ; in which there are many 
confines, wards, and dungeons ; Denmark being one 
of the worst. 

Ros. We think not so, my lord. 

Ham, Why, then ’tis^one to you ; for there is 
notliing either good or bad, but thinking makes it 
so : to me it is a prison. 

Ros, Why then your ambition makes it one ; *tis 
too narrow for your mind. 

Ham, O heaven ! 1 could be bounded in a nut- 
shell, and count myself a king of infinite space ; 
were it not that 1 have bad dreams, 

Guil. Which dreams, indeed, are ambition ; for 
the very substance of the ambitious is merely tlie 
sliadow of a dream. 

Ham. A dream itself is but a shadow. 

Ros, Truly, and I hold ambition of so airy and 
light a quality, tiiat it is but a shadow’s shadow. 

Ham, Then arc our beggars, bodies ; and our 
monarchs, and outstretched heroes, the beggars’ 
shadows ; Shall we to the court ? for, by my fay, 1 
cannot reason. 

Ros, Guil, We"ll wait upon you. 

Horn, No such matter : 1 will not sort you with 
the rest of my servants ; for, to speak to you like 
an honest man, 1 am most dreadfully attended. 
But, in the beaten way of friendship, what make 
you at Elsinore ? 

< Ready, ai*t 


Act II. 

Ros, To visit you, my lord ; no other occasion. 

Ham, Beggar that I am, I am even poor in 
thanks ; but L thank you : and sure, dear friends, 
my thanks are too dear at a halfpenny. Were you 
not sent for? is it your own inclining? Is i^a free 
visitation ? Come, come j deal justly with me ; 
come, come ; nay speak. 

GuU. What should we say, my lord? 

Ham, Any thing — but to the purpose. You 
were sent for ; and there is a kind of confession in 
your looks, which your modesties have not craft 
enough to colour : I know the good king and queen 
have sent for you. * • 

Ros. To what eiH, my lord ? 

Ham. That you must teach me. But let me 
conjure you by the rights of our fellowsliip, by the 
consotmney of our youth, by the obligation of our 
ever-preserved love, and by what more dear a better 
proposer could charge you withal, be even and 
direct with me, whether you were sent for, or no ? 

Ros, What say you? [2b Guildenstern. 

Ham. Nay, then I have an eye of you j [AsUie.^ 
— if you love me, hold not off.'- 

GuU, My lord, we were sent for. 

Ham, I will tell you why ; so shall my anticipa- 
tion prevent your discovery, and your secrecy to 
the king and queen moult no feather. 1 have of 
late, (but, wherefore, I know not,) lost all my 
mirth, forgone all custom of exercise: and indeed, 
it goes so heavily with my disposition, that this 
goodly frame, the earth, seems to me a sterile pro- 
montory ; this most excellent canopy, the air, look 
you, this brave o’erhauging firmament, this majes- 
tical roof fretted with golden fire, wliy, it appears 
no other thing to me, tlian a foul and pestilent 
congregation of vapours. What a jpece oi’ work is 
a man ! How noble in reason ! )iow infinite in 
faculties ! in form and moving, liow express and 
admirable ! in action, how like angel ! in ap- 

prehension, how like a god! the beauty of the 
world I the paragon of animals ! And yet, to me, 
what is this quintessence of dust? man delights 
not me, — nor woman neither; though by your 
smiling, you seem to say so. 

Ros. My lord, tliere is no such stuff in my 
tlioughts. 

Ham, Wily did you laugh then, when I said, 
Man delights not me T 

Ros, To think, my lord, if you delight not in 
man, what lenten^ entertainment jthe players shall 
receive from you ; we coted® them on the way ; 
and hitlier are they coming, to offer you service. 

Ham, He that plays the king, shall be welcome ; 
his majesty shall have tribute of me ; the adven- 
turous knight shall use his foil, and target : the 
lover shall not sigh gratis ; the humorous inau shall 
end his part in peace : tlie clown shall make those 
laugh whose lungs are tickled o’ the sere : ami the 
lady shall say her mind freely, or the blank verse 
shall halt for’t. — What players are they ? 

Ros, Even those you were wont to take such de- 
light in, the tragedians of tlie city. 

Hanu How chances it they travel ? their resi- 
dence, both in reputation and profit, was better both 
ways. 

Ros, I think their inhibition comes by tlie means 
of the late innovation. ♦ 

Ham, Do they hold tlie same estimation they 
I did when I was in tlie city ? Are they so followed ? 
i * Sparc. ® Overtook. 
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Ros, No, indeed, they are not. 

JF/am. How comes it ? Do they grow rusty ? 

Ros. Nay, their endeavour keeps in tiie wonted 
pace M But Irhere is, sir, an aiery of children, little 
eyases?, that cry out on the top of question 
and are most tyrannically clapp'd for’t : these are 
now the fashion ; and so berattle the common 
stages (so they call them), that many, wearing 
rapiers, are afraid of goose quills, and dare scarce 
come thitlier. 

Ham. What, are they children ? who maintains 
them ? how are they escoted ? 9 Will they pursue 
the qualitjr » no longer than tjey can sing ? will 
they not say afterwards, if they should grow tliem- 
selves to common players, (as it is most like, if 
their means are no better,) their writers do them 
wrong, to make them exclaim against their own suc- 
cession ? 

Ros, ’Faith, there has been much to do on both 
sides ; and the nation holds it no sin, to tarre'^ them 
on to controversy : there was, for a while, no money 
bid for argument, ^nless the poet and the player 
went to cuffs in the question. 

Ham, Is it possible? 

Gttil. O, there has been much throwing about of 
brains. 

Ham, Do the boys carry it away ? 

Ros. Ay, that they do, my lord ; Hercules and 
his load, too. 3 

Ham, It is not very strange : for my uncle is 
king of Denmark, and those, that woidd make 
mouths at him while my father lived, give twenty, 
forty, fifty, an hundred ducats a-picce, for his pic- 
ture in little. There is something in this more 
natural, if philosophy could find it out. 

» [ Flourish of Trumpets within, 

GvH, There are the players. 

Ham. Gentlemen, you are w'elcome to Elsinore. 
Your hands. dCome then : the appurtenance of 
welcome is fashion and ceremony ; let me comply < 
with you in tliis garb ; lest my extent to the players, 
which, I tell you, must show fairly outward, should 
more appear like entertainment than yours. You 
are w elcome ; but my uncle-father, and aunt- 
mother, are deceived. 

Gnil. In what, my dear lord ? 

Ham, T am but mad north-north we.st: wdien 
the w'ind is southerly, I know a hawk from a 
hand-saw. 

* » 

Enter PoLONius. 

Pol. Well be with you, gentlemen ! 

Ham, Hark you, Guildenstern ; — and you too : 
— at each ear a hearer *. that great baby, you see 
tlierc, is not yet out of his swaddling-clouts. 

Ros. Happily, he’s the second time come to 
tliem ; for they say an old man is twice a child. 

Ham, I will prophesy, he comes to tell me of the 
players ; mark it. — You say right, sir ; o’ Monday 
morning ; ’twas then, indeed. 

Pol. My lord, I have news to tell you. 

Ham, My lord, I have news to tell you j When 
Roscius was an actor in Rome, — 

Pol, The actors are come hither, my lord. 

Ham. Buz, buz I 

Pol. Upon my honour, — 

0 

7 Young nestlings. ^ Dialogue. Paul. 

» Profession. * Provoke. 

s £, e. ThoglObo, the sign of bliakfcpcare’a thcatie. 

s Coinpliuieot. 


Ham. Then came each actor on hts 

Pol. The best actors In the world, either for 
tragedy, comedy, history, pastoral, pastoral-comi- 
cal, historical-pastoral, [tragical-historical, tragical- 
comical-historical-pastoral,] scene individable, or 
poem unlimited : Seneca cannot be too heavy, nor 
Plautus too light. For tlie law of w’rit * and the 
liberty, these are the only men. 

Ham. 0 Jephthahyjudge of Israel, — what a trea- 
sure hadst thou ! * 

Pol. What a treasure had he, my lord ? 

Ham. Why — One fair daughter^ and no more, 
The which he loved passing well, 

Pol. Still on my daughter. [j4stde. 

Ham. Am I not i’ the right, old Jephthah ? 

Pol. If you call rne Jephth^i, my lord, I have a 
daughter, that I love passing well. 

Ham, Nay, that follows not. 

Pd, What fol low's then, my lord ? 

Ham. M^hy, Jls by lot, God wot, and then you 
know, It come to pass. As most like it ims, — The 
first row of the pious chanson ® will show you more ; 
for look, my abridgment comes. 

Enter four or five Players. * 

You are welcome, masters ; welcome all ; — I am 
glful to see thee well ; — welcome, good friends ; — 
O, okl friend ! MFhy, thy face is valanced ? since I 
saw thee last ; Com’st thou to beard me in Den- 
mark ? — What ! my young lady and mistress ! 
your la<lyship is nearer to heaven than when I saw 
you last, by the altitude of a chopine.® Pray 
heaven, your voice, like a piece of iincurrent gold, 
be not cracked within the ring. — Masters, you are 
all welcome. We’ll e’en to’t like French falconers, 
fly at any thing we see We’ll have a speech 
straight : Come, give us a taste of your quality ; 
come, a passionate speech. 

1 Play. What speech, my lord ? 

Ham. I heard thee speak me a speech once, — 
but it was never acted ; — or, if it w'as, not above 
once: for the play, 1 remember, pleased not the 
million ; ’twas a caviare 9 to the general * : but it 
j was (as 1 received it, and others, whose judgments, 
in such matters, ci ied in the top * of mine, ) an ex- 
I cellent play ; well digested in the scenes, set down 
with as much modesty as cunning. 1 remember, 
one said, there w ere no salads in the lines, to make 
the matter savoury ; nor no matter in the phrase, 
that might indite 3 tlie author of affection : but 
called it, an honest method, as wholesome as sweet, 
and by very much more handsome than fine. One 
speech in it I chiefly loved ; ’tw'as .Eneas’ tale to 
Dido; and thereabout of it especially, where he 
speaks of XMam’s slaughter : If it live in your me- 
mory, begin at this line : let me see, let me see; — 
Tlie rugged Pyrrhus, like the Hyrcanian beast, •— 
’tis not so ; it begins with Pyrrhus. 

The rugged Pyrrhus, — - he, whose sable arms, 

Black as his purpose, did the night resemble 
When he lay couched in the ominous horse, 

Hath now this dread and black completion smeared 
With heraldry more dismal ; head to foot 
Now is he toted gules ^ ; horridly tricked ® 

With blood of fathers, mothers, daughters, softs; 

Bak'd and imjmtcd with the parching streets, 

* Writing. ^ rhrifitnias carols. ^ Fringed. ® Clog. 

9 An ItaUan dish made of the roes of fishes. ‘ Multitude: 
9 Ai)Ove. 3 Convict. ■« Aflt»ctation. 

» lied, a term in heraldry. « Blazoned. 
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That (tmd a tyrannom and a fearful Hght 

To tfteir lord's murder : Roasted in wrath, and fire. 

And tktis o*er^zed with coagulate gore. 

With eyes like carbuncles, the hellish Pyrrhus 
out grandsire Priam seeks ; — So proceed you. 

Pol* My lord, well spoken; with good accent, 
and good discretion. 

1 Play. Anon he finds him 
Striking too short at Greeks ; his antique sword, 
ReheUious to his arm, lies where it falls. 

Repugnant to command : Unequal niatclid, \ 

Pyrrhus at Priam drives ; in rage, strikes wide ; 

But with the whiff and wind of his fell sword 
The unnerved father falls. Then senseless Ilium, 
Seeming to fed this blow, withfiamiug top 
Stoops to his base ; and unth a hideous crash 
Takes prisoner Pyrrhus* ear j for, lo / his sword 
Which was declining mi the mUky head 
Of reverend Priam, seem'd i* the air to stick : 

So, as a painted tyrant, Pyrrhus stood; 

And, like a neutral lo his will and matter. 

Bid nothing. 

Bid, as (ften sec* against some storm, 

A silence in the heavens, the rack ? stand still, 

7'he bold winds speechless, and the orb below 
As hush as death : anon the dreadful thunder 
Both rend the region : So, after Pyrrhus' pause, 

A roused vengeance sets him nevf a work ; 

And never did the Cyclops' hammers fall 
On Mars's armour, forg'd for proof eleme % 

With h'ss remorse than Pyrrhus' bleeding sword 
Now falls on Priam. — • 

Out, out, thou strumpet, Fortune f All you gods, 

In general synod, take away her power ; 

Break all the spikes and fellies from' her wheel, 

And bowl the round nave down the hill if heaven. 

As low as to the Jimids / 

Pol. Tins is long. 

Ham. It shall to the barber’s with your beard. — 
Pr’ytliee, say on : — lie’s for a jig, or be sleeps ; — 
say on ; come lo Hecuba. 

1 Play. But who, ah woe ! had seen the mobled ^ 
queen —— 

Ham. The mobled queen ? 

Pol. That’s good ; mobled queen is good. 

1 Play. Run barefoot yp and down, threat'ning the 
Jiafnes 

With bisson ’ rheum j a clout upon that head, 

Where late the diadem stood ; and, fitr a robe. 

About her lank and all o'erteemed loins, 

A blanket, in the alarm of fear caught up; 

Who this had seen, with tongue in venom steejy'd, 
'Gainst fortune's slate would treason have jrronounc'd: 
Bui if the gods themselves did see her then. 

When she saw Pyrrhus make malicious sjwrt 
In mincing with his sword her husbaml's limbs s 
The instant burst of clamour that she made, i 

( Unless things mortal move them not at aU,) 

Would have made milch^ the burning eye <f heaven. 
And ^Mission in the gods. 

Pol. Look, whether he has not turn’d his colour, 
and has tears in ’s eyes. — Pr’ythee, no more. 

Ham. ’lls well ; I’ll have tliee speak out the rest 
of this soon. — Good my lord, will you see the 
players well bestowed ? Do you hear, let them be 
well used; for they are the abstract, and brief 
chronicles, of the time ; After your death you were 
bettor liave a bad epitaph, than their ill report while 
you live. 

7 Light clouds. « Eternal. ® Muffied. • Blind. * Milky. 


Pol. My lord, I will use tJiem according to UicmV 
desert. 

Ham. Much better, man : Use every man after 
bis desert, and who shall ’scape whipping!^ Use 
them after your own honour and dignity : The less 
tliey deserve, the more merit is your bounty. Take 
tliem in. 

Pol, Come, sirs. 

[Ejit PoLONius, unth some of the Players. 
Ham. Follow him, friends : w'c’ll hear a play to- 
morrow. — Dost thou hear me, old friend ; can you 
play the murder of Gonzago ? 

1 Play. Ay, my lord. ' 

Ham. We’ll haveit to-morrow night. You could, 
for a need, study a speech of some dozen or sixteen 
lines, w hich I would set down, and insert in ’t ; 
could you not? 

1 Play. Ay, my lord. 

Ham. Very well. — Follow that lord ; and look 
you mock him not. [Exit Player.] My good friends, 
[7<» Ros, and Gun..] I’ll leave you till night: you 
are welcome to Elsinore. 

Ros. Good my lord I * 

[Exeunt Rosencrantz a7id Guildenstern. 
Ham. Ay, so adieu, and, — Now 1 am alone. 

O, w'hat a rogue and peasant slave am 1 ! 

Is it not monstrous, that this player here, 

But in a fiction, in a dream of passion. 

Could force Ids soul so to his own conceit. 

That from her working, all his visage wann’d ; 
Tears in his eyes, distraction in ’s asp^‘ct, 

A broken voice, and his wliole functio!i suiting 
With foims to his conceit? And all for nothing ! 
For Hecuba! 

What’.s Hecuba to him, or be to Hecuba, 

That he should weep for her? Wlial,- would he do. 
Had he the motive and the cue for passion, 

That I have ? He would drown the stage with tears, 
And cleave the general ear with hqfrid speech ; 
Make mad the guilty, and appal tlie free, 

Confound the ignorant; and amaze, indeed, 

"riie very faculties of eyes and ears. 

Yet I, 

A dull and muddy-mettled rascal, peak. 

Like John-a-dreams, uupregnant of my cause. 

And can say nothing ; no, not for a king. 

Upon whose property, and most dear life, 

A vile defeat ^ was made. Am 1 a coward ? 

Who calls me villain? breaks my pate across? 
Plucks ofl'my beard, and blows»it jiii my face? 
Tweaks me by the nose ? gives me the lie i’ the 
throat, 

As deep as to the lungs? Who does me tJiis? 

Ha! 

Why, I should take it : for it cannot be, 

But I am pigeon-Hver’d, and lack gall 
To make oppression bitter ; or, ere this, 

I should have fatted all the region kites 

With this slave’s offal : Bloody, murd’rous villain ! 

Remorseless, treacherous, unnatural villain ! 

WJiy, what an ass am 1 ? This is most brave ; 

I'hat I, the son of a dear father murder’d, 
Prompted to my revenge by heaven and hell, 

Must, like a drab, unpack my heart witli words, 
And fall a cursing I 

Fye upon’t ! fob ! About my brains ! Humph I 1 
have heard, « 

I Tliat guilty creatures, sitting at a play. 

Have by the very cunning of the scene 
I 9 Destruction. 
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Been struck so to the soul^ that presently 
lliey have proclaim'd their malefactions ; 

For murder, though it have no tongue, will speak 
With^most miraculous organ. I’ll have these players 
Play something like tlie murder of my father. 
Before mine uncle : I'll observe his looks ; 
ril tent him 4 to the quick ; if he do blench ^ 

1 know my course. The spirit, that 1 have seen, 


May be a devil : and the devil hath power 
To assume a pleasing shape ; yea, and, perhaps, 
Out of my weakness, and my melancholy, 

(As he is very potent with such spirits,) 

Abuses me to damn me : I’ll have grounds 
More relative than this : The play’s the thing. 
Wherein I’ll catch the conscience of the king. 


ACT III. 


SCENE I. — • .df Hoont in the Castle. 

EtUer King, Queen, Poloniu.s, Ophelia, IIosen- 

CUANTZ, a^ld GuiLDEN.STEllN. 

King. And can you, by no drift of conference 
Get from him, why he puts on thi.s confusion ; 
Grating so harshly all his days of quiet 
With turbulent and dangerous lunacy? 

Ros. lie does CQpfcss, he feels himself distracted ; 
But from what cause he will by no means speak. 

Guit. Nor do we find him forward to he sounded ; 
But witli a crafty madness, keeps aloof. 

When we would bring him on to some confession 
Of his true state. 

Queen. Did he receive you well ? 

lios. Most like a gentleman. 

GuU. But with much forcing of his disposition. 
lios. Niggard of <]uestion ; but, of our demands, 
Most free in his reply. 

Queen. Did you assay him 

To any ])astimc ? 

Ros. Madam, it so fell out, that certain players 
We o’or-raughl ^ on the way ; of these we told him ; 
And there did seem in him a kind of joy 
To hear of it : They are about the court ; 

And, as 1 tliinl*^, they have already order 
This night to play before him. 

Pol. ’Tis most true : 

And he beseoch’d me to entreat your majesties, 

To hear and see tlie matter. 

King. With all my heart ; and it doth mucli con* 
tent me 

To hear him so inclin’d. 

Good gentlemen, give him a further edge, 

And drive his purpose on to tliese delights. 

Ros. We shall, my lord. 

[EjCttwPRosENCttANTz and Guji.penstekn. 
King. Sweet Gertrude, leave us too . 

For we have closely sent for Hamlet hither ; 

That he, as ’twere by accident, may here 
Aftront7 Ophelia: 

Her father, and myself (lawful espials »), 

Will so bestow ourselves, that, seeing, unseen, 

Wc may of their encounter frankly judge ; 

And gather by him, as he is behav’d, 

If ’t be the affliction of his love, or no, 

Tliat thus he suffers for. 

Queen. I shall obey you ; 

And, for your part, Ophelia, I do wish, 

That your good beauties be the happy cause 
Of Hamlet’s wildness : so shall 1 hope, your virtues 
Will bring him to his wonted way again, 

To both your honours. 

Oph. Madam, I wish it may. 

[EjfV Queen. 

^ Search his wounds. ■* Shrink or start. 

® Overtook. ^ Meet. ^ Sjnes. 


Pol. Ophelia, walk you here : — Gracious, so 
please you. 

We will bestow ourselves : — Read on this book ; 

[2’o Ophelia. 

That show of such an exercise may colour 
Your loneliness. — We are oft to blame in this, — - 
*Tis too much prov’d‘>, — tliat, with devotion’s visage, ' 
And pious action, we do sugar o’er ^ 

Pile devil himself. 

King. O, ’tis too true ! how ^smart 

A lash that speech dotli give my conscience ! 

The harlot’s cheek, beautied with plastering art. 

Is not more ugly to the thing that help.s it, 

Than is my deed to my most painted word : 

() heavy burden ! \^Asule. 

Pol. 1 hear him coming ; let’s withdraw, my lord. 

[^Exeunt King and Polonius. 

Enter Hamlet. 

Ham. To be, or not to be, that is the question ; — 
Whether ’tis nobler in the mind, to sulfur 
The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune ; 

Or to take arms against a sea of troubles, 

And, by opposing, end them ? — To die, — to 
sleep, — 

No more ; — and, by a sleep, to say wc end 
llie heart-ache, and the thousand natural shocks 
That fiesh is heir to, — ’tis a consummation 
Devoutly to be w'ish’d. To die ; — to sleep ; — . 

To sleep ! perchance to dream ; — ay, there’s the 
rub ; 

For in that sleep of death what dreams may come. 
When w'e have shuffled oil this mortal coil 
Must give us pause : There’s the respect 
That makes calamity of so long life : 

For who would bear the whips and scorns of time. 
The oppressor’s wrong, the proud man’s contumely 
The pangs of despis’d love, the law’s delay, 

The insolence of offlee, and the spurns 
That patient merit of the unwortliy takes. 

When he himself might his quietus make 
Witli a bare Iwdkin? Who would fardels ^ bear. 
To grunt and sweat under a weary life ! 

But that the dread of something after death, 

The undiscover’d country, from whose bourn 7 
No traveller returns, — puzzles the will ; 

And makes us rather bear those ills we liave, 

Than fly to others that we know not of? 

Thus conscience does make cowards of us all ; 

And thus the native hue of resolution 
Is sicklicd o’er with the pale cast of tliought j 
And enterprizes of great pith and moment, 

With this regard, their currents turn awry, 

» Too firequent * Stir, bustle. * Consideration. 

3 Rudeness. ^ Quiet, 

ft The ancient term for a small dagger. 

c*' Pack, burden. 7 Boundary, limits. 
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Act III. 


HAMLET, 


And lose the name of action. — Soft you, now ! 
The fair Ophelia : — Nymph, in thy orisons * 

Be ail my sins remember’d. 

Oph» Good my lord. 

How does your honour for this many a day ? 

Ham* I humbly thank you ; well. 

Oph* My lord, I have remembrances of yqurs, 
That 1 have longed long to re-deliver ; 

I pray you, now receive them, 

-flhfft. No, not I : 

I never gave you aught. 

0ph» My honour’d lord, you know right well, 
you did ; 

A nd, with them, words of so sweet breath compos’d 
As made the things more rich : their perfume lost, 
Take these again ; for to the noble mind, 

Kich gifts wax poor, when givers prove unkind. 
There, my lord. 

Ham* Ha, ha ! are you honest ? 

Oph* My lord ? 

Ham* Are you fair ? 

Oph* What means your lordship ? 

Ha7n* That if you be honest and fair, you should 
^dmit no discourse to your beauty. 

Oph. Could beauty, my lord, have better com- 
merce than with honesty ? 

Ham* Ay, truly ; for the power of beauty will 
sooner debase honesty from what it is, than the 
force of honesty can translate beauty into his like- 
ness ; tliis was some time a paradox, but now the 
time gives it proof. I did love you once, 

Oph* Indeed, my lord, you made me believe so. 

Ham* You should not have believed me: for 
virtue cannot so inoculate our old stock, but we 
shall relish of it : 1 lov’d you not. 

Oph* I was the more deceived. 

Ham* Get thee to a nunnery ; Why wouldst thou 
be a breeder of sinners ? I am myself indiflerent 
honest ; but yet I could accuse me of such things, 
tliat it were better my mother had not borne me : I 
am very proud, revengeful, ambitious; with more 
offences at my beck, than I have thoughts to put 
them in, imagination to give them shape, or time to 
act them in : What should such fellows as 1 do 
crawling between earth and heaven ! We are arrant 
knaves, all ; believe none^f us : Go thy ways to a 
nunnery. Where’s your father ? 

Oph* At home, my lord. 

Ham. Let the doors be shut upon liim ; that he 
may play the fool no where but in ’s own house. 
Farewell. 

Oph. O, help him, you sweet heavens ! 

Ham* If thou dost marry, I’ll give thee this plague 
for thy dowry ; Be thou as ^gste as ice;^a& 42 ^urpis 
snow, thou shalt notriSCSpe calmiQSa^ thee to 

a nunnery ; farewell : Or, if uiou wilt needs marry, 
marry a fool ; for wise men know well enough, 
what monsters you make of them. To a nunnery, 
go ; and quickly too. Farewell, 

Oph. Heavenly powers, restore him ! 

Ham* 1 have heard of your paintings too, well 
enough ; Nature hath given you one face, and you 
make yourselves another : you jig, you amble, and 
you lisp, and nick-name God’s creatures, and make 
your wantonness your ignorance : Go to ; I’ll no 
more of ’t ; it hath made me mad. I say, we will 
have no more marriages; those Uiat are married 
alrei dy, all but one, £all live ; the rest shall k(>ep 
as they are. To a nunnery, go. [Exit Hamlet. 

*• Piayors. 


Oph* O, wliat a noble mind is here o’erthrown { 

The courtier’s, soldier’s, scholar’s, eye, tongue, 
sword : 

The expectancy and rose of the fair state, ^ ^ 

The glass of fashion, and the mould of form, 

The observed of all observers ! quite, quite down ! * 
And I, of ladies most deject and wretched, ■* 

That suck’d the honey of his musick vows, » 

Now see that noble and most sovereign reason, 

Like sweet bells jangled, out of tune and liarsh ; 

That unmatched form and feature of blown youUi, 
Blasted with ecstasy 9 ; O, woe is me ! 

To have seen what I Jiave seen, see what I sec ! 
RC’.enter King and Polokius. 

King, Love ! his ailbetions do not that way tend ; 

Nor what he spake, though it lack’d form a little, 

Was not like madness. There’s sometliing in his 
soul, 

O’er which his melancholy sits on brood ; 

And, I do doubt, the hatch, and the disclose. 

Will be some danger : Which for to prevent, 

I have, in quick determination, i 

Thus set it down ; He shall with speed to England, 

For the demand of our neglected tribute : 

Haply, the seas, and countries difierent, 

With variable objects, shall expel 

This something-settled matter in his heart ; 

Whereon his brains, still beating, puts him thus 
From fashion of himself. What think you on’t? 

Pol* It shall do well ; but yet I do believe, 

The origin and commencement of his grief 
Sjirung from neglected love. — How now Ophelia, 
You need not tell us what lord Hamlet said; 

We heard it all. — My lord, do as you please ; 

But, if you hold it fit, after the play, 

Let his queen mother all alone eiitrcal him 
I’o show his grief ; let her be round ^ with him ; 

And I’ll be plac’d, so please you in the car, 

Of all their conference : If she find^liim not, 

To England send him ; or confine him, where 
Your wisdom best shall think. 

King, It shall be so : 

Madness in great ones must not unwatch’tl go. 

[Exeuni* 

SCENE II. Hall in the same. 

Enter Hamlet, and certain Players. 

Ham* Speak the speech, T pray you, as I pro- ' 
nounced it to you, trippingly oq the tongue : but ^ 
if you mouth it, as many of our players do, 1 had ' 
as lief the town-crier spoke ray lines. Nor do not | 
saw the air too much with your hand, thus ; but | 
use all gently; for in the very torrent, tempest, i 
and (as I may say) whirlwind of your passion, you 
must acquire and beget a temperance, that may | 
give it smoothness. O, it ofiends me to the soul, to 
hear a robustious periwig-pated fellow tear a passion 
to tatters, tojery rags, to split the* ears of the ^ 
groiOTilinp whd; WthratJSt 
o^ nothingbtXt inexplicable dumb shows and noise : 

I would have such a fellow whipt for o’er-doing ‘ 
Termagant; it out-l^ods Herod*; Pray you, 
avoid it. 

1 Play* I warrant your honour. 

Ham* Be not too tame neither, but let your own 
discretion be your tutor: suit the action to^the^' 

» Alienation of mind. 

I lieprimand him with fireedom. 

3 The meaner iHJopic then seem to have sat in the pit. 

3 Dcrod’s character woa alwaya violent 
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word, the word to the action ; with this special 
observance, that you o*er-step not the modesty of 
nature ; for any thing so overdone is from the pur- 
pose ^f playing, whose end, both at the first, and 
now, was, and is, to hold, as *twere, tlie mirrour up 
to nature ; to show virtue her own feature, scorn 
her own image, and tlie very age and body of the 
time, his form and pressure.^ Now this, overdone, 
or come tardy off, though it make the unskilful 
laugh, cannot but make the judicious grieve ; the 
censure of which one, must, in your allowance 
o'er>wcigh a whole theatre of others. O, there be 
players, that 1 have seen play, — and heard others 
praise, and that highly, — not ti speak it profanely, 
that, neither having the accent of Christians, nor 
the gait of Christian, pagan, nor man, have so 
strutted, and bellowed, that I have thought some 
of nature’s journeymen had made men, and not 
made them well, tliey imitated humanity so abomi- 
nably. 

] Play* I hope, we have reformed that indif- 
ferently with us. 

Ham. O, refortfi it altogether. And let those, 
that play your clowns, speak no more than is set 
down for them: for there be of them, that will 
themselves laugh, to set on some quantity of barren 
spectators to laugh too ; though, in the mean time, 
some necessary question of the play be then to be 
considered: that’s villainous; and shows a most 
pitiful ambition in the fool that uses it. Go, make 
you ready. — > \^Exeunt Players. 

Enter Polonius, Rosencrantz, and Guil- 

OENSTEKN. 

How now, my lord ? will the king hear this piece 
of work? 

Pol. And tnc queen too, and that presently. 

Ham. Bid the players make haste. — 

^ \^Exit Polonius. 

AVill you two help to hasten them ? 

Both. Ay, my lord. 

[Exeunt Kosencrantz and Guildenstern. 

Ham. What, ho ; Horatio ! 

Enter Horatio. 

Hor. Here, sweet lord, at your service. 

Ham. Horatio, thou art e’en as just a man 
As e’er my conversation cop’d withal. 

Hor. O, my dear lord, — 

Ham. ^ 0 Nay, do not think I flatter : 
For what advancement may I hope from thee, 

That no revenue hast, but thy good spirits. 

To feed, and clothe thee ? Why should the poor be 
flatter’d ? I 

No, let the candied tongue lick absurd pomp ; 

And crook the pregnant hinges of the knee, 

Where thrift may follow fawning. Dost thou hear ? 
Since my dear soul was mistress of her choice. 

And could of men distinguish her election. 

She hath seal’d thee for herself : for thou hast been 
As one, in suflTering all, that suffers nothing ; 

A man, that fortune’s buffets and rewards 
Hast ta’en with equal thanks : and bless’d are those 
Whose blood and judgment are so well co-mingled, 
That they are not a pipe for fortune’s finger 
To sound what stop she please : Givejne that mw 
f Th»t is not passion’s slave, and I will w“ear him 
\ln my heart’s core, ay, in my heart of heart, 

* Impression, resembUnce. > Awrobation. 

« Quick, ready. 


As I do thee. — • Something too much of this. — 
ITiere is a play to-night before the king ; 

One scene of it comes near the circumstance, 

Which I have told thee of my father’s death. 

I pr’ythee, when thou secst that act afoot. 

Even witli the very comment of thy soul 
Observe my uncle : if his occulted 7 guilt 
Do not itself unkennel in one speech, 

It is a damned ghost that we have seen ; 

And my imaginations are as foul ^ 

As Vulcan’s stithy.® Give him heedful note : 

For 1 mine eyes will rivet to his face ; 

And, after, we will both our judgments join 
In censure of his seeming. 

Hor. Well, my lord : 

If he steal aught, the whilst this play is playing, 
And ’scape detecting, I will pay the theft. 

Ham. They are coming to tlie play ; I must be 
idle; 

Get you a place. 

Danish March. A Flourish. Enter King, Queen, 
P 0 L 0 NIU.S, Ophelia, IIosencrantz, Guilden- 
STEiiN, and others. 

King. How fares our cousin Hamlet ? * 

Hain. Excellent, i’ faith ; of the camelion’s dish : 
I eat the air, promise-crammed ; You cannot feed 
capons so. 

King. I have nothing with this answer, Hamlet ; 
these words are not mine. 

Ham. No, nor mine now. My lord, — you played 
once in the university, you say ? [ To Polonius. 

Pol. That did I, my lord : and was accounted a 
good actor. 

Ham. And what did you enact? 

Pol. I did enact Julius Ca;sar ; 1 was kill’d i’ the 
Capitol ; Brutus killed me. 

j/aw. It was a brute part of him, to kill so capi- 
tal a calf there. — Be the players ready ? 

Jios. Ay, my lord ; they stiiy ujion your patience. 

1 Queen. Come hither, my dear Hamlet, sit by me. 
j Ham. No, good mother, here’s metal more 
attractive. 

I [Lying down at Ophelia’s Feet. 

Pol. Oho! do you mark that ? [!7'o King. 

Oph. You are merry, my lord. 

Ham. Who, I? * 

Oph. Ay, my lord. 

Ham. O ! your only jig-maker. What should a 
man do, but be merry ? for, look you, how cheer- 
fully my mother looks, and my father died within 
these two hours. 

Oph. Nay, ’tis twice two months, my lord. 

Ham. So long ? Nay, then let the devil wear 
black, for I’ll have a suit of sables. ^ O heavens ! die 
two months ago, and not forgotten yet? Then 
there’s hope, a great man’s memory may outlive his 
life half a year : But he must build churches then : 
or else shall he suffer not thinking on, with the 
hobby-horse; whose epitaph is, For, Otfor, 0, the 
hobby-horse is forgot. 

Trumpets sound. The dumb Show fbllows. 

Enter a King and a Queen, very lovingly g the Queen 
embracing him, and he her. She kneels, and mxikes 
show of protestation unto him. He takes her up, 
and declines his head upon her neck ; lays him down 
upon a bank of flowers / she, seeing him asle^f, leaves 

7 Secret ® A stithy is a smith’s sh<^ 

0 Opinion. ^ The richest dress. 
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HAMLET, 


Aim> Amn comes in a feUotv, takes his crown^ 
kisses it, and pours poison in the Kings ears, and 
eJcU* The Qticen returns; Jinds the king dead, 
and makes passionate action. 'The poisoner^ with 
some two or three Mvics, comes in again, seeming 
to lament wUh her. The dead body is carried away. 
The poisoner tooocs the Queen ndth gyis ; she seems 
loath and unvdlling awhile, but, in the end, accepts 
fas love. [ Exeunt. 

dph. What means this, my lord ? 

Ham. Marry, this is michiiig inallcclio^; it 
means mischief. 

Oph. Belike, this show imports the argument of 
the play. 

Enter Prologue. 

Ham. We shall know by this fellow : the players 
cannot keep counsel ; they’ll tell all. 

Oph. Will lie tell us wliat this sliow meant ? 

Ham. Ay. 

Oph. rU mark the play. 

Pro. For us, and for our tragedy, 

Here stooping to your clemency, 
ff'e beg your hearing patiently. 

Ham. Is this a prologue, or the posy of a ring ? 
Oph. ’Tis brief, my lord. 

Ham. As woman’s love. 

Enter a King and a Queen. 

r* King- Pull thirty times hath Plicebus* cart 
gone round 

Neptune’s salt wash, and Tell us’ 3 orbed ground ; 
And thirty dozen moons, with borrow’d sheen \ 
About the world have times twelve thirties been ; j 
Since love our hearts, and Hymen did our bands, I 
Unite commutual in most sacred bands. 

P. Queen. So many journeys may the sun and 
moon 

Make us again count o’er, ere love be done ! 

But, woe is me, you are so sick of late. 

So far from cheer, and from your former state, 

That 1 distrust you. Yet, though I distrust. 
Discomfort you, my lord, it nothing must ; 

For women fear too much, even as they love ; 

And women’s fear and We hold quantity ; 

In neither aught, or in extremity. 

Now, what ray love is, proof hath made you know ; 
And as my love is siz’d my fear is so. 

Where love is great, the liltJest doubts are fear ; 
Where little fears grow great, great love grows there. 
P. King. ’Faith, I must leave thee, love, and 
shortly too ; 

My operant 6 powers their functions leave to do * 
And thou shalt live in this fair world behind^ 
Honour’d, belov’d ; and, haply one as kind 
For husband shall thou — ~ 

P. Qssem, O, confound the rest ! 

Such love must needs be treason in my breast : 

In second husband let me be accurst ! 

None wed the second, but who kill’d the first. 

Ham. Tliat’s wormwood. 

P* Qyeen. The instances 7, that second marriage 
move. 

Are base respects of thrift, but none of love ; 

A second time I kill my husband dead. 

When second husband wins me to his bed. 

^ Secret wickedness. ’ The earth. < Shining, lustre. 

^ In proiKirtion to the extent of my love. 

® Active. t Motives. 


Act hi. 

P. King. I do believe, you tliink what now you 
speak ; 

But, what w'e do determine, oft we break. 

Purpose is but the slave to memory : „ 

Of violent birth, but poor validity ; 

Which now like fruit unripe, sticks on the tree ; 

But fall, unshaken, when they mellow be. 

Most necessary *tis, that we forget 
To piy ourselves what to ourselves is debt *. 

What to ourselves in passidn we propose, 

The passion ending, doth the purpose lose. 

The violence of either grief or joy 
Tlieir own cnactures 8 with themselves destroy : 
Where joy most revtls, grief doth most lament ; 
Grief joys, joy grieves, on slender accident. 

This world is not for aye ; nor *tis not strange, 

That even our loves should with our fortunes change ; 
For *tis a question left us yet to prove, 

Whether love lead fortune, or else fortune love. 

Die great man down, you mark, his favourite flies ; 
The poor advanc’d makes friends of enemies. 

And liiilicrto dotli love on fortune tend ; 

For who not needs, shall never fack a friend ; 

And who in want a hollow friend doth try, 

Directly seasons him his enemy. 

But, orderly to end where I begun, — 

Our wills, and fates, do so contrary run, 

That our devices still are overthrown ; 

Our thoughts are ours, their ends none of our own ; 
So think thou wilt no second husband wed ; 

But die thy thoughts, when thy first lord is dead. 
P. Queen. Nor earth to give me food, nor heaven 
light ! 

Sport and repose lock from me, day and night ! 

To desperation tuni ray trust and hope ! 

An anchor’s 9 cheer in prison be my , scope ! 

Each opposite, that blanks the face of joy. 

Meet what I would have well, and it destroy ! 

Both here, and hence, pursue me, luting strife, 

If, once a widow, ever 1 be wife ! 

Ham. If she should break it now, — - 

[To Ophelia. 

P. King. ’Tis deeply sworn. Sweet, leave me 
here a wliile ; 

My spirits grow dull, and fain I would beguile 
The tedious day with sleep. [Sleeps. 

P- Queen. Sleep rock thy brain ; 

And never come mischance between us twain ! 

[Esit. 

Ham. Madam, how like you this* play? 

Queen. The lady doth protest too mucti, methinks. 
Ham. O, but she’ll keep her word. 

King. Have you heard the argument? Is there 
no oflence in’t? 

Ham. No, no, they do but jest, poison in jest ; 
no offence i* the world. 

King. What do you call the play ? 

Ham. The mouse.-trap. Marry, how? Tropi- 
cally. This play is the image of a murder done in 
Vienna : Gonzago is the duke’s ntune j his wife, 
Baptista : you shall see anon ; *tis a knavish piece 
of work : But what of that ? your majesty, and we 
tliat have free souls, it touches us not: Let the 
galled jade wince, our withers arc unwrung. — 

Enter Luciakus* 

This is one Lucianus, nephew to the king. 

Oph, You are as good as a chorus, my lord. 

* Determinations. ^ Anchoret 



Scene 11. PRINCE OF 

Ham, Begin, murderer ; — leave thy horrible 
faces, and begin. Come ; — 

The croaking raven 

Doth bellow for revenge. 

Luc, Thoughts black, hands apt, drugs fit, and 
time agreeing ; 

Confederate season, else no creature seeing ; 

Thou mixture rank, of midnight weeds collected, 
With llecat’s ban * thrice blasted, thrice infected. 
Thy natural magick and dire property, 

*On wholesome life usurp immediately. 

S Pours the Poison into the Sleeper's Pars, 

Ham, He poisons him i’ the garden for his estate. 
Ilis name ’s Gonzago : the story is extant, and writ- 
ten ill very choice Italian : You shall sec anon, how 
the murderer gets the love of Conzago’s wife, 

Oph. The king rises. 

Ham, WJiat ! frighted with false fire ! 

Queen, How fares my lord ? 

JW. Give o*cr the play. 

King, Give me some light : — away ! 

Pol, Lights, lighiji, lights ! 

[Exeunt all hut Hamlet and Horatio. 

Ham, Why, let the striicken deer go w’eep. 

The hart ungalled play : 

For some must watch, while some must sleep ; 
Thus runs the world away. — 

Would not this, sir, and a forest of feathers, (if the 
rest of my fortunes turn Turk with me,) with tw'o 
Provcncial roses on my razed shoes, get me a fel- 
lowship in a cry 3 of players, sir? 

Hor, Half a share. 

Ham, A whole one, I. 

For thou dost know, O Damon dear. 

This realm dismantled w'as 

Of Jove hftnself ; and now reigns here 
A very, very — peacock. 

Hor, You might have rhymed. 

Uam. O goo(^ Horatio, I’ll take the ghost’s word 
for a thousand pound. Didst perceive ? 

Hor, Very well, my lord. 

Horn, Upon the talk of the poisoning, 

liar. I did very well note him. 

Ham. Ah, ah! — Come, some musickj come, 
the recorders."* — 

For if the king like not the comedy, 

Why then, belike, — he likes it not, perdy. ** — 

Enter Rosencrantz and Guildenstern. 

Come, some musTck. 

Cud, Good my lord, vouchsafe me a w^ird with 
you. 

Ham, Sir, a whole history. 

Gtiil, Hie king, sir, 

Ham, Ay, sir, what of him ? 

GuU> Is, in his retirement, maivellous distem- 
pered. 

Ham, With drink, sir? 

GuU, No, my lord, with choler. 

Ham* Your wisdom should show itself more 
richer, to signify this to the doctor ; for, for me to 
put him to his purgation, would, perhaps, plunge 
him into more choler. 

Quit, Good my lord, put your discourse into some 
frame, and start not so wildly from my affair. 

Ham, I am tame, sir: — pronounce. 

Gull, The queen, your mother, in most great 
affliction of spirit, hath sent me to you. 

1 Curse. * Slashed. ® Pack, company. 

* A kind of flute. * Par Dim. 
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Ham. You are welcome. 

Gud. Nay, good my lord, this courtesy is not of 
the right breed. If it shall please you to make me 
a wholesome answer, I will do your mother’s com- 
mandment ; if not, your pardon, and my return, 
sliall be the end of my business. 

Ham, Sir, 1 cannot. 

Guil. What, my lord ? 

Ham. Make you a wholesome answer ; my wit’s 
diseased ; But, sir, such answer as I can make, ;^>u 
shall command : or, rather, as you say, my mother ; 
tlierefore no more, but to the matter : My mother, 
you say, 

Ros. Then thus she says ; Your behaviour hath 
struck her into amazement and admiration. 

Ham. O wonderful son, that can so astonish a 
mother I — But is there no sequel at the heels of 
this mother’s admiration ? impart. 

Eos. She desires to speak with you in her closet, 
ere you go to bed. 

Ham. We shall obey, were she ten times Our 
mother. Have you any further trade w ith us ? 

Eos. My lord, you once did love me. 

Ham. And do still, by these pickers anckstealers. 

Eos, Good my lord, wdiat is your cause of dis- 
temper? you do, surely, but bar the door uiion 
your own liberty, if you deny your griefs to yoilr 
friend. 

Ham. Sir, I lack advancement. 

Eos. How can that be, when you have the voice 
of the king himself for your succession in Denmark ? 

Hum, Ay, sir, but While the gw.w groics, — the 
proverb is something musty. 

Entei' the Players, utUh Eecorders, 

O, the recorders : — let me see one. — To withdraw 
with you : — Why do you go about to recover the 
wind of me, as if you would drive me into a toil? 

Gud. O, my lord, if my duty be too bold, my 
love is too unmannerly. 

Ham. I do not w^ell understand that. Will you 
play upon this pipe ? 

GuU. My lord, I cannot. 

Ham, 1 pray you. 

Guil. Believe me, I cannot. 

Ham. I do beseech yoii? 

GuU, I know no touch of it, my lord. 

Ham. *Tis as easy as lying : govern these ven- 
tages ^ with your fingers and thumb, give it breath 
with your mouth, and it will discourse most eloquent 
musick. Look you, these are the stops. 

Gud. But these cannot I command to any utter- 
ance of harmony ; I have not the skill. 

Ham. Why, look you now^, how unworthy a thing 
you make of me ? You would play upon me ; you 
would seem to know my stops ; you would pluck 
out the heart of my mystery ; you would sound me 
from my low'est note to the top of my compass : and 
there is much musick, excellent voice, in this little 
organ; yet cannot you make it speak. Do you 
think, I am easier to be played on than a pipe? 
Call me what instrument you will, though you caa 
fret me, you cannot play upon me. 

Enter PotoNivs. 

Bless you, sir ! 

Pol. My lord, the queen would speak with you, 
and presently. 

« Holes. 
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//am. Do you see yonder cloud, tliat’s almost in 
bha,pe of a camel ? 

PoL By the mass, and 'tis like a camel, indeed. 
Ham. Methinks, it is like a weasel. 

Pel. It is backed like a weasel. 

Ham. Or, like a whale? 

Pol. Very like a whale. 

Ham. Then will I come to my mother by and 
by. — They fool me to the top of my bent.7 — 1 will 
come by and by. 

Pol. 1 will say so. [Ejnt Polonius. 

Ham* By and by is easily said. — Leave me, 
friends. [Exeunt Uos. Giiii.. Hor. ^c. 

‘ *Tis now the very witching time of night; 

) When churchyards yawn, and hell itself breathes out 
/ Contagion to this world : Now could 1 drink hot 
^ blood, 

And do such bitter business as the day 
Would quake to look on. Soft ; now to my 
mother. — 

^ O, heart, lose not thy nature ; let not ever 
I The soul of Nero enter tliis firm bosom : 

^ Let me be cruel, not unnatural : 

s, I will speak daggers to her, but use none ; 

My tongue and soul in this be hypocrites : 

How ill my words soever she be shent *, 

To give them seals ^ never, my soul, consent ! [Exit. 

SCENE HI. — A Room in the same. 

Efiter Kino, Rosencrantz, and Guildenstern. 

King. I like him not ; nor stands it safe with us, 
To let his madness range. Therefore, prepare you ; 
I your commission will forthwith despatch, 

And he to England shall along with you ; 

. The terms of our estate may not endure 
Hazard so near us, as doth hourly grow 
Out of his lunes. ^ 

Guil, We will ourselves provide : 

Most holy and religious fear it is, 

To keep tliose many many bodies safe. 

That live, and feed, upon your majesty. 

Ros, The single and peculiar life is bound, 

With all the strength and armour of tlie mind, 

To keep itself from ’noypnee ; but much more 
7'hat spirit, upon whose weal depend and rest 
The lives of many. The cease of majesty 
Dies not alone ; but, like a gulf, doth draw 
What’s near it, with it : it is a massy wheel. 

Fix’d on the summit of the highest mount. 

To whose huge spokes ten thousand lesser things 
Are mortis’d and adjoin’d ; which, when it falls, 
Each small annexment, petty consequence. 

Attends the boist’rous ruin. Never alone 
Did the king sigh, but with a general groan. 

King. Arm you, I pray you, to this speedy voyage ; 
For we will fetters put upon this fear, 

Which now goes too free-footed. 

Ros. Guil. We will haste us. 

[Exeunt Rosencrantz and Guildenstern. 

Enter Polonius. 

Pol. My lord, he’s going to his mother’s closet ; 
Behind the arras I’ll convey myself. 

To hear the process; I’ll warrant, slie’ll tax him home: 
And, as you said, and wisely was it said, 

*Tl8 meet that some more audience, than a mother, 

t Utmost stretch. “ Reproved. 

9 Authority to put them m execution. > Lunacies, 


Since nature makes them partial, should o’erhear 
The speech, of vantage. Fare you well, my liege; 
I’ll call upon you ere you go to bed, 

And tell you what I know. • 

King. Thanks, dear my lord. 

[Exit PULONIUS. 

0, my offence is rank, it smells to heaven ; 

It hath the primal eldest curse upon’t, 

A brother’s murder ! — Pray can I not, 

Hioiigh inclination be as sharp as will ; 

My stronger guilt defeats my strong intent ; » ' 

And, like a man to double business bound, \ 

I stand in pause where I shall first begirfj \ 
And botli neglect. What if this cursed hand \ 
Were thicker than itself with brother’s blood? \ 

Is there not rain enough in the sweet heavens, 

To wash it white as snow ? Whereto serves mercy, 
But to confront the visage of offence? 

And what’s in prayer, but this two-fold force, — 
To be forestalled, ere we come to fall, 

Or pardon’d, being down ? Then I’ll look up ; 

My fault is past. But, O, wh^t form of prayer 
Can serve my turn ? Forgive me my foul murder • - 
That cannot be ; since I am still possesaftl 
Of those effects for whicli I did the murder, 

My crown, mine own ambition, and my queen. 
May one lie pardon’d, and retain the offence ? 

In tlie corrupted currents of this w'orld, 

Offence’s gilded hand may shove by justice ; 

And oft ’tis seen, the wicked prize itself 
Buys out the law : But 'tis nut so above : 

There is no shuffling, there the action lies 
In his true nature; and wc ourselves com})ell*d, 
Even to the teeth and forehead of our faults, 

To give in evidence. What then? what rests? 

Try what repentance can ; Wliat ctri it not ? 

Yet what can it, when one cannot repent ? 

O wretched state ! O bosom, black as death ! 

O limed soul ; that struggling tOrlie free, 

Art more engag’d ! Help, angeL, make assay ? 
Bow, stubborn knees ! and, heart, with strings of 
steel ; 

Be soft as sinews of the new-born babe ; 

All may be well ! [Retires and kneels. 

Enter Hamlet. 

Ham. Now might 1 do it, pat, now he is praying ; 
And now I’ll do’t ; — and so he goes to heaven : 
And so am I reveng’d ? That ^o»ild be scann’d ’ ; 
A villain kills my father ; and, for that, 

1, his sole son, do this same villain send 
To heaven. 

Why, this is hire and salary, not revenge, 
lie took my father grossly, full of bread ; 

With all his crimes broad blown, as flush as May ; 
And, how his audit stands, who knows, save Heaven? 
But in our circumstance and course ofUiought, 
’Tis heavy witli him : And am 1 then reveng’d. 

To take him in the purging of his soul, 

When he is fit and season’d for his passage ? 

No. 

Up, sword ; and know thou a more horrid hent < : 
When he is drunk, asleep ; or in his rage ; 

At gaming, swearing ; — or about some act 
That has no relish of salvation in’t. — 

My mother stays : 

This physick but prolongs thy sickly days. [Bnf. 

3 Caught as with birdlime. s should be eonsidered. 

^ Hold, i, c, purpose. 



SCBME IV. 

- The King rises and advances* 

/ ifmg. My -words fly up, my thoughts remain 
below : 

Words^ without thougtits, never to heaven go. 

[Ezit. 

SCENE IV. — Another Boom m the same* 

Enter Queen and Polokius. 

Vol. He will come straight. Look, you lay home 
to him : 

Tell him, his pranks have been too broad to bear 
v^th; 

And that your grace hath scrcen'a and stood between 
Much heat and him. 1*11 silence me e*en here. 
Pray you, be round with him. 

Queen* 1*11 warrant you ; 

Fear me not : — withdraw, I hear him coming. 

[PoLONius hides himself. 

Enter Hamlet. 

Ham* Now, mother ; what’s the matter ? 

Queen, Hamlet, thou hast thy father much of- 
fended. 

Ham. Mother, you have my father much offended. 
Qmen* Come, come, you answer with an idle 
tongue. 

Ham* Go, go, you question with a wicked tongue. 
Queen, Why, how now, I lamlet ? 

Ham* What*s the matter now? 

Queen, Have you forgot me ? 

Ham. No, by the rood not so : 

You are the queen, your husband’s brother’s wife ; 
And, — would it were not so ! —you are my mother. 
Q^een, Nay, tlien 1*11 set those to you that can 
speak. I 

Ham* Come, come, and sit you down ; you shall 
not budge ; 

You go not, till \ set you up a glass 
Where you may see the inmost part of you. 

Queen. What wilt thou do ? thou wilt not murder 
me? 

Help, help, ho ! 

Fol* [Behind.'} Wliat, ho ! help ! 

Ham* How now ! a rat ? 

[Draws. 

Dead, for a ducat, dead. ' 

[Hamlet makes a pass through the Jrras* 
Pot* [Behind*] O, I am slain. 

» * [JPh/is, and dies* 

Queen* O me^ what hast thou done ? 

Ham, Nay, I know not : 

Is it the king ? 

[Lifts up the Arrets, and draws forth Polonius. 
Queen. O, what a rash and bloody deed is this ! 
Ham* A bloody deed ; *-.. almost as bad, good 
mother, 

As kill a kin^, and marry to his brother. 

Queen. As kill a king ! 

Ham. Ay, lady, *twas my word. — 

Tliou wretched, rash, intruding fool, farewell ! 

[To Polonius. 

1 took thee for thy better : take thy fortune : 

Thou flnd’st, to be too busy, is some danger. — 
X^ave wnogin^ of your hands : Peace ; sit you do wn. 
And let me wnng your heart : for so I shall, 

If It b#made of penetrable stuff ; 

If ilimndd cilstom have not brar/d it .so, ^ 

Tha^ it be proof and bulwark against sense. 

• Cross. 


Queen. What have I done, that thou dai’st w^ag 
thy tongue 

In noise so rude against me ? 

Ham. Such an act, 

That blurs the grace and blush of modesty $ 

Calls virtue, hypocrite ; takes off the rose 
From the fair forehead of an innocent love, 

And sets a blister there ; makes mairiage vows 
As false as dicers’ oatlis : O, such a deed 
As from the body of contraction ^ plucks ^ 

The very soul ; and sweet religion makes 
A rhapsody of words i Heaven’s face doth glow ; 
Yea, this solidity and compound mass, 

With tristful 7 visage, as against the doom, 

Is thought-sick at the act. 

Queen. Ah me, w'hat act, 

Tliat roars so loud, and thunders in the index?*' 
Ham. Look here, upon this picture, and on this; 
The counterfeit presentment of two brothers. 

See, what a grace was seated t»n this brow : 
Hyperion’s 9 curls ; the front of Jove himself ; 

An eye like Mars, to threaten and command ; 

A station * like the herald Mercury, 

New-lighted on a hcaven-ki‘^sing hill ; » 

A coin)>ination, and a form, indeed, 

Where every god did seem to set his seal. 

To give the world assurance of a man ; 

This was your husband. — I.,ook you now, what 
follows ; 

Here is your husband ; like a mildew’d car. 
Blasting his wholesome brother. Have you eyes ? 
Could you on this fair mountain leave to feed, 

And batten on this moor ? Ha ! have you eyes ? 
You cannot call it, love ; for, at your age, 

Tlic hey-day in the blood is tame, it’s humble, 

And waits upon the judgment; And what judgment 
W’'ould step from tills to this? Sense*', sure, you have, 
Else, could you not have motion : But, sure, that 
sense 

Is apoplex’d ; for madness w'ould not err ; 

Nor sense to ecstasy ♦ was ne’er so thraU’d, 

But it reserv’d some quantity of choice, 

To serve in such a difference. What devil was’t, 
That thus hath cozen’d you at hoodman-bliiid ? ^ 
Eyes without feeling, feeling without sight, 

Ears without hands or eyes,* smelling sans*^ all 
Or but a sickly part of one true sense 
Could not so mope. 7 
O shame ! where is thy blush ? 

Queen, O Hamlet, speak no more; 

Thou turn’st mine eyes into my very soul ; 

And there I see such black and grained spots, 

As will not leave tlieir tinct.8 

Ham. Nay, but to live 

In an incestuous bed, — 

Queen. O, speak to me no more ; 

These words, like daggers, enter in mine ears : 

No more, sweet Hamlet. 

Ham. A murderer, and a villain j 

A slave, that is not twentieth part the tythe 
Of your precedent lord ; — a vice^ of kings ; 

A cutpurse of the empire and the rule ; 

That from a slielf the precious diadem stole, 

And put it in his pocket ! 

Queen. No more. 

® Marriage contract ' ^ Sorrowful. 

® Index, of contents prefixed to a book. 

^ AncdloV * The act of standingr. 

* Grow fat ® Sensation. * Frenasy. 

® BUndman’s buff. ® Without 7 Be so stupid. 

« Colour. ® Mimiek. 
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£nter Ghost* 

Jffam* A king 

Of shreds and patches : 

Save me, and hover o'er me with your wings, 

You heavenly guards ! — What would your gracious 
figure? 

Queen, Alas, he's mad, 

JS[am, Do you not come your tardy son to chide, 
That, laps’d in time and passion, lets go hy 
Tke important acting of your dread command ; 

O, say! 

Ghost, Do not forget : This visitation 
Is but to whet thy almost blunted purpose. 

But, look ! amazement on thy mother sits : 

0 step between her and her fighting soul : 

Conceit ' in weakest bodies strongest works ; 

Speak to her Hamlet. 

Ham. How is it with you, lady ? 

Queen, Alas, how is’t with you ? 

That you do bend your eye on vacancy. 

And with the incorporal air do hold discourse ? 
Forth at your eyes your spirits wildly peep ; 

And, as the sleeping soldiers in tlie alarm, 

Your bedded hair starts up. O gentle son, 

Upon the heat and fiame of thy distemper 
Sprinkle cool patience. Whereon do you look? 
Ifam, On him I on him ! — Look you, how pale 
he glares ! 

His form and cause conjoin’d, preaching to stones, 
Would make them capable. « — Do not look upon 
me ; 

Xest with this piteous action, you convert 
My stem effects * : then what I have to do 
Will want true colour ; tears, perchance, for blood. 
Queen, To whom do you speak this ? 

Ham, Do you see nothing there ? 

><Queen, Nothing at all ; yet all, that is, 1 see. 
Mam, Nor did you nothing hear ? 

Queen. No nothing, but ourselves. 

Mam, Why, look you there ! look, how it steals 
, away I 

My father, in his habit as he liv’d ! 

Look, where he goes, even now, out at the portal! 

[Exit Ghost. 

Queen. This is the very coinage of your brain ; 
This bodiless creation t;;c&tasy ^ 

Is very cunning in. 

Mam, Ecstacy! 

My pulse, as yours, doth temperately keep time, 
And makes as healthful musick ; It is not madness, 
That I have utter’d : bring me to the test, 

And 1 the matter will re- word ; which rn^ness 
Would gambol from. Mother, for love of grace, 
Lay not that flattering unction to your soul, 

That not your trespass but my m^ness speaks : 

It will but ^in and film the ulcerous place ; 
Whiles rank corruption, mining all within, 

Infects unseen. Confess yourself to heaven ; 
Bepent what’s past *. avoid what is to come ; 

And do not spread the eompo^ s on the wee^ 

To make flbem ranker. Forgive me this my virtue ; 
For In the fatness of these pursy times. 

Virtue jtself of vice must pardon beg : 

Yea, curb ^ and woc^ for leave to do him good. 
Queen. O Hamlet ! diou hast cleft my heart in 
twain. 


1 ImaeliMitlon, 
* FTeaty 
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Mam, O, throw away the worsor part of it, 

And live the purer with tlic other half. 

Good night : but go not to my uncle’s bed ; 
Assume a virtue, if you have it not. 

That monster, custom, who all sense doth eal 
Of habit’s devil, is angel yet in this ; 

That to the use of actions fair and good 
He likewise gives a frock, or livery, - " 

That aptly is put on : RefrarnTtO-hight ; ^ 

And that shall lend a kind of easiness ^ 

To the next abstinence : the next more easy :**♦' 
For use almost can change the stamp of nature. 
And either curb the devil, or throw him out 
With wondrous pd.ency.^'’(>n©e" more ^ooffnight ! 
And when you are desirous to be hless*d, 

I’ll blessing beg of you. — For this same lord, 

[Pot?iting to PoLONius. 

I do repent: But heaven hath pleas’d it so,— 

To punish me with this, and this with me, 

That I must be tiicir scourge and minister. 

I will bestow him, and will answer well 

The death I gave him. So again good night I — 



But one word more, good lady. 

Queen, What shall I do ? 


Mam, Not this, by no means, that I bid you do ; 
Let the bloat king tempt you again to bed ; 

And let him for a pair of wanton kisses, 

Make you to ravel all this matter out, 

That I essentially am not in madness. 

But mad in craft. *Twere good, you let him know : 
For who, that’s but a queen, fair, sober, wise, 
Would from a paddock from a bat, a gib 
Such dear concernings hide ? who would do so ? 
No, in despite of sense, and secrecy. 

Unpeg the basket on the house’s top, 

Let the birds fiy : and, like the famous ape, 

To try conclusions 9, in the basket creep. 

And break your own neck down. 

Queen, Be tliou assur’d, if words be made of 
breath. 

And breath of life, I have no life tO breathe 
What thou hast said to me. 

Mam, I must to England ; you know that ? 
Queen. wAJack, 

1 had forgot ; *tis so concluded on. 

Mam. There’s letters seal’d : and my two school- 
fellows, — 

Whom I will trust, as I will ^(^ers fang’d *, — 
They bear the mandate ; they must sweep my way. 
And marshal me to knavery : Let it work ; 

For ’tis the sport to have the engineer 

Hoist with his own petar ^ : and it shall go hard, 

But I will delve one yard below their mines. 

And blow them at the moon : O, *tis most sweet, 
When in one line two crafts directly meet. — 

This man shall set me packing. 

I’U lug the body to the neighbour room : — 
Mother, good night. — In&ed, this counsellor 
Is now most still, most secret, and most grave, 

Who was in life a foolish prating knave. 

Come, sir, to draw toward an end with you : 
Mother, good night 

[Exeunt sevendiy ^ MAUivt dragging in 

. PotoKxns, 

7 Toa d. * Cat * Ebcveriihents. 

i Having thiir teeth. * Blown up with hii ownhomh. 
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ACT IV. 


SCENE I. — Room in the Castle. 

Enter Kxng> Queer, Kosencrartz, and 
Guxlderstern. 

King. There’s matter in tiiese sighs ; tliese pro- 
found heaves ; 

You must translate : ’tis fit we understand them : 
Where is Jour sou ? ^ 

dneen. Bestow this place on^us a little while. — 
[To Kosencrartz and Guildensterr, 
who go out. 

Ah, my good lord, what have I seen to-night 1 
King. What, Gertrude ? How does Hamlet ? 
Queen. Mad as the sea, and wind, when both 
contend 

Which is the mightier : In his lawless fit, 

Behind the arras h^'jening something stir, 

Whips out his rapier, cries, ^ rat f a rat ! 

And, in this brainish apprehension, kills 
The unseen good old man. 

King. O heavy deed ! 

It had been so with us, had we been there : 

His liberty is full of threats to all ; 

To you yourself, to us, to every one. 

Alas ! how shall this blooiiy deed be answer’d ? 

It will be laid to us, whose providence 
Should have kept short, restrain’d, and out of 
haunts 

This mad young man ; but, so much was our love. 
We would not understand what was most fit ; 

But, like the dWner of a foul disease, 

To keep it from divulging, let it feed 
Even on the pith of life. Where is ho gone ? 

Queen. To dAw apart the body he hath kill’d ; 
O’er whom his very madness, like some ore. 

Among a mineral ^ of metals base* 

Shows itself pure ; he weeps for what is done. 

Kitig. O, Gertrude, come away ! 

The sun no sooner shall the mountains touch. 

But w'e will ship him hence: and this Vile deed 
We must, with all our majesty and skill, 

Both countenance and excuse* — Ho! Guildenstern! 

Enter Rosercrartz and Guiddersterr. 
Friends both, jiftin you with some furtlier aid ; 
Hamlet in madness hath Polonius slain, 

•And from his mother’s closet hath he dragged him : 
Go seek him out ; speak fair, and bring the body 
Into the chapel. I pray you haste in this. 

\Exeuni Ros. and Guil. 

Come, Gertrude, we’ll call up our wisest friends : 
And let them know both what we mean to do, 

And what’s untimely done : so, haply, slander, — 
Whose whisper o’er the world’s diameter, 

As level as the cannon to his blank®. 

Transports his poison’d shot, —may miss our name, 
And hit the woundless air. — ^ O come away ! 

My soul is full of discord, and dismay. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. — Ji^ker Room in the same. 
Enter Hash-et. 

— Safely stowed,— [Ros. $c. unthin. 
Hamlet 1 lord Hamlet !] But soft ! — what noise ? 
wIm> caUs on Hmnlet ? O, here they come. 

» Company. ♦ Nine* , ^ Mark, 


Enter Rosercrartz and Guiloersterr. 

Ros. What have you done, my lord, with the 
dead body ? 

Ham. Compounded it with dust, whereto ’tis kin. 
Jios. Tell us where ’tis ; that we may take it 
thence. 

And bear it to the chapel. 

Ham. Do not believe it. 

Ros. Believe what ? 

Ham. 'X'hat I can keep your counsel, and not 
mine own. Besides, to be demanded of a sponge — 
what replication should be made by the son of a 
king ? 

Jios. Take you me for a sponge, my lord? 

Ham. Ay, sir ; that soaks up the king’s counte- 
nance, his rewards, his authorities. But such officers 
do the king best service in the end : He keeps them, 
like an ape, in the corner of his jaw ; first mouthed, 
to be last swallowed ; When he needs what you 
have gleaned, it is but squeezing you, and, sponge, 
you shall be dry again. 

Ros. I understand you not, my lord. 

Ham. I am glad of it : a knavish speech sleeps 
in a foolish car. 

Ros. My lord, you must tell us where Uie body 
is, and go witli us to the king. 

Ham. The body is with the king, but the king 
is not witli the body. The king is a thing — 
Guit. A thing, my loid ? 

Ham. Of nothing : bring me to him. Hide fox, 
and all [Exeunt. 

SCENE III. — Another Room in the same. 
Enter King, attended. 

King. I have sent to seek him, and to find tho 
body. 

How dangerous is it, that this man goes loose ? 

Yet must not we put tlie strong law on him : 

He’s lov’d of the distracteef multitude. 

Who like not in their judgment, but their eyes ; 
And, where ’tis so, the offender’s scourge is weigh’d, 
But never tlie o^ence* To bear all smooth and 
even, 

This sudden sending him away must seem 
Deliberate pause : Diseases, desperate grown, 

By desperate appliance are reliev’d, 

Enter Rosercrartz. 

Or not at all. — How now ? what hath befallen? 

Ros. Where the dead body is bestow’d, my lord, 
We cannot get from him. 

King. ^ But where is he? 

Ros. Without, my lord ; guarded, to know your 
pleasure. 

King. Bring him before us. 

Ros. Ho, Guildenstern ? bring in my lord. 

Enter Hamdei and Guidoirsterr. 

King. Now, Hamlet, where’s Polonius ? 

Ham. At supper. 

King, At supper ? Where ? 

< A sport among children. 
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Ham, Not where he cats, but where }ie is eaten ; 
a certun convocation of politick worms are e’en at 
him. Your worm is your only emperor for diet : 
we fat all creatures else, to fat us ; and we fat our- 
selves for maggots : Your fat king, and your lean 
beggar, is but variable service ; two dishes, but to 
one table ; that’s the end. 

King, Alas, alas ! 

Ham, A man may fish with the worm that hatli 
caf^of a king ; and eat of the fish that hath fed of 
tliat worm. 

King, What dost thou mean by this ? 

Ham, Nothing, but to show you how a king 
may go a progress through the body of a beggar. 

King, Where is Polonius ? 

Ham, In heaven ; send thitlier to see : if your 
messenger find him not there, seek him V the other 
place yourself. But, indeed, if you find him not 
within this month, you shall nose him as you go up 
the stairs into the lobby. 

King, Go seek him there. [To some Attendants. 

Ham, He will stay till you come. 

[Exeunt Attendants. 

A'iwg. •'Hamlet, this deed, for thine especial siiifety, — 
Which we do tender, as we dearly grieve 
For that which tliou hast done, — must send thee 
hence 

With fiery quickness ; Therefore, prepare thyself ; 
The bark is ready, and the wind at help. ] 

The associates tend, and every thing is bent 
For England. 

Ham, For England? 

King, Ay, Hamlet. 

Ham, Good. 

King, So is it, if thou knew’st our purposes. 

Ham. 1 see a cherub, that sees them. — But, 
come, for England ! — Farewell, dear mother. 

King. Thy loving father, Hamlet. 

Ham, My mother: Father and mother is man and 
wife ; man and wife is one flesh ; and so, my mother. 
Come, for England ! — [E.rit. 

King, Follow him at foot : tempt him with speed 
aboard ; 

Delay it not. I’ll have him hence to-night : 

Away ; for every thing is seal’d and done 

That else leans on the affair : Pray you make haste. 

[Exeunt Ros. and Goil. 
And, England, if my love thou hold’st at aught, 
(As my great power thereof may give tliec sense ; 
Since yet thy cicatrice looks raw and red 
ARer the Danish sword, and thy free awe 
Pays homage to us,) thou may’st not coldly set 7 
Our sovereign process ; which imports at full, 

By letters conjuring to that effect, 

The present death of Hamlet. Do it, England ; 
For like the hectic in my blood he rages. 

And thou must cure me : Till I know His done, 
Howe’er my haps, my joys will ne’er begin. [Exit, 

SCENE IV. — A Piain in Denmark. 

ETtter Fortinbras, and Eorces, marching. 

Fox. Go, captain, from me greet the Danish king; 
Tell him, that, by his licence, Fortinbras 
Craves the conveyance of a promised march 
Over his kingdom. You know the rendezvous. 

If that liis majesty would aught with us. 

We shall express our duty in his eye 
And let him know so. 

t Value, sftiinate. • Presence. 


Cap. I will do’t, my lord. 

For, Go softly on. 

[ ExeiirU Fortinbras and Forces, 

jBn/er Hamlet, Rosencrantz, Guildenster*n, <J-c. 

Ham, Good sir, whose powers are these ? 

Cap. They are of Norway, sir. 

Ham, How purpos’d, sir, 

I pray you ? 

Cap. Against some part of Poland. 

Ha?n. Who 

Commands them, sir ? , 

Cap. The nepheV to old Norway, Fortinbras. 
Ham, Goes it against the main of Poland, sir. 
Or for some frontier ? 

Cap, Truly to speak, sir, and with no addition. 
We go to gain a little patch of ground, 

That hath in it no profit but the name. 

To pay live ducats, five, I would not farm it; 

Nor will it yield to Norway, or the Pole, 

A ranker rate, should it be sold in fee. 

IJam, Why, then the Polack^iever will defend it. 
Cap, Yes, ’tis already garrison’d. 

Ham. Two thousand souls, and twenty thousand 
ducats, 

Will not debate the question of this straw : 

Tin's is the imposthume of much wealth and peace ; 
That inward breaks, and shows no cause without 
Why the man dies. — I humbly tliank you, sir. 
Cap. God be wi* you, sir. [Exit Captain, 

Ros. Will’t please you go, my lord ? 

Ham. I will bo with you straight. Goa little 
before, ^ [Exeunt Ros. a7id Guil, 
How all occasions do inform against me, 

And spur my dull revenge ! Wha^is a man, / 

If his chief good, and market of his time, (' 

Be blit to sleep, and feed ? a beast, no more. ^ 

Sure, He, that made us with such jarge discourse**. 

Looking before, and after, gave us not 

That capability and godlike reason 

To fust ‘ in us unus’d. Now, whether it be 

Bestial oblivion, or some craven ^ scruple 

Of thinking too precisely on the event, — 

A thought, which quarter’d, hath but one part 
wisdom, 

And, ever, tliree parts coward, — I do not know 
Why yet I live to say, This tlmig's to do j 
Sith 3 1 have cause, and will, and strength, and means, 
To do’t. Examples, gross as«ai|^, exhort me ; 
Witness, this army of such mass, and charge. 

Led by a delicate and tender prince ; ^ 

Whose spirit, with divine ambition puff’d, 

Makes mouths at the invisible event ; 

Exposing what is mortal, and unsure, 

To all that fortune, death, and danger, dare, 

Even for an egg-shell. Rightly to be grea^ 

Is not to stir without great argument ; 

But greatly to find quarrel in a str aw j y 
When honour’s at the stake. " HSw'^and I then, 
That have a father kill’d, a mother stain’d. 
Excitements of my reason, and my blood. 

And let all sleep ? while, to my slmme, I sec 
The imminent death of twenty thousand men. 

That, for a fantasy, and trick of fame, 

Go to their graves like beds ; fight for a plot 
Whereon the numbers cannot try the cause, • 
Which is not tomb enough, and continent 

9 Power of ooiAprehemioa * Grow mouldy, 

s Cowardly. » Since. 



Scene V. 


PRINCE OF DENMARK. 


869f 


To hide the slain? — O, from this time forth 
My thoughts be bloody, or be nothing worth ! 

\_Exitt j 

SCENE V. — Elsinore. A Room in the Castle* 

Enter Queen aiul Hohatio, 

Queen* — I will not speak with her. 

Hor. She is importunate; indeed, distract; 

Her mood will needs be pitied. 

Queen* What would she have ? 

Hor* Slle speaks mucli of her father ; says, she 
hears, 

There’s tricks i’ the world ; and hems, and beats her 
heart ; 

Spurns enviously at straws ; speaks things in doubt, 
I'hat carry but half sense : her speech is nothing, 
Yet the unshaped use of it doth move 
The hearers to collection ; they aim at it, 

And botch the words up fit to their own thoughts ; 
Which, as her wink?, and nods, and gestures yield 
them, 

Indeed would make one think, there might be 
thought. 

Though nothing sure, yet much unhappily. 

Queen* ’ Twere good she were spoken with ; for 
she may strew 

Dangerous conjectures in ill-breeding minds ; 

Let her come in. {Edt Horatio. 

To my sick soul, as sin’s true nature is. 

Each toy seems prologue to some great amiss : i 

So full of artless jealousy is guilt, 

It spills itself in fearing to be spilt. 

Relentin' Horatio, with Oi*heua. j 

Oph* Where is the beauteous majesty of Den- 
mark ? i 

Queen* How /iow, Ophelia? 

Oph. How should I your true love hnow 
From another one f 
By his cockle hat and staff, 

A7id his safidle shoon.^ [Singing. 

Queen* Alas, sweet lady, what imports this song ? 
Oph* Say you? nay, pray you, mark. 

He is dead and gone, lady, [Sings. 

He is dead and gone : 

4t his hyad*a grass-green turf. 

At his heels a stone* 

O, ho! 

Queen* Nay, but Ophelia, 

Oph* Pray you, mark. 

White his shroud as the mountain snowy 

[Sings. 

Enter King. 

Queen* Alas, look here, my lord. 

Oph, Earded aU with sweet flowers ; 

Which bewept to the grave did goy 
With true-love showers* 

Xing* How do you, pretty lady ? 

Oph* Well! they say the owl was a baker’s 
daugh^r. We know what we are, but know not 
. what we may be. 

Xing* Conceit upon her father. 

Oj>h^ Pray, let us have no words of this ; but when 
they ask you, what it means, say you this : 

• * Shoes. « 


Good morrow, Uis Saint Valentines day. 

All in the morning betime, 

And I a maid at your window, 

2'o be your Valentine* 

Xing. How long hath she been thus ? 

Oph* I hope, all will be well. We must be 
patient : but I cannot choose but weep, to think,, 
they should lay him i* the cold ground ; My brotiier 
shall know of it, and so I thank you for your good 
counsel. Come, my coach ! Good night, ladies ; 
good night, sweet ladies : good night, good night. 

[ Exit* 

Xing. Follow her close ; give her good watch, 

I pray you. [Exit Horatio* 

O, this is the poison of deep grief ; it springs 
All from her father’s death : And now behold, 

O Gertrude, Gertrude, 

WJien sorrows come, they come not single spies, 

But in battalions ! First, her father slain ; 

Next, your son gone ; and he most violent author 
Of his own just remove : The people muddied, 
Thick and unwholesome in their thoughts and 
wliispcrs, 

For good Polonius* death ; and we have done but 
greenly, 

In hugger-mugger to inter him r Poor Ophelia 
Divided from herself, and her fair judgment ; 
Witliout the which we are pictures, or mere beasta. 
Last, and as much containing as all these. 

Her brother is in secret come from France : 

Feeds on his wonder, keeps himself in clouds, 

And wants not buzzers to infect his ear 
With pestilent speeches of his father’s death ; 
Wherein necessity, of matter beggar’d, 

Will notliing slick our person to arraign 
In ear and ear. O my dear Gertrude, this, 

Uke to a murdering piece, in many places 
Gives me superfluous death ! [A Noise unihin* 
Queen. Alack ! what news is this ? 

Enter a Gentleman. 

Xing* Attend. 

Where are my Switzers ! L^t them guard the door ; 
What is the matter ? 

Gent* Save yourself, my lord ; 

The ocean, overpeering of his list 

Eats not the flats with more impetuous haste, 

Than young Laertes, in a riotous head, 

O’erbears your officers ! The rabble call him lord; 
And, as the world were now but to begin, 

Antiquity forgot, custom not known. 

The ratifiers and props of every word, 

They cry, Choose we ; Laertes shall be king / 

Caps, hands, and tongues, applaud it to the clouds, 
Laertes shall he kingt Laertes king ! 

Queen* How cheerfully on the false trail ^ they 
cry! 

O, this is counter 7 you false Danish dogs. 

Xing* The doors are broke. within*. 

Enter Laertes, armed ; Danes following, 

Laer* Where is this king ? — Sirs, stand you all 
without. 

Han* No, let’s come in. 

Laer* I pray you give me leave* 

Han* We will, we will. 

[They retire without the door* 
* Boundo. « Scent* 

7 Hounds run counter when they trace the scent backwards. 

S K .s 
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Xo^r. I thank you: — keep tlie door. O thou 
vile king, 

Give me my father. 

Queen. Calmly, good I>aertes. 

Laer. That drop of blood, that*s calm, proclaims 
me bastard. 

King. What is the cause, Laertes, 

That thy rebellion looks so giant-like ? — 

J-pet him go, Gertrude ; do not fear our person ; 
There’s such divinity doth hedge a king, 

That treason can but peep to what it would. 

Acts little of his will. — Tell me, l^aertes, 

Why thou art thus incens’d; — Let him go, Ger- 
trude ; — 

Speak, man. 

I^aer. Where is my father ? 

King. Dead. 

Queen. But not by him. 

King. Let him demand his fill. 

Laer. How came he dead ? I’ll not be juggled 
with : 

To hell, allegiance J To this point I stand, — 
Ilittt both the worlds I give to negligence. 

Let come what comes ; only I’ll be reveng’d 
Most thoroughly for my father. 

King. Who shall stay you ? 

Laer. My will ; not all the world’s : 

And, for my means, I’ll husband them so well, 
They shall go far with little. 

King. Good Laertes. 

If you desire to know the certainty 
Of your dear father’s death, is’t writ in your revenge, 
That, sweepstake, you will draw both friend and foe, 
Winner and loser ? 

I.aer. None but his enemies. 

King. Will you know them then? 

Laer. To his good friends thus wide I’ll ope my 
arms ; 

And, like the kind life-rend’ring pelican, 

Repast them with my blood. 

King, Why, now you speak 

Like a good child and a true gentleman. 

That I am guiltless of your facer’s death, 

And am most sensibly in grief for it, 

It shall as level to your judgment ’pear, 

As day does to your eye, 

Danes* \Witkin.'\ Let her come in. 

Laer, How now ! what noise is that? 

Enter Ophelia, fantaslicaUif dressed with Straws 
and Flowers. 

O heat, dry up my brains ! tears seven times salt, 
Burn out the sense and virtue of lifine eye ! — 

By heaven, thy madness shall be paid with weight, 
Till our scale turn the beam. O rose of May I 
Dear maid, kind sister, sweet Ophelia ! 

O heavens ! is’t possible, a young maid’s wits 
Should be as mortal as an old man’s life ? 

Nature is fine 8 in love : and, where ’tis fine, 

It sends some precious instance of itself 
After the thing it loves. 

Oph. Th^ bore him han^JoFd on the bier; 

Sey m nonny^ nanny hey nanny : 
jitid in his grave rain*d many a tear ; — 

Fare you well, ipy dove f 
Laer, Hadst thou Uiy wits, and didst persuade 
revenge, 

It could not move thus, 

» Artftil 


Oph. You must sing, Dovm^a^down, an you call 
him ondown^a. O, how the wheel 9 becomes it ! It 
is the false steward, that stole his master’s dapghicr. 

Laer. This nothing’s more than matter. 

Oph. There’s rosemary, that’s for remembrance ; 
pray you, love, remember ; and there is pansies, 
that’s for thoughts, 

l.aer. A document in madness; thoughts and 
remembrance fitted. 

Oph. There’s fennel for you, and columbines : — 
there’s rue for you ; and here’s some for me ; — 
we may call it, herb of grace o* Sundays : — you 
may wear your rue^ witli a dilFerencc. • — There’s a 
daisy : — 1 would give you some violets ; but they 
withered all, when my father died ; — They say, he 
made a good end, 

For bonny sweet liobin is alt my joy , — 

[Sings. 

Laer. Tliought and afiliction, passion, hell itself, 
She turns to favour, and to prettiness. 

Oph. Jnd tvill he not come again ? [Sings. 
And will he not come again t 
Noi no, he is dead, 

Go to thy death-bed, 
lie never will come again. 

His heard was as white as snow, 

All Jlaxen was his poll ; 

He is gone, he is gone, 

And we cast away moan ; 

Gramercy on his sovl / 

And of all Christian souls ! Adieu. 

\Exit Ophelia* 

Laer. Do you see this, O God ?’ 

King. Laertes, I must commune with your grief. 
Or you deny me right. Go but apart. 

Make choice of whom your wisestVriends you will. 
And they shall hear and judge ’twixt you and me ; 
If by direct or by collateral hand 
They find us touch’d, we will our kingdom give. 
Our crown, our life, and all that we call ours, 

To you in satisfaction ; but, if not, 

Be you content to lend your patience to us, 

And we shall jointly labour with your soul 
To give it due content. 

Laer. Let this be so ; 

His means of death, his obscuae {ancral, — « 

No trophy, sword, nor hatchment, o’er his bones, 
No noble rite, nor formal ostentation, — 

Cry to be heard, as 'twere from heaven to earth, 
That I must calPt in question. 

King. So you shall, 

And where the offence is, let the great axe fall, 

I pray you, go with me. [^Exeunt, 

SCENE VI. — Another Room in the same. 
Enter Horatio, and a Servant. 

Hor. What are they, that would speak with me ? 

Serv. Sailors, sir; 

They say, tlicy have letters for you. 

Hor. Let them come in ; — 

[Exit Servant. 

I do not know from what part of the world 
I should be greeted, if not from lord Hamlet* 

® The burthen. 

i I. e. By ita Sunday name, “ Of grace,” mine it 
merely rue, i. e. sorrow. ^ 
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Enter Sailors. 

1 SaH* God bless you, sir. 

HiTK, Let him bless thee too. 

1 Sail. He shall, sir, aii*t please him. There’s a 
letter for you, sir ; it comes from the ambassador 
that was bound for England ; if your name be Ho- 
ratio, as 1 am let to know it is. 

Ilor. Horatio, when thou shall have 

overlooked this, give these fellows some means to the 
king ; they have letters for him. Ere we were two 
days old n \ sea, a pirate of very warlike appointment 
gave us chase : finding ourselve*i too slow of sail, ive 
put on compelled valour ; and m the grapple, I boarded 
them : on the instmt they got clear of our ship ; so I 
alone became their prisoner. They have dealt with 
me like thieves of mercy ; but they knew what they 
did ; I am to do a good turn for them. Let the king 
have the bitters I have sent ; and repair thou to me 
with as much haste as thou wovldst fiy death. I have 
words to speak tn thine car wUl make thee dumb ; yet 
are they much too light for the bore of the matter. 
These good fellows mil bring thee where I am. llo- 
scncrantz and Guildeiistern hold their course for 
England ; of them I have much to tell thee. Fare- 
well. He that thou knowest thine, Hamlet. 

Come, 1 will give you way for these your letters ; 
And do’t the speedier, that you may direct me 
To him from whom you brought them. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VII, — .Another Room in the same. 

Enter King and Laertes. 

King. Nowamust your conscience my acquittance 
seal. 

And you must put me in your heart for friend ; 
Sith you have hjeard, and with a knowing ear. 

That he, which hatli your noble father slain, 
Pursu’d my life. 

Laer. It well appears : — But tell me, 

Why you proceeded not against these feats, 

So crimeful and so capital in nature. 

As by your safety, greatness, M'isdom, all things else, 
You mainly were stirr’d up. 

King. O, for two special reasons : 

Which may to you, perhaps, seem much unsinew’d, 
But yet to me tl^y are strong. The queen his 
mother, 

Lives almost by his looks ; and for myself, 

(My virtue, or my plague, be it either which,) 

She is so conjunctive to my life and soul. 

That, as the star moves not but in his sphere, 

I Could not but by her. The other motive, 

Why to a public count I might not go 

Is, the great love the general gender ^ bear him ; 

Who, dipping all his faults in their affection, 

Work like the spring tliat turneth wood to stone. 
Convert his gyves ^ to graces ; so that my arrows, 
Too slightly timber'd for so loud a wind, 

Would have reverted to my bow again, 

And not where 1 had aim’d them. 

Laer. And so havelanoble father lost; 

A sister driven into desperate terms; 

Wh^ worth, if praises may go back again. 

Stood challenger on mount of all the age 

For her perfections : But my revenge will come. 

JSSmg* Break not your sleeps for that : you must 
not think^ 

> Common pco]^lc. < 


m 

That we are made of stuff so flat and dull, 

That we can let our beard be shook with danger. 
And tliink it pastime. You shortly shall hear more : 
I loved your father, and we love ourself; 

And that, I hope, will teach you to imagine, — 
How now ? what news ? 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. ^ Letters, my lord, from Hamlet ; 

This to your majesty ; this to the queen. ^ 
King. From llanilct ? who brought tliem ? 

Mess. Sailors, my lord, they say : I saw them 
not ; 

They were given me by Claudio, he receiv’d them 
Of him that brought them. 

Alng. Laertes, you shall hear them ; — 

Leave us. [Exit Messenger. 

[Heads.] High and mighty, you shall know, I am 
S'd nalccfl on your kingdom. 2'o-morrow, shall 1 beg 
leave to see your kingly eyes ; when I shall, first ask- 
ing your pardon thereunto, rixount the occasion of my 
sudden and more strange return. Hamlet. 

What should this mean ! Are all the rest come 
back ? 

Or is it some abuse, and no such thing ? 

Laer. Know you the hand ? 

King. *Tis Hamlet’s character. Naked,-- 
And, in a postscript here, he says, alone s 
Can you advise me ? 

Laer. I am lost in it, my lord. But let him 
come ; 

It warms the very sickness in my heart, 

That I shall live and tell him to his teeth, 

Thus diddest thou. 

King. If it be so, Laertes, 

As how should it be so ? how otherwise ? — . 

Will you be rul’d by me ? 

Laer. Ay, my lord ; 

j So you M'ill not o’cr-rule me to a peace. 

King. To thine own peace. If he be now re- 
turn’d, — 

As checking ♦ at his voyage, and that he means 
No more to undertake it, — I will work him 
To an exploit, now ripe in my device, 

Under the which he shall* not choose but fall : 

And for liis death no wind of blame shall breathe ; 
But even his mother shall uncharge the practice. 
And call it, accident. 

Laer. My lord, I will be rul’d;. 

The rather, if you could advise it so, 

That I might be the organ. 

King. It falls right. 

You have been talk’d of since your travel much. 
And that in Hamlet’s hearing, for a quality 
Wherein, they say, you shine *. your sum of parts 
Did not together pluck such envy from him, 

As did tliat one ; and that, in my regard. 

Of the unworthiest siege. ^ 

Laer. What part is that, my lord ?* 

King, A very riband in the cap of youth, 

Yet needful too ; for youth no le^ becomes 
Tlie light and careless livery that it wears. 

Than settled age his sables, and his weeds, 
Importing health and gravcncss. — Two months- 
since, 

Here was a gentleman of Normandy, — 

1 have seen myself, and serv’d against, thp French,. 
And they can well on horseback : but this gallant 
Had witchcraft in’t ; he grew unto his seat; 

I < ObjecUng to. * Seat, plscc. 
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And to such wond*rous doing t>ronght his horse, 

As he had been incorps’d and demi-natur’d 
■With the brave beast : so far he topp’d my thought, 
Tliat I, in forgery of shapes and tricks, 

Come short of what he did, 

Laeu A Norman, was’t ? 

Aing, A Norman, 

Lner, Upon my life, Lamord, 

King, The very same. 

Laer, I know him well ; he is the brooch ® indeed, 
And gem of all the nation. 

King. He made confession of you ; 

And gave you such a masterly report, 

For art and exercise in your defence, 

And for your rapier most especial, 

Tliat he cried out, ’twould be a sight indeed, 

If one could match you: the scriraers^ of their 
nation, 

He swore, had neither motion, guard, nor eye. 

If you oppos’d them : Sir, tins report of his 
Hid Hamlet so envenom with his envy. 

That he could nothing do, but wisli and beg 
Your sudden coming o’er, to play with you. 

Now, out Sf this, — 

Lear. What out of tliis, my lord? 

A7ng. Laertes, was your father dear to you ? 

Or are you like the painting of a sorrow, 

A face without a heart ? 

Laer. Why ask you this ? 

King. Not that I think, you did not love your 
father ; 

But tliat I know, love is begun by time ; 

And that I see, in passages of proof 
Time qualifies the spark and fire of it. 

There lives within the very flame of love 
A kind of wick, or snuff, that will abate it ; 

And nothing is at a like goodness still ; 

For goodness, growing to a pleurisy, 

Hies in his own too-much: That we would do, 

We should do when we would; for this wo\dd 
changes, 

And hath abatements and delays as many, 

As there are tongues, arc hands, arc accidents ; 

And then this should is like a spendthrift sigh, 

That hurts by easing. But,<to the quick o’ Uie ulcer : 
Hamlet comes back ; What would you undertake, 
To show yourself in deed your fatiier’s son 
More than in words? 

Xo^. To cut his throat i* the church. 

King. No place, indeed, should murder sanctua- 
rize; 

Revenge should have no bounds. But, good 
Laertes, 

Will you do this, keep close within your chamber ? 
Hatttlet, return’d, shall know you arc come home : 
We*ll put on those shall praise your excellence, 
And setik double varnish on the fame 
The Frenchman gave you ; bring you, in fine, to- 
gether, 

And wager o’er your heads ; he* being remiss, 
Most generous, and free from all contriving, 

Will not peruse the foils ; so that, with ease, 

Or witli a little shufiUng, you may choose 
A sword unbated and, in a pass of practice, 
Requite him for your father. 

s Ornament ^ Fencers, 

s Dally experience. * Not blunted as foils are. 
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Laer. I will do’t ; 

And, for the purpose, I‘U anoint my sword. 

I bought an unction of a mountebank, 

So mortal, that but dip a knife in it, ^ 

Where it draws blood no cataplasm so rare, 

Collected from all simples that have virtue 
Under the moon, can save the thing from death, 

That is but scratch’d withal : I’ll touch my point 
Witli this contagion ; that, if I gall him slightly, 

It may be death. 

King. Let’s further think of tliis j 

Weigh, what convenience, both of time aud means. 
May fit us to our sh^i^e : if this should fail, 

And that our drift look through our bad perform- 
ance, 

’Twerc better not essay’d ; therefore tliis project 
Should have a hack, or second, that might hold, 

If this should blast in proofi i Soft ; — let me 
see : 

We’ll make a solemn wager on your cunnings % — 

I lia’t; 

When in your motion you are hl5t and dry, 

(As make your bouts more violent to that end), 

And that he calls for drink, I’ll have preferr’d him 
A chalice for the nonce ^ ; whereon but sipping, 

If he by chance escape your venom’d stuck 'i, 

Our purpose may hold iliere. But stay, what noise ? 

JSnfer Queen. 

How now, sweet queen ? 

Queen. One woe doth tread upon another’s heel, \ 
So fast they follow : — Your sister’s drown’d, Laertes, ^ 
Laer. Drown’d ! 0, where ? 

Queen. There is a willow grows ascaunt the 
brook, I 

That shows his hoar leaves in the glassy stream ; 

There with fantastick garlands did she make 
Of crow-flowers, nettles, daisies, and long purples. 
And on the pendent boughs her coronet weeds 
Clambering to hang, an envious sliver broke ; 

When down her weedy trophies* and herself, 

Fell in the weeping brook. Her clothes spread 
wide ; 

And, mermaid-like, awhile they bore her up : 

Which time she chanted snatches of old tunes ; 

As one incapable ^ of her own distress, 

Or like a creature native and indu’d 
Unto that element : but long it jp;ould not be, 

Till that her garments, heavy with Cieir drink. 

Pull’d the poor wretch from her melodious lay 
To muddy death, 

Zaer. Alas, then, she is drown’d ? 

Queen. Hrown’d, drown’d. 

Laer. Too much of water hast thou, poor Ophelia, 
And therefore I forbid my tears : But yet 
It is our trick ; nature her custom holds, 

Let shame say what it will : when these are gone, 
The woman will be out. — Adieu, my lord 1 
I have a speech of fire, that fain would blaze, 

But that tliis folly drowns it. [Kiil, 

King, Let’s follow, Gertrude ; 

How much I had to do to calm his rage ! 

Now fear I, this will give it start again ; 

Therefore, let’s follow. {EteunJt 

^ As fire-arms sometimes burst in provine their strength, 

* Skill 3 A cup for the purpose. ’ 

^ Thrust, * Insensible. 
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SCENE 1. — ^ Church Yard. 

Enter two Clowns, udtA Spadest tjc. 

1 Clo. Is she to be buried in Christian burial, 
that wilfully seeks her own salvation ? 

2 Clo. *l tell thee, she is ; therefore make her 
grave straight ® : the crowner‘4iath set on her, and 
finds it Christian burial. 

1 Clo. Ilow can that be, unless she drowned her- 
self in her own defence ? 

2 Clo, Why, ’tis found so. 

1 Clo. It must be $e qffendendo ; it cannot be else. 
For here lies the point; If I drown myself wit- 
tingly, it argues an act; and an act hath three 
branches ; it is, to^ct, to do, and to perform ; Argal, 
she drowned herself wittingly. 

2 Ch. Nay, but hear you, goodman delver. 

1 Clo. Give me leave. Hero lies tlie water ; good : 
here stands the man ; good : If the man go to this 
water, and drown himself, it is, will he, nill he, he 
goes ; mark you that ; but if the w ater come to him, 
and drow’ii him, he drowns not himself: Argal, he, 
that is not guilty of his owm death, shortens not his 
own life. 

2 Clo. But is this law ? 

1 Clo. Ay, marry is’t ; crowncr’s quest law. 

2 Clo. Will you ha’ the truth on’t? If this had not 
been a gentlewoman, she should have been buried 
out of ChristiAn burial. 

1 Clo. Why, there thou say’st: And the more 
pity ; that great folks shall have countenance in this 
w'orld to drowiff or hang themselves, more than their 
even 7 Christian. Come, my spade. There is no 
ancient gentlemen but gardeners, ditchers, and 
grave-makers ; they hold up Adam’s profession. 

2 Clo. Was he a gentleman ? 

1 Clo. He was the first that ever bore arms. 

2 Clo. Why, he had none. 

1 Clo. What, art a heathen ? How dost thou un- 
derstand the Scripture ? The Scripture says, Adam 
digged : Could he dig without anns ? I’ll put 
another qucstio|^ t<^thee ; if thou answ'ercst me not 
to the purpose, confess thyself’— 

2 Clo. Go to. 

1 Clo. What is he, that builds stronger than either 
the mason, tlie shipwright, or the carpenter ? 

2 Clo. The gallows-m^er ; for that frame out- 
lives a thousand tenants. 

1 Clo. I like thy wit well, in good faith ; tlie 
gallows does well ; but how does it well ? it does 
well to those that do ill ; now thou dost ill, to say, 
the gallows is built stronger than the church; 
argal, the gallows may do well to thee. To’t again ; 
come. 

2 ClTo. Who builds stronger than a mason, a ship- 
wright, or a carpenter ? 

1 Clo. Ay, tell me that, and unyoke. » 

2 Clo. Marry, now I can tell. 

ICfo. To’t. 

2 Clo. Mass^ 1 cannot tell. 


your dull ass will not mend his pace with beating : 
and, when you are asked this question next, say, a 
grave-maker ; the houses that he makes, laJt till 
doomsday. Go, get thee to Yaughan and fetch me 
a stoup of liquor. [Exit 2 Clown. 

1 Clown digs, and sings. 

In 1 /outhi when I did hve^ did love^^ 

Melhought, it was very siveet, 

To contract, 0, the time, for, ah, my behove 
0, melhought, there was nothing meet. 

Ham. Has this fellow no feeling of his business ? 
he sings at grave-making. 

Hor. Custom hath made It In him a property of 
easiness. 

Ham. ’Tis c*en so : the hand of littJe employ- 
ment hath the daintier sense. 

1 Clo. Btd age, vith his stealing steps, ^ 

Hath claw'd me in his chitch, 

And hath shipj)ed me into the land. 

As if I had never been such. 

[Throws up a Skull. 

Ham. That skull had a tongue in it, and could 
sing once ; How the knave jowls it to the ground, 
as if it were Cain’s jaw-bone, tliat did the first mur- 
der ! This might be the pate of a politician, which 
this ass now o’er-reacbes ; one that would circumvent 
any body, might it not? 

Hor. It might, my lord. 

Ham. Or of a courtier ; which could say, Good 
morrow, sweet lord / How dost thou, good lord 9 
This might be my lord Such-a-one, that praised my 
lord Such-a-one’s horse, when he meant to beg it ; 
might it not? 

Hor. Ay, ray lord. 

Ham. "Why, e’en so : and now my lady Worm’s ; 
chapless, and knocked about the mazzard with a sex- 
ton’s spade : Here’s fine revolution, an we had the 
trick to sec’t. Did these bones cost no more tlie 
breeding, but to play at loggats « with them ? mine 
ache to think on’t. 

1 Clo. A pick-axe, and a spade, a spade, [Sings. 
Ear — and a shrouding sheet : 

0, a pit of clay for to be made 
For such a gvest is meet. 

[Throws up a Skull. 

Ham. There’s another ; Why may not that be 
the skull of a lawyer ? Where be his quiddits ^ now, 
Ills quillets 3, bis cases, his tenures, and his tricks? 
why does he suffer this rude knave now to knock 
him about the sconce w'ith a dirty shovel, and wirf 
I not tell him of his action of battery ? Humph 1 
j This fellow might be in’s time a great buyer of land, 
with his statutes, his recognizances, his fines, hig 
double vouchers, his recoveries : Is this the fine of 
his fines, and the recovery of his recoveries, to have 
his fine pate full of fine dirt ? will his vouchers vouch 


Enter Hamlet and Horatio, at a distance, 

1 C/a.. Cudgel th|r brains no more about it; for 
6 Immediately. • ? FeUbw. » Give over. 


song entire I* printed In Percy’s ReUquei of 
Poetry, vol, i. ; it was written by Lord Vaux. 
An arcient game play^ as guqiis are at present. 

8 Subtiltics, ® Frivolous distinctions. 
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Jiim no more of his purchases, and double ones too, 
than the length and breadth of a pair of indentures ? 
The very conveyances of his lands will hardly lie in 
this box ; and must the inheritor himself have no 
more? ha? 

Hor. Not a jot more, my lord. 

Hanu Is not parchment made of sheep-skins ? 

Hor, Ay, my lord, and of calves* skins too. 

Horn* I'hey are sheep, and calves, which seek 
out assurance in that. I will speak to tliis fellow : — 
Whose grave's this, sirrah ? 

1 Clo* Mine, sir. — 

Ot fl pit of clai/ Jor to be made [Sings. 

For such a guest is meet. 

Ham, 1 think it be thine, indeed ; for thou liest 
iri't. 

1 Clo, You lie out on’t, sir, and therefore it is not 
yours : for my part, I do not lie in't, yet it is mine. 

Ham, Thou dost lie in’t, to be in't, and say it is 
thine : *tis for the dead, not for the quick ; there- 
fore thou liest. 

1 Clo, 'Tte a quick lie, sir ; 'twill away again from 
me to you. 

Ham, Wliat man dost thou dig it for ? 

, 1 Clo, For no man, sir. 

Ham, What woman then ? 

1 Clo, For none neither. 

Ham, Who is to be buried in’t ? 

1 Clo, One, that was a woman, sir j but, rest her 
Ik)u 1, she’s dead. 

Ham, I'low absolute the knave is ! we must speak 
by the card*, or equivocation will undo us. By 
the lord, Horatio, tliefie three years 1 have taken 
note of it ; the age is grown so picked 5, that the toe 
<H the peasant comes so near the heel of the courtier, 
he galls his kibe. — How long hast thou been a 
grave-maker ? 

1 Clo, Of all the days i’ the year, I came to't tliat 
day that oiir last king Hamlet overcame Fortinbras. 

Ham, How long’s tliat since ? 

1 Clo, Cannot you tell that ? every fool can tell 
that : It was that very day that young Hamlet was 
born : he that is mad, and sent into England. 

Ham, Ay, marry, why was he sent into England ? 

1 Clo, Why, because be was mad : he shall re- 
cover his wits there ; or, if he do not, 'tis no great 
matter there. 

Ham, Why? 

1 Clo, ’Twill not be seen in him there ; there Uie 
men are as mad as he. 

Ham, How came he mad ? 

1 Clo, Very strangely, they say. 

Ham, How strangely ? 

1 Clo, ’Faith, e'en with losing his wdts. 

Ham, Upon what ground ? 

1 Go, Why, here in Denmark ; I have been sex- 
ton here, man, and boy, thirty years. 

Ham, Hpw long will a man lie i’ the cartJi ere 
he rot? 

1 Clo, If he be not rotten before he die, (as we 
have many now-a-days, that will scarce hold the 
laying in,) he will last you some eight year or nine 
year : a tanner will last you nine year. 

Ham, Why he tnore than another ? 

1 Go, Why, sir, his bide is so tanned with his 
trade, that he will keep out water a great while ; 
and water is a sore decaycr of your dead body. 

1 By the compass. . * Spruce, affiected. 


Here's a skull now hatli lain you i' the cartli three- 
and-twenty years. 

Ham, Whose was it ? 

1 Clo, A mad fellow’s it was ; Whose do “you 
think it was ? 

Ham. Nay, I know not. 

1 Clo. A pestilence on him for a mod rogue ! he 
poured a ilagon of Rhenish on my head once. This 
same skull, sir, was Yorick’s skull, the king’s jester. 

Ham, This? \Takes the skull, 

1 Clo. E’en that. 

Ham. Alas ! poor Yorick ! — I knew him, Qoratio ; 
a fellow of infinite jesh of most excellent fancy : he 
hath borne me on his back a thousand times ; and 
now how abhorred in my imagination it is! my 
gorge rises at it. Here hung those lips, that I have 
kissed I know not how oft. Where be your gibes 
now ? your gambols ? your songs ? your flashes of 
merriment, that were wont to set the table on a roar? 
not one now, to mock your own grinning ? quite 
chap-fallen ? Now get you to my lady’s chamber, 
and tell her, let her paint an inch^ thick, to this fa- 
vour<> she must come : make her laugh at that, — 
Pr’ytbee, Horatio, tell me one thing. 

/for. What’s that, my lord? 

* Ham, Dost thou, think, Alexander looked o* this 
fashion i* the earth ? 

Hor, E’en so. 

Ham, And smelt so ? pah t 

[ Throws down the Skull, 

Hor, E’en so, my lord. 

//o7n. To what base uses we may return, Horatio ! 
Why may not imagination trace the noble dust of 
Alexander, till he find it stopping a bunghole? 

Hor, 'Twere to consider too curiously, to consi- 
der so. 

Ham. No, faith, not a jot ; but to follow him 
thither with iftodcsty enough, and likelihood to lead 
it; Astlms; Alexander died, Alexander was buried, 
Alexander retumetli to dust ; the dust is earth ; of 
earth we make loam : And why of that loam, where- 
to he was converted, might they not stop a beer-barrel? 

Imperious 7 Cajsar, dead, and turn'd to clay, 

Might stop a hole to keep the wind away : 

O, that the earth, which kept the world in awe, 

Should patch a wall to expel the winter’s flaw I « 
But soft ! but soft ! aside: — Here comes the king. 

Enter Priests, ^c, in Processiqp. s^the Corpse of 

Ophelia, Laertes, and Mourners followings 

King, Queen, their Trains, ^c. 

The queen, the courtiers : Who is this they follow ? 
And with such maimed rites ! This doth I^tokcn, 
The corse, they follow, did with desperate hand 
Fordo d its own life. ’Twas of some estate : 

Couch we a while, and mark. 

[Retiring with Horatio. 

Zaer, What ceremony else ? 

Hafn. That is Laertes, 

A very noble youth : Mark. 

Laer. What ceremony else? 

1 Priest, Her obsequies have been as far enlarg'd 
As we have warranty : Her death was doubtful ; 
And, but that great command o’ersways the order, 
She should in ground uusanctifled have lodg'd 
Till the last trumpet ; for charitable prayers, t 
I Shards i, flints, and pebbles, should be thrown on 
I her, 

' * Countenance, complexion. 7 Imperial. 

9 Blast * Undo, destroy. Broken pots or tiles. 
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Yet here she is allow’d her virgin crants^. 

Her maiden strewmentSi and the bringing home 
Of hell and burial. 

Laer. Must there no more be done ? 

1 Priest, No more be done ! 

We should profane the service of the dead, 

To sing a requiem, ^ and such rest to lier 
As to peace-parted souls. 

Laer, Lay her i’ the earth ; — 

And from her fair and unpolluted flesh, 

May violets spring ! — I tell thee, churlish priest, 

A minist'ring angel shall my sister be. 

When tliou liest howling. * 
iJam. What, the fair Ophelia ! 

Hueen. Sweets to the sweet : Farewell ! 

[Scattering Flowers. 
I hop’d, tliou shouldst have been my Hamlet’s wife ; 
1 thought, thy bride-bed to have deck’d, sweet maid, 
And not have strew’d tliy grave. 

Laer. O treble woe 

Fall ten times tr^i^Ie on that cursed head, 

Whose wicked deed tliy most ingenious sense 
Depriv’d thee of ! — Hold ofl' the earth a while, 

Till I have caught her once more in mine arms; 

[Leaps into the Grave. 

Now pile your dust upon the quick ^ and dead ; 

Till of this flat a mountain you have made 
To o’ertop old Pelion, or the skyish head 
Of blue Olympus. 

llam. [Advancing.\ What is he, whose grief 
Bears such an emphasis ? whose phrase of sorrow 
Conjures the wand’ring stars, and makes them stand 
Like wonder-wounded hearers ? this is I, 

Hamlet the Dane. [Leaps into the Grave. 

Laer. ^ The devil take thy soul ! 

[Grapq^llf^S 

Ham. Thou pray’st not well. 

I pr’ythcc, tiilftj thy fingers from my throat j 
I'or, though I am not splenctive and rash. 

Yet have I in me something dangerous, 

Which let thy wisdom fear ; hold ofl:' thy hand. 
Alng. IMuck them asunder. 

Qyeen. Hamlet, Hamlet ! 

All. Gentlemen, — . 

JJor. Good my lord, be quiet. 

[The Attendants part them, and they come out 
of the Gratae. 

Ham. '^hy. I ^ill fight with him upon this theme. 
Until my eyends will no longer wag. 

Qu^en. O my son ! what theme ? 

Ham. I lov’d Ophelia : forty thousand brothers 
Could not, with all their quantity of love, 

Make up my sum. — What wilt thou do for her ? 
Jung* O, he is mad, Laertes. 

Queen. For love of God, forbear him. 

Ham* Show me what thou’lt do ; 

Woul’tweep? woul’t fight? woul’tfast? W'oul’ttear 
thyself? 

Woul’t drink up Esil ? eat a crocodile ? 

I’ll do’t. — Dost thou come here to whine? 

To outface me with leaping in her grave? 

Be buried quick with her, and so will I : 

And, if thou prate of mountains, let them throw 
Millions of acres on us j till our ground, 

Sijpgeing his pate agmnst the burning zone, 

Make Ossa like a wart ! Nay, an thou’lt mouth, 
ril rant as well as thou. 

* QarUndi. » A mass (br the dead. * Living. 

* JEisel is vinegar Lbut Mr. Steevens conjectures the word 
ihould be a river whiqfi foils into the Baltic ocean. 


Queen. This Is mere madness ; 

And thus a while the fit will work on him ; 

Anon, as patient as the female dove, 

When that her golden couplets are disclos’d^, 

His silence will sit drooping. 

Ham. Hear you, sir, 

What is the reason that you use me tims ? 

I lov’d you ever : But it is no matter; 

Let Hercules himself do what he may, a 
’Jlie cat will mew, and dog will have his day. [ Exit. 
Jung. I pray thee, good Horatio, wait upon 
him. — • [Exit Horatio. 

Strengthen your patience in our ]a.st night’s .speech ; 

[To Laehtrs. 

We’ll put the matter to the present push. — 

Good Gertrude, set some watch over your son. — 
Diis grave shall have a living monument ; 

An hour of quiet shortly shall we see; 

I'ill then, in patience our proceeding be. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. — ^ Hall in the Castle. 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio. 

Ham, So much for this, sir : now, sliMl you see 
the other ; — 

You do remember all the circumstance ? 

Hor. Remember it, my lord I • , 

Ham. Sir, in my heart there was a kind of fighting. 
That would not let me sleep .* methoiight, 1 lay 
Worse than the miitines? in the bilboes. Raslily, 
And prais’d be rashness for it, — Let us know, 

Our indiscretion sometimes serves us well. 

When our deep plots do pall®; and that should 
teach us, 

There’s a divinity that shapes our ends, 
Rougli^w"tIiein how we will. 

Hor. That is most certain. 

Ham. Up from my cabin, 

My sca-gown scarf’d about me, in the daik 
Grop’d I to find out them ; had my desire ; 
Finger’d their packet : and, in fine, withdrew 
To mine own room again ; making so bold, 

My fears forgetting manners, to unseal ♦ 

Their grand commission ; where I found, Horatio 
A royal knavery ; an ei^act command, ■— 

Larded with many several sorts of reasons, 
Importing Denmark’s health, and England’s too, 
With, ho ! such bugs i and goblins in my life. 

That, on the supervise, no leisure bated, 

No, not to stay the grinding of the axe, 

My head should be struck off. 

H)r. Is’t possible ? 

Ham. Ilcrc’.s the commission; read it at more 
leisure. 

But wilt thou hear now how I did proceed ? 

Hor. Ay, ’l>cseech you. 

Ham. Being thus benetted round with villanles, 
Or * I could make a prologue to my brains. 

They had begun the play ; — » I sat me down ; 
Devis’d a new commission ; wrote it fair : 

I once did hold it, as our statists ^ do, 

A baseness to write fair, and labour’d much 
Flow to forget that leaniing ; but, sir, now 
It did me yeoman’s service : Wilt thou knovr 
The effect of what I wrote ? 

Her. Ay, good my lord. 

Ham. An earnest conjuration from the kmg,»-« 
As England was his faithful tributary ; , 

* Hatched. t Mutineera 

8 Fetters and handenfik brought foom Bilboa in Spain. 

9 Fall * Bugbears. ^ Before; * Statesmen. 
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As love between tbem like the palm might flourish ; 
As peace should still her wheaten garland wear. 
And stand a comma ^ ’tween their amities ; 

And many such like as’s of great charge, — 

That, on the view and knowing of tliese contents. 
Without debatement further, more, or less. 

He should the bearers put to sudden death, 

Not shriving ^ time allowed. 

iTof How was this seal’d ? 
Ham* Why, even in that was heaven ordinant ; 

I had my father’s signet in my purse. 

Which was the model of that Danisli seal : 

Folded the writ up in form of the other ; 

Subscrib’d it ; gave’t the impression ; plac’d it 
safely. 

The changeling never known : Now the next day 
Was our sea-fight j and what to this was sequent 
Thou know’st already. 

//or. So Guildenstern and Roscncrantz go to’t. 
Ham* Why man, they did make love to tins em- 
ployment ; 

They arc not near my conscience ; their defeat 
Docs by they own insinuation grow : 

Tis dangerous, when the baser nature comes 
Between the pass and fell incensed points 
Of mighty opposites. 

, /for. Why, what a king is this ! 

Ham* Does it not, think thee, stand me now upon ? 
He that hath kill’d my king, seduc’d my mother; 
Popp’d in between the election and my hopes ; 
Thrown out his angle for my proper life. 

And with such cozenage; is’t not perfect con- 
science, 

To quit him with this arm ? and not to let^ 

This canker of our very nature come 
In further evil ? 

Hot* It must be shortly known to him from 
England, 

What is the issue of tlie business there. 

Ham>* It will be short : the interim is mine ; 

And a man’s life no more than to say, one. 

But I am v«ry sorry, good Horatio, 

That to Laertes I forgot myself ; 

For by the image of my cai^sc, I see 
The portraiture of his ; I’ll count ^ his favours t 
But, sure, the bravery of his grief did put me 
Into a towering passion. 

Hor, Peace ; who comes here ? 

HrUer Osaic. 

Orr. Your lordship is right welcome back to 
Denmark. 

Ham* 1 humbly thank you, sir. — Dost know 
this waterfly ? 

Hor* No, my good lord. 

Ham* Thy state is tlie more gracious ; for ’tis a 
vice to know him : He hath much land, and fertile : 
let a beast be lord of beasts, and his crib shall stand 
at the king’s mess : ’Tis a chough? • but, as I say, 
spacious in the possession of dirt. 

Osr. Sweet lord, if your lordship were at leisure, 
I should impart a thing to you from his majesty. 

Ham* I will receive it, with all diligence of 
iqdrit : Your bonnet to his right use ; ’tis for the head. 
Osr. I thank your lordsmp, *tis very hot. 

Ham* No, believe me, *tis very cold ; the wind 
is northerly. 

, Osr* It is indifferent cold, my lord, indeed. 

< A of connection. ^ ConfeMing. 

* Make account of, value. ? A bird like a jackdaw. 


Ham* But yet, meihinks it is very sultry and 
hot ; or my complexion — — 

Osr* Exceedingly, my lord ; it is very sulti^ — 
as ’twere, — I cannot tell how, — My lord, his 
majesty bade me signify to you, that he has laid a 
great wager on your head ; Sir, this is the matter, — 
Ham. I beseech you, remember — 

[Hajilet moves him to put on his Hat* 
Osr, Nay, good my lord ; for my case, in good 
faith. 8 Sir, Iicre is newly come to court, Laertes : 
believe me, an absolute gentleman, full of most ex- 
cellent ditferenccs 9, of very soft society, and great 
showing; Indeed, to* peak feelingly of him, he is 
the card ■ or calendar of gentry, for you shall find 
in him the continent® of what part a gentleman 
would see. 

Ham. Sir, his dcfincment suffers no perdition in 
you ; — tliough, I know, to divide him inventorially, 
would dizzy the arithmctick of memory; and yet 
but raw neither, in respect of his quick sail. But, 
in tlie verity of extolment, 1 takeihim to be a soul 
of great article ; and his infusion of such dearth 
and rareness, as, to make true diction of him, his 
seinblable is his niirrour ; and, who else would 
trace him, his umbrage, nothing more. 3 

Osr. Your lordship speaks most infallibly of him. 
Ham. The concernancy, sir ? why do wc wrap 
the gentleman in our more rawer bi'eath ? 

Osr, Sir? 

Hor. Is’t not possible to understand in another 
tongue? You will do’t, sir, really. 

Ham. What imports the nomination of this gen- 
tleman ? 

Osr. Of Laertes ? ^ 

Hor, His purse is empty already ; all his golden 
words are spent. 

Ham. Of him, sir, 

Osr. I know, you are not ignorant - 

Ham. I would, you did, sir ; yet, in faith, if you 
did, it would not much approve ^ me ; — Well, sir, 
Osr. You arc not ignorant of what excellence 
Laertes is — 

Ham. I dare not confess that, lest 1 should com- 
pare with him in excellence ; but, to know a man 
well, were to know himself. 

Osr. I mean, sir, for his weapon ; but in the im- 
putation laid on him by them, in his meed ^ he’s 
unfellowed. < 

Ham* What’s his weapon ? 

Osr. Rapier and dagger. 

Ham. That’s two of his weapons : but, well. 
Osr* The king, sir, hath wagered with him six 
Barbary horses; against the which he has im- 
pawned^, as I take it, six French rapiers and 
poniards, with their assigns, as girdle, hangers?, 
and so ; Three of the carriages, in faith, are very 
dear to fancy, very responsive to the hilts, most 
delicate carriages, and of very liberal conceit. 

Ham* What call you the carriages? 

Hor* I knew you must be edified by the mar- 
gent ere you had done, 

Osr. The carriages, sir, are the hangers. 

Ham* The phrase would be more german d tathe 

8 The afiiscteil phrase of the time, t 

* Distinguishing excellencies. * Compass or chaii. 

* The country and pattern tor imitadoi). 

8 This speech is a ridicule of the court Jargon of that thnet 

* Recommend. • Praise. « Staked. 

? That part of the belt bv which the sword was suspended. 
” Margin of a book which contains erplanatory notes.. 

Akin* 
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matter, if we could carry a cannon by our sides ; 
1 would, it might be hangers till then. But, on : 
Six Barbary horses against six French swords, their 
assigns, and three liberal conceited carriages ; that's 
the French bet against the Dauisli ; Why, is this 
impawned, as you call it ? 

Osr, The king, sir, hatli laid, that in a dozen 
passes between yourself and him, he shall not ex- 
ceed you three hits ; he hath laid, on twelve for 
nine ; and it would come to immediate trial, if your 
lordship would vouchsafe the answer. 

Ham* How, if I answer, no ? 

Osr* 4 mean, my lord, the opposition of your 
person in trial. 

Ham* Sir, I will walk here in the hall ; If it 
please his majesty, it is the breathing time of day 
with me ; let the foils be brought, the gentleman 
willing, and the king hold his purpose, I will win 
for him, if I can ; if not, I will gain nothing but 
my shame, and the odd hits. 

Osr* Shall I deliver you so ? 

Hayn* To this elfect, sir ; after what flourish your 
nature will. ^ 

Osr* I commend my duty to your lordship. \Eisit* 

Ham. Yours, yours. — He does well to com- 
mend it himself ; there are no tongues else for ’s turn. 

Hor* This lapwing • runs away with the slicll on 
his head. 

Ham* He did comply ^ with his dug, before he 
sucked it. Thus has he (and many more of the 
same breed, that, 1 know, the drossy ^ age dotes on,) 
only got tlie tune of the time, and outward habit of 
encounter ; a kind of yesty collection, which carries 
them through and through the most fond-* and 
winnowed opinions ; and do but blow them to their 
trial, tlic bullies are out. 

Enter a Lord. 

Lord* Myjord, his majesty commended him to 
you by young Osric, who brings back to him, that 
you attend him in the hall : He sends to know, if 
your pleasure hold to play with Laertes, or that you 
will take longer time. 

Ham* I am constant to my purposes, they follow 
the king's pleasure : if his titiiess speaks, mine is 
ready ; now, or whensoever, provided I be so able 
as now. 

Lord* Tlic king, and queen, and all arc coming 
down. 

Ham* In Ijipj^ time. 

Lord, The queen desires you, to use some gentle 
entertainment to Laertes, before you fall to play. 

Ham* She well instructs me. [^Exit Lord. 

Hor* You will lose this wager, my lord. 

Ham* 1 do not think so ; since he went into 
France, I have been in continual practice ; I shall 
win at the odds. But thou wouldst not think, how 
ill all's here about my heart : but it is no matter. 

Hor* Nay, good my lord, — — 

Ham* It is but foolery ; but it is such a kind of 
gain-giving as would, perhaps, trouble a woman. 

Hvr* If your mind dislike any thing, obey it : 1 
will forestal their repair hither, and say, you are 
not fit. 

Ham* Not a whit, we defy augury ; there is a 
special providence in the fall of a sparrow. If it 
be%ow, 'tis not to come ; if it be not to come, it will 

1 A bird which runs about immediately it is hatched. 

* Compliment * Worthless. 

« For/)iMl read/atu»'<f. ^ Misgiving 


be now ; if it be not now, yet it will come : the 
readiness is all : Since no man, of aught he leaves, 
knows, what is't to leave betimes? Let be. 

Enter Kiva, Qveevt, Laertes, Lords, Osric, and 
Attendants, with Foils, ^c* 

King* Come, Hamlet, come, and take this hand 
from me. 

[TAc King pvts the Hand of Laertes into 
that of Hamlet. , 

Ham* Give me your pardon, sir ; 1 have done 
you wrong ; 

But pardon it, as you are a gentleman. 

This presence ® knows, and you must needs have 
heard, 

How I am punish'd with a sore distraction. 

What I have done, 

That might your nature, honour, and exception, 
Roughly awake, I here proclaim w'as madness. 
Was't Hamlet wronged Laertes ? Never, llainlct ; 
If Hamlet from himself, be ta'en away, 

And, when he's not himself, does wrong Laertes, 
Then Hamlet does it not, Hamlet denies it. 

Who does it then ? His madness : If ’t be so, 
Hamlet is of the faction that is wTong’d f • 

His madness is poor Hamlet’s enemy. 

Sir, ill tliis audience, 

Let my disclaiming from a purpos’d evil , 

Free me so far in your most generous thoughts, 
That I have shot my arrow o’er the house, 

And hurt my brotlier. 

Laer* I am satisfied in nature, 

Whose motive, in this case, should stir me most 
To my revenge : but in my ternis of honour, 

I stand aloof ; and will no reconcilement, 

Till by some elder masters of known honour, 

1 have a voice and precedent of peace, 

To keep my name ungor’d 7 *. But till that time, 

I do receive your offer’d love like love, 

And will not wrong it. 

Ham* I embrace it freely ; 

And will this brother’s W'ager frankly play. — • 
Give us the foils ; come on. 

Laer* Come, one for me. 

Ham* I’ll be your foil, Laertes; in mine ig- 
norance ^ ; 

Your skill shall, like a star i' the darkest nigh^" 
Stick fiery off’ indeed. 

Laer* You mock me, sir. 

Ham. No, by this hand. 

King* Give them the foils, young Osric. — Cou- 
sin Hamlet, 

You know the w'ager ? 

Hum* Very well, my lord ; 

Your grace hath laid the odds o* the weaker side. 

King. I do not fear it ; — - 1 have seen you lioth 
But since he’s better’d, we have therefore odds. 
Laer. This is too heavy, let me see another. 
Ham* This likes me well ; These foils have all 
a length? \^They jyrepare to play* 

Osr* Ay, my good lord. 

King* Set me the stoups® of wine upon that 
table: — 

If Hamlet give the first or second hit, 

Or quit in answer of the third exchange, 

Let all the battlements their ordnance fire, 

The king shall drink to Hamlet's better breath; 
And in Uie cup an union ^ sliall he Uirow, 

« The king and queen’s presence. ^ Unwounded. 

8 Large jugs. ^ A precious pearl 
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Richer than that which four successive kings 
In Denmark's crown have worn ; Give me the cups ; 
And let the kettle to the trumpet speak, 

The trumpet to the cannoneer without, 

The cannons to the heavens, the heaven to earth, 
jVbiu t!te Xing drinks to Hamlet, — Come, begin 
And you, the judges, bear a wary eye. 

Ham, Come on, sir. 

Laer* Come, my lord, [ They play. 

Him. One. 

Laer. No. 

Ham. Judgment. 

Osr. A hit, a very palpable hit. 

Laer. Well, — again. 

Xing. Stay, give me drink ; Hamlet, this pearl 
is thine ; 

Here’s to thy health. — Give him the cup, 

[Trumpets sound; and Cannm shot mtkin. 
Ham. I’ll play this bout first, set it by a while. 
Come. — Another hit; What say you?. [They play. 
Laer. A touch, a touch, I do confess. 

Xing. Our son shall win. 

Queen. He’s fat, and scant of breath.,— 

Hercji^H^pilet, take my napkin, rub thy brows : 
The queen carouses to thy tbrtune, Hamlet. 

Ham. Good madam, — . 

Xing. Gertrude, do not drink. 

“ Queen. I will, my lord ; — I pray you, pardon me. 
Xing. It is the poison’d cup ; it is too late. [Jside. 
Ham. I dare not drink yet, madam ; by and by. 
Queen. Come, let me wipe thy face. 

. Laer. My lord, I’ll hit him now. 

Xing. 1 do not think it. 

Laer. And yet it is almost against my conscience. 

[Aside, 

Ham. Come, for the tliird, Laertes : You do but 
dally ; 

I pray you, pass witli your best violence ; 

I am afieard, you make a wanton i of me. 

Laer. Say you so? come on. [They play. 

Osr. Nothing neither way. 

Laer. Have at you now. 

[Laertes wowuls Hamlet ; then, in scuf- 
flingi they change JRapiers, and Hamlet 
wounds Laertes. 

Xing. Pas*, them, they are incens’d. 

Ham. Nay, come again. [The Queen /alls. 
Osr. Look to the queen there, ho ! 

Hot. They bleed on both sides ; — How is it, my 
lord? 

Osr, How is’t, Laertes ? 

Laer. Why, as a woodcock to my own springe, 
Osric ; 

I am justly kill’d with mine own treachery. 

Ham. How does the queen ? 

XtJig. She swoons to see them bleed. 

Queen. No, no, the drink, the drink, — O my 
dear Hamlet I 

The drink, tlie drink ; — I am poison’d ! [Hies, 
f Ham. O villainy ! Ho ! let the door be lock’d : 
Treachery ! seek it out. [Laertes 

Laer. It is here, Hamlet : Hamlet, thou art slain ; 
No medicine in the world can do thee good, 

In thee there is not half an hour’s life ; 

The treacherous instrument is in thy hand, 

Unbated 3, and envenom’d : the foul practice 
Hath turned itself on me ; lo, here I lie, 

Never to rise again : Thy motlieris poison’d ; 

I can no more ; the king, the king’s to blame. 

* Boy. 9 Not tiAunted, without a button. 


Ham. The point 

Envenom’d too I — Then, venom, to thy work. 

[5ifa65 the King. 

Osr. ^ Lords. Treason ! treason ! 

Xing. O, yet defend me, friends, I am but hurt. 
Ham. Here thou incestuous, murd’rous, damned 
Dane, 

Drink off this potion ; — Is thy union here ? 
Follow my motlier. [King dies. 

Laer. He is justly serv’d ; 

It is a poison temper’d * by himself. — 

Exchange forgiveness with me, noble Hamlet ; 
Mine and my father’s death come not upoil thee ; 
Nor thine on me ! * [Dies. 

Ham. Heaven make thee free of it ! I follow thee. 
I am dead, Horatio; — Wretched queen, adieu ! — 
You that look pale and tremble at this chance, 

That are but mutes or audience to Uiis act. 

Had 1 but time, (as this fell sergeant S death, 

Is strict in his arrest,) O, I could tell you, — 

But let it be : — Horatio, I am dead ; 

Thou liv’st; report me and my cgpse aright 
To the unsatisfied. 

Hor. Never believe it ; 

1 am more an antique Roman than a Dane, 

Here’s yet some liquor left. 

Ham. As thou’rt a man, — 

Give me the cup ; let go; by heaven I’ll have it.— 

0 good Horatio, what a wounded name, 

'filings standing thus unknown, shall live behind me? 
If tliou didst ever hold me in thy heart, 

Absent thee from felicity awhile, 

And in this harsh world di’aw thy breath in pain, 
To tell my story. — 

[March afar off, and Shot tvifMn. 
What warlikeinoibc is this? 
Osr. Young Fortinbras, with conquest come from 
Poland, 

To the ambassadors of England giver 
Tliis warlike volley. 

Ham. O, I die, Horatio ; 

The potent poison quite o’cr-crows my spirit ; 

1 cannot live to hear the news from England : 

But I do prophesy the election lights 

On Fortinbras ; he has my dying voice ; 

So tell him, with the occurrents more or less, 
Whicli have solicited — the rest is silence. [Dies. 
Hor. Now cracks a noble heart ; — Good night, 
sweet prince ; 

And flights of angels sing thee tA th*^ rest ! 

Why does the drum come hither ? [March within. 

Enter Fortinbras, the English Ambassadors, and 
others. 

Fort. Wliere is this sight ? 

Hor. What is it you would see ? 

If aught of woe, or w^onder, cease your search. 
Fort. This quarry 7 cries on havock ! ^ — O proud 
death 1 

What feast is toward in thine eternal cell, 

That thou so many princes, at a shot, 

So bloodily hast struck ? 

1 Amh. The sight is dismal ; 

And our affairs from England come too late : 

The ears are senseless, that should give us hearing, 

3 Mixed. * A sergeant is a iheriff *s officer. • 

^ Occurrences, ® Incited. 
f Heap of dead game. 

9 A word of censure when more game was destroyed than 
was reasonable. 
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To tell him, his commandment is fulhird, 

That llosencrantz and Guildenstern are dead : 
Where should we have our thanks ? 

Hor» Not from his mouth, 

Hau it the ability of life to thank you ; 

He never gave commandment for their death. 

But .since, so jump 9 upon this bloody question, 
You from the Polack * wars, and you from England, 
Are here arriv’d ; give order, that these bodies 
High on a stage be placed to the view ; 

And let me speak, to the yet unknowing world, 
How these things come about ; So shall you hear 
Of carrvil, bloody, and unnatural acts ; 

Of accidental judgments, cas’^al slaughters ; 

Of deaths put on by cunning, and forc’d cause ; 
And in this upshot, purposes mistook 
Fall’ll on the inventors’ heads : all this can I 
Truly deliver. 

Fort, Let us haste to hear it, 

^nd call the noblest to the audience. 

9 So exactly at the time. ' Polish. 


For me, with sorrow I embrace my fortune 5 
I have some rights of memory in this kingdom, 
Which now to claim my vantage doth invite me. 

Hor, Of that I shall have also cause to speak, 
And from his mouth whose voice will draw on 
more: 

But let this same lie presently perform’d. 

Even while men’s minds are wild ; lest more mis- 
chance. 

On plots and errors, happen. ^ 

Fort, Let four captains 

Bear Hamlet, like a soldier, to the stage ; 

For he was likely, had he been put on. 

To have prov’d most royally : and, for his passage, 
The soldier’s musick, and tlie rites of war. 

Speak loudly for him. — 

'Pake up the bodies ; — Such a sight as this 
Becomes the field, but here shows much amiss. 

Go, bid the soldiers shoot. [A dead March, 

[^Excurd, bearing off’ the dead Bodies ; after 
^ which f a Peal of Ordnance is shot 



OTHELLO, 

THE MOOR OF VENICE. 


PREFACE TO OTHELLO. 


This tragedy is justly considered as one of the 
noblest eflTorts of dramatic genius that has appeared 
in any age or in any language ; but the subject is 
unfortunately little suited to family reading. The 
arguments which are urged, and tlie facts which 
are adduced as proofs of adultery, ar^ necessarily 
of such a nature as cannot be expressed in terms of 
perfect delicacy; yet neither the arguments, nor 
the facts, can be omitted ; for although every reader 
must **w(y*p 

“ O’er gentle Desdemona’s woes 
yet I believe there is no person who would wish to 
aggravate the guilt of Othello, by leaving out any 
of those circumstances which give an appearance of 
truth to the suggestions of lago. 

From the multitude of indecent expressions which 
abound in the speeches of the inferior characters, I 
have endeavoured to clear the play ; but I cannot 
erase all the bitter terms of reproach and execration 
with which the transports of jealousy and revenge 
are expressed by the Moor, without altering his 
character ; losing sight of the horror of those pas- 
sions; and, in fact, destroying the Tragedy. I 
find myself, therefore, reduced to the alternative of 
either departing in some degree from the principle 
on which this publication is undertaken, or ma- 
terially injuring a most invaluable exertton of the 
genius of Shakspeare. I have adopted the former 
part of the alternative, and, in making this decision, 
I have been much influenced by an opinion which I 
have long entertained, that this play, in its present 
form, is calculated to produce an excellent effect on 
the human mind : by exhibiting a most forcible and 
impressive warning against the admission of that 
baneful passion, which, when once admitted, is tlie 
inevitable destroyer of conjugal happiness. 

^ Scott’s Rokeby. 


That adultery is a crime which is deservedly 
placed next to murder, will be allowed, not only by 
the Christian, but by every being whose mind is 
not wliolly insensible to the most obvious principles 
of virtue. But in proportion to the enormity of the 
offence, should be the caution with which the sus- 
picion is permitted to be entertained ; for besides 
the injury which is thus done to tjic person accused, 
the jealous accuser will assuredly exclaim with 
Othello ; — 

“ O now for ever, 

Farewell the tranquil inmU — farewell content.” 

Shakspeare appears to have been particularly de- 
sirous of warning mankind against the indulgence 
of this fatal passion ; for, independent of various 
observations in different parts of his works, he has 
made it the principal subject of no less than four of 
his best plays: exerting his matchless powers in 
painting it with every variety of colouring that was 
calculated to warn the human mind against its ad- 
mission. It is laughably ridiculous in Ford ; it is 
justly odious in Leontes ; we treinble^for its consc- 
quence»in Posthumus ; and we view them in their 
utmost horror in Othello. 

After the foregoing observations, 1‘jhall only add, 
that 1 have endeavoured to erase the objectionable 
expressions which so frequently occur in the ori- 
ginal text, whenever it could be done consistently 
with the character and situation of the speaker; 
but if, after all that 1 have omitted, it shall still be 
thought tliat this inimitable tragedy is not suffi- 
ciently correct for family reading, I would advise 
the transferring of it from the pai luur to the cabinet, 
where tlie perusal will not only delight the poetic 
taste, but convey useful and important instruction 
both to the heart and the underAiinding of the 
reader. 


PERSONS REPRESENTED. 


Duke op Venice. 

Beabantxo, a Senator. 

Two other Senators, 

Gratia NO, Brother to Brabantio. 

Lonovico, Xinsman to Brabantio* 

Othello, the Moor, 

Cassxo, his hieutemnt, 

Iaoo, hk Ancient, 

Rohkrigo, a Venetian Gentleman, 

MoNTANOy Othello’s Predecessor tn the Government 
of Cyprus. 

SCMNJE^for the first Act, in Venice; during 


Clovm, Servant to Othello. 

Herald. 

Desdemona, HauglUer to Brabantio, and Wife to 
Othello. 

Emilia, Wife to lago. 

Bianca, a Courtezan, Mistress to Cassio. 

Officers, Gentkment Messengers, Muskmvs, Sailors, 
Attendants, ^c, 

the rest of the Play, at a Seorport in Cyprus* 
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ACT I. 


SCENE I. — Venice. A Street, 

Enter Rodsrujo and Iaoo. 

Rod^ Tush, never tell me, I take it much un- 
kindly, 

Tliat thou, lago, — who hast had my purse, 

As if the strings were thine, shouldst know of 
this. 

logo. But you will not hear me : — 

If ever I did dream of such a matter, 

Abhor me. 

Rod, Thou told’st me, thou didst hold him in thy 
hate. 

/ago.> Despise me, if I do not. Three great ones 
of the city. 

In personal suit tonnake me his lieutenant, 

Oft capp’d ‘ to him ; — and, by the faith of man, 

I know my price, I am worth no weirse a place : 
But he, as loving his own pride and purposes, 
Evades them, with a bombast circumstance ^ 
Horribly stuff’d with epithets of war ; 

And, in conclusion, nonsuits 
My mediators ; for certes % says he, 

I have already chose my officer. 

And what was he ? 

Forsooth, a great arithmetician. 

One Michael Cassio, a Florentine, 

That never set a squadron in the field, 

Nor the division of a battle knows 

More than a sptnster ; unless the bookish tlioorick, 

Wherein the toged consuls can propose 

As masterly as he ; mere prattle* without nm ctice. 

Is all his soldieifhip. Biit^^'sir, had tft 6 tifecSon : 

And I, — of whom his eyes had seen the proof. 

At Rhodes, at Cyprus ; and on other grounds 
Christian and heathen, — must be be-lee’d and calm’d 
By debitor and creditor, this counter-caster * ; 

He, in good time, must his lieutenant be, 

And I, sir, (bless the mark !) his Moorship’s ancient. 
Rod, By heaven, I rather would have been his 
hangman. 

logo. But there’s no remedy, *tis the curse of 
service l ^ 

Preferment goes oy letter, and affection. 

Not by the old gradation, where each second 
Stood heir to the first. Now, sir, be judge yourself, 
Whether I in any just tenn am affin’d ^ 

To love the Moor. 

Rod. I would not follow him then. 

-mlago, O, sir, content you ; 

I follow him to serve my turn upon him : 

We cannot all be masters, nor all masters 
Cannot be truly follow’d. You shall mark 
Many a duteous and knee-crooking knave, 

That, doting on Ids own obsequious bondage, 
Wears out his time, much like his master’s ass, 

For nought but provender; aftd, when he’s old, 
cashier’d ; 

Whip me such honest knaves : Others there are, 
Who, |rimm’d in forms and visages of duty, 

Keep yet their hearts attending on themselves ; 

* Sahxted. * Circumlocution. ® Certainly. 

^ It was snolently the practice to reckon up Kums with 
eeuntei^ ^ Related. 


And, throwing but shows of service on their lords, 
Do well thrive by them, and wlien they have lin’d 
their coats, ^ 

Do themselves homage : these fellow's have some 
soul ; 

And such a one do 1 profess myself. 

For, sir. 

It is as sure as you are Rodcrigo, 

Were I tlie Moor, I would not be Tago : 

In following him, I follow but myself ; 

Heaven is my judge, not I for love and duty, 

But seeming so, for my peculiar end : 

For when my outward action doth demonstrate 
The native act and figure of my heart 
In compliment extern, ’tis not long after 
But 1 will wear my heart uimn my sleeve 
I'or daws to peck at ; I am not what 1 am. 

Rod, What a full fortune docs the thick-dps owe<*, 
If he can carry’t tlius ! 

logo. Call up her father. 

House him : make after him, poison his delight, , 
Proclaim him in the streets ; incense her kinsmen. 
And, though he in a fertile climate dwell, 

Plague him with flies ; though that his joy be joy, 
Yet tlirow such changes of vexation on’t, 

As it may lose some colour. 

Rod, Here is her father’s house ; I’ll call aloud. 
lago. Do; with like timorous accent, and dire yell, 
As when, by night and negligence, the fire 
Is spied in populous cities. 

Rod, What ho! Brabantio! signior Brabantio, ho ! 
Jago. Awake! what ho! Biabantio ! thieves! 
thieves ! thieves ! 

Ivook to your house, your daughter, and your bags! 
Thieves! tliieves! 

Brabantio, above, at a Window, 

Era, What is the reason of tliis terrible summons ? 
What is the matter there? 

Rtnl. Signior, is all you? family within ? 
lago. Are your doors lock’d ? 

Era. Why? wherefore ask you this? 

logo. Sir, you are robb’d ; for shame, put on your 
gown; 

Your heart is burst, you have lost half your soul ; 
Awake the snorting citizens witli the bell ; 

Arise, I say. 

Era. What, have you lost your wits ? 

Rod, Most reverend signior, do you know my voice. 
Era, Not I ; What are you ? 

Rod, My name is — Roderigo. 

Era, 'Phe worse welcome; 

I have charg’d thee, not to haunt about my doors ; 
In honest plainness thou hast heard me say, 

My daughter is not for thee; an<l now, in madness, 
Being full of supper, and distempering draughts, 
Upon malicious bravery, dost thou come 
To start my quiet. 

Rod. Sir, sir, sir, sir,— 

Era, But thou must needs be sure. 

My spirit, and my place, have in them power 
To make tliis bitter to thee. 

Rod. " Patience, good sir. 

« Own, ^siets. 
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Bra* What tcll’st thou me of i obbing ? this is 
Venice ? 

My house is not a grange, 7 

llod* Most grave Brabantio, 

In simple and pure soul I come to you. 

lago. Then, sir, because we come to do you ser- 
vice, you think we are ruffians. 

Bra* What wretch art thou? 

Jfigo* I am one, sir, that comes to tell you, your 
fiaughter and the Moor are now together. 

Bra* Thou art a villain. 

/ago. You arc— -a senator. 

Bra* This thou shalt answer : I know thee, Ro- 
derigo. 

B.od* Sir, I will answer any thing. But I be- 
seech you, 

If ’t be your pleasure, and most wise consent, 

( As partly, I iind, It is,) that your fair daughter, 

At this odd-even ^ and dull watch o’ the night, 
Transported — wnth no worse nor better guard, 

But with a knave of common hire, a gondolier, — 
To the embrace of a lascivious Moor, — 

If this be known to you, and your allowance 
We thed have done you bold and saucy wrongs ; 
But, if you know not this, my manners tell me. 

We have your wrong rebuke. Do not believe, 
r That, from the sense of all civility, 

I thus would play and trifle with your reverence : 
Your daughter, — if you have not given her 
leave,— 

I say, again, hath made a gross revolt ; 

Tying her duty, beauty, wit, and fortunes, 

In an extravagant * and wheeling stranger, 

Of here and every where : Straight satisfy yourself: 
If she be in her chamber, or your house. 

Let loose on me the justice of the state 
For thus deluding you. 

Bra* Strike on the tinder, ho ! 

Give me a taper ; — call up all my people : — 

This accident is not unlike my dream, 

Belief of it oppresses me already : — 

Light, I say ! light ! {^Exit from above* j 

logo* Farewell ; for 1 must leave you : 

It seems not meet, nor wholesome to my place. 

To be produc’d (as, if I stay, I shall,) 

Against the Moor ; For, I do know, the state, — 
However this may gall him with some check, — 
Cannot witli safety cast him ; for he’s embark’d 
With such loud reason to the Cyprus’ wars, 

(Which even now stand in act,) that, for their souls. 
Another of his fathom they have not. 

To lead their business : in which regard, 

Though I do hate him as I do hell pains, 

Yet, for necessity of present life, 

I must idiow out a flag and sign of love. 

Which is indeed but sign. Tliat you shall surely 
find him, 

Lead to the Sagittary the rais’d search ; 

And there will I be with him. So farewell. 

Enter below, Bhabahtio, and. Servants tmth Torches* 
Bra* It is too true an evil : gone she is ; 

And what’s to come of my despis’d time 
Is nought but bitterness. — Now, Roderigo, 

Where didst thou seC her ? — O, unhappy girl ! — 
With the Moor, say’st thou ? — Who would be a 
father? 

How didst thou know ’twasshc? 0,thoii decoiv’stme 

7 A lone farm.house. ^ Midnight, ^ Approbation. 

‘ Wandering, * Did age 
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Past thought ! — What said she to you ? — Get 
more tapers : 

Raise all my kindred. — Are they married, think 
you? 

Rod* Truly, I think, they are. 

Bra* O heaven, how got she out ! — O treason 
of the blood ! — 

Fathers, from hence trust not your daughters’ minds 
By what you see them act. — Are there not charms, 
By which the property of youth and inaidhood 
May be abus’d? Have you not read, Roderigo, 

Of some such thing ? 

Rod* Yes, sir ; I have iiidecd. 

Bra* Call up my brother. — O, that you had had 
her ! — 

Some one way, some another. — Do you know 
Where we may apprehend her and the Moor ? 

Rod. I think, I can discover him : if you please 
To get good guard, and go along with me. 

Bra* Pray you, lead on. At every house ^’11 call ; 
I may command at most ; — Get weapons, ho ! 

And raise some special officers ftf night. — 

On, good Roderigo : — I’ll deserve your pains. 

[Exeunt* 

SCENE II. — Another Street* 

Enter Othello, Iaoo, and Atendants* 

lago* Though in the trade of war I have slain 
men. 

Yet do I hold it very stuff’ o’ the conscience. 

To do no contriv’d murder ; 1 lack iniquity 
Sometimes to do me service : Nine or ten times 
I had thought to have yerk’d him here under the 
ribs. 

0th. ’Tis better as it is. 

Fago. Nay, but he prated, 

And spoke such scurvy and provoking terms 
Against your honour, ' 

That, with the little godliness T have, 

I did full hard forbear him. But, I pray, sir, 

Are you fast married ? for, be sure of this, — 

That the magnifico 5 is much beloved ; 

And hath, in his effect, a voice potential 
As double as the duke’s ; he will divorce you ; 

Or put upon you what restraint and grievance 
The law (with all his might, to enforce it on,) 

Will give him cable. 

0th. Let hipa do his spite ; 

My services, which I have done the signiory. 

Shall out-tongue his complaints. ’Tis yet to know, 
(Which when 1 know that boasting is an honour, 

I shall promulgate,) I fetch my life and being 
From men of royal siege ^ ; and my demerits ^ 

May speak, unbonneted, to as proud a fortune 
As this that 1 have reacli’d : For know, lago. 

But that I love the gentle Desdemona, 

I would not my unhoused free condition 
Put into circumscription and confine 
Fur the sea’s worth. But, look ! what lights conic 
yonder ? 

E7ita' Cassio, at a distance, and certain Officers with 
Torches* 

logo* These are the raised father, and his friends : 
You were best go in, , 

0th* Not I : I must be found ; 

3 Brabantio, magnifico U his title as a senator. 

* Seat or throne. 

^ Demerits has the same meaning in Shakspeare as merits. 
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My parts, my title, ami »iy perfert soul, 

Sliall manifest me rightly. Is it they? 
la^o, Hy Janus, 1 think no. 

O^u The servants of the duke, and my lieutenant. 
The goodness of the night upon you, friends ! 

What is the news ? 

Cflw. The duke does greet you, general ; 

And he requires your haste, post-haste appearance, 
»en on the instant. 

OUu What is the matter, think you ? 

(?a5. Something from Cyprus, as I may divine ; ! 
It is a business of some heat : the galHes 
Have seiit a dozen sequent messengers ! 

This very night at one another^ heels ; 

And many of the consuls, rais’d, and met, 

Arc at the duke’s already : You have been hotly 
call’d for j 

When, iHjing not at your lodging to be found, 

ITie senate hath sent about three several quests. 

To scjirch you out. 

0th. ’Tis well I am found by you. 

I will but spend ^ word here in the house, 

And go with you. 

Cas. Ancient, what makes he here ? 

lago. He hath to-night boarded a land carack ® ; 
If it prove lawful prize, he’s made for ever. 

Cas. I do not understand. 

lago. He’s miirried. 

Cas. To who? 

Re-enter Othello. 

lago. Marry, to — Come, captain, will you go ? 
0th. Have with you. 

Cas. Here comes another troop to seek for you. 

Enter BaAnAHTio, IIoueeigo, and OJficcrs of 7iight, 
with Torches and Weapons, 
lago. It is Ilrabantio : — general, be advis’d ; 

He conies to L^d intent. 

0th. llola! stand Uierc ! 

Rod. Slgnior, it is the Moor. 

lira. Down with him, thief! 

[ They draw on both sides, 
lago. You, Roderigo I come sir, I am for you. 
Olh. Keep up your bright swords, for the dew 
will rust them. — 

Good signior, you shall more command with yeai’s. 
Than with your weapons. 

Rra. O thou foul thief, where hast thou stow’d 
my d.iuglh;er ? 

Wretch that thou art, thou hast enchanted her : 

For I’ll refer me to all things of sense, 

If she in chains of iriagick were not bound, 
Whether a maid — so tender, fair, and happy ; 

So opposite to marriage, that she shunii’d 
The wealthy curled darlings of our nation, 

'""Would ever have, to incur a general mock, 

Run from her guardage to the sooty bosom 
Of such a thing as thou ; to fear, not to delight. 
Judge me tlie world, if ’tis not gross in sense, 

That thou hast practis’d on her with foul charms ; 
Abus’d her delicate youth with drugs, or minerals, 
*Tis probable, and palpable to thinking, 

I therefore apprehend and do attach thee. 

For an abuser of the world, a practiser 
Of arts inhibited and out of warrant : — 

Lay«t)old upon him ; if he do resist, 

Subdue him at his peril. 

0th. Hold your hands, 

* A rich veMsl. 


Roth yon of my inclining, ami the rest ; 

Were it my cue to fight, 1 sltoiild have known it 
Without a prompter. — Where will you that I go 
To answer this your charge ? 

Rra. To ))rison ; till lit time 

Of law, and course of direct session. 

Call thee to answer. 

0th. What if I do obey ? 

How may the duke be therewith satisfied; 

Whose messengers are here about my side, * 
Upon some present business of the state, 

To bring me to him ? 

(tf. ’Tis true, most worthy siguior. 

The duke’s in council ; and your noble self, 

I am sure, is sent for. 

Rra. How 1 the duke in council I 

In this time of the night ! — Bring him aw^ay ; 
Mine’s not an idle cause : the duke himself. 

Or any of my brothers of the state, 

Cannot but feel this wrong, as ’iwcrc their own ; 
hor if sudi actions may have passage free. 
Bond-slaves, and pagans, shall our statesmen be. 

[^Excunt. 

SCENE III. — j4 Council Chanider, 

The Duke, and Senators, silling at a Table ; OJpeers 
attending. 

Duke. There is no composition ^ in these new^s, ^ 
That gives them credit. 

1 Sen. Indeed, they are disproportion’d ; 

My letters say, a hundred and seven gallies. 

Duke. And mine a hundred and forty, , 

2 Sen. And mine, two hundred : 

But though they jump not on a just account, 

(As ill these cases, where the aim 8 reports, 

’Tis oft with difference,) yet do they all confirm 
A Turkish fleet, and bearing up to Cyprus. 

Duke. Nay, it is possible enough to judgment; 

I do not so secure me in the error, 

But the main article 1 do approve 
In fearful sense. 

Sailor. [IFzMm.] What ho ! wliat ho ! what ho! 

Enter an Officer, with a Sailor. 

Of. A messenger from the gallies. 
i)uke. ' Now? the business? 

Sailor. The Turkish preparation makes for 
Rhodes ; 

So was I bid report here to the state, 

By signior Angelo. 

Duke. How say you by this change ? 

1 Sen. This cannot be, 

By no as5wiy of reason ; ’tis a pageant. 

To keep us in false gaze ; Wlien \^c consider 
The importancy of Cyprus to the Turk ; 

And let ourselves again but understand, 

That, as it more concerns the Turk than Rhodes, 

So may he with more facile question ^ bear it, 

For that it stands not in such warlike brace 
But altogether lacks the abilities 
That Rhodes is dress'd in : — if we make thought 
of this, 

We must not think, the Turk is so unskilful, 

To leave that latest which concerns him first ; 
Neglecting an attempt of ease, and gain, 

To wake and w'age -, a danger profitless. 

Duke. Nay, in all confidence, he’s not for Rhodes, 
Off. Here is more news- 
> Consistency. ** Conjecture. » Easy dispute. 

1 SUte of defence. » Combat, 
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Enter a Messenger. ^ 

Mm* The Ottomites, reverend and gracious, 
Steering with due course toward the isle of Rh^es, 
Have there injointed them, with an after fleet. 

1 Sen, Ay, so I thought ; — How many, as you 
guess? 

Mess, pf thirty sail : and now do they re-stem 
Their backward course, bearing with frank appcai- 
ance 

Their purposes toward Cyprus.— Signior Montano, 
Your trusty and most valiant servitor, 

With his free duty recommends you thus, 

And prays you to believe him. 

Dvke, *Tis certain then for Cyprus. — 

Marcus Lucches^, is he not in town ? 

1 Sen, He*s now in Florence. 

Duke, Write from us ; wish him post post-haste : 
despatch. 

1 Sen, Here comes Brabantio, and the valiant 
Moor. 

Enter Brabantio, Othello, Iago, Rooerigo, a;Ni 
OJ/icers, 

Duke, ‘’Valiant Othello, we must straight employ 
you 

Against the general enemy Ottoman. 

, T did not sec you j welcome, gentle signior ; 

[To Brabantio. 

We lack’d your counsel and your help to-night. 
Bra, So did I yours ; Good your grace, pardon 
me ; 

Neither my place, nor aught I heard of business, 
Hath rais’d me from my bed ; nor doth the general 
care 

Take hold on me ; for my particular grief 
Is of so flood-gate and o’erbearing nature, 

That it engluts and swallows other sorrows, 

And it is still itself. 

Duke, Why, what’s the matter ? 

Bra, My daughter ! O, my daughter ! 

Sen* Dead ? 

Bra, Ay, to me j 

She is abus’d, stol’n from me, and corrupted 
By spells and medicines bought of mountebanks : 
For nature so preposterously to err. 

Being not deficient, blind, or lame of sense, 

Sans 3 witchcraft could not — 

Whoe’er he Ikj, that, in this foul proceeding, 
Hath thus beguil’d your daughter of herself, 

And you of her, the bloody book of law 
You sliall yourself read in the bitter letter, 

, After your own sense ; yea, though our proi>er son 
Stood in your action.^ 

Bra, Humbly I thank your grace. 

Here is the man, this Moor j whom now, it seems. 
Your special mandate, for the state affairs. 

Hath hither brought. 

Duke tj Sen, Wc are very sorry for it. 

Duke, What, in your own part, can you say to 
this? [To Othello. 

Bra, Nothing but this is so. 

0th, Most potent, grave, and reverend signiors, 
My very noble and approv’d good masters, 

Tliat 1 have ta’en away this old man’s daughter, . 

It is most true j true, I have married her ; 

The very liead and front of my offending 
Hath this extent, ho more. Rude am I in my speech. 
And little bkts’d with the set phrase of peace, 


For since these arms of mine had seven years’ pith, 
Till now some nine moons wasted, they have us’d 
Their dearest action ^ in the tented field : 

And little of this great world can I speak, ^ 

More than pertains to feats of broil and battle ; 

And therefore little shall I grace my cause, 

111 speaking for myself: Yet, by your gracious pa- 
tience, 

I will a round unvarnished tale deliver 
Of my whole course of love ; what drugs, what 
charms, 

What conjuration, and what mighty magick, 

For such pritceeding I am charg’d withak) 
won his daughter ‘With. 

Bra. A maiden never bold ; 

Of spirit so still and quiet, that her motion 
Blush’d at herself ; and she, — in spite of nature. 
Of years, of country, credit, every thing, — 

To fall in love with what she fear’d to look on? 

It is a judgment maim’d, and most imperfect, 

That will confess — perfection so could err 
Against all rules of nature, and jpust be driven 
To find out practices of cunning bell, 

Why this should be. I therefore vouch again, 

That with some mixtures powerful o’er the blood, 
Or with some dram conjur’d to tliis effect. 

He wrought upon her. 

Duke, To vouch tliis is no proof ; 

Without more certain and more overt test 6, 

Than these thin habits, and poor likelihoods 
Of modern seeming ‘7, do prefer against him. 

1 Sell, But, Othello, speak ; — 

Did you by indirect and forced courses 
Subdue and poison this young maid’s affections? 

Or came it by request, or such fair ’question 
As soul to soul aifordetli ? ; 

Otfi, I do beseech you, 

Send for the lady to the Sagittary 

And let her speak of me before hev father : 

If you do find me foul in her report, 

The trust, the office, I do hold of yon, 

Not only take away, but let your sentence 
Even fall upon my life. 

Duke, Fetch Desdemona lutlicr. 

Otk, Ancient, conduct them ; you best know the 
place. — [Exeunt Iago, ant/ Atlendanta. 
And, till die come, as truly as to heaven 
I do confess the vices of my blood, 

So justly to your grave ears I’ll present 
How I did thrive in this fair Ikdy^u love, 

And she in mine. 

Duke, Say it, Othello. 

0th. Her father lov’d me, oft invited me ; 

Still question’d me the story of my life, 

From year to year ; the battles, sieges, fortunes, 
That 1 have pass’d. 

I ran it through, even from my lioyish days, 

To the very moment that he bade me tell it. 
Wherein 1 spoke of most disastrous chances, 

Of moving accidents, by flood and field ; 

Of hair-breadth scapes i’the imminent deadly breach; 
Of being taken by the insolent foe, 

And sold to slavery ; of my redemption thence, 
And portance ^ in my travel’s history : 

Wherein of antres > vast, and desarts idle. 

Rough quarries, rocks, and hills whose heads touch 
heaven, 

^ Best exertion. < Open proof. ^ Weak show. 

“ The Sian of the fictitious creature so called. 

> My behaviour. ^ Caves and dens. 


» Without 


< Accusation. 
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It was my hint to speak, such was the process ; 

And of the Cannibals that each other eat, 

Tlie Anthropophagi, and men whose heads 
Do gfow beneath their shoulders. These things to 
hear, 

Would Desdemona seriously incline : 

But still the house affairs would draw her thence ; 
Which ever as she could with haste despatch, 

She'd come again, and with a greedy ear 
Devour up my discourse : Which I observing, 
Took once a pliant hour ; and found good means 
To draw from her a prayer of earnest heart. 

That 1 wbuld all lay pilgrimage dilate, 

Whereof by parcels she had semetning heard, 

But not intentively * ; I did consent ; 

And often did beguile her of her tears. 

When 1 did speak of some distressful stroke. 

That my youth suffer’d. My story being done, 

She gave me for my pains a world of sighs : 

She swore, — In faith, *twas strange, ’twas passing 
strange ; 

’Twas pitiful, ’tw?^ wondrous pitiful ; 

She wish’d, she had not heard it ; yet she wish’d 
That heaven had made her such a man ; she thank’d 
me; 

A nd bade me, if I had a friend that lov’d her, 

I should but teach him how to tell my story, 

And that would woo her. Upon this hint, I spake; 
She lov’d me for the dangers 1 had pass’d ; 

And I lov’d her, that she did pity tliem. 

This only is the witchcraft I have us’d ; 

Here comes the lady, let her witness it. 

Enter Desdemoka, Iaoo, and Attendants. 

Duke. I tliiiik, this talc would win my daughter 
too.'^ 

Good Brabantio, 

Take up tliis mangled matter at the best ; 

Men do their Broken weapons rather use, 

Than their bare hands. 

Bra. I pray you, hear her speak ; 

If she confess, that she was half tlic wooer. 
Destruction on ray head, if iiiy bad blame 
Inght on the man ! — Come hither, gentle mistress ; 
Do you perceive in all this noble company, 

Where most you owe obedience ? 

Dcs. My noble father, 

I do perceive here a divided duty : 

To you I am boun^^ for life and education ; 

My life, and education, both do learn me 
How to respect you ; you are the lord of duty, 

I am hitherto your daughter ; But here’s my hus- 
band ; 

And so much duty as my mother show’d 
To you, preferring you before her father, 

*''»So much I challenge that 1 may profess 
Due to the Moor, my lord. 

Bra. Then I have done. — 

Please it your grace, on to the state affairs : 

1 had rather to adopt a child, than get it, — 

Come hither, Moor : 

1 here do give thee that with all my heart. 

Which, but tliou hast already, with all my heart 
I would keep from tlicc. — For your sake, jewel, 

I am glad at soul 1 have no other cliild ; 

Foi^thy escape would teach me tyranny. 

To hang clogs on Uicm. — I have done, my lord. i 
Duke. Let me speak like yourself, and lay a 
sentence, I 

• * Intention and ^tteutxon were once synonymous. j 
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Which, as a grise ^, or step, maydielp these lovers 
Into your favour. 

When remedies are past, the griefs are ended, 

By seeing the worst, which late on hopes depended. 
To mourn a mischief that is past and gone, ' 

Is the next way to draw new mischief on. 

What cannot be preserv’d when fortune takes, 
Patience her injury a mockery tnakes. ^ 

The robb’d, that smiles, steals something from the\ 
thief ; i 

He robs himself, that spends a bootless grief. ^5 
Bra. So let the Turk of Cyprus us beguile ; 

We lose it not, so long as we can smile. 

He bears the sentence w'ell, that nothing bears 
But the free comfort which from thence he hears : 
But he bears both the sentence and the sorrow, 

That, to pay grief, must of poor patience borrow. 
These sentences, to sugar, or to gall. 

Being strong on both sides are equivocal : 

But words are words ; I never yet did hear, 

That the bniis’d heart was pierced through the car. 

1 humbly beseech you, proceed to the affairs of state. 

Duke. The Turk with a most mighty preparation 
makes for Cyprus : — Othello, the fortityde of tlie 
place is best known to you : And though we have 
there a substitute of most allowed sufficiency, yet 
opinion, a sovereign mistress of effects, throws a 
more safer voice on you: you must therefore Ui 
content to slubber ^ the gloss of your new fortunes 
with this more stubborn and boisterous expedition. 

0th. The tyrant custom, most grave senators, 

Hath made the flinty and steel couch of war 
My thricc-driven bed of down : I do agnize ^ 

A natural and prompt alacrity, 

I find in hardness, and do undertake 
These present wars against the Ottomites. 

Most humbly therefore bending to your state, 

I crave fit disposition for my wife ; 

Due reference of place, and exhibition 
With such accommodation, and besort. 

As levels with her breeding. 

Duke. If you please, 

Be’t at lier father’s. 

Bra. I’ll not have it so. 

0th. Nor I. 

Des. Nor I ; *I would not there reside, 

To put my father in impatient thoughts, 

By being in his eye. Most gracious duke, 

To my unfolding lend a gracious ear ; 

And let me find a charter in your voice, 

To assist my simpleness. 

Duke. What would you, Desdemona ? 

Des. That I did love the Moor to live with him> 
My downright violence and storm of fortunes 
May trumpet to the world ; my heart’s subdued 
Even to the very quality of my lord ; 

I saw Othello’s visage in his mind ; 

And to his honours, and his valiant parts, 

Did 1 my soul and fortunes consecrate. 

So that, dear lords, if 1 be left behind, 

A motli of peace, and he go to the war, 

1 shall a heavy interim support 

By his dear absence ; Let me go with him. 

0th. Your voices, lords : — ’beseech you, let her 
will 

Have a free way. 

Vouch with me, heaven ; I therefore beg it not 
For my distinct and proper satisfaction ; 

3 Gri$c from degrees, Obscure. 

5 Acknowledge. « Allowauca 
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But to be free and bounteous to her mind : 

And heaven defend? your good souls, that you think 
1 will your serious and great business scant, 

For® she is with me; No, when light-wing’d toys 
Of feather’d Cupid seel 9 with wanton dulriess 
My speculative and active instruments. 

That my disports corrupt and taint my business, 
Let housewives make a skillet ‘ of my helm % 

And all indign and base adversities 
Makff head against my estimation ! 

Duke, Be it as you shall privately determine, 
Either for her stay, or going ; the affair cries— haste, 
And speed must answer it; you must hence to- 
night, 

Des, To-night, my lord ? 

Duke, This night, 

0th* With all my heart. 

Dufee, At nine i* the morning here we’ll meet 
again. 

Othello, leave some officer bcliind, 

And he shall our commission bring to you ; 

With such tilings else of quality and resjiect, 

As doUi import you. 

0th. , Please your grace, my ancient ; 

A man he is of honesty and trust : 

To his conveyance I assign iny wife, 

With what else needful your good grace shall think 
To Ikj sent after me. 

Duke. Let it be so. — 

Good night to every one. — And, noble signior, 

[To Br,abantio. 

Jf virtue no delighted beauty lack, 

Your sou-ill-law is far more fair than black. 

1 Seu. Adieu, bravo Moor! use Desdemona well. 
Jfra. Look to her. Moor; have a quick eye to see; 
tShc has deceiv’d her father, and may thee. 

• [^Exeunt Duke, Senators, Officei'S^ tyc. 

0th. My life upon licr faith. — Honest lago, 

My Desdeiipona must I leave to tliee ; 

I pr’ythee, Jet thy wife attend on her ; 

And bring them after in the best advantage.— 
Come, Desdemona ; I have but an hour 
Of love, of worldly matters and direction, 

To spend with thee : we must obey the time. 

[Exeunt Othello and Desoemona. 

Bod. lago. 

fa^o* What say’st thou, noble heart? 

Bod, Wliat will 1 do, thinkest thou ? 
lago. Why, go to bed, and sleep. 

Hod, I will incontinently drown myself. 
logo. Well, if thou dost, I shall never love tiice 
after it. Why, thou silly gentleman ! 

Hod, It is silliness to live, when to live is a tor- 
ment : and then have we a prescription to die, when 
death is our physician. 

lago, O villainous ! I have looked upon the world 
for four times seven years ! and since 1 could dis- 
tinguish between a benefit and an injury, I never 
found a man tliat knew how to love himself. Ere 
I would say, I would drown myself for tlie love of 
a Guinea-hen, 1 would change my humanity with 
a baboon. 

Hod. What sliould I do? I confess it is my 

t Forbid. « Because » Blind. 

A small kettle. ^ Helmet ^ Immediately. 


shame to be so found ; but it is not in my virtue to 
amend it. 

lago. Virtue ? a fig ! ’tis in ourselves, that we 
are thus, or thus. We have reason to cool our 
raging passions ; whereof I take this, that yoiT call 
—love, to be one. 

Mod. It cannot be. 

lago. Come, be a man : Drown thyself? drown 
cats, and blind puppies. 1 have professed me thy 
friend, and 1 confess me knit to thy deserving with 
cables of perdurable toughness; I could never 
better stead thee than now. Put money in thy 
purse ; follow these wars ; defeat thy favoui' with an 
usurped beard ! ^ I saf^ put money in thy purse. It 
cannot be, that Desdemona should long continue 
her love to the Moor, — put money in thy purse ; 

— nor he his to her ; it was a violent commence- 
ment, and thou shalt see an answerable sequestra- 
tion ; — put but money in thy purse. — These 
Moors are cliangeable in their wills ; — fill thy 
purse with money ; drowning thyself is clean dit of 
the way : seek thou rather to be hanged in com- 
passing thy joy, than to be drowned and go with- 
out it. 

Rod. Wilt thou be fast to my hopes, if I depend 
on the issue ? 

lago. Thou art sure of me ; — Go, make money ; 

— 1 liave told thee often, and I re-lell thee again 
and again, 1 hate the Moor : My cause is hearted : 
thine hath no less reason : Let us be conjunctive in 
our revenge against liim ; go; provide thy money. 
We will have more of this to-morrow. Adieu. 

Rod. Where shall we meet i’ the morning ? 
lago. At my lodging. 

Mod. I’ll be with thee betimes. 

lago. Go to; farewell. Do you he?**, Rodcrigo? 

Mod, What say you ? 

lago. No more of drowning, do you hear ? 

Mod. I am changed. I’ll sell all ^\y land. 

Jago. Go to ; farewell ; put money cnougli in 
your purse. [Exit UouEttico. 

Thus do I ever make my fool my purse ; 

For I mine own gain’d knowledge should profane, 
If I would time expend with such a snipe, 

But for my sport and jirofit. 1 hate the Moor ; 
And it is thought abroad, that in my bed 
lie has done me wrong, I know not if *t be true; 
But I, for mere suspicion in that kind. 

Will do, as if for surety. He holds me well ; 

The better shall my purpose work oA him. 

Cassio’s a proper man ; Let me see now ; 

To get his place, and to plume up my will ; 

A double knavery, — How? how ? — Let me see ; — 
After some time, to abuse Othello’s ear. 

That he is too familiar with his wife : — 

He hath a person, and a smooth dispose, 

To be suspected; fram’d to make women false. 

The Moor is of a free and oi>en nature. 

That thinks men honest that but seem to bo so ; 
And will as tenderly be led by the nose. 

As asses are. 

I have’t ; — it is engender’d : — Hell and night 
Must bring this monstrous birth to the world’s light. 

[Exit, 

* Change your countenance with a ialse beard. 
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SCENE I. — ji Sea-port Town in Cyprus. A 
Platform. 

Enter Montano and two Gentlemen. 

Mon. What from the cape can you discern at sea? 
1 Genu Nothing at all ; it is a higli-wrought 
ilood ; 

I cannot, *twixt the iieaven ani the main, 

Descry a sail. 

Mon. Methinks, the wind hath spoke aloud at 
land : 

A fuller bla.st ne’er shook our battlements : 

If it hatli ruilian’d so upon the sea, 

What ribs of oak, w'hen mountains melt on them. 
Can hold the mortise ? what shall we hear of this ? 

^ a Gent. A segregation & of the Turkish fleet : 

For do but stand upon the foaming shore, 

The chiding billow seems to pelt the clouds ; 

The wind-shak’d surge, with high and monstrous 
main, 

Seems to cast water on the burning bear 6, 

And quench the guards of the ever-fixed pole : 

I never did like molestation view 
On th’ cnchafed flood. 

Mon. If that the Turkish fleet 

Be not inshclter’d and embay’d, they are drown’d ; 
It is impossible they bear it out. 

Enter a third Gentleman. 

S Gent. Nifws, lords ! our wars are done ; 

The desperate tempest hath so bang’d the Turks, 
That their designment halts ; A noble ship of Venice 
Hath seen a gi^evous wreck and sufferance 
On most part of their fleet. 

Mon. How ! is this true ? 

3 Gent. The ship is here put in, 

A Veronese ; Michael Cassio, 

Lieutenant to the warlike Moor, Othello, 

Is come on shore : the Moor himself 's at sea. 

And is in full commission here for Cyprus. 

Mon. 1 am glad on’t ; ’tis a worthy governor. 

3 Gent. But this same Cassio, — though he speak 
of comfort, 

Touching the Tuikish loss, — yet he looks sadly. 
And prays tlie Moor be rafe ; for they were parted 
With foul and violent tempest. 

Mon. ’Pray heaven he be ; 

For I have serv’d him, and the man commands 
Ivike a full soldier. Let’s to the sea-side, ho ! 

^ As well to sec the vessel that’s come in, 

As throw out our eyes for brave Othello ; 

Even till we make the main, and the aerial blue. 
All indistinct regard. 

3 Gent. Come, let’s do so $ 

For every minute is expectancy 
Of more ai'rivance. 

Enter Cassio. 

Cas. Thanks to the valiant of this warlike isle, 
That so approve the Moor ; O, let the heavens 
Gite liim defence against the elements, 

For I have lost him on a dangerous sea ! 

Mon, Is he well shipp’d ? 

^ Separation. ^ The constellation near the polar star. 


Cas. His bark is stoutly timber’d, and his pilot 
Of very expert and approv’d allowance 7 ; 

Therefore my hopes, not surfeited to death, 

Stand in bold cure. ^ 

[WUhin.'l A sail, a sail, a sail ! 

ErUer another Gentleman. 

Cas. What noise ? 

4 GetU. Tlie town is empty ; on the brow o’ the 
sea 

Stand ranks of people and they cry — a sail. 

Cas. My hopes do shape him for the governour. 

2 Gent. They do discharge their shot of courtesy ; 

[Gu9is heard. 

Our friends, at least. 

Cas. I pray you, sir, go fbrtli, 

And give us truth who *tis that is arriv’d. 

2 Gent. I shall. [Exit. 

Mon. But, good lieutenant, is your general wiv’d? 
Cas. Most fortunately ; he hath achiev’d a mmd 
That paragons description, and wild fame ; 

One tliat excels the quirks of blazoning pens, , 
And in the essential vesture of creation, 

Docs bear all excellency. — How now ? who has 
put in ? 

Re-enter second Gentleman. 

2 Gcfit. ’Tis one lago, ancient to the general. 
Cas. He has had most favourable and happy 
speed ; 

Tempests themselves, high seas, and howling winds^ 
The gutter’d rocks, and congregated sands, — 
Traitors ensteep’d to clog the guiltless keel, 

As having sense of beauty, do omit 
Their mortals natures, letting go safely by 
Tlie divine Desdemona. 

Mon. What is she ! 

Cas. She that I spake of, our great captain’s 
captain, 

Left in the conduct of tl^e bold lago ; 

Whose footing here anticipates our thoughts, 

A sc’nnight’s speed. — Great Jove, Othello guard, 
And swell his sail with thine own powerful breath ; 
That he may bless tliis bay with his tall ship, 

Give renew’d fire to our cxtincted spirits, 

And bring all Cyprus comfort ! — O, behold, 

Enter Dbsdemona, Emilia, Iago, Rodxrigo, and 
Attendants, 

The riches of the ship is come on shore ! 

Ye men of Cyprus, let her have your knees ; 

Hail to tliee, lady ! and the grace of heaven, 

Before, behind thee, and on every hand, 

Enwheel thee round ! 

Des. I thank you, valiant Cassio. 

What tidings can you tell me of my lord? 

Cas. He is not yet arriv’d ; nor know I aught 
But that he’s well, and will be shortly here. 

Bes. O, but I fear ; — How lost you company ? 
Cos. The great contention of the sea and skies 
Parted our fellowship : But, hark ! a sail. 

[Crjf within, A sail, a sail ! Then Gu7is heard. 

t Allow’d and approv’d cxpcrtnc8$. 

» Deadly destructive 
3 L 4 
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2 Gmt, They give their greeting ta the citadel ; 
This likewise is a friend* 

Cus* See for the news. — 

[Exit Gentl^an. 
Good ancient, you are welcome ; — Welcome, 
mistress: — [To Emilia. 

Let it not gall your patience, good lago, 

That I extend my manners ; *tis my my breeding 
That gives me tliis bold show of courtesy. 

[Kissing her, 

logo* Sir, would she give you so much of her lips, 
As of her tongue she oft bestows on me, 

Yoifd have enough. 

J)es, Alas, she has no speech. 
logo. In faith, too much ; 

Marry, before your ladyship, I grant. 

She puts her tongue a little in her heart, 

Ami chides with thinking. 

EniiU You have little cause to say so. 

/ago. Come on, come on ; you are pictures out 
of doors, 

Bells in your parlours, wild cats in your kitchens, 
Saints in your injuries, devils being olfended. 

Des, O, fye upon thee, slanderer ! 
logo, Nay, it is true, or else 1 am a Turk. 

EmiU You shall not write my praise. 

Jago, No, let me not. 

^^Des, What wouldst thou write of me, if thou 
shouldst praise me? 

lago, O, gentle lady, do not put me to’t j 
For I am pothir^^ if not critic^., 

Jbes* Come bn, as^y . — There’s one gone to the 
harbour ? 

lago. Ay, madam. 

I)es, I am not merry ; but I do beguile 
The thing I am, by seeming otherwise. — 

Qome, bow wouldst thou praise me ? 

lago, I am about it; but, indeed, my invention 
Comes from my pate, as birdlime does from frizc ; 
It plucks out brains and all : But now my muse. 

If she be fair and wise, — fairness, and wit, 

The one’s for use, the other useth it. 

Des, Well prais’d! How if she be black and 
witty ? 

lago. If she be black, and thereto have a wit. 
She’ll find a white that shaU her blackness fit 
Des, Worse and worse. These are old fond^ 
paradoxes, to make fools laugh i’ the alehouse. But 
what praise couldst thou bestow on a deserving 
woman indeed? one, that, in the authority of her 
merit, did justly put on the vouch of very malice 
itself? 

lago. She that was ever foir, and never proud ; 
Had tongue at will, and yet was never loud ; 

She that, being anger^, her revenge being nigh. 
Bade her wrong stay, and her displeasure fly : 

She that could think, and ne’er disclose her mind. 
See suitors following, and not look beliind ; 

Slie was a wight, — if ever such wight were,— 
Des, To do what? 

logo. To suckle fools, and chronicle small beer. 
Des, O most lame and impotent conclusion 1 — 
Do not learn of him, Emilia, though he be thy 
husband. — How say you, Cassio? is he not a most 
profane and liberal counsellor? 

Cos. He speaks home, madam ; you may relish 
him more in tlie soldier, than in the scholar. 

lago, [Aside,"] He takes her by the palm : Ay, 
well said, whisper ; with as little a web as tliis will 
s Foolitii. 


I ensnare as great a fly as Cassio. Ay, smile upon 
her, do : I will gyve > thee in thine own courtship. 
You say true ; ’tis so, indeed : if such tricks as 
these strip you out of your Heutenantiy, it had been 
better you had not kissed your three Angers so oft. 
Very good ; an excellent courtesy ! ’tis so, indeed. 
[Trumpet,] The Moor, I know his trumpet. 

Cas, ’Tis truly so. 

Des, Let’s meet him, and receive him. 

Cos, Lo, where he comes ! 

Enter Othello, and Attendants, 

0th, O my fair warrior ! • 

Des, 4, My dear Othello ? 

0th, It gives me wonder great as my content, 

To see you here before me. O my, soul’s joy ! 

If after every tempest come siwjh calms, ’ 

May the winds blow till they have waken’d deatli ! ^ 
And let the labouring bark climb hills of seas,*. 
Olympus-high ; and duck again as low , 

As hell’s from heaven I If it were now to die, '*• 
’Twere now to be most happy ; for, 1 fear, 

My soul hath her content so absolute, 

That not another comfort like to tliis 
Succeeds in unknown fate. 

Des, The heavens forbid, 

But that our loves and comforts should increase, 
Even as our days do grow ! 

0th, Amen to that, sweet powers ! — 

I cannot speak enough of tliis content, 

It stops me here ; it is too much of joy : 

And this, and this, the greatest discords be, 

[Kissing her. 

That e’er our hearts sliall make ! 

logo, O you are well tun’d now I 

But I’ll set down the pegs that make this musick, 
As honest as I am. [Askle, 

0th, Come, let’s to the castle 

News, friends ; our wars arc done, «he Turks are 
drown’d. 

How do our old acquaintance of this isle ? — 
Honey, you shall be w'ell desir’d - in Cyprus, 

I have found great love amongst them. O my sweet, 

1 prattle out of fashion, and 1 dote 

In mine own comforts. — I pr’ythee, good lago. 

Go to the bay, and disembark my coflers : 

Bring tliou the master to tlic citadel ; 

He is a good one, and his worthiness 

Does challenge much respect. — ^ome, Desdemona, 

Once more well met at Cyprus. 

[Exeunt Othello, Desoemowa, and 
Attendants, 

lago. Do thou meet me presently at the harliour. 
Come hither. If thou be’st valiant as (they say) 
base men, being in love, have then a nobility in 
their natures more than is native to them,— list 
me.* The lieutenant to-night watches on the court 
of guard ; — First, I must tell thee this — Desde- 
mona is directly in love with him. 

Rod, With him ! why, ’tis not possible. 

logo. Lay tby linger— thus, and let thy soul be 
instructed. Mark me with what violence she first 
loved the Moor, but for bragging, and telling her 
fantastical lies ; And will she love him still for 
prating ? let not thy discreet heart think it. Her 
eye must be fed j and what delight shall she hi^vc 
to look on the devil ? Tlicre sliould be, — lovelU 
ness in favour; sympathy in years, manners, and 

* Shackle, fetter. 

* Much solicited by invitation. ® Listen to me. , 
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beatlties ; all which tlie Mdor is defective in : Now, 
for want of these, her delicate tenderness will find 
herself abused} and begin to disrelish and abhor the 
Moot^; very nature will compel her to some second 
choice. Now, str, this granted, (as it is a most 
pregnant and unforced position,) who stands so 
eminently in the degree of this fortune, as Cassio 
does? a knave very voluble; no further conscion> 
able, than in putting on the mere form of civil and 
humane seeming, for the better compassing of his 
hidden affection ? why, none ; why, none : A subtle 
knave : besides, the knave is handsome, young ; 
and hath 4iU those requisites in him, that folly and 
green minds look after: A pcstikint complete knave; 
and the woman hath found him already. 

Bod* I cannot believe that in her ; she is full of 
most blessed condition.^ 

/ago. Blessed nonsense ! if she had been l)]c$sed, 
she would never have loved the Moor : Didst thou 
not sec her touch the palm of his hand ? didst not 
mark that? 

Bod» Yes, that !^did ; but tliat was but courtesy. 

lago. By this hand, an index to villainous 
thoughts. — But, sir, be you ruled by me : I have 
brought you. from Venice. Watch you to>night ; 
for the command, 1*11 lay’t upon you : Cassio knows 
you not ; — 1*11 not be far from you : Do you find 
some occasion to anger Cassio, cither by speaking 
too loud, or tainting his discipline; or from what 
other course you please, which the time shall more 
favourably minister. 

Bod, Well. 

lago. Sir, he is rash, and very sudden in choler ; 
and, haply, with his truncheon may strike at you : 
Provoke him, that he may ; for, even out of that, 
will 1 cause tluase of C)rprus to mutiny ; whose qua- 
lification shall come into no true taste again, but 
by the dispianting of Cassio. So shall you have a 
shorter journey 'jto your desires, by the means 1 
shall then have to prefer them ; and the impediment 
most profitably removed, without the which there 
were no expectation of our prosperity. 

Rod. 1 will do tliis, if 1 can bring it to any op- 
|lortunity. 

Iago» 1 warrant thee. Meet me by and by at 
the citadel: 1 must fetch his necessaries ashore. 
Farewell. 

Bod. Adieu. 

logo. That Cassio loves her, I do well believe it; 
That she loves hkn, *tis apt, and of great credit: 

The Moor, — howlx^it that 1 endure him not, i — 

Is of a constant, loving, noble nature ; 

And, 1 dare think, he’ll prove to Desdemona 
A most dear husband. Now 1 do love her too ; 

Not out of absolute lust, (though, peradventure, 

1 stand accountant for as great a sin,) 
iiiit partly led to diet my revenge, 

For that I do suspect the Moor Othello 
Hath wrong’d me in my bed ; the thought whereof 
Doth, like a poisonous mineral, gnaw my inwards ; 
And nothing can or shall content my soul, 

TiU I am even with him, wife for wife ; 

Or, failing so, yet tliat I put the Moor 

At least into a jealousy so strong 

That judgment cannot cure. Which thing to do, — 

If this poor trash ^ of Venice, whom I trace ; 

For liifc quick hunting, stand die putting on, 

1*11 have our Michael Cassio on the hip ; 

4 Qualities, dis|io5ition of miud. 

^ Worthless hound. 
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I Abuse him to the Moor in the rank garb ^ 

I For I fear Cassio with my night-cap too ; 

Make the Moor thank me, love me, and reward me. 
For making him egregiously an ass, 

And practising upon his peace and quiet 
Even to madness. ’Tis here, but yet confus’d ; 
Knaveiy’s plain face is never seen, till us’d. 

SCENE JT. jf Street. ^ 

Enter a Herald, with a proclamation, People 
following. 

Her. It is Othello’s pleasure, our noble and 
valiant general, that, upon certain tidings now ar- 
rived, importing the mere^ perdition of the Turkish 
fleet, every man put himself into triumph ; some 
to dance, some to make bonfires, each man to what 
sport and revels his addiction leads him ; for, be- 
sides these beneficial news, it is the celebration of his 
nuptials : So much was his pleasure should be pro- 
claimed. All offices * are open ; and there is full 
liberty of feasting, from this present hour of five, 
till the bell hath told eleven. Heaven bless the isle 
of Cyprus, and our noble general, Othelfo. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE III. — ^ HaU in the Castle. 

I 

Enter Othello, Desdemoka, Cassio, and 
jittendants. 

0th. Good Michael, look you to the guard to- 
night : 

Let’s teach ourselves that honourable stop, 

Not to out-sport discretion. 

Cas. lago hath direction what to do ; 

But, notwithstanding, with my personal eye 
Will I look to’t. 

Olh. lago is most honest. . 

Michael, good night ; To-morrow, with our earliest, 
Let me have speech with you. — Come, my dear love. 

[To Des&emona. 

[ Exeunt 0th. Des. and Attendants. 

Enter Iago. 

Cas. Welcome, lago; We must to the watch. 

lago* Not this hour, lieihenant ; *tis not yet ten 
o’clock ; Our general cast 9 us thus early, for the 
love of his De^emona ; whom let us not therefore 
blame. 

Cas. She’s a most exquisite lady. 

logo. Come, lieutenant, I have a stoop of wine ; 
and here without arc a brace of Cyprus gallants that 
would fain have a measure to the health of the black 
Othello. « 

Cas. Not to-night, good lago ; I have very poor 
and unhappy brains for drinking : I could well wish 
courtesy would invent some other custom of enter- 
tainment. 

Jago. O, they are our friends ; but one cup ; I’ll 
drink for you. 

Cas. I have drunk but one cup to-night, and that 
was craftily qualified < too, and, behold, what inno- 
vation it makes here : I am unfortunate in the in- 
firmity, and dare not task my weakness with any 
more. 

lago. What, man! ’tis a night of revels; the 
gallants desire it. 

« In the grogscBt manner. 7 

*• Rooms, or iilaccs in the castle. 

» Dismissed. ^ Slily mixed with water. 
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Cos, Where are they ? 

lago. Here at the door ; I pray you, call them in. 
Cos, I’ll do’t i but it dislikes me. [E.uit Cassio. 
lago. If I can fasten but one cup upon him, 
Witli that which he hatli drunk to-night already, 
He’ll be as full of quarrel and oifence 
As my young mistress’ dog. Now, my sick fool, 
lloderigo, 

Whom love has turn’d almost the wrong side out- 
ward, 

To Desdemona hath to-night carous’d 
Potations pottle deep ; and he’s to watch : 

Three lads of Cyprus,— ..noble swelling spirits, 

That hold their honours in a wary distance, 

The very elements of this warlike isle, — 

Have I to-night fluster’d with flowing cups, 

And they watch too. Now, ’mongst this flock of 
drunkards, 

Am 1 to put our Cassio in some action 

That may offend the isle : — But here they come : 

If conse(}uencc do but approve rny dream, 

My boat sails freely, both with wind and stream. 

Re-i?nter Cassio, vdth him Montano, and 
Gentlemen. 

Cos* ’Fore heaven, they have given me a rouse * 

, already. 

Mon, Good faith, a little one ; not past a pint, 
as I am a soldier. 

lago. Some wine, ho ! 

uind let me the canakin clink, clink g [Sings. 
And let me the canakin clink : 

A soldiers a man ; 

A r^e's but a span ; 

Why then, let a soldier drink. 

Some wine boys ! [ Wine brought in, 

Cas, That’s an excellent song. 
logo, I learned it in England, where (indeed) 
they are most potent in pottiiig : your Dane, your 
German^ and yotir HoITaiider, — Drink, ho ! — are 
nothing to your English. 

Cas, Is your Englishman so expert in his drink- . 
ing. I 

logo. Why, he drinks you, with facility, your 
Dane dead drunk ; and can overthrow both your 
Almain and your Hollander. j 

Cas. To the health of our general. 

Mon, I am for it, lieutenant ; and FU do you 
justice. ♦ 

/ago. O sweet England ! 

JCitig Stephen was a worthy peer \ 

Bis breeches cost him but a crovm g 
lie held them Uxpence all too dear, 

With that he calVd the tailor — lown,^ 

He was a wight of high renown, 

And thou art but of loto degree : 

'Tis pride that pulls the country down, 

Then take thine auld Uoak ahoul thee> 
Some wine, ho ! 

Cos, Why, this is a more exquisite song than Uie 
other. 

logo. Will you hear it again ? 

Cas, No ; for I hold him to be unworthy of his 
place, that does those things. — Well, — Heaven’s 
above all ; and there be souls that must be saved, 
and diere be souls must not be saved. 

3 A little tnoro than enough. * Drink as much as you do. 

^ A worthy feUow. , ® Clown. 


/ago. It’s true, good lieutenant. 

Cas, For mine own part,— no offence to the 
general, or any man of quality, — 1 hope to be saved. 
logo. And so do 1 too, lieutenant. , 

Cas, Ay, but, by your leave, not before me; tlie 
lieutenant is to be saved before the ancient. Let’s 
have no more of this ; let’s to our affairs. — Forgive 
us our sins ! — Gentlemen, let’s look to our busi- 
ness. Do not think, gentlemen, I am drunk ; this 
is my ancient ; — this is my right hand, and this is 
my left hand : — I am not drmik now ; I can stand 
well enough, and speak well enough. 

All, Excellent well. * 

Cas, Why, very ^elJ, then ; you must not think 
then that I am drunk. [EAl, 

Mon, To the platform, masters ; come, let’s set 
the watch. 

lago. You see this fellow that is gone before ; •— 
He is a soldier, fit to stand by Csesar 
And give direction ; and do but see liis vice ; 

*Tis to his virtue a just equinox, 

The one as long as the otiier : pity of him. 

1 fear, the trust Othello puts him in, 

On some odd time of his infirmity 
Will shake this island. 

Mon, But is he often thus ? 

lago, *Tis evermore the prologue to his sleep : 
He’ll w'atch the horologe a double set 7, 

If drink rock not his cradle. 

Mon. It were well. 

The general were put in mind of it. 

Perhaps he sees it not; or his good nature 
Prizes the virtue that appears in Cassio, 

And looks not on liis evils : Is not this true ? 

Enter liooEaiGo. ^ 

Togo. How now, Roderigo? [Aside, 

I pray you, after the lieutenant ; go, 

^Exit Rodcrioo. 

Mon. And ’tis great pity, that the noble Moor 
Sliould hazard such a place, as his own second, 
With one of an ingraft * infirmity ; 

It were an honest action, to say 
So to the Moor, 

lago. Nt>t I, for this fair island : 

I do love Cassio well ; and would do much 
To cure him of this evil. But hark ! what noise ? 

[Cry within, — Help ! help ! 

Re-enter Cassio, driving m<Roj>ERioo. 

Cas, You rogue ! you rascal ! 

Mon, What’s the matter, lieutenant ? 

Cas, A knave ! — teach me my duty ! 

I’ll beat the knave into a twiggen o bottle. 

Rod. Beat me ! 

Cas, Dost thou prate, rogue? 

[Striking Rodkrigo. 
Mm, Nay, good lieutenant ; [Staying him, 
I pray you, sir, hold your hand. 

Cas, Let me go, sir. 

Or I’ll knock you o’er the mazzard. 

Mon, Come, come, you’re drunk. 

Cas, Drunk! [They fight, 

lago. Away, I say ! go out, and cry — a mutiny, 
[A^e to Rod. who goes out. 
Nay, good lieutenant, — alas, gentlemen,— 

Help, ho ! — Lieutenant, — sir, — Montatlo, — 
sir, — 

7 While the clock strikes two rounds, or four.and. twenty 
hours. » Rooted, settled. » A wicker’d bottle. 
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llelp» masters ! — Here’s a goodly watch, indeed ! 

[j&t*// rings. 

Who’s that that rings the bell ? The town will rise. 
Lieutenant, hold, you will be sham’d for ever. 

Enter Othello, and Aitendmvts. 

OUu What is the matter here ? 

Mon* 1 bleed still, 1 am hurt to the death ; he I 
dies. I 

0th* Hold, for your lives. I 

lago. Hold, hold, lieutenant, sir, Montano, — ' 
gentlemen, 

Have yoif forgot all sense of place and duty ? ! 

Hold, hold ! the general speak§f to you ; hold, for 
shame ! j 

0th* Why, how now, ho ! from whence ariseth j 
this? I 

Are we turn’d Turks ; and to ourselves do that, ! 
Which heaven hath forbid the Ottoinites ? 

Tor Christian shame, put by this barbarous brawl : 
He that stirs next to carve for his own rage, 

Holds his soul ligl# ; he dies upon his motion. — 
Silence that dreadful bell, it frights tlie isle 
J^Vom her propriety. — Wiiat is the matter, masters? 
Honest lago, that look’s! dead witli grieving. 

Speak, who began this ? on thy love, I cliarge thcc. 
logo* I do not know ; — friends all but now, 
even now', 

In quarter, and in terms : and then, but now, 

(As if some planet had unwitted men,) 

Swords out, and lilting one at other’s breast, 

In opposition bloody. I cannot speak 
Any beginning to Ibis peevish odds ; 

And ’would in action glorious I had lost 
These legs, that brought me to a part of it ! 

0th* How comes it, Michael, you are thus forgot? 
Cos* I pray you pardon me, I cannot speak. 

^ 0th* W’ortliy Montano, you w'ere wont bo civil; 
Hie gravity audAstillncss of your youth 
The world hath noted, and your name is great 
In mouths of wisest censure ; What’s the matter. 
That you unlace your rc]iutation thus, 

And spend your rich opinion, for the name 
Of a night brawler? give me answer to it. 

Mon* Worthy Othello, I am hurt to danger; 
Your officer, lago, can inform you — 

Wliiie 1 spare speech, which something now ofiends 
♦ me; — 

Of uU that I do know ; nor know I aught 
By me that’s sai3 or'* done amiss tliis night ; 

Unless self-charity be sometime a vice ; 

And to defend ourselves it be a sin, 

When violence assails us. 

0th* Now, by heaven, 

My blood begins my safer guides to rule ; 

passion, liaving my best judgment colUed *, 
Assays to lead the way ; If once 1 stir, 

Or do but lift this arm, the best of you 
Shall sink in my rebuke. Give me to know 
How this foul rout began, who set it on ; 

And he that is approv’d 2 in this oftence, 

Though he had twinn’d with me, both at a birtii, 
Shall lose me. — What ! in a town of war, 

Yet wild, the people’s hearts brimful of fear, 

To manage private and domestick quarrel. 

In night, and on the court and guard of safety ! 

*Tis monstitous. — lago, who began it ? 

‘ Mon* If iiartially afiiu’d '^, or leagu’d in oflRcc, 

‘ Darkened. * t'onvicted by proof. 

9 Hclated by nearness of office. 


OF VENICE. 891 

Thou dost deliver more or less tlian truth, 

Thou art no soldier. 

lago* I’ouch me not so near : 

I had rather have this tongue cut from my mouth. 
Than it should do offence to Michael Cassio ; 

Yet, I persuade myself, to speak the truth 
Shall nothing wrong him. — Thus it is, general. 
Montano and myself being in speech, 

There comes a fellow, crying out for help ; 

And Cassio following him with detennin’d sword. 
To execute upon him ; Sir, this gentleman 
Steps In to Cassio, and entreats his pausi' ; 

Myself the crying fellow did pursue, 

Lest, by his clamour, (as it so fell out,) 

The town might fall in fi ight : he, swift of foot, 
Outran my purpose ; and 1 return’d the rather 
For that 1 heard the clink and fall of swords, 

And Cassio high in oath ; which, till to-night, 

I ne’er might say before ; w'hen I came back, 

(For this was brief,) 1 found them close together, 
At blow, and tlirust ; even as again they were, 
When you yourself did part them. 

More of this matter can I not report : — 

But men are men ; the best sometimes forget : — 
Thou Cassio did some little wrong to him, — 

As men in rage strike those tliat wish them best ; — 
Yet, surely, Cassio, I believe, receiv’d, 

Froip him that fled, some strange indignity. 

Which patience could not pass. 

Olh* I know, lago, 

Thy honesty and love doth mince this matter, 
Making it light to Cassio : — Cassio, 1 love thee : 
But never more be officer of mine. — 

Enter Desdemona, attended* 

Look, if my gentle love be not rais’d up ; 

I’ll make thee an example. 

I)c$* What’s the matter, dear? 

0th* All’s well now, sweeting ; Come away to bed. 
Sir, for your hurts, 

Myself will be your surgeon : Lead him off. 

[ To Montano, who is led off* 
lago, look with care about the town ; 

And silence those whom this vile brawl distracted.—^ 
Come, Desdemona ; ’tis the soldier’s life, 

To have their balmy slumbers wak’d with strife. 

[Exeunt aU but I a go and Cassio. 
lago*. What, are you hurt, lieutenant ? 

Cos* Ay, past all surgery. 
lago* Marry, heaven forbid I 
Cas* Reputation, reputation, reputation! O, I 
have lost my reputation ! I have lost the immortal 
part, sir, of myself, and what remains is bestial. — 
My reputation, lago, my reputation. 

logo* As I am an honest man, I thought you liad 
received some bodily wound ; there is more offence 
in that, than in reputation. Reputation is an idle 
and most false imposition ; oft got wltliout merit, 
and lost without deserving : You have lost no repu- 
tation at all, unless you repute yourself such a loser. 
What, man ! there are ways to recover the general 
again: You arc but now cast in his moodS a 
punishment more in policy than in malice ; even 
so as one would beat bis offenceless dog, to affright 
an imperious lion : sue to him again, and he’s yours. 

Cas* I will rather sue to be despised, Uian to 
deceive so good a commander, with so sliglit, so 
drunken, and so indiscreet an officer. Drunk? and 
speak imrrot ? * and Sf[uabblc ? swagger ? swear ? and 
< Dismissed in hit anger. , ^ Talk idly 
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discourse fustian with one's own shadow? — Othou 
thou hast no mrS^'Xol^ 

iTyo'vrf^owed with your 
sword ? What had he done to you ? 

Cas» 1 know not. 

lago* Is it possible ? 

Ca$. I remember a mass of things, but nothing 
distinctly ; a quarrel, but nothing wherefore. — O, 
that men s]^oul(|,^p,q^ an enemy in their moutl^ to 
steal away their brains J’^Mr w*e sHioiild^ with jdy, 
revel, pleasure, aii'd" applause, transform ourselves 
into beasts! 

logo. Why, but you are now well enough : How 
came you thus recovered ? 

Ca«. It hath pleased the devil, drunkenness, to 
give place to the devil, wrath: one unperfectness 
shows me another, to make me frankly despise myself. 

logo* Come, you are too severe u moraler : As 
the time, die place, and the condition of this country 
stands, I could heartily wish this had not befallen ; 
but since it is as it is, mend it for your own good, 

Cos. 1 will ask him for my place again ; he shall 
tell me, f am a drunkard ! Had I as many mouths 
as Hydra, such an answer would stop them all. To 
lie now a sensible man, by and by a fool, and jirc- 
'.ently a beast ! O strange 1 — Every inordinate cup 
is unblessed, and tl)^ ingredient is n dev iT. ' ' ^ " 

fago- Come, come, good wihe is a good fimili^r 
creature, if it lie Well Claim no more 
against it. And,’ gootT lieutenant, I think, you 
tliink I love you. 

Cfls. I have well approved it, sir. *— I drunk ! 

lago. You, or any man living, may be drunk at 
some time, man. I’ll tell you what you shall do. 

. Our general’s wife is now die general ; — I may say 
so in this respect, for that he hath devoted and 
given up himself to the contemplation, mark, and 
denotement of her parts and graces : — confess 
yourself freely to her ; importune her ; she’ll help 
to put you in your place again : she is of so free, 
so kind, so apt, so blessed a disposition, that she 
holds it a vice in her goodness, not to do more 
than slie is requested ; This broken joint, between 
you and her husband, eptreat her to splinter ; and, 
my fortunes against any lay ^ worUi naming, this 
crack of your love shall grow stronger than it was 
before. 

Cas* You advise me well. 

logo. 1 protest in the sincerity of love, and honest 
kindness. 

Cos* I think it freely ; and, betimes in die morn> 
ing, 1 will beseech the virtuous Desdemona to un- 
dertake for me : 1 am desperate of my fortunes, if 
they check me here. 

logo* You are in the right. Good night, lieute- 
nant ; 1 must to tlie watch. 


known by, let us cultnee 
“v^arwas 


Cos. Good night, honest lago. [Exit Cassio. 
Jago, And what’s he then, that says, I play the 
villain ? 

When this advice is free, I give, and honest, , 
Probal to thinking, and (indeed) the course 
To win the Moor again ? For, *tis most easy 
The inclining Desdemona to subdue 
In any honest suit : she’s fram’d as fruitful ^ 

As the free elements. And then for her 

To win die Moor, — were’t to renounce his baptism, 

His soul is so enfetter’d to her love, 

That she may make, unmake, do what she list, 
With his weak function. How am I then* a villain. 
To counsel Cassio to this parallel 8 course. 

Directly to his good ? Divinity of hell I 
When devils with their blackest sins put on, 

They do suggest at first with heavenly sliows, 

As I do now : For while this honest fool 
Plies Desdemona to repair his fortunes. 

And she for him pleads strongly to the Moor> 

I’ll pour this pestilence into his ear, — 

That she repeals 9 him for her Icpe of him ? 

And, by how much she strives to do him good, 

She shall undo her credit with the Moor. 

So will 1 turn her virtue into pitch ; 

And out of her own goodness make the net, 

That shall enmesh them all, — How now, lloderigo ? 

Enter Roderigo. 

Rod. I do follow here in the chase, not like a 
hound that hunts, but one that fills up the cry. My 
money is almost spent ; I have been to-night ex- 
ceedingly well cudgelled ; and, I think, die issue 
will lx* — I shall have so much experience fqr my 
pains : and so, with no money at all, and a little 
more wit, return to Venice. * 

lago. How poor aie they, that have no pa- 
tience ! — 

Whia wound did ever heal, but b/^degrecs ? 
TlioiikiiowW ^’e work liy wit, artd not by witchcraft ; 
And wit depends on dilatory time. 

Does’t not go well ? Cassio hath beaten thee, 

And thou, liy that small hurt, hath cashier’d Cassio : 
Tliough other diings grow fair against the sun, 

Yet fruits, that blossom first, will first be ripe : 
Content thyself a while : ’tis almost morn : 
IMeasure, and action, make the hours seem short. — 
Retire thee ; go where thou art billeted : 

Away, I say j thou shall know,,inq|'e hereafter ; 
Nay, get thee gone. [ExU Rod.] Two things are 
to be done, — 

My wife must move fur Cassio to her mistress ; 

I’ll set her on ; 

Mysidf, the while, to draw the Moor apart, 

And bring him jump > when he may Cassio find 
Soliciting his wife : — Ay, that’s the way ; •• 

Dull not device by coldness and delay. [Exit. 


ACT III. 


SCENE I. the CnsUe. 

Enter Cassio, and some Musicians, 

Cas. Masters, play here, I will content your pains, 
Something that’s brief; and bid — good-morrow, 
general. [Afusick. 

« Bet or wager. 


Enter Clown. 

Clo, Masters, here’s money for you : and the gene- 
ral so likes your musick, that he desires you^of all 
loves, to make no more noise with it. 

1 Mus. Well, sir, we will not. 

? lAberal, bountiihl. ® F.ven. 

^ Recalls. ' Just at the time. 
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Ch> If you have any musick that may not lie 
heard, to't again : but, asl they say, to hear musick, 
the general does not greatly care. 

I ^us. We have none such, sir. 
do. Then put up your pipes in your bag, for 
111 away : Go \ vanish into air ; away. 

[^Exeunt Musicians. 

Cos, Dost thou hear, my honest friend ? 
do. No, I hear not your honest friend; I hear you. 
Cat. IVythec, keep up thy quillets.^ There’s a 
poor piece of gold for thee : if the gentlewoman 
that attends the generars wife be stirring, tell tier 
there’s owe Cassio entreats her a little favour of 
speech : Wilt tliou do this ? »# 

do. She is stirring, sir; if she will stir hither, I 
shall seem to notify unto her. [ExU, 

Enter Iago. 

Cas. Do, good my friend. — In happy time, Iago. 
laffo. You have not been a-bed then ? 

Ca$, Why, no ; the day had broke 
Before we parted. I have made bold, Iago, 

To send in to youi^wifc : My suit to her 
Is, tliat she will to virtuous Desdemona 
Procure me some access. 

la^o. 111 send her to you presently ; 

And 111 devise a mean to draw the Moor 
Out of the way, that your converse and business 
May be more free. {Exit, 

Cas. I humbly thank you for’t. I never knew 
A Florentine more kind and honest. 

Enter Emilia. 

Emil, Good-morrow, good lieutenant: I am sorry 
For your displeasure ; but all will stwn Im* well. 
The general, a,nd his wife, arc talking of it ; 

And she speaks for you stoutly : 'llie Moor replies. 
That he, you hurt, is of great fame in Cyprus, 

And great affinjty; and that, in wholesome wisdom, 
He might not but refuse you : but, he protests, he 
loves you ; 

And needs no other suitor, but his likings, 

To take the saf’st occasion by the front, 

To bring you in again. 

Cos, Yet, I beseech you, — 

If you think fit, or that it may be done, 

Give me advantage of some brief discourse 
With Desdemona alone. 

EmU, Pray you, come in ; 

I will bestow yiyi v*here you shall have time 
To speak your bosom freely. 

Cas, I am much bound to you. 

{Exeunt, 

SCENE II. — A Room in the Castle, 

Enter Othello, Iago, and Gentlemen. 

* 0th* These letters give, Iago, to the pilot ; 

And, by him, do ray duties to the state: 

That done, I will be walking on die works. 

Repair there to me. 

Iago, Well, my good lord, I’ll do’t. 

0th* This fortification, gentlemen, — sliall wesee’t? 
Gent* We’ll wait upon your lordship. {Exeunt, 

SCENE III. — Before the Castle, 

flnter Desdemona, Cassio, and Emilia. 

Des* Be thou assur’d, good Cassio, 1 will do 
All my abilities in thy behalf. 

s Kice dhtinctlona 
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Emil. Good madam, do; 1 know it grieves, my 
husband. 

As if the case were his. 

Des. O, that’s an honest fellow, — ^ Do not doubt, 
Cas&io, 

But I will have my lord and you again 
As friendly as you were. 

Cas, Bounteous madam, 

Whatever shall become of Michael Cassio, 

He’s never any thing but your true servant. i 
Des. O, sir, I thank you : You do love my lord ; 
You have knowii him long; and be you well 
assur’d, 

He shall in strangeness stand no fiirtlier off 
Than in a politick distance. 

Cas. Ay, but, lady. 

That policy may cither last so long, 

Or feed upon such nice and waterish diet. 

Or breed itself so out of circumstance, 

That, 1 l)cing absent, and my place supplied, 

My general will forget my love and service. 

Des, Do not doubt that ; before Emilia here, 

I give tliee warrant of thy place : assure tliec, 

If I do vow a friendship, I’ll perform it 
To the last article : my lord shall never rest ; 

I’ll watch him tame ^ and talk him out of patience; 
His bed shall seem a school, his board a shrift ; 

I’ll intermingle every thing he does > 

With Cassio’s suit : Therefore be merry, Cassio ; 

For thy solicitor shall rather die, 

’i'han give thy cause away* 

Enter Othello, and Iago, at a distance, 

Emil, Madam, here comes 

My lord. 

Cas. Madam, I’ll take my leave. 

Des. Why, stay, • 

And hear me speak. 

Cas. Madam, not now ; 1 am very ill at case, 
Unfit for mine own purposes. 

Des. Well, well, 

Do your discretion. [ErtT Cassio. 

Iago. Ha ! I like not that. 

0th, What dost thou say ? 

Iago, Nothing, my lord ; or if — I know not 
what. :* 

0th, Was not that Cassio, parted from my wife? 
Iago* Cassio, my lord ? No, sure, I cannot think it, 
That he would steal away so guilty>like, 

Seeing you coming. 

Otk, 1 do believe *twas he. 

Des. How now, my lord ? 

I have been talking with a suitor here, 

A man that languishes in your displeasure. 

0th, Who is’t, you mean ? 

Des, Why, your lieutenant Cassio. Good my 
lord, 

If I have any grace, or power to move you. 

His present reconciliation take ; 

For, if he be not one that truly loves you, 
lliat errs in ignorance, and not in cunning, ‘ 

I have no judgment in an honest face : 

I pr’ythee, call him back. 

0th, Went he hence now ? 

Des, Ay, sooth ; so humbled. 

That he liath left part of his grief with me ; 

1 suffer with him. Good love, call him back. 

0th* Not now» sweet Desdemona; some other 
time. 

s Hawks aie tamed by keeping them from sleep. 
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Dtt. But diall’t bo shortly ? 

0th* The sooner, sweet, for you. 

Des* Shall*t be to-night at supi^er ? 

0th* No, not to-niglit. 

Des* To-morrow dinner then ? 

0th* 1 shall not dine at home ; 

I meet the captains at the citadel. 

Des. Why then, to-morrow night; or Tuesday 
morn ; 

OfTuesday noon, or night ; or Wednesday morn ; — 
I pray tliee, name the time ; but let it not 
Exceed tliree days : in faith he's penitent ; 

And yet his trespass, in our common reason, 

(Save that, they say, the wars must make examples 
Out of their best*',) is not almost a fault 
To incur a private chock ; When shall he come? 
Tell me, Othello. I wonder in my soul, 

What you could ask mo, that I should deny, 

Or stand so mammering * on. What ! Michael 
Cassio, 

That came a wooing with you ; and many a time, 
When I have spoke of you clispraisingly. 

Hath ta’en your part ; to have so much to do 
To brii\g him in ! Trust me, I could do much. — 
0th* Pr’ythee, no more : let liim come when he 
will ; 

I will deny thee nothing. 

^ Des. Wliy this is not a boon ; 

'Tis as I should entreat you wear your gloves, 

Or feed on nourishing dishes, or keep you warm ; 
Or sue to you to d(||pecuUar profit 
To your own person : Nay, when I have a suit, 
Wherein I mean to touch your love indeed, 

It shall be full of poise ^ and difficulty, 

And fearful to be granted. 

0th. I will deny thee noUiing : 

Whereon, I do beseech thee, grant me this, 

To leave me but a little to myself. 

Des. Shall I deny you? no: Farewell, my lord. 
0th. Farewell, my Desdemona: I will come to 
thee straight. 

Des. Emilia, come : — Be it as your fancies teach 
you ; 

Whate’er you be, I am obedient. 

{Eidty with Emilia. 
0th. Excellent wretch ! Perdition catch my soul, 
But I do love thee ! and when 1 love thee not, 
Chaos is come again. 
logo. My noble lord, - 
Olh. What dost thou say, lago ? 

la^o. Did Michael Cassio, when you woo’d my 
lady, 

Know of your love ? 

Oth. He did, from first to last : Why dost thou 
ask ? 

lago. But for a satisfaction of my thought ; 

No further harm. 

Oth. Why of thy thought, lago? 

logo. I did not think, be had been acquainted 
with her. 

Oth. O, yea ; and went between us very oft. 
logo. Indeed? 

Oth. Indeed ! ay, indeed ; — Discern'st Uiou aught 
in that ? 

Is he not honest ? 

Jago, Honest, my lord ? 

Oth. Ay, honest. 

logo* My lord, for anght I know. 

Oth. What dost thou think ? 

4 Best men. ^ Hesitating. « Weight. 


logo. Tliink, my lord? 

Oth. Think, my lord ! 

By heaven, he echoes me, 

As if there were some monster in his thought 
Too hideous to be shown. — Tliou dost mean some- 
thing : 

I heard thee say but now, — Thou lik’dst not that, 
When Ciissio left my wife ; What didst not like? 

And, when I told thee — he was of my counsel 
In my whole course of wooing, thou cry’dst, /n- 
(lecd 9 

And didst contract and purse thy brow together, 

As if thou then hadst shut up in tliy brain 
Some horrible con# jit : If thou dost love me, 

Show me thy lliought. 

lago. My lord, you know I love you. 

Oth. I think thou dost : 

And, — for I know thou art full of love and honesty, 
And weigh’st thy words before thou giv’st tliem 
breath, — ^ 

Tlicrcfore these stops of thine fright me the more : 

For such things, in a false disl<^yal knave, 

Arc tricks of custom ; but, in a man that's just, 

They are close denotements, working from the heart, 
That passion cannot rule. 

Togo. For Michael Cassio, — 

I dare he sworn, I think that he is honest. 

Olh. I tliink so too. 

lago. Men should be what they seem ; 

Or, those that be not, 'would they might seem none! ’ 
Olh. Certain, men should be what they seem. 
lago. Why then, 

I think that Cassio is an honest man. 

Oth. Nay, yet there’s more in this ; 

I pray thee, speak to me as to thy thinkings, 

As tliou dost ruminate; and givr thy worst of 
thoughts 

The worst of words. 

lago. Good my lor/l, pardon me ; 

Though I am bound to every act of duty, 

I am not bound to that all slaves arc free to. 

Utter iny thoughts? Why, say, they are vile and 
false, — • 

As where's that palace, whereinto foul things 
Sometimes intrude not ? Wlio has a breast so pure, 
But some uncleanly apprehensions 
Keep leets 7, and law-days, and in session sit 
W’^ith meditations lawful ? 

Olh. Thou dost conspire against thy friend, lago, 

If thou but think’st him VVrolig'd, and mak’st 
his ear 

A stranger to thy thoughts. 

lago* I do beseech you, — 

Though I, perchance, am vicious in my guess, 

As, I confess, it is^my nature’s plague 
To spy into abuses ; and, oft, my jealousy 
Shapes faults that are not, — I entreat you then, ^ 
From one tliat so imperfectly conjects 
You take no notice ; nor build yourself a trouble 
Out of his si!attering and unsure observance : 

It were not for your quiet, nor your good, 

Nor for my manhood, honesty, or wisdom, 

To let you know my thoughts. 

Olh* What dost thou mean ? 

lago* Good name, in man, and woman, dear my 
lord. 

Is the immediate jewel of their souls ; I 

WIk) steals my purse, steals trash ; *tis somelhing,yj 
nothing ; . / [ 

7 Courts of enquiry. » Conjectures. \ 
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’Twas mine, 'tis his^ and han boen slave to thoii> 
sands ; 

But he that filches from me my good name, 

Robs, .me of that, which not enriches him, 

And makes me poor indeed. 

Qth» By heaven, I’ll know thy thought. 

Tago. You cannot, if my heart were in your hand ; 
Nor shall not, whilst ’tis in my custody. 

OLh^ Ha ! 

logo. O, beware, my lord, of jealousy ; 

It is the green-ey’d monster, which doth mock 
The meat it feeds on : That cuckold lives in bliss, 
Who, certain of his fate, loves not his wronger ; 

But, O, wliat dreadful minutefftells he o’er. 

Who dotes, yet doubts ; suspects, yet strongly loves ! 
(Hh> O misery ! | 

Tago» Poor, and content, is rich, and rich enough, 
But riches, fineless 9, is as poor as winter. 

To him tliat ever fears he shall be poor : — 

Good ,)ieaven, the souls of all my tribe defend 
From jealousy, 

0th, "'^y ** ’ 

Think’st thou, I’d make a life of Jealousy, 

To follow still the changes of the moon 

With fresh suspicions ? No : to be once in doubt. 

Is — once to be resolv’d : Exchange me for a goat, 
When I shall turn the business of my soul 
To such exsufflicate and blown surmises, 

Matching thy inference. ’Tis not to make me 
jcmlous. 

To say, — my wife is fair, feeds well, loves com- 
pany, 

Is free of speech, sings, plays, and dances well ; 
Where virtue is, these are more virtuous : 

Nor from mine own weak merits will I draw 
The smallestffear, or doubt of her revolt ; 

For she had eyes, and chose mo ; No, lago ; 

I’ll see, before I doubt ; when I doubt, prove ; 
And, on the proof, there is no more but this, — 
Away at ifnce with love, or Jealousy. 

lago. I am glad of this, for now I shall liave 
reason 

To show the love and duty that 1 bear you 
* With franker spirit: therefore, as 1 am bound, 
Receive it from me — I speak not yet of iiroof. 
Look to your wife : observe her well with Cassio; 
Wear your eye — thus, not Jealous, nor secure : 

I would not have your free and noble nature, 

Out of self-bounty, be abus’d ; look to’t : 

I know our coftntfy disposition well ; 

In Venice, they do let heaven see the pranks 
They dare not show their husbands j their best con- 
science 

Is — not to Ie%Yft.u,ndone, but keep unknown. 

0th* thou say so? 

lago. She did deceive her father, marrying you ; 
And when she seem’d to shake, and fear your looks. 
She lov’d them most. 

0th, And so she did. 

logo. Why, go to, then. 

She that, so young, could give out such a seeming. 
To seel * her father’s eyes up close as oak, — 

He thought ’twaa witchcraft : — Bjiit I am much to 
blame ; 

I humbly do beseech you of your pardon. 

For too much loving you. 

Oih, I am bound to thee for ever* 

® Endless, unbounded. 

1 An expresi^ion hrom falconry : to seel a hawk is to sew up 
his eye-lida 


logo. I see this hath a little dash’d your spirits. 
0th, Not a jot, not a jot. 

lago. Trust me, 1 fear it has. 

I hope, you will consider, what is spoke 
Comes from my love ; — But, 1 do see, you are 
mov’d : — 

I am to pray you, not to strain my sjiccch 
To grosser issues % nor to larger reach, 

Tlian to suspicion. 

0th, I will not. <» 

lago. Should you do so, my lord, 

My speech should fall into such vile success 
As my thoughts aim not at. Cassio’s my worthy 
friend : 

My lord, I sec you arc mov’d. 

0th, No, not much mov’d : — 

I do not think but Desdemona’s honest. 

lago. Long live she so ! and long live you to 
think so ! 

0th, And yet, how' nature, erring from itself, — 
lago. Ay, there’s the point : — As, — to be bold 
with you, — 

Not to affect many proposed matches, 

Of her own clime, complexion, and degre/; ; 
Whereto, we see, in all things nature tends ; 

But, pardon me : 1 do not, in position. 

Distinctly speak of her : though I may fear, 

Her will, recoiling to her better judgment, » 

May fall to match you with her country forms, * 
And (happily) repent. 

0th, Farewell, farewell : 

If more thou dost perceive, Il?t me know more ; 

Set on thy wife to observe : Leave me, lago. 
lago, IVIy lord, 1 take my leave. [Going, 

0th, Why did I marry ? — This honest creature, 
doubtless, 

Secs and knows more, much more, than he unfolds.. 
lago. My lord, I would, I might entreat your- 
honour 

To scan this thing no further ; leave it to time : 
And though it be fit that Cassio have liis place, 
(For, sure, he fills it up with great ability,) 

Yet, if you please to Iiold him off a while. 

You shall by that ])erceive him and his means : 
Note, if your lady strain his entertainment 3 
With any strong or vehement importunity ; 

Much will l)e seen in that. In the mean time, 

I..et me be thought too busy in my fears, 

(As worthy cause I liave, to fear — Lam,) 

And hold her free, 1 do beseech your honour. 

0th, Fear not my government. 

lago, I once more take my leave. [Ejrit, 

0th, This fellow’s of exceeding honesty, 

And know's all qualities, wdth a learned spirit, 

Of human dealings : If I do prove her haggard 4, 
Though that her jesses ^ were my dear hem-t-strings, 
I’d whistle her off, and let her down the w ind, 

To prey at fortune. Haply, for I am black ; 

And have not those soft parts of conversation 
Tliat chamberers have ; ■— Or, for I am declin'd 
Into the vale of years ; — yet that’s not much j 
She’s gone ; I am abus’d ; and my relief 
Must be — to loath her. O curse of marriage, 
That we can call these delicate creatures ours. 

And not tlieir appetites ! I had rather be a toad, 
And live upon the vapour of a dungeon, 

* Conclusions. 

3 Press hard his re-admission to Ids office. 

< A species of hawk, also a term of reproach applied to a 
wanton. 

3 Straps of leather by which a.haw:k is held on the fist 
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Than keep a corner in t!>e thing 1 love. 

For Others’ uses. Yet, ’tis the plague of great ones; 
I^rogativ’cl are they, less than tlie base ; 

’Tis destiny uiishunnable, like deatlu 
But Desdemona comes ! if she be false, 

Enter Dxsdsmona and Emilia. 

O, then heaven mocks itself ! — I’ll not believe it. 

JDes* How now, my dear Othello ? 

Yoir dinner, and the generous islanders 
By you invited, do attend your presence. 

Olh* I am to blame. 

Why is your speech so faint ? are you not 
well? 

0th, I have a pain upon my forehead here. 

Ees. Why that’s with watching; ’twill away 
again, 

Let me but bind it hard, within tliis hour 
It will be well. 

0th, Your napkin is too little ; 

[ife puts the UantUcerchief from himi and U 
drops. 

Let it alone. Come, I’ll go in witli you. 

Des, I^am very sorry that you are not well. 

l^Exeunt Oth. and Des. 
Emil. I am glad I have fbund this napkin ; 

This was her first remembrance from tlie Moor ; 

Ily wayward husband hath a hundred times 
Woo’d me to steal it ; but she so loves the token, 
(For he conjur’d her, she would ever keep it,) 

That she reserves it ever more about her, ! 

To kiss and talk to. I’ll have the work ta’cn out, 
And give it logo : 

What he’ll do with it, heaven knows, not I ; 

I nothing, but to please his fantasy. 

, Enter Iago. 

• Iago. How now ! what do you here alone ? 

Emil, Do not you chide; I have a thing for you. 
Iago. A thing for me ? — it is a common thing. 
EmU, Ha! 

Iago, To have a foolish wife. 

Emil. O, is that all ? What will you give me now 
For that same handkerchief? 

Jago, What handkerchief? 

EmU, What handkerchief? 

Why, that the Moor first gave to Desdemona ; 

That which so often you did bid me steal. 
logo. Hast stolen it from her ? 

EmU, No, faith ; she let it drop by negligence ; 
And to tlie advantage, I, being here, took’t up. 
Look, here it is. 

logo. A good wench ; give it me. 

EmU, What will you do with it, that you have 
been so earnest 
To have me filch it? 

logo, * Why, what’s that to you ? 

[Snatching U, 

EmU, If it be not for some purpose of import. 
Give it me again ; Poor lady ! she’ll run mad. 
When she shall lack it. 

logo. Be not you known of ’t ; I have use for it. 
Go, leave me. Emilia. 

I will in Cassio’s lodging lose this napkin. 

And let him find it ; Trifles, light as air, 

Are, to the jealous, confirmations strong 
As proofs of holy writ. This may do TOmething. 
The Moor already changes with my poison : — 
Dangerous conceits are, in their natures, poisons, 
Which, at the first, are scarce found to distaste; 


But, with a little act upon the blood. 

Bum like tlie mines of sulphur. — I did say so ; — 

Enter Othello. 

Look, where he comes ! Not poppy, nor mandra- 
gora 

Nor all tlie drowsy syrups of the world, 

Shall ever medicine thee to that sweet sleep 
Which diou ow’dst7 yesterday. 

Olfi, ' Ha ! ha ! false to me ? 

To me? 

logo. Why, how now, general? no more of that. 
Oth, Avaunt ! be gone ! thou hast set flic on the 
rack; • 

I swear, *tis better to be much abus’d, 

Than but to know’t a little. 

logo. How now, my lord ? 

Oth, What sense had I of her stolen hours of 
guilt? 

I saw it not, tliought it not, it harm’d not mp : 

I slept the next night well, was free and merry ; 

I found not Cassio’s kisses on he^ lips : 

He that is robb’d, not wanting what is stolen, 

Let him not know it, and he’s not robb’d at all. 

I had been happy had 1 nothing known. 

Iago, I am sorry to hear this. 

O now, for ever, 

Farewell the tranquil mind ! farewell content ! 
Farewell the plumed troop, and the big wars, 

I That make ambition virtue ! O, farewell ! 

Farewell the neighing steed, and the shrill trump, 
The spirit-stirring drum, the ear-piercing fife, 

The royal baniaer ; and all quality, 

Pride, pomp, and circumstance of glorious war ! 
And O you mortal engines, whose rude throats 
The immortal Jove’s dread clamours rounU*rfeit, 
Farewell I Othello’s occupation’s gone I 

iago. Is it possible ? — My lord, 

Oth. Villain, be sure thou prove mf^loye a whore; 
Be sure of it ; give me the ocular proof f 

[7'aking him hy the Throat. 
Or, by the worth of mine eternal soul, 

Thou hadst been better have been born a dog, 

Than answer my wak’d wrath. 

Is it come to this? 
Oth. Make me to sec it; or (at the least) so 
prove it, 

That the probation bear no hinge, nor loop. 

To hang a doubt on ; or, woe upon thy life ! 

Iago. My noble lord, * ^ 

Oth. If thou dost slander her, and torture me, 
Never pray more ; abandon all remorse. 

On horror’s head horrors accumulate ; 

Do deeds to make heaven weep, all earth amaz’d. 
For nothing can’st thou to damnation add, 

Greater than that. - 

Iago, O grace ! O heaven defend me ! 

Are you a man ? have you a soul, or sense ? — 

God be wi’ you ; take mine office. — O wretched 
fool, . 

That liv’st to make thine honesty a vice 1 — 

0 monstrous world ! Take note, take note, O world. 
To be direct and. honest, is not safe. — 

1 thank you for tihis profit ; and, from hence, 

I’ll love no friend, since love breeds such offence. 

Oth, Nay, stay ; — Thou shouldst be honest. 
Iago, I should be wise ; for honesty’s a foolj 
And loses that it works for. 

« Themandrake hat a iC^ilok quality. 

7 FotiMMdit. 



THE MOOR OF VENICE. 


*97 


Sqpne III. 

Oih, By the world, 

1 think my wife be honest, and think she is not. 

I think that thou art just, and Uiink tliou art not ; 
JUl have some proof: Her name, that was as fresh 
As Dianas visage, is now begrimed and black 
As mine own face. — If there be cords, or knives, 
Poison, or fire, or sufiTocating streams, 

I’ll not endure it. — Would, I were satisficjl ! 

Togo, 1 see, sir, you are eaten up witli p%juion : 

I do repent me, that I put it to you. 

You would be satisfied ? 

Olh, Would? nay, I will, 

/((go. Apd may; But, hdw? how satisfied, my lord? 
Would you, the supervisor, set #their crime? 

0th. Death and damnation ! O ! 

logo. It were a tedious difficulty, I think, 

To bring them to that jirospect : Damn them then. 
If ever mortal eyes do see their guilt, 

More than their own ! What then ? How then ? 
What sliall I say ? Where’s satisfaction? 

It is iidpossiblc you should see this. 

Impossible, though tliey were fools as gross 
As ignorance madt! drunk. But jet, I say, 

If imputation, and strong circumstances. 

Which lead directly to the door of trutli, 

Will give you satisfaction, you may have it. 

Oik. Give me a living® reason she’s disloyal. 
lago. 1 do not like Uie office : 

But, sith I am enter’d in this cause so far, — 
Prick’d to it by foolish honesty and love, — 

I will go on. I lay with Cassio lately ; 

And, being troubled with a raging tootli, 

I could not sleep. 

There are a kind of men so loose of soul, 

Tliat in their sleeps will mutter tlieir afiairs ; 

One of tins kiij|d is Cassio : 

In sleep I heard iiim say, — Sweet Desdemona, 

Let us be wary^ let us hide our loves ; 

And then, sir, \^ould he wring my hand and cry, 

0 cursed fate / tluU gave thee to the Moor J 
0th. O monstrous ! monstrous ! 
logo. Nay, this was but his dream. 

0th* But this denoted a foregone conclusion ; 
•Tis a shrewd doubt, though it he but a dream. 

Jago. And this may help to thicken other proofs, 
That do demonstrate thinly. 

0th. 1*11 teai' her all to pieces. 

logo Nay, but be wise ; yet we see nothing done; 
She may be honest yet. Tell me but this, — 

Have you not srenejimes seen a handkerchief, 
Spotted with strawberries, in your wife’s hand ? 
0th. I gave her such a one ; ’twas my first gift. 
logo. I know not that : but such a handkerchief, 
(I am sure it was your wife’s,) did I to-day 
See Cassio wipe his beard with. 

0th. If it be that, — 

* logo* If it be that, or any that was hers, 

It speaks against her with the other proofs. 

^h. O, that the slave had forty thousand lives ; 
One is too poor,too weak for my revenge ! 

Now do 1 see ’tis true. — Look here, lago; 

^ All my fond love thus I do blow to heaven ; 

* ’Tis gone. — 

. Arise, black vengeance, from thy hollow cell ! 
’Yield up, O love, thy crown, and hearted throne 

f o tyrannous bate! swell, bosom, with thy fraught *, 
or Vf s of aspiok’s tongues ! 

f ^akln«, manifest 

? S** 00 whlchthou wait enthroned. 

* Freight, toad. 


/ergo. Pray, be content. 

0th. O, blood, lago, blood * 

Jago. Patience, I say ; your mind, perliaps, may 
change. 

0/h. Never, lago. Like to the Pontick sea, 
Whose icy current and compulsive course 
Ne’er feels retiring ebb, but keeps due on 
To the Propontick, and the Hellespont ; 

Even so my bloody thoughts, witli violent pace, 

Shall ne’er look back, ne’er ebb to humble lovJ, 

Till that a capable^ and wide revenge 

Swallow them up. — Now, by yond’ marble heaven. 

In the due reverence of a sacred vow [Alneelt. 

I here engage my words. 

/ago. Do not rise yet, — [iTncefo. 

Witness, you ever-burning lights abave ! 

You elements that clip ^ us round about I 
Witness, tliat here lago doth give up 
The execution of his wit, hands, heart, 

To wrong’d Othello’s service ! let him command, 
And to obey shall be in me remorse'*. 

What bloody work soever, 

0th. I greet thy love, 

Not with vain thanks, but with acceptai^e boun- 
teous. 

And will upon tlie instant put tliee to’t ; 

Within these tliree days let me hear thee say, 

That Cassio’s not alive. * 

lago. My friend is dead ; ’tis done, at your ' 
request j 
But let her live, 

Oih. Damn her, lewd minx ! O, damn her! 
Come, go with me apart ; I will withdraw, 

To furnish me with some swift means of death 
For the fair devil. Now art thou my lieutenant. 
Jago. I am your own for ever. [Lxeunt. 

SCENE IV. — The same. 

Enter Desdfmona, Emiexa, and Clown. 

Des. Do you know where lieutenant Cassio 
lodges? 

Clo. I know not where he lodges. 

Des. Can you enquire him out, and be edified 
by report? 

Clo. I will catechise the woild for him; tliat is, 
make questions, and by them answer. 

Des. Seek him, bid him come hither ; tell him 
I have moved my lord in his behalf, and hope, all 
will be well. 

Clo. To do this, is within the compass of man’s 
wit ; and therefore I will attempt the doing it. 

{Exit. 

Des. Where should 1 lose that handkerchief, 
Emilia ? 

Emil. 1 know not, madam. 

Des. Believe me, 1 had rather have lost my purse 
Full of cruzadoes. * And, but my noble Moor 
Is true of mind, and made of no such baseness 
As jealous creatures are, it were enougli 
To put him to ill-thinking. 

EmU. Is he not jealous? 

Des. Who, he ? I think, the sun, where he was 
born, 

Drew all such humours from him. 

Emil. Look, where he comqs* 

Des. I will not leave him now, till Cassio 
Bo call’d to him. — How is’t with you, my lord? 

8 Capacious ® Embrace. 

4 Not of malice to others, but of tendemesi for him. 

* A Portuguese coin. 
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Enter OxniLr.o. 

0th* Well, my ^ood lady ; — [Aside.} O, hard- 
ness to diss^ble ! 

How do you, Dasdemona? i 

Des* Well, my good lord. 

0th. Give me your hand : This hand is moist, 
my lady* 

Des* It yet has felt no age, nor known no sorrow. 
0th. *Tis a good hand, a frank one. 

Bes. You may indeed say so ; 

For *twa8 that hand that gave away my heart. 

0th. A liberal hand; The hearts, of old, gave 
hands ; 

But our new heraldry is — hands, not hearts. 

Dee. I cannot speak of this. Come now, your 
promise. 

0th. What promise, chuck ? 

Des. 1 have sent to bid Cassio come speak with 
you. 

Olh. I have a salt and sullen rheum offends me ; 
Lend me thy handkerchief. 

Des. Here, my lord* 

0th. That which I gave you. 

Des. I have it not about me. 

0th. Not? 

Des. No, indeed, my lord. 

0th. That is a fault: i 

‘ Tliat handkerchief | 

* Hid an Egyptian to my mother give ; 

She was a cliarmer?, and could almost read 
Ulic thoughts of people : she told her, while she 
' kept it, 

‘Twould make her amiable, and subdue my father 
Entirely to her love j but if she lost it, 

Or made a gift of it, my father’s eye 
Should hold her loathly, and his spirits should hunt 
■ After new fancies ; She, dying, gave it me j 
‘ And bid me, when my fate would have me wive. 

To give it her. I did so : and take heed of ’t, 
Make it a darling like your precious eye ; 

To lose or give’t away, were such perdition. 

As nothing else could match. 

Des. Is it possible ? 

0th. ’Tis true : there’s magic in the web of it : 

A sibyl, that had number’d in the world 
The sun to make two hundred compasses, 

In her prophetick fury sew’d the work ; 

The worms were hallow’d that did breed the silk ; 
And it was died in mummy, which the skilful 
Conserv’d of maidens’ hearts. 

Des. Indeed ! is’t true ? 

0th. Most veritable ; therefore look to’t well. 
Des. Then ’would to heaven, that I had never 
seen it. 

OtA. Ha! wherefore? 

Des. Why do you speak so startingly and rash?8 
0th. Is’t lost ? is’t gone ? speak, is it out of the 
* way? 

Des* Heaven bless us ! 

0th. Say you? 

Des. It is not lost ; But what an if it were ? 

0th. Hal 

Des* I say, it is not lost. 

0th. Fetch*t, let me see it. 

Des. Why, so I can, sir, but I will not now j 
This is a tric^ to put me ftom my suit i 
1 pray, let Cassio be receiv’d again. 

0th. Fetch me that handkerdiief : my mind mis* 
gives. 

t Enchantresi. * VehsmenUy, violently. 


Des, Come, come ; 

You’ll never meet a more sufficient man. 

Olh. The handkerchief, ~— 

Des. I pray, talk me of Cassio. 

0th. The handkerchief, 

Des. A man that, all his time, 

Hath founded his good fortune on your love ; 

Shar’d dangers with you ; — — 

Oth.% The handkerchief, — 

Des. In sooth, 

You are to blame. 

0th. Away ! [Exit Othbllo. 

Emil. Is not tliis mati jealous ? 

Des. I ne’er saw < his before. 

Sure, there’s some wonder in this handkerchief: 

I am most unhappy in tlie loss of it. 

Emil. *Tis not a year or two shows us a man ; 
But look you ! Cassio, and my husband, come. 

Erdcr Iago and Cassio. 

lago. There is no other way ; ’tis she must do’t ; 
And, lo, the happiness! go, andimpdrtune her. 
Des. How now? good Cassio? what’s the news 
with you ? 

Cos. Madam, my former suit ; I do beseech you, 
That, by your virtuous means, I may again 
Exist, and be a member of his love, 

Whom I, with all the duty of my heart. 

Entirely honour ; 1 would not be delay’d : 

If my offence be of such mortal kind, 

That neither service past, nor present sorrows, 

Nor purpos’d merit in futurity. 

Can ransome me into his love again, 

But to know so must be my benefit ; 

So shall I clothe me in a forc’d content, 

And shut myself up in some other course, 

To fortune’s alms. 

Des. Alas I tlirice gentle Cassio, 

My advocation is not now in tune i, 

My lord is not my lord ; nor should I know him, 
Were he in favour 9 as in humour alter’d. 

So help me, every spirit sanctified, 

As 1 have spoken for you all my best ; 

And stood within the blank of his displeasure k 
For my free speech ! You must a while be patient: 
What I can do, I will ; and more 1 will, 

Than for myself I dare : let that suffice you. 

Iago. Is my lord angry ? 

Emil. He went hence but now, 

And, certainly, in strange unquiet *esB. 

Iago. Can he be angry ? I have seen the cannon, 
When it hath blown his ranks into the air ; 

And, like the devil, from his very arm 
Puflf’d his own brother ; — And can he be angry ? 
Something of moment, then r 1 will go meet him ; 
There’s matter in’t indeed, if he be angry. 

Des. I pr’ythce do so. •*- Something, sure 3f 
state, — [Eext I ago. 

Either from Venice ; or some unhateh’d practice 
Made demonstrable here in Cypniis to him, — - 
Hath puddled his clear spirit : and, in such cases, 
Meh’s natures wrangle with inferior things, 

Though great ones are their object. ’Tis even^o ; 
For let our finger ache, and it endues * 

Our other healthful members ev*n to that sense 
Of pain : Nay, we must think, men are not gods ; 
Nor of them look for such observances , ' 

As fit the bridal. 8 Beshrew me much, Emilia, ^ 

9 In counteniuwc. ^ Within the tlwt atids anger. 

3 Treason. ’ The nuptial feast 
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THE MOOR 

I was (unhandsome warrior as I am) 

Arraigning his unkindness with xny soul ; 

But now 1 find, I had suborn’d the witness, 

And he’s indited falsely. 

iimU* Pray heaven, it be state matters, as you think ; 
And no conception, nor no jealous toy, 

Concerning you, 

Ves, Alas, the day ! 1 never gave him cause. 
Emil* But jealous souls will not be answer’d so; 
They are not ever jealous for the cause, 

But jealous for they are jealous : ’tis a monster, 
Begot upon itself, born on itself. 
jt>e$* «Heaven keep that monster from Otliello’s 
mind ! 9 

Emil* Lady, amen. 

Ee$* I will go seek liim. — Cassio walk here- 
about : 

If I do find him fit, I’ll move your suit, 

And seek to elFect it to my uttermost. 

Cas* I humbly thank your ladyship. 

* {^Exeunt Desdemona and Emilia, 

• Enter Bianca. 

Bian* Save you, friend Cassio ! 

Cas* What make you from home ? 

How is it with you, my most fair Bianca ? 

I ’faith, sweet love, I was coming to your house. 

Bian* And 1 was going to your lodging, Cassio. 
What ! keep a week away ! seven days and nights ? 
Eight score eight hours ? and lovers’ absent hours, 
More tedious than tlie dial eight score times ? 

O weary reckoning ! 

Cas* Pardon me, Bianca ; 


ACT 

' ' SCENE I. — The same. 

Enter Othello and Iago. 
logo. Will you think so ? 

0th* Think so, Iago ? 

Iago* But if I give my wife a handkerchief, 

0th* What then ? 

Iago* Why then *tis hers, my lord ; and, being 
hers, 

may, I think, bestow’t on any man. 

0th* She is urotectress of her honour too ; 

May she give mat? 

Jago* Her honour is an essence that’s not seen ; 
They have it very oft, that have it not : 

But, for the handkerchief, — 

0th* By heaven would most gladly have forgot 
it: — ' 

Thou said’st, — O, it comes o’er my memory, 

As doth the raven o’er the infected house, 

Boding to alH •— he had my handkerchi^. 

Iago* Ay, what of tliat ? 

0th* That’s not so good, now* 

Iago* What, if I had said, I had seen him do you 
wrong ? 

Or heard him say, — As knaves be such abroad. 
Who having, by their own importunate suit, 

Or volunta^ dotage of some mistress, 

Convinced or supplied^ them, cannot choose 
But ihey must blab — 

* The raven was thought to be a constant attendant on a 
Iwnise itHteoted with die pugae. 

’ Old fpelUng of lupplecl, i. e, softened. 
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1 have this while witli leaden thoughts been press’d ; 
But I shall, in a more continuate time ^ 

Strike off' this score of absence* Sweet Bianca, 

[Givifigher Dksdemona’s Handkerchitf* 
Take mo this work out. 7 
Bian. O, Cassio, whence came this ? 

This is some token from a newer friend. 

To the felt absence now 1 feel a cause : 

Is it come to this ? Well, well. 

Cas* Woman, go'io ! 

Throw your vile guesses in tlie devil’s teeth, 

From whence you have them. You are jealous now, 
That tills is from some mistress, some remembrance ; 
No, in good troth, Bianca. 

Bian* Why, whose is it ? 

Cas. I know not, sweet: I found it in my cliamber. 
I like the work well ; ere it be demanded, 

(As like enough, it will,) I’d have it copied : 

Take it, and do’t ; and leave me for tins time. 

Bian* Leave you ! wherefore ? 

Cas. I do attend here on the general ; 

And think it no addition, nor my wish, 

To have him see me woman ’d. 

Bian. Why, I >pray you « 

Cas* Not that I love you not. 

Bian* But that you do not love me* 

I pray you, bring me on the way a little ; 

And say, if I shall see you soon again. ' 

Cas* ’Tis but a little way, that I can bring you,' 
For I attend here ; but I’ll see you soon. 

Bmi. ’Tis very good ; I must be circumstanc’d. 

[Exeunt* 


IV. 


Otk, Hath he said any thing 

Iago, He hath, my lord ; but be you well assur’d, 
No more than he’ll unswear. 

0th. What hath he said? 

logo. ’Faith, that he did, — I know not what he 
did. 

0th* What ? what ? -lu confessions, •— handker.* 
chief. — I tremble at iU Nature would not invest 
herself in such shadowing passion, without some in- 
struction. It is not words, that shake me tlius : — - 
Is it possible ? — Confess ! — Handkerchief! — O, 
devil ! — [FaUs in a Trance, 

logo* Work on. 

My medicine, work ! Thus credulous fools ere 
caught ; 

And many worthy and chaste dames, even thus, 

All guiltless meet reproach. — What, ho ! my lord 

Enter Cassio. 

My lord, I say ! Othello ! — How now, Cassio ? 
Cas* What is the matter ? 
logo* My lord is fallen into an epilepsy ; 

This is his second fit ; he had one yester^y 
Cas* Rub him about the temples. 

Iago* No, forbaar % 

The lethargy must have his quiet course : 

If not, he foams at mouth ; and, by and by, 

Breaks out to savage madness. Look, he srirs^ 

« Time lesf interrupted ... ... 

7 The meaning is, not pick out the work, but copy thM 
work in another nandkerenief. 

3 M 2. 
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Do yon withdraw yourself a little while, 

He will recover straight ; when he is gone, 

I would on great occasion speak with you. — - 

[Ejdt Cassio. 

How is it, general? have you not hurt your head? 
Otk* Dost thou mock me? 
logo* I mock you ! no, by heaven : 

’Would you would bear your fortunes like a man. 
Otk* A horned man's a monster, and a beast. 
la^o. There's many a beast thenin apopulous city. 
And many a civil monster. 

0th, Did he confess it? 
lago* Good sir, be a man. 

This is the spite of hell. But let me know ; 

And, knowing what I am, I know what she shall be. 
0th, O, thou art wise ; ’tis certain. 

Xago, Stand you awhile apart; 

Confine yourself but in a patient list. ^ 

Whilst you were here, ere while mad with your grief, 
(A passion most unsuiting such a man,) 

Cassio came hither : I shifted him away, 

And laid good *scuse upon your ecstasy ; 

Bade him anon return, and here speak with me ; 
Die which he promis’d. Do but encave^ yourself. 
And mark the fleers, tlic gibes, and notable scorns. 
That dwell in every region of his fiice ; 

For I will make him tell the tale anew, — 

And say when he’s again to meet your wife ; 

I say, but mark his gesture. Marry, patience ; 

Or I shall say, you are all in all in spleen, 

>And nothing of a man. 

^ ^Otii, Dost thou hear, lago? 

I will be found most cunning in my patience ; 

But (dost thou hear?) most bloody. ' 

Jago, That’s not amiss ; 

But yet keep time in all. Will you withdraw ? 

• [Othello withdraws, 

*Kow will I question Cassio of Bianca, 

A housewife, that, by selling her desires, 

Buys herself bread and clothes : it is a creature, 
That dotes on Cassio, — as ’tis tlie strumpet^s plague, 
To beguile many, and be beguil’d by one ; 

He, when he hears of her, cannot refrain 
From the excess of laughter : Here he comes:-— 
Re-enter ^ Cassio. 

As he shall smile, Othello shall go mad ; 

. And his unbookish ^ jealousy must construe 
Poor Cassio's smiles, gestures, and light behaviour 
Quite In the wrong. — How do you now, lieu- 
' tenant ? 

Ca$, The worser, that you give me the addition % 
Whose want even kilh me. 

logo* Ply Desdemona well, and you are sure of *t. 
Kow, if this suit lay in Bianca’s power, 

{Speaking lower. 

How quickly idiould you speed? 

Ca$, Alas, poor coitifr! 

0^ Look, how he laughs already ! {Aside, 

' XagiQ, 1 never knew a woman love man so. 

Cos, Alas, poor rogue ! I think indeed she loves 
ipe. 

0th* Now he denies it faintly, and laughs it out. 

{Aside, 

jfag0* Bo you hear, Cassio? 

0th* Now he Importunes him 

To tell it o’er : Go to : well said. Well said. {Aside* 
logo* She gives it' out, that you shall marry her: 
Ho you intend it? 


Cae, . Ha, ha, ha ! 

0th, Do you triumph, Homan ? do you triumph ? 

{Aside* 

Cae, 1 marry her ! — what ? a customer 1 , ^ I 
pr’ythee, bear some charity to my wit ; do not think 
it so unwholesome. Ha, ha, ha ! 

0th, So, so, so, so: They laugh that win. {Aside, 
logo. Why, the cry goes, that you shall marry 
her. 

Cos, Pr’ythee, say true. 
logo, I am a very villain else. 

Cas, This is the monkey’s own giving out : she 
is persuaded I will marry her, out of her ii>wn love 
and flattery, not out ^ my promise. 

Olh, lago beckons me ; now he begins the story. 

[Aside, 

Cas, She was here even now : she haunts me in 
every place. I was, the other day, talking on the 
sea-bank with certain Venetians ; and thither comes 
this bauble ; by this hand, she falls thus about my 
neck : — 

0th. Crying, O dear Cassio as it were ; hfs 
gesture imports it. [Aside, 

Cas. So hangs, and lolls, and weeps upon me ; 
ha, ha, ha ! 

0th, Now he tells, how she invited him to my 
chamber : O, I see that nose of yours, but not that 
dog I shall throw it to. {Aside, 

Cas, Well, I must leave her company. 
logo. Before me ! look where she comes. 

Enter Bianca. 

Cas* What do you mean by tliis haunting of me ? 
Rian. What did you mean by that .same hand- 
kerchief, you gave me even now ? I was a fine fool 
to take it. 1 must take out the whol^ work ? — A 
likely piece of work, that you should find it in your 
chaml>cr, and not know who left it there ! This is 
some minx’s token, and I must take out tlie work ? 
There, — give it where you had it, I’ll t«ke out no 
work on’t. 

Cas. How now, my sweet Bianca? how now? 
how now ? 

0th. By heaven, that should be my handkerchief ! ' 

{Aside, 

Rian, An you’ll come to supper to night, you 
may : an you will not, come when you are next 
prepared for. {Exit* 

lago. After her, after her. 

Cas, I must, she’ll rail in the«^treet else. 
logo. Will you sup there ? 

Cas. I intend so. 

Togo, Well, I may chance to see you ; for I would 
very fain speak with you. 

Cos, Pr’ythee, come ; will you ? 
lago. Go to ; say no more. [Exit Cassio. 

0th, How s^U I murder him, lago ? 
logo* Did you perceive how he laughed at his 
vice? 

0th. O, lago! 

logo* And did you see the handkerchief? 

Otk* Was that mine ? 

logo* Yours, by this hwid : and to see how lie 
I prizes the foolish woman, your wife ! she gave It 
him, and he hath given it his mistress. 

0th, I would have him nine years a killing A 
fine woman ! a fair woman I a sweet woman! ^ 
Nay, you must forget that. 

0th* Ay, let her perish, to-night $ for she ahi^ 
9 A cemmoa vrdtxm. . ' ^ 
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not live : No, my heart is turned to stone ; I strike 
it, and it hurts my hand. O, the world hath not a 
sweeter creature ; she might lie by an emperor’s side, 
tkgo. Nay, that’s not your way. 

0th, Hang her ! 1 do but say what she is : — So 
delicate witli her needle !<-~An admirable musician ! 
O, she will sH^the savageness out,pf^a^bear ! — «• 

Of so higlianopIeiiliSous wffahd invendoii ! — 
lago. She’s the worse for all this, 

0th, O, a dunisand, a thousand times : — And 
then, of so gentle a condition ! ^ 

Jago, ^y, too gentle, 

0th, Nay, that’s certain : l^ut yet the pity of it, 
Jago ! — O, lago, the pity of it, lago ! 

logo. If you are so fond over her iniquity, ^ve 
her patent to offend ; for, if it touch not you, it 
comes near nobody. 

0th, I will chop her into messes : — Cuckold me ! 

. lago, O, ’tis foul in her. 

Om, With mine officer 1 
lago. That’s fouler. 

0th. Get me ft>mc poison, lago ; this night ; — 
I’ll not expostulate with her, lest her beauty unpro- 
vide my mind again ; this night, lago. 

lago. Do it not with poison, strangle her in her 
bed, even the bed she hath contaminated. 

0th, Good, good : tlie justice of it pleases j very 
good. 

lago* And, for Cassio, — let mo be his under- 
taker : 

You shall hear more by midnight. 

[A trumpet within, 
0th. Excellent good. — What trumpet is that 
same ? 

logo. Sonj^thing from Venice, sure. *Tis Lo- 
dovico, 

Come from tlie duke ; and, see, your wife is with 
him^ 

Enter lionovico, Desdemona, and Attendants, 

Lod, ’Save you, worthy general ! 

0th. With all my heart, sir, 

Lod. The duke and senators of Venice greet you. 

[Gives him a Packet, 

0th. 1 kiss the instrument of their pleasures. 

[Opens the Packet and reads. 
Ees, And what’s the news, good cousin Ludovico? 
Togo, I am very glad to see you, signior ; 
Welcome to Gypras. 

Lod, I thank you ; How does lieutenant Cassio ? 
lago. Lives, sir. 

Des. Cousin, there’s fallen between him and my 
lord 

An unkind breach : but yoti shall make all well. 

0th. Are you sure of that ? 

^ Ves. My lord? 

0th, This faU you not to do, as you udU — 

[Reads. 

Lod. He did not call ; he’s busy in the paper. 

Is there division ’twixt ray lord and Cassio ? 

Des, A most unhappy one ; I would do much 
To atone * them, for the love I bear to Cassio. 

OUi. Fire and brimstone ! 

Des. My lord ? 

0th. Are you wise? 

Mes. Wha(^ IS he angry ? 

Lod. ^ ’May be, the letter mov’d him ; 
Por, as Z think, they dq command him home, 
Deputing Cassio in his government. 

* Of «o sweet a diipoiitiop. » Reconcile. 
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Des. By my troth, I am glad on’t. 

0th. Indeed? 

Des. My lord? 

0th. I am glad to see you mad. 

Des. How, sweet Othello? 

0th. Devil ! [Striking her. 

Des. I have not deserv’d this. 

Lod. My lord, this would not be believ’d in 
Venice, ^ 

Though I should swear I saw it : *Tis very much ; 
Make her amends, she weeps. 

0th, O devil, devil ! / 

If that the earth could teem with woman’s tears, 
Each drop she falls would prove a crocodile : — - 
Out of my sight ! 

Des. I will not stay to offend you. 

[Going. 

Lod. Truly, an obedient lady ; •— 

I do beseech your lord&hip, call her back. 

0th, Mistress, 

Des, My lord ? 

0th. What would you with her, sir ? 

Lod. Who, I, my lord ? ^ 

0th. Ay ; you did wish that I would make her turn: 
Sir, she can turn, and turn, and yet go on, 

And turn again ; and she can weep, sir, weep i 
And she’s obedient, as you say, — obedient, — , 

Very obedient ; — Proceed you in your tears. — » 
Concerning this, sir, — O well-painted passion ! 

I am commanded home : Get you away ; 

ril send for you anon. — Sir, I obey the mandate, 

And will return to Venice ; — Hence, avaunt ! 

[Exit DESDEArONA. 
Cassio shall have my place. And, — sir, to-night, 
I do entreat that we may sup together. 

You are welcome, sir, to Cyprus. — Goats, and 
monkies ! [ Exit.. 

Lod, Is this the noble Moor whom our full senate 
Call — all-in-nll sufficient ? — This the noble nature 
Whom passion could not shake ? whose solid virtue 
The shot of accident, nor dart of chance. 

Could neither graze, nor pierce ? 
logo. He is much chaiig’cL 

Lod, Are his wits safe ? is he not light of brain? 
lago. He is tliat he i^ ; I may not breathe my 
censure. 

What he might be, if, what he might, he is not, 

I would to heaven he were. 

Lod. What, strike his wife } 

logo, ’Faitli, that was not so well j Yet ’would I 
knew, 

That stroke would prove the worst. 

Lod. 1b it his use ? 

Or did the letters work upon his blood, 

And new-create this fault? 

logo. Alas, alas 

It is not honesty in me, to speak 
Wliat J have seen and known. You shall observe 
him; 

And his own courses will denote him so. 

That I may save my speech : Do but go after, 

And mark how he continues. 

Lod. I am sorry, that I am deceiv’d in Ipm* 

[Exeunt^ 

SCENE II. — A Room in the Castle. 

Enter Othello and Emilia. 

0th* You have seen nothing then ! 

Emit. Nor ever heard; nor ever did suspect. 

0th, Yes, you have seen Cassio and she together; 
3 M 3 
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MmUf But then 1 eaw no barm : and than 1 heard 
Each ayltabte, that breath made up between them. 
0th, Whati did they never whisper ? 

EmM, Never, my lord. 

0th, Nor send you out of the way ? 

Emil, Never. 

Othf To fetch her fan, her gloves, her mask, nor 
nothing ? 

Enfll, Never, ray lord, 

0th, That’s strange. 

Emil I durst, ray lord, to wager she is honest, 
lay down ray soul at stake : if you think other, 
Remove your thought ; it doth abuse your bosom. 
If any wretch hath put this in your he^, 

Ijet heaven req^uite it with the serpent’s curse ! 

For, if she be not honest, chaste, and true, 

There’s no man happy : tlio purest of tlieir wives 
Is foul as slander. 

0th, Bid her conic hitlier : — go.— • 

* [Ejrit £miua. 

She says enough : — yet she’s a simple drab 
That cannot say as much. This is a subtle pimp, 
A closet-lqpk>and-key of villainous secrets, 

Ee^-eiUer Emilia, with Desoemona. 

Ees, My lord, what is your will ? 

0th, Pray, chuck, come hither. 

Des. What is your pleasure ? 

Otk, Let me see your eyes ; 

Look in my face. 

' Ees, What horrible fancy’s this ? 

0th, Some of your function, mistress ; 

[To Emilia. 

Leave us alone, and shut the door : 

Cough, or cry — hem, if any body come ; 

Your mystery, your mystery ; — nay, despatch. 

• [Eant Emilia. 

Deif Upon ray knees, what doth your sjieech im- 
port? 

1 understand a fury in your words. 

But not the words. 

0th, Why, what art thou ? 

J)es, Your wife, my lord ; your true 

And loyal wife. 

0th* Come, sr-ear it, damn thyself ; 

Lest, being like one of heaven, the devils themselves 
Should fear to seize thee : 

Swear— thou art honest. 

JOes* Heaven doth truly know it. 

0th, Heaven truly knows, that thou art false as 
hell. 

Eet, To whom, ray lord ? with whom ? How am 
I false? 

0th* O Desdemona ! — away ! away ! away ! 
Ees, Alas, the heavy day! — Why do you weep? 
Am J the occasion of these tears, my lord ? 

If, haply, you my father do suspect. 

All instrument of this your calling back. 

Lay not your blame on me ; if you have lost him, 
Why, I have lost him too. 

0th, Had it pleas’d Heaven 

To try me with affliction ; had be rain’d 
All kin^ of sores, and shames, on my bare bead ; 
Steep’d roe in poverty to the very lips ; 

Given to captivity me and my utmost hopes ; 

1 should have found in some part of my soul 
A drop of patience : but (alas I) to make me 
A fixed figure, for the time of scorn 
To point his slow and moving finger at, — 

.01 0 ! 
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Yet could I bear that too ; well, very well : ^ 

But there, where I have garner’d ^ <up my heidi$«; 
Where eitlier I must live, or bear no life ; 

The fountain from the which my current runs. 

Or else dries up ; to be discard^ thence ! 

Turn thy complexion there 1 
Patience, tliou young and rose-lipp’d cherubin ; ^ 

Ay, there, look grim as hell I 
Des. I hope, my noble lord esteems me honest. 
0th, O, ay : as summer flies are in the shambles, 
That quicken even with blowing. O thou weed, 
Who art so lovely fair, and smeU’st so swoqty 
That the sense aches «t thee. — ’Would thou hadst 
ne’er been bom ! 

Ees, Alas, what ignorant sin have I committed ? 
Otk, Was this fair paper, this most goodly book, 
Made to write whore upon ! What committed ! 
Committed ! — O thou publick commoner ! 

I should make very forges of my cheeks. 

That would to cinders burn up modesty, 

Did 1 but speak thy deeds — What committed ! 

The very wind that kisses all it mt.ets. 

Is hush’d within the hollow mine of earth. 

And will not hear it : What committed ! — 
Impudent strumpet 1 

Ees, By heaven, you do me wrong. 

0th. Arc not you a strumpet ? 

Des. No, as I am a Christian : 

Tf to preserve this vessel for my lord, 

From any other foul unlawful touch, 

Be, — not to be a strumpet, 1 am none. 

0th, What, not a whore ? 

T)es. No, as I sliall be saved. 

0th. Is it possible ? 

J)es, O, heaven forgive us • 

0th. I cry you mercy, tlien ; 

I took you for that cunning w^hore of Venice, 

That married with Othello. — You, mistress. 

Re-enter Emilia. 

That have the office opposite to Saint Peter, 

And keep the gate of hell ; You ! you ! ay, you : 
We have done our course ; there’s money for your , 
pains ; 

I pray you, turn the key, and keep our counsel. 

[Exit, 

Emil. Alas, what does this gentleman conceive?— 
How do you, madam? how do you, my good lady? 
Ves, ’Faith, half asleep. „ 

Emil, Good madam, what’s the matter with my 
lord? 

I)es, With who? 

EmU, Why, with my lord, madam. 

Des. Who is thy lord ? 

EmU. He that is yours, sweet lady. 

Des, I have none : Do not talk to me, Emilia ; , 
I cannot weep ; nor answer I have none. 

But what should go by water. Pr’ythee to-night 
Lay on my bed my wedding sheets, — remember ;-v 
And call thy husi^nd hither. 

EmU, Here h a change, indeed ! 

[Exit, 

Des. ’Tis meet I should be us’d so, very meet. 
How have I been behav’d, that he might stick 
The tmaU’st opinion on my great’st abuse ? 

Re-enter Emilia, with Iago. 

logo. What is your pleasure, madam ? How is il 
with you? 
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